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"Sleep well,” whispered the warrior.

Gabrielle held back her yawn. She glanced at tvdile in the middle of the camp.
She was exhausted from traveling all day. But itlenber smile and she lifted her
head. Leaning in, she kissed her soulmate gentth@tips. "Night Xen."

The Warrior Princess smiled warmly at the end efkiss. She peered over Gabrielle
to see her sais near the b8cart warrior mused the Xena. She closed her eyes and
pulled Gabrielle in close.

The warrior-bard soon faded into her dreamscape.dféam was wild and something
Gabrielle thought only her imagination could haweated. It was about herself being
some kind of person that researched history. Xeameven in it and she could
translate Greek. Even weirder, Xena in the dreatdnahfanny accent and didn't quite
act like... well Xena.

Part OneWaking Up Anew

Gabrielle shifted out of her dream. She kept hesajosed and sighed deeply. She
felt her lover beside her; it left her smiling.

Her eyebrows furrowed together at realizing sonmgthEhe wasn't wearing her
velvet, red warrior attire. Instead she was weapiagts or something that covered her
entire body. Slowly, she opened her eyes and stgred



Her heart stopped and she studied her new surnogsdshe wasn't outdoors
anymore. It was a tent: a very large brown tenh 0d... where am 1?" Turning her
head to the left, she found Xena beside her. $jinediin relief at seeing her lover.

The Amazon Queen shifted and leaned down, sheygaestled her soulmate on the
lips.

Xena awoke but didn't respond to the kiss, sheaigtiried to refuse it. Yet, she gave
in and returned the kiss with a little fear.

Gabrielle ended the kiss, worried about how Xesawoaded. She lifted her head with
a confused, worried expression. "Xena, are yoglai?'

The dark haired woman furrowed her eyebrows. "&litler face was turning red,
probably from the kiss.

The warrior-bard just became more confused. "J&hiske whispered. That was the
name from her dream. Her long strawberry blond tedliforward more. Gabrielle
brushed it back and her eyes widened at realiiisghad long hair. "By the gods!"
She leaped out of the bed and lifted a bit of beglhair. Her breathing was becoming
labored. "What... what's going on?"

The tall woman sat up in the bed. "Are you okanick?"

Gabrielle took a step back. "Xena, why are youroglne Janice?" She held up her
hands. After shaking her head, she looked at hdy bod noticed she had on pants
and a button up shirt. Button, what's a button?ri@té was thinking.

"Janice, its okay." The older woman got out ofbee. "Remember me? You're
partner? Melinda Pappas?"

The Amazon Queen shook her head. "This is a drestme, Whispered.

"My lord, naw it ain't, Janice." Melinda graspe@ gmaller woman's shoulders. "Ya
jus' had uh weird dream. You'll be fine once wetstayging again.”

Gabrielle said nothing then whispered, "Mmmmels ikihard to explain but... I'm not
Janice." She paused. "My name is Gabrielle."

The southerner pressed the palm of her right hgathst the smaller woman's
forehead. "You feel fine."

The small warrior pulled the large hand away fragnforehead. "I'm serious," she
growled.

Melinda blinked and stared into green eyes. Shieegwthat Janice wasn't quite...
Janice. The brassy, rough, and tough archeoldygs some to love. "You ain't
Janice," she whispered in fear. She stepped bbexderdo the bed.

"That's what | was saying." Gabrielle sighed andhar fingers through her long hair.
That was an odd feeling, to have her hair longragaook... Mel, | don't know how |
got here... wherever here is but I'm not Janice."

"Okay." The southerner breathed calmly and asRéduy'te saying you're Gabrielle...



the bard from Potidaea?"
The Amazon Queen nodded. "Yes, | travel with thegrner named-"

"Xena," finished the belle. "Oh my..." Melinda hatt, half fell onto the bed. She put
her right hand over her chest and repeated, "Oh &he was stunned so she
considered on being a proper bell and fainting. $hat didn't let herself faint because
this was too interesting. "How... how..." She stigdhwith her words.

Gabrielle shook her head. "l don't know." She aeddser arms against her chest. "
just know | was dreaming about myself being somenao that dug up my own
scrolls and | found Ares... you were in it."

It dawned on Melinda. "That happened jus' yesterd@&abrielle.” She tilted her head.
"You're Janice's ancestor."

The pieces were coming together for Gabrielle. Smwe somehow space and time
mixed up Janice and Gabrielle. That meant Janidédbe in Gabrielle's body. Now
the only question left was, how is Janice doindg¥iena?
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Xena glanced over at her partner sleeping in tredtill. She creased her lips with a
grin. "Somethings never change over five years"whispered to her new mare.
"You ready, girl?"

The mare whined and nodded.

"Me too." The watrrior turned to Gabrielle and s&dlover to her. She knelt down
beside the smaller warrior. Reaching forward, siralzed her hand gently through
short blond hair. "Time to wake up." Xena caredsedover's cheek.

"Not yet," stated Gabrielle.

The Warrior Princess grinned and leaned down. igerdaptured Gabrielle's in a
warm, delicate kiss. At first, she found her partredusing the kiss but gave in and
returned with passion. She grinned when the kissavar.

Gabrielle opened her eyes, they were harder thamaloThey also were very
confused. "What the Hell was that, Mel?"

Xena did a double-take. "Gggabrielle?" Her eyesaveed with suspicion. Anything
was possible that was one thing she learned ire ties years.

The warrior-bard shook her head. "Mel, why the ted you calling me Gabrielle and
kissing me?" She sat up before her expression stiddeopped once she saw what
Xena was wearing. "Jesus Christ, wh-wh..." She leapgadf the bedroll and
stumbled back with her hands up. "Who the Hellyane?"

The warrior stood up slowly and she shifted hernsgdf a stoic attitude. "The name is
Xena." She corked an eyebrow. "And you are?"

"Janice... Janice Covington." The younger womdediher head. "You're... Xena, the
Warrior Princess?"



The Warrior Princess folded her arms. "The samled'tSok a step closer. "So, why
are you in my partner's body?"

Janice shook her head. She lifted her arms andrsasilver bracelets. She gazed
down. She was wearing a red, velvet skirt and stapllHer horror filled eyes rose
back up to Xena. "You thought | was... Gabrielle Bard of Potidaea?"

"Yesss," answered the warrior.
"Holy shit," muttered Janice. "I'm in my ancestdsly."
"Who are you?" growled Xena.

Janice looked up and smiled. "Like I said, I'm dar€ovington and I'm... I'm from the
future.”

Xena stared at her, she didn't know how to resportlkis. "And you're Gabrielle's
descendent?"

"Yes," answered Janice. "I'm friends with your égstent too. Her name is-"
"Mel," Xena cut in.

Janice nodded. "Yes, and we had just finished galgasome of Gabrielle's lost
scrolls and stopped Ares."

"Ares?" whispered the older woman. She made a rheota of that for future
reference. "Then Gabrielle must be in your bodyaar time."

Janice nodded in agreement. "Look about earlierysd&Ghe grinned. "Was a little
freaky."

The warrior corked an eyebrow but turned and wanwatds Argo. "Get the bedroll,
we're leaving."

The archeologist stared at Xena. "You're serious?"
"Yes," called the dark woman. "We'll figure thistdater."

"Great," mumbled the small woman. "I'm stuck irsteiupid bard's body and I'm
getting a 'please wait' sign."” She rolled her eyesknelt down to get the bedroll.
Beside the bedroll, she noticed a pair of sais.®neluded they were Gabrielle's and
took them. For a moment, she tried figuring out rehteey belonged.

"On the sides of your boots," helped the warridre Smirked.

Janice peered up with a semi-glare. She insertad tinto the sides of her boots and
stood up. "You're a real smartass, aren't you?"

Xena took the bedrolls. "Just like you," she retdrand put the bedroll away in the
saddlebags. "Let's travel. Oh, you're horse is thene, tacked up." She mounted her
mare. "Take care of him."

The archeologist came around the mare and spditesitaller bay. "Wonderful," she
muttered. She walked over, took the reins, andHedorse. Janice just followed



Xena. What other choices did she have right nowt?oBa thing she did wonder, was
how Melinda was doing with Gabrielle?

Part Two-Acting 101

Gabrielle sat down in the chair and crossed on&anler the other. "Explain to me
again what happened?" Her attention focused osdbtherner, who sat on the bed.

Melinda sighed and folded her hands in her lapevkéeping her back straight.
"Janice and | were in the tomb. A couple of meadtio stop us while we were
searching for Gab... your scrolls."

The warrior nodded. "What about Ares?"

"He was there too." The southerner shrugged. "Hewanted tuh get out of the
tomb."

"How'd you stop him?" Gabrielle felt like she wasan interrogation.

"That's the interesting part." Melinda paused aghdet. "It's hard to explain, but
Xena's soul or essence... she took my body over."

The warrior was silent and tried to think. "Theesho be some kind of connection
with that."

"Or Ares has uh hand in this," suggested the belle.

Gabrielle huffed. "That wouldn't surprise me eith&he sighed and considered her
options, there were few.

"You're stuck here," stated Melinda.
The small woman peered up at the belle. "Nevensagr." She grinned.

The aristocrat chuckled and smiled but lost itetdkon you're gonna have tuh play
Janice for awhile, Gabrielle.”

"Oh no," grumbled the warrior. "You're right.”

"It ain't that hard."

Gabrielle raised an eyebrow. "This going to be lbadn tell already."

Melinda laughed quietly. "Well all ya gotta do i im a bad mood all the time."
The warrior's face dropped. "You're telling me negcendent is a grouch?"

"l wouldn't say uh grouch but she's not nice." $batherner grinned faintly. "She's
just tough.”

"Alright, brief me on how she acts." The warrioridtad to herself. "Probably the
same way she did in my dream," she mumbled unddsrieath.

"Well first, let's get ya dressed right." The bedteod up and strolled over to a broken,
beaten trunk. On top rested a leather jacket, whp, and half-smoked cigar.
Melinda crinkled her nose when she saw the cidpr jigst tossed it aside. Taking the



other items, she came over to the short strawli@oryd. "Stand up.”
Gabrielle rose up and waited.
"First this." The belle handed the jacket.

The warrior-bard slipped into it and adjusted #eket. She quickly picked up on a
funny scent with the jacket. "What is that?"

"Cigar smoke." Melinda held out the gun. "Get uséhat, she fancies them quite a
bit."

The small woman took the revolver and turned iang down. "What is this?"

"Uh gun... weapon." Pappas tucked the whip undeaimarand snatched the gun.
"Here's how ya use it." She pulled back the hamandrheld it up. "Then you jus' pull
this little thing."

"That?" Gabrielle pointed at the tiny trigger.
"Yes." Melinda demonstrated and pulled the trigger.
Suddenly there was boom, and the smoke lingerdtbupthe barrel.

The warrior-bard cringed. She looked across theaed saw a tiny hole. "That's all it
does?"

"Yes, well actually.” Melinda quickly handed thengoiack with a shaky hand. "Its
rather dangerous,” she said hastily. "I shouldmt thone that,” she mumbled.

Gabrielle turned the gun every which way again. I8tesl it up, cocked the hammer,
and pulled the trigger. She jumped when the bulit reeling from the barrel. "For
Eli's sakes," she whispered.

"Holy shit!" yelled a high-pitched man's voice. "®gone, who's shooting around
here?"

Melinda's eyes widened.

The warrior peered up at her friend. "Whoops." Blaghed.

"Put it away," whispered the southerner when tha o@mne rushing in.
"What you two janes tryen to do, blow me away?"

Gabrielle and Melinda turned to the man in the tiam

The aristocrat quickly responded, "Sorry Jack... cadidn't know." She smiled
shyly. "Why are ya back here?"

The warrior-bard tried to not let her expressionrgo shock at seeing this guy that
looked exactly like Joxeilhis is getting ridiculeshought Gabrielle with amusement.

"Well, sweetheart... | figured out | took the wrongcg last night from you dames."
Jack came over with his pack on his back. He swiuoid, trying to be cool, but
failed and almost stumbled.



Gabrielle sprung forward and helped him.

"Thanks, Janice."

"You're welcome."

Jack did a double-take at the politeness that deonethe gruff archeologist.

The small woman saw the confusion so she switckedttitude in seconds. "Why
don't you be more careful, next time?" she growste sighed in annoyance and
stepped back next to Melinda.

"Well you know, | didn't have to come back." Jatlaightened up with pride.
"Can we just have the damn bag back?" snarled &bdri

Jack sighed and dropped his shoulders. "As longastill have my pack,” he
accused.

Melinda cut in quickly, "We still have it, Jack. \Waere and I'll go get it." She
handed Gabrielle the whip, left the tent and werthe truck.

"So..." Jack pressed his lips together, thinkingalfiing any good digs, Janice?"

Gabrielle rolled her eyes. "Not yet," she statdte Boked at her side and figured out
how to attach the whip. She tied it on. "Why?" $kered back up. "Planning to come
bust into the middle of my damn dig again, Jox..k3ac

"No," said the man proudly. "I have better plans."

Gabrielle rolled her eyes. She pulled out the nexohnd she tried to recall from her
dream how to open the barrel. She figured it odt@pened the barrel chamber.

Jack took a step back. "Well, | think I'll be heaglback to New York, myself."

"That's nice," said Gabrielle nonchalantly. Shaasat there were only two round
things left inside. She thought and reached insfdbe leather pocket. She extracted
a few more round things and slipped them into thetg sockets. "Just don't show up
on my digs again,” she warned while slamming thegbalosed. "Without an invite."
Gabrielle spun the barrel and heard it cli©k, this could be fun.

Jack nodded briskly.
The small warrior lifted the gun and pointed iflaker's descendent. "Is that clear?"

Jack held up his hands. "l swear, Jan... | won'thour blinken digs.” He smiled
fakely.

Gabrielle smiled evilly. "Wonderful." She lowerdtetgun and slipped it roughly into
the holster on her side. She glanced to the teetwielinda came in. "Find it,
sweetheart?"

Melinda almost stumbled at how much Gabrielle sednike Janice. "Uh... yes."
She was starting to think that it was Janice bywthg Gabrielle was carrying herself.
With a smile, she faced Jack. "Here's your pack,d¥&inman."”



"Thanks." The man took his pack and handed oveotiher one. "Well, | have to rush
off, ya dig?"

The southerner sighed. "Oh, | dig." She steppedkasi

"So soon?" asked Gabrielle with a smirk. "Don't neahang around, Jack?"
"No, can't miss the flight back to the big applEiie man left the tent quickly.
The warrior-bard chuckled to herself and smiled.

"You did something," accused the belle.

Gabrielle grinned. "Nah." She rubbed the back ofeek while watching Melinda go
to that trunk again. "So, what now?"

"You become Janice," declared the aristocrat asushed around holding a brown
hat.
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"What the Hell? | am not acting like Gabrielle,'bgiled Janice.

The Warrior Princess stepped closer to the smathavo "Yes you are,” stated the
warrior. She narrowed her eyes. "You are in heybpdople will think and say you
are Gabrielle." She paused and let her voice gpeated can't have my seeming
partner going around acting like a drunken sailor."

"Oh that's real rich," jabbed the archeologist. &#he walking down the road, beside
Xena with Gabrielle's horse trailing behind.

Xena breathed deeply and attempted relaxing. Herogr her horse's reins was
strong. She tried another approach. "Have you texel acting?"

Janice glared. "That's the dumbest thing-"

The Warrior Princess instantly covered the womanoath. "Sssh." She stopped
walking and felt her body tense up.

"Bhat?" mumbled the small woman through the hand.
Xena removed her hand and pointed ahead to thstfd@ver there."
Janice looked that way and spotted three men cothimoggh the forest. "So?"

"We're about to have trouble." The warrior laughedply and placed her mare's reins
on the saddle. "Get ready."

"Get ready? What the Hell am | suppose to do?"

"Fight," stated Xena. She stepped ahead while atisimg her sword. "Morning
boys." She propped the sword against her shoulder.

Janice couldn't believe this but she placed thesref the horse on the saddle. She
joined Xena and folded her arms.



The boys came out of the woods with sly grins. Tinegheathed their swords or
pulled out their maces.

"Can we help you?" taunted the warrior.

The male warriors laughed and didn't say anythimgy did by their actions. They all
raced forward and took on Xena and Janice.

"Holy shit," yelled Janice. She jumped right asacmswiped past her stomach.
"Come on, you stupid asshole."” She held up her$yagrthned, and bent her knees.
"You couldn't hit the broad side of a barn, you tass."

The warrior growled and attacked Janice.
The archeologist laughed then leaped up. She peefba roundhouse kick in midair.
The enemy went flying onto his back and coughing.

"Ha." Janice grinned and held up her hahkttsy'd | do that? The fighting must be
natural to Gabrielle's bodyOnce she realized that, her grin only broadenedhan
eyes sparkled. With that knowledge, she bent dawiextracted the sais. "This going
to be fun." Her opponent was getting on his feetrsmattacked.

Xena punched one of her opponents hard and kndukedut. She parried her other
enemy's sword blow. She easily fought him.

The archeologist, however, was having more fun Wwehopponent. As she was
fighting him, she was laughing. Eventually, shediea him out cold. Janice lifted
her hands up with the sais and stared at them. BBidfor a bard,” she mumbled
under her breath.

Xena cut her last enemy down and turned to JaB8ice.corked an eyebrow. "Nice to
see you still alive."

"You knew," stated Janice. "You knew | could uséfsale's body to fight."
The Warrior Princess grinned and whistled.
Argo trotted over to her mistresses.

"I'd just like to know how." The small woman grirthand bent down, sheathing the
sais.

"Its happen to me before," told Xena.
Janice got Gabrielle's horse and joined the otlmenan. "Care to share the tale?"
"I had an enemy several years ago named, Callisto."

"Wait." The archeologist held up her hand. "Bloadnoying screechy voice, and
really skinny? She lived in..."

"Cirra," finished the warrior.

"Right, what happened?" asked Janice. She was hegantrigued by the warrior's



life.

The older woman chuckled and began the brief tale.
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"Sounds about right." Gabrielle adjusted the hah@nhead. "Janice acted the same
way in my dream.” She grinned and faced Melindanila bard... I'll just become my
character."

The southerner smiled and reached up, readjustegat. "I reckon you'll do fine
with it, honey." She lowered her hands to her didielinda still wore her outfit from
yesterday, she hadn't expected to stay in Greecéotiy. "I jus’ wish | knew how to
send ya home."

Gabrielle shrugged. "There's a reason for evergthiBhe paused while considering.
"I'm here to do something, gods only know what.e §lanced around in the tent.
"What were you and Janice planning to do next?"

"Translate the scrolls to figure out where Amphipaind Potidaea are.”

The warrior-bard chuckled deeply. "You won't fitein in my scrolls, | never placed
directions in my scrolls.” She grinned evilly. "8&nmost people in my time knew
where the towns were located." She walked ovenedtd and opened the pack. She
reached in and slipped out one of her scrolls.iéart skipped a beat at seeing them
after so long.

Melinda bit her lower lip. "Well then." She came lgside the smaller woman. "Then
ya wouldn't mind... showing me where the towns are?"

Gabrielle unrolled the old scroll and recognized tendwriting.Oh gods, this is The
Quest.She closed her eyes at the memory when her ana tifehcame together.
"Why?" she whispered. Her piercing green eyes apeageain and locked on Melinda.
"So they can be dug up for research?"

The southerner's eyes dropped. "Yes... and no." &spgd Gabrielle's arm. "Please
Gabrielle, ya don't understand how much it wouldimeih Janice." She shook her
head. "Her daddy did this all his life and now gheShe's lost so much just so she can
find the Xena Scrolls." She paused and tried toeeamwith another reason.
"Please... she needs to find her ancestry."

The warrior-bard stared down at her scroll. Meliadeords hit home for her and
brought more turmoil inside. "But from what | rddabm the dream, Mel..." She
looked up with pain in her eyes. "Janice hatesdgaig descendent.” She paused.
"Why would | bother to help her when she doesrcepther own blood?"

The aristocrat smiled warmly and squeezed the samall She whispered, "Cause ya
are Gabrielle."

Gabrielle nodded and rolled up the scroll, shegidatback into the bag. "Alright."
She heard Melinda sigh. "I'll take you to Amphigdirst.”

Without warning, there was a loud explosion.



"What was that?" asked Gabrielle. She raced toethieflap.

Pappas followed behind and looked out. "Oh my...Nages." She put her right hand
against her chest and in hopes to calm down.

"The Nazes?" Gabrielle peered up then it came to'fibe Nazis, oh gods." She
pushed Melinda back into the tent. "We gotta getodbtnere and now." She raced
over to the leather pack and closed it up frartical

Melinda stood in the middle of the tent in feaanite," she whispered fleetingly as
her eyes rolled up into her head.

Gabrielle spun around with the bag on her back.H&laed how the southerner said
Janice in complete fear. Her eyes widened at sedalipda getting ready to faint.
"Oh no." She raced over and caught the larger wontale she was falling. "Mel?"
she yelled. "Oh great, just what | need."

The tent flap flew open and a bunch of Nazi so&lgtormed in with large tomahawk
guns.

The small warrior looked up while holding the asgtt in her arms. "Even better,”
she grumbled.

Simultaneously, there was a round of gun's clickiogh the soldiers and they aimed
at the two women on the ground.

Another larger man in an officer's suit came inhvatproud stance. He stood tall and
peered down at the women. "Doctor Covington, howdesful it is to finally meet
you." The man clicked his boot heels and bowedb&l. Looking back up with cold
eyes, he said, "I am Friedrich von Schiller." Hasd was bland, German accent
noticeable, and his eyes emotionless like any attegeotype Nazi. "l do believe you
met my second hand man, a Mr. John Smythe."

"Ah yes." Gabrielle settled Melinda carefully orethround. She rose up with cold
eyes and took on her character. "l did meet... Smit."

"Smythe," corrected the German officer.

"Whatever," retorted Gabrielle. She crossed hesatB8o, how can | help you... Mr.
Shit-ller?" She smirked.

Friedrich von Schiller narrowed his eyes. "Its 8ehi’
"Schiller... Shit-ller... whatever." The warrior-bardached into her pocket.
The men with the tomahawks all flinched and pregéneshoot.

Gabrielle pulled her hand back out and held ugcthar. "Don't mind if | smoke?"
She corked an eyebrow.

"Go ahead." The German officer waved a hand.

The warrior-bard slipped the cigar between her imcl8o, what can | help you
with?" she repeated through the small stogie. 8aehed into her jacket and
extracted pack of matches. She struck a light @md forward. Soon, she was taking a



long drag on the cigar.
"We would like to collect the scrolls that Mr. Srhgtwas after.”

Gabrielle nodded and pulled the cigar away. Shithéesmoke rise from her lips, she
still nodded. "No," stated coldly. "I've claimednts to them." She grinned. "If you
don't like it then you can kiss my ass, Mr. Stet-ll

Friedrich von Schiller snapped his fingers.
The men with the guns raised them at Gabrielle.

"Let me put it another way, Doctor Covington." Heiled mockingly. "Either hand
over the scrolls... or die." He paused with a grit's ‘a simple choice."

"Hmmm." Gabrielle removed the cigar and studietMbu know this is a damn good
cigar." She was stalling for time, hoping Melindauid revive any moment. "But you
know, Mr. Shit-ller, the best kind of cigar you cget is a Cuban." She grinned.
"Have you ever had one, Mr. Shit-ller?" She slipgiezistogie back into her mouth
and took a puff of it.

"Afraid not, Doctor Covington," growled the Germefficer. His patients were
running short.

The warrior nodded and shifted her weight to hghtrfoot. "Well, if the stupid Nazis
ever take over Cuba maybe you'll be in luck." Shehed and grinned. "But then
again, Cuba is a little to close to the States."

"And what are you insinuating, Doctor Covington?"

Gabrielle shot a smug look. "That America will kipggur Nazis's stupid asses back to
Hell where you came from." Her left hand slippetbiher jacket pocket and felt
something metallic.

Friedrich von Schiller snapped his fingers agairake her now."

The small woman laughed and reached back. She sthamack around and held it
up with her right hand. "Tsk tsk, | wouldn't if lere you." Her left hand came out of
her pocket. She flipped the top of the lighteckiéid it, and the flame came to life.

"Come any closer and these scrolls will go up ike)' growled the small woman.

The German officer shook his head with a smirk.ti¥eouldn't, Doctor Covington.
After you spent all your life on them."

If only he knew how true that statement wi's either me or the scrolls." Gabrielle
grinned. "I'd pick the scrolls.”

"Well, since we are at a stand still, what do yoggest, Doctor Covington?"

"l suggest nothing." The warrior let the flame did. "I will demand."” Her eyes
lowered to Melinda. "Mel, get up, sweetheart."

The aristocrat moaned softly.

"Come on, Mel." Gabrielle glimpsed up, making saobody was closing in on her.



Melinda opened her eyes and recalled what was gminhe slowly stood up beside
the smaller woman. "Oh my." She gasped at seesgdn with guns. "What's going
on, Gab-Janice?" she corrected quickly.

"We're getting out of here, sweetheart." The smvalirior lowered her arms with the
lighter and bag. "Right Mr. Shit-ller?" She stalked through her cigar.

Friedrich von Schiller teeth were grinding overteather. "Yes, Doctor Covington,"
he said hotly.

Gabrielle chuckled. "Let's go, Mel." She steppeauviod.
The men with guns stepped forward.

"No," ordered the officer. "We will let them go.eptaside." Friedrich von Schiller
held his hand to the tent flap and stood asidect@dCovington and Miss Pappas.”

The two women walked past with tension shootingulgh their bodies. Gabrielle had
slung the scroll bag over her shoulder.

Gabrielle turned around and walked backwards othetent. She spotted a lit lamp
on a small table near the bed. She whipped ougdnrgraimed, and shot. She
completely missed. "Oh Hades." She shot again dridenlamp.

The lamp was pinged on the side and fell onto #tewith a crash. The bed exploded
in flames.

Gabrielle threw the cigar into the tent. "Run!" sledled. She shoved Melinda.
The southerner could barely run in her heels, mkeevaddled.
The men in the tent were screaming and holleriognfthe tent catching on fire.

"Come on, Mel." The warrior grabbed her friend'adhand dragged her. "Ditch the
shoes."

Melinda kicked them off and began sprinting. "Yawn | am a proper bell... we ain't
made for running."

"Run or die," stated Gabrielle. "Where are thensé®s or some kind of mode of
transportation?"

"This way." The aristocrat now led the small wontarthe western side of camp.
The Nazis all came rushing out the burning tent.

Friedrich von Schiller searched the camp with gisse"Find them!" he ordered.
"Bring me those scrolls intact and that tall woman.

The German soldiers coughed and broke off runmregarch of the women.
Gabrielle and the southerner arrived by a beatldiprock.

"You got to be kidding me?" asked Gabrielle, "Nuostthing?"



The belle nodded. "It's the only way, Gabrielle.”
"Not good."
There was a gunshot.

The warrior ducked and gazed in the direction ftbengunshot. She saw five soldiers
coming. "Oh wonderful." She took the pack off angiped it into Melinda's arms.
"Get in the car, and get ready to drive."

"l can't drive," whispered the aristocrat. "I'madidriver.”

Gabrielle looked up with surprise. "Could this gay worse?" she growled. "Just get
in the damn truck and start it. Can you do that?"

"Yes." Melinda cringed from another gunshot.
"Go!" yelled the warrior.
The southerner scrambled to the truck, openeddbg dnd hopped in.

The warrior-bard whipped out her gun and cockechdmamer. "Alright let's see what
this can do." She aimed at one of the coming s@dighe pulled the trigger.

The soldier screamed in pain and crashed to thengrbolding his leg.

"Ha, not bad." Gabrielle grinned. "Better than Xer@nakram." She laughed and
aimed at another soldier while cocking the hamrRalling the trigger, she heard the
bullet scream out.

A German soldier stopped coming and held up hisatawk. Three other soldiers
joined him and aimed at Gabrielle.

"Oh no," whispered Gabrielle. "I'm screwed."
They all fired at once.

The short warrior jumped backwards, went high thiair, did a flip in midair, and
twisted her body to land in the bed of the truckr Head spun since the body wasn't
use to such physical abilities. "Janice try workmg," mumbled the small woman.
She glanced over at the Nazis.

They were stunned by what just happened but thiekiguecovered.

Gabrielle recovered faster and shot again. Shanlether Nazi in his side. "Three
left."

The Nazis had begun firing again.

The warrior-bard dropped to the bed of the tructhasbullets reflected off the truck.

"I wonder how long it takes for those big gunsuao out of bullets?" Deciding her

own gun needed reloading, she reached down anedpallit a few bullets. She
opened the barrel of her gun and slipped the Isuliéd the empty sockets. She closed
up the barrel and spun it with natural instinctwNghe heard the shooting stop and
the reloading of guns. "Bingo." She grinned andgechup with her gun pointed.



The three Nazis left, all fell in seconds from ti@unds in their bodies.

Gabrielle grinned and nodded. "Definitely betteartta pair of sais." She jumped out
of the truck and for the first time she noticed&s running. She stopped at hearing
another sound. She turned her head sidelong.

The Nazi wobbled up onto one foot and lifted hia guth a growl. "Bitch," he spat.
The warrior-bard spun around while cocking the gun.
The Nazi pulled his trigger. Gabrielle pulled heggder.

Bullets flew towards Gabrielle while one singlelbtiivent towards the Nazi.
Simultaneously, they both screamed in pain.

Gabrielle fell against the truck and slumped. Sietfie pain screaming up and down
her left arm. She covered the bleeding wound wahright hand. "Oh damn that
hurts."”

The Nazi was lying on the ground, his eyes opeaed blood trickling out of his
mouth.

The small warrior lifted herself off the truck ament to the driver's door. She slipped
the gun away and opened the door with her rightl tzdter releasing the wounded
arm. Before she climbed into the truck, she moanedjony.

"Gabrielle, are you okay?" Melinda helped the smalinan in. She saw the blood
trickling down on the left side of the jacket.

"Peachy keen." The warrior-bard grunted and dropy@echead against the seat. "Let's
get out of here, huh?"

"l would recommend the idea right now." Melindatsce held fear.

Gabrielle glimpsed out the southerner's window.

Friedrich von Schiller coming after them with fiseore soldiers.

"Hell." Gabrielle straightened up then looked & gteering wheel. "Oh double-Hell."
Gunshots went off again.

"Duck!" The small woman pushed Melinda down andeced her head with her
hands. She felt the glass shatter in on them. ig&dteto breathe but she felt trapped.
Looking down, she spotted some kind of pedal. 8bk & lucky guess, and just
twisted her body. She slammed on the right one.

The truck roared before having spun its wheelslliéd off at a fast speed.

Gabrielle sat up and grabbed the wheel as the flesskpast the Nazis. She kept her
right hand on Melinda signaling her to stay down.

The gunshots kept coming at them as they drovefalie camp.

The warrior-bard felt the driving come natural &r.hShe peered up in the rear-view



mirror and saw the Nazis gave up and stopped treupuShe sighed in relief. "It's
alright, Mel."

The belle sat up and looked out the back windowve. {8h herself jounce from the
bumpy ride. She watched Friedrich von Schiller mygsip a storm and throwing his
arms up while punching some of his men. "Oh my.lo&the shook her head. "He
ain't happy."

"Good," stated Gabrielle. "He was jerk." She turtieglwheel to the left down another
road. She hissed at the pain in her left arm.

The tall woman looked at the wounded arm. "Let ook lat that." She scooted closer.

"Not now, Mel." Gabrielle sighed sadly. "I needdiave."” She smiled at the other
woman. "You can look at it later, promise."

Pappas raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure?"
"I'll be okay." The short warrior sighed.

The southerner nodded plus scooted back to hefrgpotearlier. "You sure were
amazing."

Gabrielle chuckled and asked, "Why do you say that?

"Ya managed to pull off Janice perfectly." The ttsat shrugged. "Not tuh mention,
ya saved us."

"It's all in the cocky attitude, sweetheart," tehtee warrior-bard in a deeper voice.
Melinda laughed quietly but sighed and rested imsleat.

The small woman sensed a hint of despair in theratloman. "What's wrong?" she
whispered.

The southerner glanced at her friend then out thdaw. She sighed again but more
sadly and whispered, "I miss Janice."

Part ThreeComing to an Understanding

Ah Christ, | can't believe this... | miss M&hnice shook her hea®hat the Hell is
my damn problem? I've only known the woman foryaatal | have feelings for her?
Real stupid, Covingtorshe shoved the thoughts away and tried focusingheare
she was now and what she was doing now. "So, what@ going to do about
switching things back to normal?"

The warrior shrugged. "Don't know."

Janice stopped walking. "You're joking me?" Shépeal the Warrior Princess's arm.
"I've got to get back to my time. | have thingslto | can't be screwing around in
Gabrielle's body."

"Listen to me." Xena leaned towards the other warfidau need to respect
Gabrielle." She narrowed her eyes and deepenedbi. "I'm sick of hearing your
crock about Gabrielle." She paused. "Try beinglat®m to the problem instead of



pain in the ass," she growled. She pulled her aemdnd continued walking with
Argo.

"This is not my fault,” stated the archeologist.

The warrior stopped and turned around. "You makeuitl to believe you're
Gabrielle's descendent.” Sighing and shaking had h&he walked on.

Janice licked her lips, and stared at the graves.r&n a free hand through her short
hair.

Gabrielle's horse came up, and nudged the smallantsnback.

The archeologist glanced back at the horse. Slthedaup and petted the horse.
"Xena is pretty tough huh?"

The horse whined.

Janice gazed down the road at the warrior. "Nosdbe care for my shitty attitude.”
She grinned a little.

The horse whined with more laughter.

"Alright, strike one on my part." The archeolodigtgan to walk quickly with the
horse. "Xena, wait up!" she called.

Xena stopped and waited without looking back.

Janice caught up and stopped. "Look, sorry... Ijaste a little prejudice against
Gabrielle."

"I've noticed," stated the warrior coldly. She meedown at the archeologist. "Let me
guess, you preferred me in Gabrielle's scrolls?"

"Yes," answered the small woman.

Xena stood tall and stoically. "Well somebody Ilike shouldn't be caught dead with
somebody rare and special as Gabrielle." She cdr&etips with a small smile.
"Trust me, Janice, you do not realize who you alated to." She grasped the
shoulder of her lover's body. "I'd choose to bergtlb any day than myself." She
squeezed the smaller shoulder before releasimglitvalking onward.

"Huh." Janice glanced at Xena's back. "Even ifwhs throwing up if you were her?"
she teased.

"Especially if she was throwing up," joked back Warrior Princess.
"Interesting." The archeologist joined the talleman. "Where are we headed?"
"To a town for the night." Xena grinned. "l neehéd to think."

Janice corked an eyebrow. "And you're telling méking endless on this road today
hasn't given you time to think?"

"Not with you rambling."



The archeologist shot a glare up at the dark wortid&mow how to shut up.”
"Let's see it," taunted the older woman. "Starhogy till the village."
"Fine," growled the smaller woman. She went silent.

Xena slowly formed an evil grin on her lips. "Ahgtpeace and quiet." She sighed
contently.

Janice bit her lower lip from saying anything.

The Warrior Princess held up her freehand. "I&iet nice?" She leaned towards the
archeologist. "The silence... of your voice?"

"Jesus Christ," roared the small woman. "I thinkryeoice is more obnoxious than
mine," she snarled. Stopping, she poked a fing&eaa's chest. "I can shut up fine
but the Hell if you can." She leaned towards theriwa "And you know why?
Because your chatty bard rubbed off on you."

"Are you finished?" asked the watrrior.

"No!" yelled Janice. "You think I've got the shitijtitude, it just don't compare to
your damn smartass attitude." She stood on heespt'Gabrielle didn't do your damn
attitude justice in her scrolls.” She smirked. "tiome now."

Xena smiled amusingly. "May we continue our jourt@yhe village?"
"Yes, let's." The archeologist started walkinge#l better."
"I'm so happy," muttered the warrior. She signddedmare to follow.

Janice glanced at the older woman. "How about ylois,be quiet and I'll be quiet?
Deal?"

"Deal," agreed the warrior. She held out an arrhak® on it, Janice."

The small woman grabbed the larger arm. She crimgeh pain shot up her arm
from the extent of Xena's grip.

The dark woman grinned evilly.

"Okay, okay." Janice jerked her arm free and shbdkou take your iron pills," she
grumbled.

"Be quiet," growled Xena.
"Did | mention too that you're really grouchy?"
The Warrior Princess narrowed her eyes.

The archeologist grinned. "Wasn't gonna lie." Sivegged and went silent. She
studied the area around her, trying to keep hedrusy. But the only thing her mind
went to was Melinda. She sighed because she knewgsed the tall, dark, southern
bell. Which she couldn't help but consider odd tduthe fact she hardly knew the
woman. Yet, she felt like she'd known Melinda fges. She laughed at that inwardly.



Xena, in quick seconds, would take a glance atéahe was still having a hard
time getting use to this gruff person in her soukisabody. Part of her really wanted
to wake up from this like a bad dream. However,lgi@v that wasn't going to
happen and she would have to work with Gabrieflescendent. One thing she knew
for sure, it was going to be pure torture to hagedoulmate physically here but not
mentally or spiritual.

Within a candlemark, the pair arrived at a smadlrtoThey went in and searched out
a stable for the horses.

"Hey Xena, how you get this stuff off the horse&hide poked her head out of the
stall.

The warrior groaned and came into Janice's stiadl.t8ok the tack off the horse. "Get
the saddlebag and get mine." She grinned oveeartheologist. "If you know what
a saddlebag is," she teased.

Janice glared. She took off the saddlebag from i€lédds horse then walked out of
the stall. She grabbed Xena's as well as well @seavéor the warrior.

The Warrior Princess came out and smiled. "All dateesn't take long."
The archeologist shoved a saddlebag into the walfibanks." She walked off.

The warrior sighed before having followed the yoemigmale. She entered the inn
after Janice. "Go up to the bar," whispered Xena.

Janice nodded and neared the bar. She saw a largesappear. "How stereotypical
of a bartender," she muttered under her breath.

Xena jabbed the small woman in the side for therment. She smiled at the
innkeeper. "Can we get a room for the night?"

"Sure, six dinars."

The small archeologist furrowed her eyebrows antbeey.Dinars... huh need to
remember thatShe watched Xena pay him then she asked, "Whéhne idbom?"

The man pointed down a hall. "Seventh door onefte And the tub is already filled."
"Thanks," said Xena then she signaled Janice tcemov

Janice sighed and headed for the hallway. She eduldors and found their room.
She swung open the door, she stood there peetm¢h@ room. She whistled. "Pretty
classy."

Xena pushed the archeologist in the room. "Godsygdifficult," she growled. She
slammed the door shut with her boot after coming in

Janice dropped the saddlebag on a table. She exditia room again while her head
bobbed up and down. "Yup.... BC... before cleanlineSké& snickered.

The Warrior Princess rolled her eyes then placegaegdlebag with Janice's. "Well,
we have a little before dinner.” She walked ovah®bathroom, glanced in and saw



the bathtub already filled with hot water. "I'm ggito take a bath."

The archeologist came over and peeked in. "Oh, tibese jet streams of water
too?"

"Let's try a new rule,"” stated Xena. "If you ddrétve anything interesting to say, then
don't say anything at all. Got me?"

Janice smirked. "Just depends on who's definitieinengoing by." She walked away.
"I know | don't go by anybody's definition but myi."

"l was afraid of that,” grumbled Xena. She strolte@r to the table, she began taking
her armor off. Slowly, she grinned evilly. "Cargjéin me?"

The archeologist was sitting on the bed. "At thee@me?"
"Sure, Gabrielle and | do all the time."

"Wait." Janice held up a hand. "Did you understamet you just said?" She lowered
her hand. "No you did not, let me enlighten yolthé $ook a deep breath. "You said
'‘Gabrielle and I' and the last time | checked...rnoh Gabrielle.”

Xena knelt down and took her boots off. "Hey, nesagy | didn't offer you anything."
"Oh, | definitely won't deny that you never gave ameinvite for bath."” She snickered.
"Well." The warrior shrugged. "Your lost."

Janice narrowed her eyes. "You make it sound likedldn't survive the bath."

The dark woman shaped a cat grin on lips. "You wotil' she stated. She neared the
other woman, bent forward, and pressed her largdshdown on Janice's knees.
"Don't want to scare you off." She rose back updptall height.

"You know, this is called flirting." The archeolagipeered up. "My guess is,
Gabrielle would get angry about it." She corkedceg@brow.

Xena crossed her arms. "Depends on whose defimtére going by." She sauntered
towards the bathroom.

"How about Gabirielle's definition?"

"She would call it teasing," called the warrioreSulled down the straps of her
leathers.

Janice hopped off the bed and went to the bathr6deasing, flirting... it's the same
thing," she responded. She had the worst timingwghe came into the doorway.

Xena stood nude and slipped into the bathtub ofvaber.

The archeologist saw the incredible, perfect body\@ent deep red. She coughed,
pounded her chest, and glanced away.

"Problem?" asked Xena.

"Yeah... hair ball." Janice cleared her throat andestrshyly. "Think I'm going to go



relax."

The Warrior Princess nodded and watched the snuatiam leave. She sighed sadly
and leaned against the tub. "How are you doingg?08he whispered to thin air. She
closed her eyes and tried to relax. Gradually, Esagf her soulmate's smile came into
mind and it reflected on Xena's lips. She could hear Gabrielle's voice now and
sweet words. Her heart ached.

Janice sifted through the saddlebags. She fountbd and she pulled it out. While
unrolling it, she sat down. She could actually rkeGreek clearly than she could
ever. She tilted her head, noticing it was a loverp from Gabrielle to Xena. "I'll be
damned."” She grinned. "I knew they loved each.. thistmuch?" She lost her grin as
she kept reading. All the emotions in the poem tmecao real and Janice realized just
how much Gabrielle needed Xena and Xena neededdgBabfThey're...

soulmates."

Rolling the scroll up carefully, she placed it etsaddlebag she found it in. The
poem was incomplete too, that was another thingsted. "Hey Xena?" she yelled.

"Yeah?" called back the warrior.
"Does Gabrielle still write?"

The Warrior Princess opened her eyes. "Sometinkis. eyes filled with sorrow at
her own response.

Janice reappeared at the doorway. She leaned atf@rfsame. "Why only
sometimes?"

"A lot of things have happened." Xena lifted heegy

The archeologist dropped her head against the @moef "But she's good," she
whispered. She stared ahead.

"Oh?" asked the warrior.

Janice's eyes flickered back to Xena. "Yes." Shis@é "Even | can see that." She
breathed deeply. "Doesn't she miss it?"

"I don't know, honestly." The older woman liftedr le@ms up onto the rim of the tub.

"Ask her," whispered Janice. She shrugged. "Mayigessopped believing in herself
as a writer."

Xena brushed back her wet bangs.
"There's more to it huh?"
The watrrior faintly nodded.

Janice licked her lips and sighed. "You know... etreyugh | don't truly know her...
| think I'd risk my life for her to see her happ$he smiled at Xena.

The Warrior Princess smiled slowly at the wordse 8loked up. "Thank you... that's
what Gabrielle would say." She sighed. "Gabriedla warrior, not a bard." She



dropped her eye contact.

"So0?" Janice shrugged. "She can do both at oncesheifvanted too." She lifted
herself off the door. "Maybe if a certain somebogiyinded her, she would give it a
shot." She left Xena to think.

"Maybe... maybe," whispered Xena. She grabbed the aod began cleaning her
body.

Janice stood in the middle of the room. She wethieéonvindow, and glimpsed out.

The sunset was beginning and people in the villegre still shuffling about while
the market was closing down.

The archeologist turned away from the scene. 3trailgead of her, was a mirror.
Going around the bed, she stood in front of it. Bliv&ked and stared at Gabrielle's
lean, sculpted body, which was well built compaieeters. Reaching out, she
touched the mirror briefly then dropped her hand.

Xena came out in her leathers, she saw Janicegtatrihe reflection. She came up
behind the short woman. She grasped the small dbaul'She's beautiful, isn't she?"
she whispered.

"She's incredible," uttered the archeologdighat the Hell am | sayingBut she knew
it was the truth.

"Gabrielle is an amazing woman, Janice." Xena stlithe image in the mirror. "An
amazing woman you should be proud of like | am."

Janice swallowed and said nothing else. Normatlg,wsould joke something like this
off with a smartass comment. But she didn't waot to

The Warrior Princess peered down at the archedlddise you okay?"

"Yeah, sure." The small woman shrugged it off aepsed away.

Xena turned then watched the woman go across tme vath her back to her.
Janice combed a hand through her hair. She blibkel the stinging in her eyes.
The warrior knew something was going to happembtijuite sure what.

The archeologist turned around and breathed déepbye saying, "Have | ever
mentioned my father?"

Xena shook her head but waited for more.

Covington laughed cynically. "You see, my fathedéad but he was known as a
grave-robber." She crossed arms against her storfrsitér he died | took on his
occupation, so to speak, and | even acquiredtieettie grave-robber.” She paused.
"The name Covington is like a disease in my timeerka joke." She locked eyes with
Xena. "My father couldn't prove the existence af yiocan't, and well my father
couldn't even keep his wife." She laughed lowlys'pretty fucking funny." She
shook her head. "Its rough when you're at the botibeverything."



"You're jealous," stated Xena. She held no angbemtone just pure honesty.
"Jealous of Gabrielle."

"Yeah," whispered Janice. "She's amazing and kvsthhew up in her bloodline." She
laughed at her own joke. "I can't stand it, how dajnod her scrolls are or how
amazing she is. And | can't fucken compare." Shkdd up. "I cannot be amazing
like Gabrielle." She began crying. "l can't," smewjed and pulled back her hair
while closing her eyes.

Xena closed in the distance and pulled the smatharoin.

Janice wanted to pull away but then she couldfusesprotection from her past. She
wrapped her arms around Xena, dropped her headsaglae warrior's chest, and
attempted to calm down.

The warrior held onto the archeologist. She lowdreddhead onto Janice's. She felt
how good it was to hold Gabrielle's body despitérigdie wasn't inside. "Janice, your
self worth is only low as you make it."

Janice closed her eyes and willed the agony teeldaventually she gained control
again. "No, you don't understand.”

"Trust me, 1 do." Xena pulled back and knelt do®he smiled softly. "You can
change your reputation as long as you want tooe"c®inked an eyebrow. "You're
looking at a perfect example, Janice."

The archeologist huffed because she knew the wawvas right. "If | could just prove
your existence... then none of my work nor my fatheould have been in vain."

"And you have Gabrielle's scrolls?"

Janice sighed. "That's not enough to go on... | meeck hard proof." She shrugged.
"As far as some historians are concerned theyltisay're some kid's fairy tales." She
paused while having thought. "If | can find harddewce and related it to the scrolls
then | can prove your existence."

The Warrior Princess shrugged. "So you would needeshing like my chakram."

"Exactly." The archeologist laughed. "The thing i$ had your chakram but it's lost
in the tomb."

Xena tilted her head. "Which chakram?"
Janice's eyes widened. "W-what you mean which emaR?

The older woman grinned, rose up, and went ovérgdable. She picked up her
chakram and turned around. "Was it this one yoad@u

The archeologist stared then shook her head.riéver heard about that chakram." It
was the first time she noticed the chakram. Sh&edabver and took it. She turned it
every which way, examining it. "What happened taryather one?" Her green eyes
lifted up. "When Mel and | found it, it was brokanhalf."

Xena shrugged. "Long story."



Janice huffed and handed back the weapon. "Alda@ah find evidence of your
hometown and Gabrielle's that'll help prove thihgs.

"Really?" The warrior sat down and grabbed her &dtet's visit Amphipolis.” She
grinned. "Otherwise, you'll never be able to figatg where the towns are in your
time."

"Mel and | were hoping Gabrielle's scrolls woulddhdirections.”

Xena shook her head. "No, Gabrielle never wroteatiions to any places." She
smirked. "Waste of ink." After putting her boots, she stood up with her armor and
slipped into it.

Janice crossed her arms and watched. "Xena, Itogeturn to my time... | can't go
gallivanting across the country with you... no offerisShe shook her head. "We have
to figure out how I can get home."

"That's not my problem,"” stated the warrior. Sharggd plus put her weapons into
place. "lts yours." She faced her friend. "Thipéssonal."

Covington was thoroughly confused. "What... are yayirgy?"

"That there's real no solution around here." Xached an eyebrow. "Its has to come
from within yourself."

Janice thought over the words then related it tewiiena's spirit took Mel's body.
She blinked and continued rationalizing. "I havé&we an epiphany then | can switch
with Gabrielle again.”

"Basically." Xena strolled towards the door. "Irtkithis is love talking to you,
Janice." She opened the door and held it open.

The archeologist came over and asked, "Love?"

"Love for your family.” The warrior went out of tldoor. She heard Janice silently
pursue.

Together, they went into the tavern section andlsba table in a lone spot. Within
seconds, a barmaid came up and took orders fromm tiogh.

Janice had become rather quiet

Xena sighed and pushed her seat back. She proppd&atk against the wall. Folding
her hands in her lap, she gazed at Janice. "$méehbout Melinda."” She grinned.
"Wouldn't mind knowing a little about my own desdent."”

The archeologist chuckled and relaxed in her $§8&ae looks exactly like you, that's
it."

The warrior raised an eyebrow. "That's it as in...?"

"As in she doesn't have any other qualities like.yY&ovington grinned. "She's the
complete opposite mentally."

"Go on," insisted Xena.



Janice sighed, acting as if she didn't want toinaetthe conversation about Melinda
yet she went on. "She can be outgoing but shy tder'ivy green eyes glosses over,
as she became lost in this description. "Mel iy waring and proper.” She shifted in
her seat. "Quite rich but doesn't act like a splddeat. She can act a little dizzy." She
stopped to chuckle. "But she's actually really lignows how to translate Greek
damn good." She peered over at Xena. "She's soutbeshe has a funny accent.”

"Really?" Xena had noticed how her friend was ffiglinto this conversation of
Melinda. "Demonstrate."

Janice laughed and sat up a little. "Alright, let think of an example.” Slowly, she
creased her lips with a grin. "Y'all ain't gonnaugoyonder there? Oh my, but it ain't
safe for ya." She stopped and chuckled. "Mel Haiglaer pitched voice than you."

The warrior laughed quietly. "That's her accent?"

"Yup, the southern drawl." The archeologist grind&he's just the average southern
bell."

"Average huh?"
Covington laughed. "Well, she has a few differetii@ most southerners."

"Oooh, | see," teased Xena with a smug look. Shagsa her seat and grinned.
"Now, | reckon, honey, ya have uh few fancying aeom for this Melinda Pappas."

Janice's expression went into shock. "You... you dednust like her."
The Warrior Princess laughed deeply and rested ibaaér chair.

Then the small woman realized what Xena had saiad 'Jesus Christ, what did you
say? | don't... fancy Mel," she growled

Xena arched an eyebrow.
"Xena, I've know her a day... a day."

"And your point is?" asked the warrior. She shrupjgefell in-love with Gabrielle
the second my eyes rested on her." She grinnelg.eéVfilnot before,” she whispered.

"What are you saying?"

The dark woman waited for a moment before havisgoaded, "That maybe
Gabrielle and | were together in a past life."

Janice chuckled at that idea. "That doesn't maksesé

"Soulmates," whispered Xena, she didn't need t@sgthing else.

The archeologist huffed.

The barmaid came over and served the food. Aftetsyahe strolled off.

The pair ate relatively silent and then left foe tiight. They went back to the room
and prepared for bed.



Janice simply took her boots off then crawled hi® bed Christ, I'm sleeping in the
same bed with Xena. What the Hell is th&te then chuckled inwardllyslept in the
same bed with Mel. What's the difference? Yealhs alaek and dangerous while the
other is dark and sweebhe closed her eyes and listened to Xena takingrheor

off.

Xena placed her chakram on the bed stand aftenidptive candles out then she got
into the bed beside Janice.

The archeologist was quick about falling sleep.

The warrior, on the other hand, stared up at timgethinking. She sighed deeply as
her thoughts of Gabrielle center in her mind ararhe

Janice moaned softly in her sleep. She rolled taigbt and half her body came on
top of Xena's. Her left arm came across the wasrgiomach while the side of her
face rested on Xena's warm chest.

Xena's breathing was hesitant at first but shexegla"Janice?" she whispered softly.
"Mel?" mumbled the small woman.

The older woman closed her eyes briefly then opéimexch again. "Janice?" She didn't
want to refuse her lover's body against her owrthigtwasn't Gabrielle inside.
"Come on," she said soothingly.

The archeologist shifted out of her sleepy state@eered up. "Christ, sorry Xena."
She started lifting herself up. "It was naturahesnumbledAnd damn comfortable,
she added mentally.

"Let's humor me." The Warrior Princess pressedcéanback for her to lay back
down.

Janice captured Xena's eyBbe's missing Gabrielle pretty baghe sighed sadly and
lowered the body she was trapped in back down araXevonder if Mel feels like
this?

The warrior wrapped her arms around Janice an@dalber eyes, feeling more
content. "Thank you," she whispered.

"l won't tell anybody you're this soft... pun intendé
Xena chuckled and growled, "Go to sleep."”

"But | will tell them how damn grouchy you are."
The Warrior Princess sighed but let it go.

Janice chuckled quietly at the lack of response,ssiton went to sleep followed by
Xena.

Part Four-The Plans

Gabrielle hissed as the pain shot through her arm.



"Sorry," whispered Melinda. She lowered her handl said, "You're gonna have to
take yo jacket off."

The warrior stood up and stared at the campfirdeAtaving took her jacket off.

The southerner noticed how quiet her friend hadivec She was still trying to figure
out the cause. "Um, Gabrielle ya might want to reengour shirt too." Her face
flushed at her own words. "It'll just get in theywashe whispered.

Gabrielle sighed and began unbuttoning the shgthere a medical kit in the truck?"

"Let me go take a gander." Melinda stood up fromltdg and walked over to the
truck on the side of the road. Nightfall had begarhour ago and they'd stopped for
the evening, not even quite sure where they wevendr

Gabrielle sat back down on the log. She took offta¢ and placed it on top of the
leather jacket and shirt. She only wore boots,gartd her bra... well and her gun
and whip hung off her side.

The aristocrat came back over with a small bagsstiéed it on the ground, then sat
down, straddling the log. "We're in luck." She openhe small pack before gazing
back at the wound on the side of Gabrielle's arm.

The warrior-bard peered down and studied the wo'llrabks like it didn't go
through.” She touched it and felt the sharp pdirthoough her arm. "Its just not
happy," she grumbled.

Melinda reached into the bag and pulled out whitestrclothes. "This gonna sting.”

Gabrielle nodded and closed her eyes when theisgjtoigggan. She sighed in attempt
to relax.

The southerner began cleaning the wound. She coblkelreve she was cleaning a
wound. She should have been the ever proper souledr and fainted at the sign of
blood. But she knew Gabrielle needed her help aahivgoing to deny that. "How
do ya feel?"

"Okay," answered the small woman. "You?"
"Fine," responded Melinda. "Was a long a day."
Gabrielle simply nodded.

The aristocrat was getting worried because she khiswvoman was normally
talkative. She pushed her glasses back up on Ise; nontinued cleaning the wound,
but said quietly, "You're quiet."

"Just exhausted."” The warrior-bard opened her eyes more and stared at the fire.
"Tiring trying to figure out a new body."

"Is it all that different than yours?" Melinda spmal cleaning and peered up.

"Yes." Gabrielle felt the stinging begin again ar Arm. "Janice's body isn't quite as
muscular as mine." She rolled her head and crae&edeck. "Funny too, her body



frame seems smaller.”
"Maybe that's ‘cause her body isn't as well bsilyeurs."

"Yeah." The warrior-bard sighed and noted that Nadi was beginning to wrap the
wound. "Its funny how much you two look like Xeradal."

Pappas stopped bandaging the wound. "Janice ao#t ekactly like you both?" She
went back to bandaging.

"Yes, exact mirror images."
The southerner finished bandaging the wound andheusupplies back in the bag.

Gabrielle turned her head to Melinda. She reacbetiard and removed the
southerner's glasses. She grinned. "Exactly alike."

Melinda chuckled, took back the glasses, and stipodhile putting them back on.
"Should | be flattered?" She walked back to thekru

The short warrior grinned to herself and grabbadshat. She put it on and buttoned
it up. "Sure," she said with arrogance.

"Was that uh little pride | heard?" The belle cHedkand came back with another
pack. She knelt down next to the fire and pulletifoad items with a cooking pot.

"Of course." Gabrielle stood up and slipped intolbather jacket. "I am the bard of
Potidaea that traveled with the legendary Xenag"tehsed.

"Travels," corrected the southerner. She peekedt thee small woman through her
glasses. "We're gonna get ya back."

The warrior corked an eyebrow. "Whatever you sasetheart.” She grinned before
grabbing her hat.

Melinda laughed lowly and shook her head. She veat¢babrielle gradually put on
the hat and almost transformed into Janice Covimditie blinked and looked back at
the food.

Gabrielle saw the expression on Melinda's faceak an expression of hidden love.
She grinnedlt runs in the bloodlineAfter she came oveshe knelt down beside the
taller woman. "So, what we have to eat?"

"I have no idea." Melinda laughed faintly. "Who km®what Janice was thinken when
she packed this."

"Looks like she was thinking smart." The warriordbaeached in a popped out a glass
container of sage spice. "Good choice, Janice."gBhaed. Grasping something else,
she extracted something that looked like meat. OKahe tilted her head.

"Dried meat." Melinda took it. "How 'bout | cookrdtier."
Gabrielle did a double-take. "Say that again."

"I'll cook dinner," the southerner drew out in ldeep accent.



The warrior blinked. You'll cook?" She giggled and sat on the ground.
"Is that funny?"

"I'm sorry." Gabrielle shook her head. "Xena dadamow the first thing about
cooking. She only knows how to burn food." She edrk grin. "Its just funny to hear
somebody that looks like her, say they'll cook."

Melinda sighed at her friend's amusement. "Xenat in@igjuite the warrior." She
turned back to the pack and pulled out her supphesneeded.

"She really is." The small woman sighed sadly. ‘gnazing woman."
The southerner glanced at the other female. "Masklya something?"
Gabrielle nodded and waited for the question.

The belle looked away while a flush crept up heknéUh... well..." She cleared her
throat because memories of this morning filterecklia her of when Gabrielle kissed
her. "Are you and Xena..." she trailed off.

The warrior grinned before patting the southerrer&e. "Yes, is the answer." She
stood up. "For quite awhile now." She went to the then stoked it with wood.
"Why?" She glanced over.

Melinda chuckled in hopes to calm herself. "Woulacp a whole new perspective on
Janice's research... history even."

"Oh? How is that?" The warrior-bard brushed herdsaziean of the wood and sat
down on the log.

The aristocrat brought her attention to the food fdled the pot with water and other
items. "Well, its assumed..." She stopped then pubkkedlasses up on the bridge of
her nose. She glanced at Gabrielle. "Its assunsditbre were same sex
relationships during yo time period."

"And?"

Melinda sighed while having gone back to her cogkpreparing the soup. "These
days people don't talk about same sex relationséigdone have them." Her voice
was even small in explaining this to Gabrielle's"#ctually looked down on."

Gabrielle huffed. She rested her arms on her krigésy?"

"Tradition," stated Melinda. "Even | have uh harde talking 'bout it 'cause its so
improper." She stopped while considering her nextds. "However, | do ‘cause in
my line of work, its talked 'bout now and againtieShen mumbled, "But only in
whispers."

"What do you think of it, personally?"

The aristocrat sighed and stood up. She settleddhever the fire, she neared
Gabrielle. "Personally.” She sat on the log befidesmaller woman. "Love is love."
She smiled but lost it. "But its still uh hard togi



Gabrielle slowly nodded in understanding. "Sournkis $ociety has really set
themselves up."” She chuckled and shook her heashéfe."

"l agree," stated Melinda. "That's another thirgf thould be important if Janice finds
out in yo scrolls." She shrugged. "l don't knowhét's what she's after." She grinned
slightly at Gabrielle. "If it's proven that the twjoeatest heroes in time were lovers
then that'll start uh lot of talk."

"Or it's liable to destroy Janice's research.”
"How is that?"

The small woman licked her lips before she had, saitink about it. If society
doesn't accept same sex relationships then howdwaoui expect them to accept my
scrolls? To accept my scrolls means they'd haaedept the relationship between
Xena and I. From the sounds of things, society dwtiaccept the truth, which means
they'd have to deny my scrolls." She paused. "D&ma and I's existence."

Melinda's eyes lowered to the forest floor. "Thismhiopeless,” she whispered.

"Not... totally.” Gabrielle grinned. "My first yeand half worth of scrolls are based
around Xena and me being friends." She shruggedatice tries focusing her
research around those then she will be fine. Bsheéf pulls out the others it could get
sketchy."

Melinda made a mental note of that for later. "8agne sex relationships... common
in yo time?" she asked quietly.

The warrior-bard nodded. "Just depends on wher&eytalking about.” She grinned.
"If you're talking Rome it was more-"

"Men?" asked Melinda.
Gabrielle nodded. "It was normal for two men tadgether in Rome."

"There was research done saying that uh few Cakadrgounger boys for lovers,"
stated the aristocrat.

"I've heard that too." The small woman shruggearibknow first hand." She
grinned. "l think it was a way for the husbandshieat and not get caught with a
pregnant woman in the end."

The southerner's eyes widened in utter surprise.

Gabrielle chuckled and patted the southerner's.Kha@s kidding, Mel." She
grinned at the woman's look.

Melinda sighed in relief. "Ya had me going for ubment."
The warrior chuckled. "We need to figure out owand,” she stated.

"We do," agreed the southerner. She stood up afictdvaver to the fire. "Do we
know how we are gonna get ya back to yo time?"

The warrior-bard stared at the fire while havingsidered. "I don't know," she



whispered sadly.
The aristocrat turned after she had stirred the.st(a already miss home huh?"

Gabrielle peered up and nodded. "Yeah," she whaspsadly. She took her hat off
and placed it in her lap. "Well, considering theywanice and | switched bodies,
there has to be away to fix it."

"I'm sure there is," agreed the belle. "But wwwisat?"

The small warrior ran her fingers through her shramy-blond hair. "l have no idea."
She huffed. "I could be home this second or ina.ye

"Naw, it won't take that long," reassured the seuthr. She came over and knelt
down in front of the small woman. "Gabrielle, wgét ya back home... promise."
She smiled warmly.

Gabrielle smiled back but it faltered. "Thanks, M&he sighed. "Let's hope it won't
be that hard."

"l have uh sneaky suspicion it ain't gonna be tiaad."

"Time will tell."” The small woman peered up withmeore stoic expression. "Do you
have a map or anything?"

Melinda stood up. "It'd be in one of those packsckaput in duh truck."

"Alright, I'll go take a look." The warrior-bardsid up and asked, "You'll be okay
with the cooking?"

"l reckon so, not uh thing to worry 'bout.”

Gabrielle nodded and strolled over to the trucle #knt to the rear and began fishing
through the packs.

The aristocrat was back at the soup, she checkéd on

The warrior huffed at not finding a map. She opesmeother pack and found odd
items in it. She then found a folded up piece qgfgraShe grinned and pulled it out.
She unfolded it.

It looked to be a map.

Gabrielle shrugged, folded it back up, and nednedite. She unfolded beside the
fire. She knelt down, placed the map on the groand,studied the map.

Melinda came over and knelt down. "We're here." tigger came to a northern part
of Greece.

"Hmmm, which way did we head?" inquired the smalhwan. She looked up to the
road. "Let's see... the sun set over there."

"Dat's west." Melinda pointed in the opposite dii@t. "Dat's east.”

"So, we've been traveling south... perfect." Galeiglhnced back at the map and her
eyes lowered to southwest Greece. Her express eldoplglel, Amphipolis is on this



map." She peered up with a corked eyebrow.

Pappas sheepishly smiled and bushed up her gldgg¢elya see, Gabrielle, its uh
modern day version of Amphipolis." She paused. "@he that Xena grew up in is
gone."

"What you mean, its gone?" Gabrielle pointed onntfag. "Its right here."
"Yes but ya see, where the modern one ain't winereld Amphipolis was."

The warrior glanced back down and realized Melwda right. "Ha, I'll be damned to
Hades." She grinned. She then noted that thereawasdern Potidaea but just south
of where her hometown would have been. "The samg thith Potidaea." She shook
her head and looked up at Melinda again. "So, vasnt Janice just going to the
modern day one's and dug around the areas?"

"It ain't that simple."” The aristocrat sighed. "Nave to have permission to dig
anywhere plus proof that there is uh reason tdrdie."

Gabrielle considered that explanation. "So... Janesds accurate location of where
Potidaea and Amphipolis once existed?"

"Yesum." Melinda got up and check on the soup. ®stte has dat then she can
dig... I reckon." She took the pot from over the tinen placed it on the ground.
"Well, its what | know from my daddy... what he's gatime."

The small warrior pulled out two bowls from the dopack along with spoons. "It
makes sense." She held out the bowls while Meliradifilled them. "So, I'll just
show you where they are then you and Janice catnelig later.” She shrugged. "It'll
be simple as that." She peered up. "Right?"

The aristocrat finished pouring the soup in. Shigeskthe pot on the ground. "l
reckon so... | ain't sure how this archeology stusfke. But | reckon if Janice has the
right evidence and location then she would be gpenmission tuh dig.”

Gabrielle nodded and handed a bowl out with a spodn"So, that's what we'll do."
She smiled. "We travel to Amphipolis first and fihdr then we'll head to Potidaea
and locate the old ruins." She shrugged. "Simptaigh." She strolled over to the log
and sat. "Sound like a plan?"

The southerner chuckled quietly and sat down bdseddriend. "I reckon so... not
many other options."

"They're other options... they just wouldn't make maense." Gabrielle grinned but
had begun eating.

The belle nodded in agreement and started eating.

Within half an hour the pair finished dinner. Cledrup things then they settled down
two sleeping bags near the fire.

Gabrielle placed more wood into the fire beforeihgsat back down on the log. She
slid off the log and leaned against it. She cldse&deyes and took her hat off. Her
mind drifted to her lover in another time.



Melinda came over, she sat down beside her snatidr "Are ya okay?" she
whispered.

"Fine," whispered the warrior. "Just tired." Shened her head to her friend.

The belle smiled softly.

The smaller woman's eyes locked with serene wéierdyes.

Melinda didn't shifted and studied the rich forgigten eyes flickering in the firelight.

Gabrielle reached up, cautiously, and removedalh&bman's glasses. "You look
exactly like Xena," she whispered in sorrow.

The southerner's soft lips eased into a sad stiitesorry,” she uttered.
The warrior-bard gently brushed her fingertips aberbelle's lips.

Melinda was stiff and could not breathe from theméingers touching her lips. She
looked at the face and saw Janice and inside #®she saw Gabrielle. She closed
her eyes from the torment.

Gabrielle lowered her hand and leaned towardsdbtherner. She simply lowered
her head onto Melinda's chest and closed her eyes.

The belle relaxed a little and was able to bringdren around her friend's back. She
pulled the small woman in, in hope to comfort her.

The warrior snuggled in and closed her eyes tighthlying tried to hold tears back.

The aristocrat lowered her chin onto the strawbblond headShe really misses
Xena.She shut her eyes and ended her thoughts Awiidh | really miss Janice.

The pair stayed silent for an hour. They relaxetheir embrace together, both
imagining the other as the person they wanted witte It was blissful torture.

Section Two
Part Five-Time to Travel

"Get up,” ordered the warrior. She sat down inarcind finished getting ready by
having put her boots on.

Janice groaned and mumbled, "Later. That damnafigiait.”

Xena peered up and grinned to herself. "Janicer@bwn, you're not in Macedonia
anymore."

Janice opened her eyes and blinked. "Christ." $b&@ngd again and closed her eyes.
"Thought it was a damn nightmare."

"Thanks," grumbled the Warrior Princess. She stqnthen went around the bed.
"Maybe you are Gabrielle's decadent... considering imuch you sleep.”



Janice glared up at the woman. She rolled out dfdpel stretched. "Me neva." She
grinned. "What about breakfast?"

The warrior sighed before having gone to the sdddje"A little later.” She hefted the
bag onto her shoulders and signaled the small wamgat the other one.

The archeologist strolled over then took the b¥ghdat are we doing?"
"Going to Amphipolis," stated Xena. She neareddiber yet Janice didn't follow her.

"Wait," said Janice. "l am nnnot traveling to Ampdblis for family visits." She
narrowed her eyes. "l want to get the Hell outerfeh Get back to my own goddamn
time if you don't mind."

The warrior didn't turned around, she opened tlog,dmt said, "It is your personal
problem on getting home. | am helping but it's yiouner problem. Figure it out,” then
she left with the door open.

Janice growled, however she followed behind. "Gaoadavarrior," she grumbled.
She headed for the stable and went in.

Soon the pair left with the horses. Their destoratiAmphipolis.
Part Six-The Long Journey

Gabrielle jounced up and down in the truck asllecodown the road. She took her
hat off, rolled down the window, then she proppedIgft elbow up on the window.
The breeze blew back her bangs and cooled her face.

Melinda glanced over but gazed back out the wind@is ain't that bad."”

The warrior shook her head. "Nope." She peered dawime fuel gauge "Until we run
out of fuel."

The translator looked. "Oh my... we are low."

Gabrielle nodded. "Uh huh." She studied the roahdland noticed how... wooded
everything was around. "Look on that map, see Ifi Wi a town soon."

The belle grabbed the map out of the pack betwsem.tShe opened it then spread it
out on her lap. She pushed her glasses up anedgttidi map.

The small woman glimpsed over then back to henmyivShe thought it odd to see
Melinda in different clothes now.

The aristocrat this morning had changed into kipakits, a white top, and boots.
Fortunately, they had found some clothes in a bage back of the truck. They fit
Melinda perfectly and now it seemed to place angtrair to Melinda Pappas.
Gabrielle would have almost labeled it as a waiobut those glasses just broke it
along with Melinda keeping her hair up in a bunwewger, Melinda Pappas just
vibrated a power that dwelled inside of herselfaffivas one thing Gabrielle could
pick up on since this was Xena's decadent.

"There is one that ain't too far away," mentioneglivta. "'Bout fifteen miles



uhhead.”
Gabrielle nodded. "Perfect." She tapped the fuegga’l think we'll just make it."

"l reckon ya are right." The southerner foldedtiegp up and put it away. "That's
considering if they have uh fuel station there."

The warrior-bard glanced at the older woman. "Wh8&tte corked an eyebrow. "Why
wouldn't they?"

"Well..." Pappas grinned impishly. "There is uh waing on, Gabrielle." She looked
away. "Besides dis is Greece, it ain't America."”

The small woman huffed. "You have a point... | thirBhe chuckled. "Not that |
know this time period."

"Ya know enough," stated Melinda, "if you had degain."

Gabrielle nodded. "Sorta'." She sighed and glaatéer friend. "So tell me more
about Janice," she mentioned.

The translator chuckled and said, "Ya know herraftd dream.” She relaxed back in
her seat. "Ya know as much as | do, honey."

The warrior shrugged. "Well... what you think of hérdean | am going by a dream
here," she reminded.

The aristocrat shrugged this time. "She's... intergstHer voice was quiet.

Gabrielle grinned but hid it quickly. "Interestingsort of like attractive?"

"Oh my, no | reckon not," hastily answered the keuter in her deep drawl.

"Oh... okay." The short warrior nodded. "Well thenhe's fascinating to you?"

"I reckon so," answered the belle.

"Why is that?" inquired Gabrielle with a seriouaéo

Melinda considered with no quick answer. "l recltsrher attitude... jus' who she is."

That's how it happen to me too, M€he warrior refrained from having said anything
straightforward... yet. "I'll agree... she's unusual.”

"Its ain't jus' that," stated Melinda. "There agg/fwomen in dis time that are quite
like Janice, | reckon." She paused. "With suchngdependent mind and so
determined. She ain't gonna let anything stop her."

Gabrielle nodded. "Very true." She paused and édshgrin at her friend. "l wonder
if she can be sweet."

The translator laughed quietly and said, "I'd recko... she probably reckons it'd hurt
her to be nice."”

The small woman snickered quietly. "You're probaidit.” She sighed. "Or she just
doesn't want to show that about herself.”



"Considering her past, | can see why."

The warrior shrugged. "l don't know, you have @rteto be soft as much as tough.”
She paused as she thought of the perfect examgisollmate. "A person needs a
balance.”

Melinda nodded in agreement slowly. "I reckon yarght." She grinned. "But |
reckon somebody forgot tuh tell Janice."

Gabrielle laughed and shook her head. "When stsebgek, | recommend you
mention the idea to her, Mel."

"I don't reckon so," stated Melinda. "I ain't gorget chewed up for uh suggestion like
that."

The small woman grinned evilly. "Oh, she wouldhéw you up... if you said it the
right way."

Very slowly Melinda raised an eyebrow. "And maykdow yo propose I tell her?"

Gabrielle's evil grin just broadened and her epasided. "I'll tell you exactly what
you do. She won't refuse you...."

Chapter SeverArriving and Explaining

"This is... Amphipolis?" asked Janice with an uningsed tone.

Xena sighed. "Yesss."

"Not exactly New York City," mumbled the small woma

The warrior briskly picked up her speed of walkutk up,” she ordered.

"I'm coming, grouch."

"l hear you, smartass," retorted Xena.

"Takes one to know one," called Janice as she wdtttie warrior walk ahead of her.
The Warrior Princess glanced back at the other vmoamal she shot an evil smile.

The archeologist shivered from the smile. "Yikesh& muttered. She slowed her pace
down and studied Amphipolis for later u¥gelp, nothing like the real thing for
researchshe joked inwardly.

Xena had gone into her mother's small stable witipA

Janice slowly made her way in and this time triethaking Gabrielle's horse. This
time around she managed to untack the bay. "Arstayeng for the night, Xena?"

The warrior came around with a saddlebag. "Yup."

The archeologist nodded and took the saddlebagtdBbeed her friend out of the
stable.

Xena went inside of her mother's inn, dropped lagrtb the table, then she called,



"Mother?"
Janice placed her bag on the table as well.

An older woman came out of the kitchen with a cusitbok. She spotted the
newcomers and smiled warmly. "Xena, Gabrielle."

Oh great... now | gotta act like that bratty batdpught Janice.
"How are you, mother?" asked Xena as she engu#edibther in a huge hug.

"Wonderful, now." The mother pulled away with a masmile, she glanced at Janice.
"How are you, sweetie?"

Janice tried smiling. "Not bad." She said withghter voice.
Cyrene pulled the archeologist in for a strong hug.
Janice's eyes widened but she hugged back.

Xena stood there with an amused expression.

The archeologist mouthed, what's her name?

Cyrene, mouthed back Xena.

Cyrene pulled back yet held onto Janice's uppes.aBhe studied young woman.
"You keep looking more beautiful each time, Galteiél

Janice groaned inwardly. "Thank you, Cyrene." Shidesl softly. "How are things
around here?"

The innkeeper released the woman's arms. "Quitg'bBke locked eyes with the
young woman. That's when she noticed something Oulose mint green eyes were a
dark forest green, not their normal richness. "o sure you're okay, sweetie?"

Xena came up from behind and grasped her mothmerdder. "Mother, | want you to
meet Janice Covington... Gabrielle's decadent.”

Chapter EightWhere is Amphipolis, again?
"Are ya sure?" asked the translator for the zillotime.
"Yes," growled Gabrielle. "This has to be it." Shghed and fisted up her hands.

The aristocrat saw the frustration and knew sheahaaind in it. She neared her friend
and rested a hand on Gabirielle's shoulder. "I'mySor

The warrior peered up. "Not your fault... I'm jusefty sure Amphipolis was around
this area." She studied the surrounding woodediaréee sunset-lit land. "l just wish
| had some kind of marking." She stopped then ad@idw land has changed so
much."”

Melinda nodded then released her friend. "How 'lhontorrow we take a gander
around. It's getting late now tuh do anything."



The warrior-bard sighed deeply. "You're right." Stmebled towards the truck. "Let's
make camp."

The southerner nodded in agreement.

The pair had been traveling all day. They were yumkough to fuel up in that small
town. Now they'd arrived at the outskirts of thedam Amphipolis. This was the area
Gabrielle believed the ruins lied. She just wasur'e.

Together, they made camp. Next was dinner anddb&tno time at all. Soon the pair
were relaxing and eating one of Gabrielle's dinthertime.

The late night came and the pair settled into tsleeping bags. By the time they got
up, it was about mid morning, not late nor thatyear

Gabrielle had gotten up last and with a groanatetwaking up," she muttered.
Especially without my warrioishe added mentally.

"Mornin'," greeted the southerner. "Sleep well?"

The small warrior shrugged. "A little." She stoq@with her hat and put it on. "We
need to find Amphipolis," she stated.

"Let's get some breakfast first," mentioned thagtator. "I reckon ya are hungry
huh?"

Gabrielle grinned very slowly. "Oh yeah, | always.aShe chuckled and strolled over
to her friend. She soon helped the belle put tagetmice breakfast.

Chapter NineFinding Amphipolis for the Future
"What time period are you from?" asked Cyrene ggilh baffled by this.

"Nineteen forty-two," answered Janice. "lts comglietifferent than here." She
grinned while she leaned back in her seat.

The innkeeper chuckled and nodded. "I can't eveagine." She glanced over at her
daughter across the table. "Have you figured auayato help Janice get back to her
time, dear?"

The warrior folded her arms as she studied Jafiican't," she stated and turned her
focus on her mother.

The tavern owner gave a worried look. "Why not,r@éa

Xena grinned and averted her eyes to the archeplogce more. "Only Janice can, |
have a feeling."

The archeologist huffed. "I wish | knew the answn, so | could get home." She
slumped in her seat.

Xena gazed back at her mother. "I don't think li@s anything to do with the gods."
She paused then added, "I think its more fate.. irde%SShe grinned. "Janice and
maybe Gabrielle both have to learn a lesson tdheta switch back into their proper
bodies."



"How you figure that?" asked Janice. "I mean Chtlgs isn't quite normal.”

The Warrior Princess shrugged. "Give me eviden@stoow it was a god or
supernatural force."

"For crying out loud, I'm in Gabrielle's body... tisa¢vidence enough.”

"No, switching bodies is simply an experience... agiod's handy work." Xena
stretched her legs out. "If it was a god then theuld have played some trick by
now." She tilted her head. "Besides, Janice... ydwntntion my... soul invaded
Melinda's body, just to stop Ares."

Cyrene slowly started nodding. "An epiphany,"” stespered.

Xena shot her mother a smile for figuring out thkgzle. Now, if she could just get
the archeologist to have that epiphany then shielgmi Gabrielle back. That is if
Gabrielle has her epiphany if she was supposeve tiae. She suddenly stood and
gazed down at Janice. "How about a tour of Ampisgdl

The archeologist blinked. "A tour?" she repeated ramsed an eyebrow. "What for?"
She grinned; she knew the answer.

"You're the archeologist," retorted the watrrior.

Janice chuckled and stood. "Just testing you."

The Warrior Princess smiled at her mother. "Welblack in time for dinner.”
"l figured," teased Cyrene. "Take your time."

"Thanks, mother." Xena strolled over to the do@orhe on... archeologist," she
taunted.

The archeologist shot a glare before she peered dvb@yrene. "Do you realize how
much of a smartass your daughter is?"

The innkeeper smirked. "l do... she got it from me."

"Oh Christ," muttered the small woman. "Two of the@he sighed dramatically as
her head shook. She went outside with the warrior.

"First, we'll got to my brother's tomb," mentionédna quietly. "It was one of the first
thing Gabrielle wrote about in her scrolls." Shentv@own the steps.

"Really?" asked the archeologist. "What happenecet

"That was when | let Gabrielle into my heart," wiesed the warrior. "This way." She
signaled.

Covington was very alert to where they were goBlte tried memorizing everything
for future usage when she got home. Home... home..t wheome? Wondered the
small woman. Was it the tent, archeology, the $grol her body? Janice sighed
while she tried figure out what was home for her.

Xena went into her brother's tomb outside of Amphg She slowly approached his



coffin and in each step she took, her heart filth pain, her past with him flashed
before her eyes.

Janice stood in the entrance way just as Gabhelieover five years ago. She tilted
her head, and stared at the warrior's back.

Xena ran her hand across the coffin and studietbihef the lid.

The archeologist, instinctively, brought her hamdont of herself and held her
hands together. She was suddenly having a powesfalvu.

The warrior kissed her fingertips and pressed tdewn on the head of the coffin.
She turned around and said quietly, "Its hard lapsi sibling."

Janice considered the older woman's words. Shea@téady breath then whispered,
"It's harder never having one." She licked her iggsa moment then added, "Even if |
had one that had passed away, I'd still would tees grateful to have one at all. To
have those memories." Her eyes lowered then casieumand she said rather
slowly, "You were blessed."”

Xena swallowed while crystals formed in her eydanice, that's why we make our
own families." Her voice faintly quivered from enuts.

Janice closed her eyes, as the inner pain wasiréaoon her past. She then
whispered, "I... | can never... make my own."

"You already have," stated the warrior.

The archeologist opened her eyes when she sawma svalle formed on the watrrior's
lips.

"You're apart of my family,"” whispered Xena in tigaping air of love.

Slowly tears rolled down Janice's cheek, and shetsdr eyes tightly. Those words
the warrior spoke revived the young woman's h&uartmuch so, that she begun to cry
harder, each ounce of pain welded up into eachat@hmwas released from her soul.

Xena closed in the distance instantly and pulledstinall woman into her arms.

Janice quickly stole into the comfort. She needsdfa haven while she was at her
weakest. She clung to the warrior tightly, the famtl pain streamed out of her soul,
and a new layer of Janice Covington deep insideresasaled to the sunlight.

The Warrior Princess kept silent, rocking their lesdn serenity while she let Janice
reshape herself inwardly.

The archeologist opened her eyes, and she resesidin of her head against the
woman's chest. Just faintly, a peaceful smile tedckanice's lips. She waited for a
few minutes then whispered, "You're pretty mushyafevarrior."

Xena chuckled quietly and smiled to herself. "Yeuydretty mushy for a tough and
stuff archeologist.”

Janice groaned and sighed deeply. "Tell me abokihibick me senseless, will ya?"



"Not happening." Xena released the small womarstilibheld her shoulders as she
peered into green-red eyes. "Okay now?"

The archeologist nodded briskly while going badk igruff mode. "Of course.” She
grinned and nodded again. "No armor dented here."

"No... but mine is wet," teased the older woman.
The short woman glared. "Very funny."

"Actually it isn't." Xena let go of Janice compligtevhile she grinned. "My armor
could rust."

The archeologist rolled her eyes. "Are you done?"
"Not really..." Xena shrugged. "To be continued."

"Wonderful,” murmured the small woman. She sighed made her way out of the
tomb.

The tall woman chuckled and followed out.

"Where to next?" asked the archeologist. "Any o#maptional places you have in
mind? So | can prepare myself for the next one."

Xena laughed and nodded back at the village. "Nigleyw me."

"Go then," teased the archeologist.

The Warrior Princess flashed a grin before she daadck into town. "Janice?"
The archeologist sped up her pace and came aldedls older woman. "Yeah?"

"How about we mark Amphipolis..." Xena peered dowihén you'll be able to find
it in the future.”

Covington's face quickly constructed into confusisine had to wonder how Xena
would manage that.

"Sssure."
The Warrior Princess grinned and led her friend mitive main street- she headed out
of Amphipolis. She stopped once outside of the td®hre glanced around.

There, perfect- that small, rocky cliff wall.

Xena walked over with long strides to the tiny camgide. "This'll work perfectly...
granted it doesn't tumble over in a thousand yeS8tse brushed her hand over the
gray stones of the wall.

"A cliff?" Janice peered up skeptically. "This'tb dvhat? There has to be tons of cliffs
in Greece... especially along the coast here."

The Warrior Princess knelt down and extracted aelagNot one with a dagger."
Her grip went tight around the dagger, she raisquliled back her arm, and gritted
her teeth.



"You're not..." Janice trailed off as Xena rammiael dagger hard between two large
boulders in the cliff wall. "You did," she whisperen awe.

The warrior pressed on the dagger more, wedgimggéermanently. "Perfect.” She
smirked down at her friend but still held the datgkandle.

The archeologist studied glimmering, blue eyes fhegred up at the dagger. She
stared at it and the detailed pattern of hilt. Aftlee blinked, she continued to stare at
Xena's hand gripping the handle.

"Gabrielle!" called Melinda across clearing.

Gabrielle jogged over but came to a dead halt.tiibd her head and slowly walked
up towards her friend.

The southerner shifted her attention back. Hetrt iigimd kept gripping the old
dagger's detailed handle.

The dagger deeply wedged in between two boulders.
"Dis mus' be Xena's," she whispered in awe.

"It is," confirmed the warrior-bard. She touched thilt when her friend released it.
She narrowed her eyes as she considered thisc&Jamist definitely be with Xena."

"They marked dis area," concluded the southerner.

"Exactly." Gabrielle grinned. "If I know my partnehey've marked Potidaea too."
She stepped back and studied the old cliff walt-hemory started kicking in.
"Alright let's see..." She turned around and exaahithe surrounding land.
"Amphipolis' entrance would have been right overd¢h' She pointed.

Melinda stood beside the small woman, she triedahsing everything Gabrielle
said.

"And once you went through; off to your right wae tmarket." An excited grin
creased the watrrior's lips.

"To left was the weaponry store, blacksmith, stableouple of homes." She then
pointed towards a large tree. "That would be alnhdre Cyrene's tavern was. And
over that way..." Gabrielle pointed towards hehtigWas Lyceus' tomb." She shook
her head before she chuckled. "I can remembél'it al

The translator smiled happily and looked down dbrigdle. "We should mark
everything."

"You're right," agreed the warrior.
"l reckon dere are stake in the back of the truskggested the aristocrat.

"Let's go," replied the small woman excitedly. $jueckly turned, and she strolled to
the truck with a bounce in her walk.

Pappas shook her head with amazement since hed figdn't been excited earlier.
Mus' be uh little Janice in heg&he laughed inwardly and followed after her
companion.



By that late afternoon the pair had the area maniaatively of what Amphipolis use
to look like. Each stake written with what wouldveebeen whatever part of the
buried town. The only thing the pair hoped for itzet Amphipolis was still buried
underneath all of the earth. Afterwards the pagidisd to head back to camp near the
truck. They started working on dinner immediately.

Chapter Tenboing Some Instigating

Janice settled down on the bed with a sigh. "Sois.was your room huh?" she
inquired while she turned her head left and right.

"Yup," replied the warrior as she placed her sduttibeside Gabrielle's. "When |
was a kid."

The archeologist formed a smug look. "Xena the WaRrincess as a kid... hard to
believe."

"So I've been told," deadpanned the older womaa.@iled out a chair beside the
table. While she sat, she asked, "How old are Janice?"

Covington glanced over at the warrior. "Twenty-seV&he curved up an eyebrow.
"Why?"

"No reason."” Xena shrugged. "Trying to judge the difference between you and
Gabrielle."

Janice chuckled and queried, "How old is Gabriélle?
"Thirty."

The small woman nodded. "She's an old woman," aexj
"Thanks," growled the Warrior Princess.

"Hey, | didn't say you were," countered the arcbgisit.

"But | am older than Gabrielle.” A smirk took Xema&Xxpression.

The small woman held up her hands. "l am so sbew.t She laughed but suddenly
saw the evil glint in her friend's eyes. "Uh oh..osll | start apologizing?"

The Warrior Princess rose up to her tall heiglitydu want to live."

Janice bounced up to her feet and backed awaytfierthreatening warrior.
"Couldn't pay me to apologize. Just telling you hois, Xena," she taunted with a
smirk.

A low laugh rumbled from the warrior as she stalk@dards the small woman. She
lifted her hands up. "Soon you'll be dying to apmte."

"I don't think so0." Janice held her hands up as am stepped back from the other
woman.

Xena sprung forward after the short woman.



"Oh shit!" The archeologist just jumped out of thay. "Is that all you got?" she
mocked while she kept going in a circle with hepopent.

"Janice, you're toying with fire."

"You call that fire? | call that a scared yelleraken," countered the archeologist.
"Come on, your decadent could do better than you."

Xena growled then she jumped more towards Janigat

The archeologist instinctively dodged to her leftl stumbled down the small space
between the bed and wall.

The Warrior Princess turned on her heels and egillyned now that she had the
small woman trapped.

Janice took a step backwards and felt the wall knmao her. "Oh goddamn it."
Xena stalked towards her prey.

"You're really not all that old, Xena. Did | eveention that to you?" questioned the
small woman.

"Oooh really?" The dark warrior closed in.

"Definitely... | mean no gray hairs huh?" Janice'ssffickered at the bedticould
jump on there, not a problem.

Xena caught the quick glance.

"Its just once you're thirty it's all downhill frothere," taunted Janice with a laugh
before she leapt towards the bed.

"Not so fast." The Warrior Princess grabbed thengam woman in midair and
slammed her onto the soft bed. She quickly pineicé down on her back. Her grip
tightened on Janice's wrists and she growled ddwmeasmall woman. "What were
you saying?"

Covington sheepishly smiled. "That you have nicesldyes?"
"Wrong."

Janice knew her friend was about to do somethirghsaeacted quicker. She
wrapped her legs around the warrior's waist amediher off the floor. She gritted her
teeth and prayed that Gabrielle's body was jushgtenough.

Without being able to do anything, Xena found hiétseown over the small woman
and landed on her back on the other side the exlh&dn't quite expected that nor
Gabrielle's body being able to handle it. She bedng onto her feet on the floor and
spun around.

The archeologist was already on her feet, handanga huge smug look. "Your
partner's body isn't that bad."

"Thanks." Xena grinned at the compliment that sl for her lover. "But don't plan



on staying in it." She laughed and suddenly jumpest the bed, back flipped, and
landed behind the archeologist.

"Oh shit!" screamed Janice as she ducked but laagds grabbed her sides and
started tickling her like crazy. "No... no," she gtedand tried getting away from
Xena. She fell back on the bed either laughingrowling. "Xena!"

The warrior hit all the spots on her soul mate@ybghe knew were ticklish. "Give up,
Janice?"

"No!" The archeologist struggled against the ldrgads and pushing for freedom.
She wriggled more and more into the center of gk b

Xena just crawled onto the bed and continued tiséaoght of tickling. "Apologize,"
she ordered darkly.

"Okay... okay!" Covington sighed when the ticklinggped. "Oh Christ..." She
breathed calmly and whispered, "Remind me nevesase Mel either."

The older woman grinned and pressed her fingeagjagnst the small body. "Janice,"”
she purred., "apologize."

"Alright, alright... sorry," Janice grumbled whileesheld her hands up in defense.
"You're the youngest, struttin'est lady of all Gxeé She dropped her hands on the
bed. "Happy?"

"Very." The Warrior Princess slid off the bed anolosl tall.
"Still grouchy though," muttered the archeologist.
"You still talk too much," grumbled the warrior asde sat back down.

Janice sat up in the bed and crossed her legge3bleed up with both hands in a
motion of preparing to fix her hat. "Oh Jesus GtiriShe dropped her hands. "I hate
that," she growled and dropped her shoulders. 'i6libtike her hair short?"

Xena nodded.

"Why'd she get it cut short?" The young woman plilewn a few strands and stared
at the blond tips.

"I cut it with my chakram," stated Xena nonchalantl
Covington snickered and whispered, "Wish | coulelansthat.”

The darker woman knew there was still time befone&r and decided it was time for
a good serious talk. "So what you know about G#bfie

"Aren't | suppose ta ask you that?" chided the eoldyist.

The warrior shrugged. "l wanna see what your petsgeis of Gabrielle." She
smirked. "Probably way off basis."

Janice rolled her eyes. "She's a bratty bard... elsatis there to tell?"

"Hmmm." Xena tilted her head. "Oh definitely, nothielse to Gabrielle other than



her being a bratty blond bard." She shruggedntitsas if... well the best warrior in
Greece has fallen for her or has been changedrbyStee waved a hand. "She's not
an Amazon Queen." She chuckled. "She's just... &Mdvatd."

The younger woman huffed and laced her hands tegethvell Gabrielle's hands.
She stared down at them along with the muscular l&dright, | get da drift." She
peered up. "Fill me in wit da rest of the pieces."

The Warrior Princess shook her head. "I'm notglyou in when you're not
interested in your own ancestry."

Janice blinked and considered the words. "Is she mvarrior or bard?"
"Warrior," replied the tall female.

"How come?" The archeologist's voice held conc8mnderstand people change but
that's no reason ta stop doing what you're godd at.

Xena nodded slowly. "l agree." She sighed whileishong in her seat some. "l am not
quite sure what broke her away from writing." Sheeld her hands together in her lap.

"Maybe its been all da fighting," suggested Jari¥eu said yourself, that she fights
more than she writes." She shrugged. "Cut backgbrifig and she may get da
writing in."

"Yes, no... maybe so." The warrior studied her hahda peered up. "Gabrielle is a
very optimistic person... especially in her youngges"

"Kinda figured." Covington grinned. "One of thoseoples that doesn't let da black
vale even fall down huh?"

"Yes." Xena smiled softly. "She finds the good wekybody and anything."

Janice lifted her legs, wrapped her arms aroundelgst and settled her chin on her
knees. "She must have helped a lot of people segstdifferently.”

"Oh definitely.” The warrior chuckled. "Even mysd#spite it took me awhile."
"That's cuz you're so damn stubborn.”

"Aren't we both?" mocked the older woman.

Janice huffed but was grinning yet she lost the.dhe's killed before huh?"
"Yes," whispered the warrior.

The archeologist shook her head. "That's not eabg'murmured, "I remember my
first kill." She lifted her eyes to lock on sad élanes. "There's just no turning back."

"There isn't." Xena brought in a long breath thiod up. "Let's go get some dinner
huh?"

"Sounds good." Janice lowered her legs and gdhefbed. She strolled out of the
room with Xena behind her.

The Warrior Princess just stared at her lover's/lamdl gave a heavy sighove you,



Gabrielle,she prayed out to her soul mate.

Janice stopped at the top of the steps. "Youngenendfirst,” she teased and held her
hand down the steps.

The warrior smirked and said, "Why thank you, ololhman." She went down the steps
quickly.

"Wait up, smartass." The archeologist hurried dthensteps after her friend.

The pair ate dinner with Cyrene, thankful thattdneern was closed for the night.
Xena decided on plans to leave in the morning aadiho Potidaea so they could
mark the area as well. Plus, she had hopes it wapda Janice's eyes more to
Gabrielle's life.

After dinner, Janice found herself leaning againstwindowsill in Xena's room.

The warrior was in the bathroom- she got ready#at. She slowly came out and saw
Janice's back. She stopped short, leaned agaendbtirway, and stared at her friend's
back.

The archeologist watched the stars far up in thk dight sky. She sighed and closed
her eyes; she let the wind caress her face.

"What you thinking about?" asked the Warrior Prexehen she silently came up
behind the small woman.

"Melinda," whispered Covington. Her eyes drifteceogslowly. "I miss her," she
confessed quietly.

Xena grasped her friend's shoulder and squeezedebaie released. "Do you love
her?" she asked gently.

"Christ, Xena... I've hardly known her a day." Thehmologist sighed, shook her
head, and stared at the stars. "How da Hell copisit ifall in-love wit her in a day?"

"l did," stated the watrrior in a serious tone dily takes a second,” she whispered.
"But it can take a lifetime to tell somebody or ew®urself."

The archeologist peered up at the older, wiser wortidow'd you know it was
Gabrielle?"

"I didn't know it... at first. | felt it at first andlknow it now." Xena smiled warmly.
"Go with what feels right, Janice." She folded &ens. "That's one thing you'll learn
in life... its always the best choice."

The archeologist lowered her chin down onto hetddlarms, which rested on the
sill. She lost herself into the stars high abovethat she thought she could just reach
out and touch. "How do you... tell somebody you'réowve with them?"

"You whisper it in their ear or you softly kiss the' Xena sighed contently. "Or just
look into their eyes with who you are," she uttei®de rubbed her friend's back.
"Time to get some sleep,"” she ordered. "We trayalbtrrow." She strolled over to the
bed, sat down and removed her boots.



"Where are we headed?" Covington turned aroundesred against the sill.

"Potidaea." Xena stood up and carried her bootstovhe table near her armor,
weapons, and gauntlets. "You'll get to meet Gdetgetamily.” She flashed a grin
before she went into the bed.

"Oh no." The archeologist waved her hands and sheokead. "I don't do family."
She lifted herself off the windowsill. "Xena, Have ta act like Gabrielle."

The warrior put her hands under her head and sthirkeat the younger woman.
"Yup." She closed her eyes with a very smug look.

"Xena," snarled the archeologist. "I am not actikg that bratty bard,” declared the
small woman.

"Yes you are," countered Xena. "You're gonna bebthgy bard for a day. So suck it
up and deal."

Janice fumed with anger for all of a minute ane l&kkid; she stomped over to the
other side of the bed. "This is fucked up," shengrled, flopped down on the bed,
and took her boots off. She rolled into the midafi¢he bed and heard Xena blow the
candles out at her nightstand. "Stupid body swiighiShe kept huffing as much as
she was complaining.

"Go to sleep,” commanded a deep menacing voice.
"And stupid grouchy watrrior," yelled the archeoktgi

Xena rolled onto her stomach and brought her gt far out. Her hand slammed
right over top of Janice's mouth. "Be quiet," shigl £almly.

"Phy chu fig phacking stouchy forrrior."

The Warrior Princess laughed and removed her h&ualto sleep, Janice." Her voice
was more soothing.

"Not before..." The small woman rolled to her rigetaasmirk creased her lips. Half
of her body crashed into Xena's body but her boaly farther up. "Oh yeah, perfect.”
She pushed her body down on the warrior.

Xena gritted her teeth as the boob pressed dowariface. "Janice," she snarled so
deeply. "Get the-"

"Alright, alright." The archeologist slid her bodgpwn; she removed her boob from
pressing into her friend's face. She soon had &&a hesting on Xena's shoulder.
"Better?" she asked.

"Mmm, much."” The older woman sighed contently atfieling of Gabrielle's body
pressed against hers. She closed her eyes aridgdsimagining her lover's soul and
mind inside of the body.

"Goodnight, Xena," whispered Janice in much wamogce than normal.

"Sleep well, Janice."



Slowly the pair fell asleep and escaped into tbein dreams.
Chapter Elevenfime to Travel Again
"Duh birds are up so we need to get up,” orderelindi@ in a sweet voice.

"Oh gods," groaned the warrior. She covered hex ¥ath her hat. "You're definitely
Xena's decadent.”

"Come on, Gabrielle." The southerner was makinghfesst. "It's uh lovely day."

"Ssssh." Gabrielle rolled over and tried disappeadown in her sleeping bag. "Hate
mornings."

The southerner kept quiet but smirked as she aoedinvith breakfast. She knew
there was no way her friend would go back to sI&e sat beside the fire while the
water boiled. She pushed her glasses back up doridge of her nose and peered
down at the map. She calculated the distance framptApolis to Potidaea... not too
far, she decided.

"Hades," growled the warrior as she let out a faist sigh.
"Problem?" queried the belle in a teasing tone.

"Yes, you woke me up and | can't get back to steé@pbrielle rolled onto her side
and glared at her friend's back. "And we don't itheé far to go to day." Her eyes
went to slits. "Could have let me sleep in, youwfd

The aristocrat gazed sidelong at the small womand'what... is duh fun in dat?"
she drew out in her southern accent.

The older woman glared at the belle's back. "Fisdi& got up to her feet. "You can
deal with a pissed warrior for the day." She swipedhat off the ground, slammed it
down on her head, and stomped over. "Good lucle'gsbwled as she flopped down
on the ground beside Melinda.

The translator shrugged, folded up the map, anttdmiarmly at Gabrielle. "You're
gonna be dat grouchy huh?"

"Well you woke me up early,” snapped the small woma
Melinda tilted her head down and peeked up. "Yadéteupset?”
"Yes," growled the warrior.

The southerner grinned before she leaned forwatkensed Gabrielle's cheek softly.
When she pulled back, she got the delightful siflseeing Gabrielle blush.

The warrior sighed and stared into the fire while flush settled down.

Melinda chuckled and still felt her lips tingle fnokissing Gabrielle's cheek, well
rather Janice's cheek. "I'm boiling some water."

"Can | try that other stuff... oatmeal instead of ghnigs?" asked the short blond.



The southerner laughed softly but nodded. "l recdmt She noted the pot of water
boiling and shifted up onto her knees. She puledsimall pot off and settled it down
beside two bowls. She filled both bowls with the Water then she reached into the
pack close by. She removed an instant pack of adtamel one of grits. Once the grits
were in one bowl and the oatmeal in the otherhstmeled her friend her breakfast.

"Thanks." Gabrielle watched the oatmeal soak inntater while she waited for the
spoon being passed to her. After she had the sgberstirred the oatmeal around.

"You're still writing huh?" asked the southerner.
The warrior shrugged. "Here and there," she murthure
Melinda peeked over at her friend. "Like once ulekveuh?"

"Like once a month... if that,” stated the older wom&he didn't look up but kept
stirring the oatmeal.

"Why?" whispered the aristocrat. "Ya are so goodr#ing."

Gabrielle shrugged and lifted up a spoonful of atinShe taste tested it and found
apple and spices zip through her mouth. She sratlétht as she slipped the oatmeal
in.

The belle recognized the lack of verbal answer. sdiged because this was a very
sore topic she'd selected. "I'm sorry," she uttaretilocked eyes with her friend.

"For what?" asked Gabrielle.
"For bringing up yo writing when ya don't fancykialg 'bout it."

The warrior shrugged. "There's not much to diselssit my writing." She paused
and added, "l am not a bard any longer. Thattheik is to it."

Melinda thought for a moment then asked, "Then vanatya?"
Gabrielle did a double-take on the question. "Anea)’ she stated.
The southerner shook her head. "So?"

"What you mean... so?" The small woman lowered herl lob oatmeal.

"l reckon | mean so as in... what's yo point?" Thstacrat shrugged her shoulders.
"Can't ya still be uh bard too?"

The short warrior picked up her bowl of oatmealiagdne or the other, Mel."
"Who says?" inquired the tall belle.
Gabrielle sighed for a long moment and replied; jlist the way it is."

"Well then, it ain't ever gonna make any sensegtaded Melinda before she went
quiet and ate her grits.

The older woman never responded and just ate hebogakfast. She'd always had a
hard time discussing her writing, her bard day® &msidered the bard long gone



and dead... but she missed the bard.

Within an hour, the pair had decamped, put themg back into the truck, and were
climbing in.

Gabrielle started the truck up and settled intodeat. She drove the truck up onto the
road. "You don't think anybody will mess with thalses we placed around the area?"
she inquired.

The southerner shook her head. "l reckon not, imatty people for uh few miles
'round.”

"Good." The small warrior nodded her approval wikihe drove the truck. She
reached over and rolled the window down.

"How's yo arm?"

The warrior grinned at her friend. "You mean Jasieem?" she joked.

Melinda chuckled and replied, "l reckon you're tijh

"Its fine," answered Gabirielle finally. "There's pain, just a wound to heal over."”
"That's good," stated the aristocrat.

"On the map, how far is Potidaea?" queried the lswahan.

The belle stared at the dusty road out the winddwlevshe tried recalling. "We'll
make it there dis afternoon," she replied.

Gabrielle nodded and settled back in her seat ndptéSounds good to me."

The translator pushed her glasses back up on et leaned forward, and rolled
down the window. For a few moments, she enjoyedémsation of the wind
caressing her face and sweeping her bangs bachkrigBa?"

"Hmmm?" The warrior didn't glance at her friendr faezus on her driving.
"Tell me 'bout traveling Ancient Greece."

The warrior chuckled and sighed. "Alright." Sheatead up with her freehand and
brushed back her bangs. "It's a little somethikg trying to look for trouble." She
grinned and went into an explanation of what it Vikes traveling with her soul mate.

"How you like it?" inquired Xena.

Janice shifted a little in the saddle while herresgpion went foul as if she ate
something bad. "Not sure..." She rearranged the meiher hands and settled into the
saddle again.

"You squirm too much," stated the watrrior.

"l can't get comfortable,"” replied the archeologlblot exactly a sofa here." She
straightened her back out. "And my back is killmg, damn."

The Warrior Princess sighed dramatically. "Tharkdbds Gabrielle doesn't whine



like you," she muttered.
Janice glared over at her friend. "I heard thaiugh."

Xena shrugged and kept her stoic attitude. "We'lihbPotidaea in about a candlemark
if we keep this pace.”

"Candlemark? What the Hell is a candlemark?" Jalaieghed at the word and
grinned at the other woman. "Have any relatiomtdaur?"

"A who?" inquired the warrior as her eyes twinkled.

The archeologist groaned and raised an eyebrounitite?"

Xena tilted her head and taunted, "Is that sixtpeds?"

Janice growled lowly and leaned to her left toaingl swat Xena.

The warrior laughed and swayed back as the handpeet her. "Touchy, touchy."
"Smartass," growled the archeologist.

Xena chuckle but was smiling. "It's one of my makiis."

"I'll say," murmured Covington as she looked ahagain.

"Janice." The warrior's voice was suddenly serious.

Janice turned her focus back on her friend. "Whsltie"asked quietly.

The older woman sighed and nudged Argo closerdmther horse. "l was seriously
last night when | said you'll have to be Gabriélle.

The archeologist didn't say anything, her jaw clachdown, and she stared ahead
absently.

Xena sighed at the silent treatment. She chew ofower lip then whispered,
"Gabrielle would appreciate it if you took just asecond to give her a chance. | know
| would too."

Janice released a long breath while she fiddlégti@with the horse's reins. She
licked her lips and uttered, "Tell me about Galgiahd her family." She peered up
with soft green eyes.

Xena's lips eased into a warm smile, and she tallcaefriend's leg briefly. "Thank
you," she said sincerely.

The archeologist nodded. "You've been right." Stragged. "l just..." She shook her
head. "Just can't find my place," she admittedysad|

"You're place is with Gabrielle and I, in our fayilXena hadn't lost her smile. "And
| think | can speak for Mel too."

Janice nodded slowly and still stared down at tihveda She lifted her head up. "Tell
me everything about you and Gabrielle." A peacsiile touched her lips. "l want to
understand... now."



Xena's eyes had melted into a rich soothing skiepas she leaned over and kissed
Janice on the temple. "I think | can prepare yauPfotidaea in an hour." She grinned.

The archeologist gave a small chuckle. "Gonna tave

"Alright, here we go." The warrior straightened trging to think like her lover...
think like a bard.

Janice finished untacking her horse, and she chdckGetting da hang of this."
The horse glanced back at the archeologist andauulkgr from behind.

The small woman turned around and smiled at theehdHey, boy." She rubbed his
nose before scratching behind his ear.

Xena strolled down to her friend's stall. "Ready?"
"I think s0." Janice shrugged. "Not quite like Gabe."
The bay nudged the archeologist, demanding attentio

The small woman chuckled and rubbed him so more.s8ddenly had a concerned
look as she peered up. "Does Gabrielle's familynktiaat you and Gabrielle are...
you know." She grinned but a little shyly.

The warrior folded her arms. "Yes they do know @ler and me are... you know."

The archeologist huffed at the smartassy replggatdn't help but grin. "Okay, time
ta get this over wit." She came out of the stdlll.say one thing," she started while
closing the stall door, "there isn't no way in Hetl gonna kiss ya."

Xena laughed and headed out of the stable witlfriesxd along side. "Don't worry, |
don't think Gabrielle's family is going to wantdee that."

"True." Janice studied the small town that wasrét with flocking sheep. "Must
have plenty of wool around here."

"Mmm," agreed the warrior. "Just remember, smilé be positive."

"Right, right." The archeologist nodded a few timi&mile till it hurts and no
goddamn negative comments."

"And don't cuss," growled the Warrior Princess.
"Oh fuck, that's no goddamn fun," teased the smaithan.

Xena sighed dramatically and glimpsed up as shetegpthe fence in house. "Alright,
here we go."

"Okay... I'm Gabrielle," couched the archeologishéwself. "Be sweet... | can do
that."

The warrior laughed amusingly and opened the gaitthé fence.



Janice went first followed be her friend. "You gat," she whispered in fear.

"We'll go together," suggested the warrior as stedkd up the steps. "Go on, knock."
Covington grumbled and knocked.

The door flew open from a younger woman opening it.

Janice lit her face up with a bright smileéhink this is Lila,she decided. "Lila?" she
whispered in a more warm voice.

"Gabrielle!" Lila squealed happily and sprung fordrand hugged her supposed
sister.

The archeologist widened her eyes in surprise bggéd back. "lts good to see you."

Xena grinned to herself and laughed inwartlell this should do itealized the
warrior but yet... she sighed sadiel, please help my... my bahe prayed
hopefully.

"Here we are," declared Gabrielle as she put thektin park and turned it off.
Melinda studied the forest like area. "Let's hopesbmething is left of Potidaea."
"l second that," whispered the warrior as she hdpupe of the truck.

The southerner got out of the truck as well and meeffriend at the back of the truck.
"Make camp?"

"Uh." Gabrielle caught sight of the sun settling/lm the west. "We better."
"Deja-vu," joked the taller woman.
"Really," agreed Gabrielle as she jerked out twekpa

Together the pair quickly made camp before theeduiifie fire was soon crackling
and lighting up the surrounding area with a safinglThis time, Gabrielle made the
dinner and let Melinda relax.

The small warrior crouched in front of the fire.eSbeered through the fire at her
friend.

The aristocrat stared absently into the fire, dadper thoughts. Her glasses were off,
which only heightened her gently chiseled face.

Gabrielle saw the soft blue eyes lift to her areklon her. She slightly tilted her head
and read her southern friend's eyes. The longingded and love were deep in
Melinda's eyes. And Melinda gazed upon Gabriellé sise were another person, as if
she were Janice Covington. "Mel?" whispered thellsvaarior.

"Yes'um?" asked the southerner as she lowereddagl &nd put her glasses back on.
She looked back up while she brushed back her bangs

The warrior sighed and came around the fire aferding. She squatted down in



front of her friend and took of the hat. She plattezifedora on her knee and reached
up. She laced her fingers through the southermerth larger hands. "Tell Janice
when she comes back," she whispered. She squeedettids hands.

"Tell her what?" uttered the aristocrat. Her eyemrshing Gabrielle's eyes for
answers.

"That you love her," replied Gabrielle quietly.

The only sound filling the air was that of the d¢dany fire, a fine breeze, and level
breathing.

"I can't..." Melinda shook her head and lowered it.

"Mel?" whispered the warrior. "Look at me, pleas&®é tightened her hold on her
friend's hands.

The younger woman lifted her sky glowing eyes @\wharrior.

Gabrielle revealed a smile of comfort. "Janice ®yeu, | can promise you that. She
may treat you like you're not important to her. Biahow, | know you're very
important to her." She paused before quietly addifge needs you, Mel. Don't take
the time with her for granted nor let her takeoit granted.”

"But Janice and | hardly know each other," stakexdstoutherner in a sad tone.

The warrior's smile went softer. "And it only takesecond, Melinda." She paused
before whispering, "Just one mere second." Shetetorward and gently kissed her
friend's cheek. "Talk to her," she uttered in @&servoice before getting to her feet
and released the larger hands. She went back fodles she put the hat back on and
she continued with dinner.

The aristocrat brushed back her bangs with plehéyrmtions to contend.
Within half an hour the pair silently ate togethad each dealt with personal turmoil.

Gabrielle felt too distraught to eat much food. $hehed the half-cleaned plate away
on the ground. After a long sigh, she stared afitkeShe glanced over at Melinda
beside her. "I'll be right back,” she said and$wftsorrow tinted her voice.

The tall woman nodded and watched her friend |tla@eeamp, heading towards the
truck. She removed her glasses and at that instainie, she felt a shift in her mind
and soul. Melinda stood up and followed after ttmalé warrior.

Gabrielle leaned against the front of the truck, e on the truck, and she stared up
at the quarter moon and the dim stars surroundir@he picked up on the sound of
somebody coming towards her. She realized it wasifee and she forced a smile
onto her lips while holding back hidden tears.

Melinda gave a knowing smile and came right ughtodmall woman. "Come here,"
she ordered in a much deeper tone.

The short warrior turned and quickly went in fdnag.

The tall woman drew her friend in tightly and haler close. She lowered her head



onto Gabrielle's head and swayed their bodies.

Gabrielle released all her stress and upset dugritears as she dug her head into
Melinda's chest.

The southerner sighed and lifted her head aftér a b

The small woman peered up and whispered, "Forfdhefl me, Mel... | can't figure
out how to get home." She slightly shifted outhd belle's arms and stepped back.

"I know." Melinda brushed back a stray piece ofoldhair as if it were natural for her
to do. She chewed on her lip and debated with the 10 speak. "Gabrielle... you're
already home."

Gabrielle studied the blue eyes that captureddmet,she realized they were more
loving such as her soul mate's. "Oh gods, you'ea Ibere all along.” She instantly
slipped back into the larger woman's arms.

"Sssh," hushed the southerner, and she rockedabéies together. "I'm always with
you."

The small warrior pulled back and wiped away tlaggeShe laughed nervously and
said, "l don't understand how | get back."

"There's only one way to get back to our time,'liegpthe aristocrat quietly. She
smiled sadly. "It has to come from within you, Galle."

Gabrielle tilted her head in misunderstanding. "But

Melinda chuckled at the confusion and lightly casgsher friend's cheek. "To return
back to our time, you must return to yourself, Galla." She lowered her head closer.
"I'm waiting." She touched her lips against Galbeleland whispered, "Reawaken all
of her."

Gabrielle moaned softly when the silk lips pressexte into hers. "Xena," she
whimpered between the kiss. She opened her modtsaored the long, loving kiss.

Slowly, the belle pulled her tongue out of Gabdslimouth as she began to break the
kiss. She opened her eyes gradually while shellifex head. Then the sensation of
release came over her, and she regained contrahri€le?" Her southern voice was
filled with confusion.

The short warrior opened her eyes. "Oh gods..." 8ddenly felt a flush wash over
her. "Mel-"

"I'm sorry," cut off the southerner. "l reckon Irdoknow what came over me."

Gabirielle cleared her throat; she still hadn'tteldifout of the other woman's arms.
"Um..."

Melinda shook her head and said, "l reckon | undaswhat happened.” She teased
her expression with a grin.

The warrior lowered her head as her blush wentvesfeades deeper. "Right," she
muttered.



The belle released the small woman and stepped tdelybe we should head back
tuh camp...?"

"Yeah." The older woman grabbed the fedora andtfut. "I'm bushed."”

"I reckon | am too," agreed the southerner. Sheentaa way back to camp with
Gabrielle.

Quietly, the two women crawled into their sleepbags next to each other.
Gabrielle took the hat off and placed it over fsaref

Melinda chuckled at the scene.

"What?" asked the warrior as she lifted the fedgrand looked over at Melinda.
"Ya act like Janice with dat hat," teased the belle

Slowly, green eyes lifted up to the hat she wadihgl A tiny grin found its way on
her expression. "It just feels normal to do," si@ied. This time, Gabrielle placed the
hat down on the ground.

There was a bit of silence but the aristocrat biblgth a question. "Gabrielle...
what do you think she meant?"

"By?" The blond haired warrior glanced at her fden
"Ya have to return to yoself," whispered the tatiman.

Gabrielle sighed for a long moment. "Not sure," atimitted. "Its weird that she
talked in riddles like that," she considered oddly.

"Maybe 'cause ya are suppose to figure this owdeelf," stated the younger woman.
The warrior pondered the answer and knew it wasrthb.

"Well..." Melinda rolled onto her side and gazed asrmto moss eyes. "The answer
lies widin ya."

"It does, it does." Gabrielle turned her head aslges focused on the stars.

The southerner released a breath and curled marehgy sleeping bag. She closed
her eyes while she let herself drift off.

The warrior, on the other hand, continued losingdléinto the stars. She laced her
hands together on her stomach and repeated hemsdels words in her head
endlessly. She only had to return to herself.

Chapter TwelveTime to be Gabrielle

"Oh my," whispered Hecuba, "I'm glad you're ok&8tie turned back around and
continued preparing the dinner meal.

Janice grinned but softly. "You're not the only 8ne

Xena chuckled and pushed her chair back againstahe



"That's ssso cool, Brie," piped up Lila.
"Lila," warned Herodotus in a deep tone from actbssdinner table.

Lila sighed, folded her arms, and slouched in haircat the table. "Can't even have
an opinion around here," she muttered.

The archeologist grinned down at Gabrielle's sisteather her great, great, great,
great etc... aunt. "Have you met any boys lately?"

Lila perked up at the question. "Of course | hawoe, know | have."

"Yeah?" Janice crossed her arms on the table. tAitgy ones?"

The Warrior Princess grinned at how well her frievas playing her lover.
"Well, your sister needs a betrothed soon," cuhénfather.

Janice shifted her focus to Herodotus. "Come on digwill find the right one."”

"Honey." Hecuba turned around with a wood spoodmeinhand that dripped of water.
"Your sister is getting a little old."

The archeologist just recalled the custom of theeart days about how young couples
were suppose to be wedded. "Any of interested?’asked her aunt.

Lila chuckled and answered, "The black smith."

Janice grinned, sat back in her seat after winki@god choice, sis."
Lila blushed and lowered her eyes.

"Here we are." Hecuba started placing the food dowthe table.

"I'll help," announced Lila as she climbed to hestf She quickly helped her mother
set the table of food, flatware, and plates.

"Lila, get your father something to drink," orderd@ mother.

The young woman quickly got something for her fathe

Within a minute or two, the family was sitting dowma nice meal.
"Let us begin," declared Herodotus as he pickedisifork.

The women all began eating after Herodotus's reatest

Janice quickly realized she had nothing to drinkdid Xena for that matter. She
stood up and touched the eating warrior's shouliéant anything to drink... love?"

Xena suddenly choked on her food and started cagghi

Everybody else around the table stopped eatinfjyoard stared at the pair before
going back to eating.

The Warrior Princess coughed several times butddalp at the small woman, whom



she saw was smirking. "Just some water," she ccoikeugh her choking.

"Sure, sweetie." The archeologist sauntered overtire kitchen part. She followed
Gabrielle's instincts and found the cupboard of snug

Xena still was coughing up the bit of food that weawn the wrong pipe. She patted
her chest and shook her heBamn, | owe her for thaShe lifted her fork and went
back to eating.

Covington came back over with the two mugs of w&dée settled one down in front
of her friend and the other in front of her pléée sat back down.

"Thanks," muttered Xena, and she narrowed her &yéanice.

The archeologist smiled sweetly. "Anytime." Shehat lower lip, trying not to laugh.
She took in a calming breath and returned to easisglid Xena.

"Whatever happened to that young man that trawsigdyou both?" spoke up
Hecuba.

Xena inquired, "Joxer?" A tiny smile teased hes.lip
"Yes," replied the mother. "Is he still..."

"Alive?" finished Lila with a smirk.

"Hush, daughter," warned Hecuba.

Janice sighed and answered, "Yes." She gave thedMBrincess a look for her to
take it away.

The warrior sighed and glimpsed at Gabrielle's mothVe haven't seen Joxer in
awhile but he's been around," she informed.

The mother smiled and stated, "He is such a nicegonan."
Xena chuckled and replied, "He's a good man." Snéirrued eating.
"How long do you both plan to stay?" spoke up Hetos.

Janice glanced down at her great, great, great.l.ve®sl old grandfather. "Xena and |
plan to leave tomorrow," she replied coolly.

"Well, we're glad you both decided to come throudtne mother smiled warmly at
the warriors.

The archeologist chuckled and said, "Thank you herot
For the rest of the meal, the group talked idlecttat before clearing the table.
Xena then directed her short friend out of the lednto the evening.

Janice walked down off the porch and smirked tedlér'So what's up, love?" She
peered up as her expression went smug.

The Warrior Princess shook her head and huffedd$G@he growled, "l can't believe



you said that in front of her parents." She chutlded headed out of the gate.
The archeologist followed behind. "Christ, you siduey know."

"They do but they don't exactly like to be remindedated the warrior.

Janice shrugged. "Its good for them," she expreseadhalantly.

Xena chuckled and waited for her companion to cafci'Come on."

"Where to?"

"We need to mark Potidaea like we did Amphipolis.”

"That's right,” whispered Janice.

The tall woman lifted an eyebrow. "And you forgot?"

"Ha." Janice skimmed her fingers through her shiomid hair. "l guess... | did." She
smiled at Xena. "Thinking too much about Gabrialhel who she is."

The warrior revealed a warm smile as she liftedéi¢ihand up to the small of
Janice's back. "Come on," she said softly.

~Fk ko

"Well... what you think?" inquired the Warrior Prirgseas she stood back up and
lowered her hand, which held a hammer and chisel.

"Its original,” replied Janice with a soft laugheSstudied the huge 'X' chiseled into
the large, half-buried rock at the entrance ofd®®a. "Definitely a dead give away."

"l thought so myself," agreed the warrior, and gheher hands on her hips. She tilted
her head and smiled while standing in the full medght.

"If this rock disappears between now and my tiffieheé amazed," admitted the
archeologist.

"Nah," brushed off Xena. "Its too buried. Nobodyulbbother to remove it."
The archeologist shrugged. "True."”

The older woman sighed contently.

"Tired too?" asked the short woman.

"Yeah," admitted the warrior as she released anasibh.

"Well... how about we return the hammer and chisehthit the hay?" Janice folded
her arms. "I'm beat."

Xena glanced into the village while she said, 4. gb." She started off.
Covington laughed and strolled along side.

The warrior grinned at her friend. "l have to sgy did a good job of acting like



Gabirielle."

"Goddamn it, | knew you'd say that," grumbled thehaologist. She rubbed back of
her neck but the sheepish smile still formed onlipsr "I did huh?"

"Yeah." Xena gave a smirk. "Sorry," she teased.
Janice dropped her hand. "l like her sister.”
"You mean your great, great, great, great-"

"Yea, yea my aunt,” cut in the archeologist. Sheesat off before adding, "She's
pretty nice... hyper too."

The Warrior Princess chuckled faintly. "It rungi bloodline."
Covington peered up at that comment. "Tryin' tagayething?"

"Not a thing, Janice." Xena smirked, pattered hienfl's back, and walked up the
steps of the jeweler's store. "Be back," she called

The archeologist huffed and leaned against thmgagllong the steps. She studied the
surrounding sheepy town. "I can't believe she likreck," she muttered, "I can
understand why she left with Xena." She shook lkadtwith a small laugh.

"Yup, pretty up beat place huh?" joked the waragishe stood at the top of the stairs.

Janice turned a little and gazed upon her darkdri€Yeah, I'd like ta see what they
do for fun around here."

"Knit wool." The older woman chuckled and came ddha steps.

"Ya know, if Gabrielle was here, she'd probably badn pretty pissy about those
comments," taunted Janice.

"Gabrielle? Nah." Xena folded her arms. "She'd agvith me."

Covington just shook her head, but she couldni 8te grin. She decided to start
walking back to Gabrielle's home.

The warrior sighed contently and followed alongesid
"So... what's the plans for tomorrow?"

Xena peered down at the young wombm.get you homeshe mentally replied. "Not
sure."

"Are we staying here?" inquired the small woman.

"If you want, we can or we can leave."

Janice gave a shake of her head. "Not stayingpatshrilling for me."
"Alright, so we'll leave... simple as that," chidéxtwarrior.

The archeologist's shoulders slumped. "How doegpshap wid you? It's a miracle



she can take it."

"Oh, Janice." The warrior reached out and clampmgdchhnd around the back of the
archeologist's neck. "You just don't understandefgtionship with Gabrielle." She
playfully jerked the small woman closer. "She ndiyj@ins in with me." She opened
the gate with her freehand.

Janice faintly growled as she pried the large hathtler neck. "Probably cuz she can't
get you ta shut up anyways." She stumbled away frenfriend and entered through
the gate. "Can't beat 'em join 'em." She smirkeétiatall woman.

"Are you defending the bratty bard?" taunted therioa

"Damn straight | am." Janice stopped and facedwdmeior. She pointed at Xena.
"You got da worse, grouchy, smartassy attitudede seen." She threw up her arms.
"lts simply amazing Gabrielle can put up wid yal'

The Warrior Princess shrugged and said, "She lives

"Yyyeah, | bet." Janice turned on her heels amallstt towards the house once more.
"She just probably smiles and nods."

That amused smile hadn't left Xena's lips as shddwinto the home. "Just like
Gabrielle,” she whispered before heading into thradn

Chapter ThirteenHome Again, Home Again... Jig-Ga-De-Jig

Gabrielle brushed back her strawberry blond bangsgazed around. "Mel, you
ready?"

The southerner reappeared out of the woods widmalishes from breakfast earlier.
"Yes ma'am, how 'bout yoself?"

"Yup." The warrior leaned to her right while bengliiorward, she swiped her hat off
the ground and put it on. "Let's go find Potidaea.”

Melinda put the clean dishes away and strollecbupet friend while she dried her
hands on her pant legs. "Ya lead the way."

The small woman nodded and strolled through thestoflt should be this way." She
gazed around. "Should being the key word," sheaemedtunder her breath.

The aristocrat heard the comment and chuckledrsetie

The pair came over a small hill and down in thg tialley it was free of woodlin. It
simply was open fields of green grass.

"Bingo," whispered Gabrielle as a smile creasedipsr"I'm home." She chuckled
faintly.

"What's that?" Melinda pointed down towards a huogpx.
"The rock that's been at the entrance of my towra$dong as | can remember."

The southerner nodded in agreement. "l can seleudldialso can see somethin' on it."



Gabrielle squinted and tried figuring out what wlzat something. "Come on." She
headed down the small hill towards the rock.

Pappas quickly followed and came up to the rock Wwér friend.

Gabrielle amusingly smiled as she knelt down andihgertips traced the large 'X'
chiseled into the rock.

"Well... X marks duh spot,” joked Melinda.

"In more ways than one," whispered the warrior, Iséle back tears as thoughts of her
lover came to her. She sighed and stood up. Shezlgazoss the open area and her
memory created the town before her. She foldecires.

"Is dis where ya and Xena met?" whispered the belle
"Near here, yes," replied the warrior quietly.
"Then ya left here?"

Gabrielle sadly nodded and uttered, "I left with, leecame her sidekick, and her
bard."

"Sidekick?" Melinda glanced at the short woman.rtiiRa,” she corrected sternly as if
she were Xena.

Gabrielle peered up with despaired moss eyes. geiener," she whispered and her
voice quaked.

Janice felt warm hands slide over her shoulders.diin't stir or say anything as she
continued to just stand there and watch the toves ps.

"Horses are ready to go," Xena mentioned but goesponse. "What you thinking
about?" she whispered, and she squeezed muscalddsts.

"Gabrielle and Mel," replied the archeologist iaadt voice.
"Will you talk to Mel when you get home?"

"Yes... if | get home," stated Janice. She bit hardolip and shook her head. "I'm
ready to go back," she admitted quietly.

Xena lowered her head close to her friend's. "Wihey said you left?" She paused
before saying, "Melinda and | are the same persgma and Gabrielle are.”

"Melinda is so different from you," countered thretgeologist.
"Is she really?" challenged the warrior with a hemae.
Janice truly considered then finally whispered, "No

"Ya never answered my question earlier,” statedrMalin a small voice. Her gaze
still overlooked the field.

Gabrielle never shifted her attention away fromgpet that her hometown once



resided. "What question was that?"

"Why ya can't be uh bard and uh warrior."

The short warrior closed her eyes. "lts complicdted

"It always has been complicated," stated Janick avitard tone.

"Or you make it that way," debated the Warrior Bess but her voice wasn't
accusing, just stating facts.

The archeologist huffed, her back still to herrfde"How can | uncomplicate it?"

"Just by being yourself," replied the warrior. "Wisauld possible hold you back
from Mel?"

"Fears," uttered the archeologist.

"Ah yes." Xena nodded a few times. "I'd thoughtlgt many years, Gabrielle and |
would have gotten past those fears," she joked®efouckling.

Janice couldn't help but give a small laugh bestre lowered her head. "l don't want
anything to happen to Mel... by either me or anytrangund her."

"I know," agreed the watrrior. "But you'll never akle to completely protect her."
"Yeah." Janice tightened her arms across her chest.

"Those days are over." Gabrielle shook her headu'dan't fight with a scroll and
quill.”

"Whose talking 'bout fighting with uh scroll andildf2i' inquired Melinda. "I,
personally, reckon that ya are a bard, that's ypn'wa

"Mel." The warrior faced her friend, her eyes hogiMelinda in place. "l am not a
bard," she stated clearly. "I am a watrrior."

Melinda sighed, faced her friend, and lowered fezdh Her eyes pierced through
Gabrielle's and into Gabrielle's heart. "You ateel."”

"Mel-"
"No," cut off the southerner. "You are a bard."
"No, she's not a bratty bard."”

Janice nodded in agreement. "l know... now," whispdamnice quietly. "You were
right, Xena." She turned around and peeked upsotiosky eyes.

Xena smiled warmly while she brushed back shomdbloair. "About what?" she
guestioned quietly.

"Gabrielle is an amazing woman."

"I am warrior," growled Gabrielle, her eyes goingstits but there were soon tears
coming down.



"Gabrielle," whispered the belle. She grasped hend's arms as she smiled sadly.
"You were born a bard, don't stray from your trak.'s

The warrior blinked at the aristocrat's strong vgofdlcan't write any more," she
uttered in agony.

"Yes ya can," replied Melinda, her voice still stgo"lI've seen yo work, it's the most
beautiful thing I've ever read. Ya make Homer'sknook like crap,” she semi-joked.
"I wouldn't lie," she stated seriously.

"l can't do it anymore, Mel."

"Why?" whispered the southerner. "Because ya amarhior?" She shook her head.
"Ya are not even a true stereotypical warrior, Galer" She smiled softly and
caressed the small woman's cheek. "You're a softaw@and you're a bard."

"There is no nobody quite like her huh?" whispetadice while a smile formed.

"No, there isn't." Xena's face lit up with her otanilliant smile. "She's very special
and rare." She paused then whispered, "Just agrgouanice."

Janice started wiping at her eyes as the teaedrdtbwn. "Goddamn it,” she muttered.

The Warrior Princess chuckled and said, "You'ratapfany family and Gabrielle's
family. Don't ever forget that."

The archeologist couldn't say much back, she jukg the tall woman in for a hug.

Xena drew her friend in close and buried her dagpher arms. "Gabrielle and | love
you," she whispered while she lowered her head dawtice's. A few tears slipped
free.

Janice's body shook uncontrollable with sobs aedstrmured, "I love you and
Gabrielle too."

"Believe me," stated Melinda. "You are a bard, Gala. Are you not dying to write
again?"

Gabrielle closed her eyes while the hot tearsdallewn her cheeks. "Yes, | miss
those days intensely."”

"Be Gabirielle again,” whispered the southernere"bard and the watrrior... the
warrior-bard," uttered Melinda, and she revealgtbaving smile.

Gabrielle's tears became stronger and her chésetigd with the pain.
Melinda wrapped her arms around the small woman.

The warrior encircled her friend's waist and dughesad into Melinda's chest. "l need
to write again,” she whispered.

"And ya can do it," said Melinda confidently. Siveaged their bodies together.
"Awaken the bard in ya, Gabrielle... please."

Gabrielle lifted her head with a powerful smileatieady have, Mel."



The southerner's expression softened as she wipegl@abrielle's warm tears.
"Thank you."

"Thank you," whispered back the warrior-bard. {tdojou, Mel. | couldn't have done
this without your help."

"Nor could I," admitted the translator. "I'll shakanice yet," she joked lightly.
Gabrielle chuckled but said, "Mel, you're family..in@ and Xena's. Okay?"

The belle smiled and nodded. "You're apart of naine | know you're apart of
Janice's. Despite she doesn't care to admit it."

The warrior-bard laughed lightly and hugged hesrfd again.
Melinda chuckled too and tightly held the small wasm

This is what Xena meant... I've returned to my bArdl with that thought, Gabrielle
closed her eyes tighter and prayed bldye you, Xena.

Xena lifted her head slowly as she felt the smailinan in her arms calm down with
her tears.

The short blond lifted her head, her soft mint eyagsturing Xena.

The Warrior Princess swallowed as more tears dpedland trailed down her
cheeks. The pain inside of her finally released e rains came to wash the pain
away.

"Sssh," whispered the small woman, and she brdugihhand behind Xena's head.

The warrior lowered her head and felt her lips seal soft ones. She moaned while
her knees buckled at the sensation of finally ngsthem again.

Tongues slid over each other and pleased the athitrey tasted one another. Soft
moans filtered between the kiss as the love weohger each second.

Xena broke the kiss at a slow pace but kept hat leea "Welcome back," she
whispered while breathing heavily.

Gabrielle traced her fingertips over Xena's velyst. "Gods, I've missed you." She
leaned in and tasted Xena in another gentle kiss.

The warrior sighed at the end of the kiss and v, "l love you, Gabrielle."
"l love you so much, Xena." The warrior-bard andtet in for a strong hug.

The Warrior Princess rocked their bodies and whesh€'l finally have my bard
back."

Gabrielle smiled, a few tears released from hees;You're bard is back."
Janice stepped back and peered up. Her eyes widdhel®"

The southerner grinned and said, "Yes'um?"



"Holy shit!" The archeologist bounded forward amdqtically strangled her friend in
a powerful hug.

"My lord." The belle laughed and hugged her parbaak. "Miss me dat much huh?"
Covington blushed as she pulled back but gave ld.stgust missed your... accent.”

The translator grinned at her friend's words. "Bigbody ever tell ya Doctor
Covington, dat ya are the worst liar?"

"I think I've been informed once or twice," jokdtktarcheologist as she happily
adjusted her fedora. "Miss this too." She signalexdhat.

The aristocrat folded her arms. "l can jus' imagMast have miss yo cigars too."

"You got that right, sweetheart." Janice was chegkine inside of her leather coat for
her cigars. She smiled when she found them andipgo lighter. She peered up at
her partner. "So how'd it go wid Gabrielle?"

"Oh my, she is somethin' else," replied the soudein awe.
Covington grinned evilly and said proudly, "I knotliat's my ancestor for you."

Melinda's jaw suddenly dropped. She took a stegpecland put her hand on her
friend's forehead. "Are ya feelin' alright, Janite?

Janice brushed her friend's hand away. "Yea | &ne'smirked and put her hands on
her hips. "lI've just come to see the light."

"Musta." The southerner stood there, shaking hadhand in amazement. "This'll go
down in duh history books," she joked.

The archeologist laughed and folded her arms. 'ae no idea." She dropped her
smile and took a step closer. "Look, Mel... uuuh."”

"What?" whispered the translator and she graspegdrtner's arms. "Somethin’
wrong?"

Janice licked her lips, the nervousness comindeo”l have to tell you something,
Melinda."

The belle knew it was serious since her friend usdull name. "Go on," she
whispered.

"Um well..." The archeologist rubbed the back of heck, trying to get the courage.
"l... uhhh well.... Damn | can't say it," she murmuteatly.

"Well | have somethin' tuh tell ya too," whispetée belle, "but | ain't sure | can do
it."

The small woman laughed quietly and suggested;s'beth say whatever at the
sametime, alright?"

"Oh lord dat's jus'-"



"Hey, it'll work," cut off the archeologist withsmirk.
Melinda laughed softly and nodded. "Alright, yowot"

Janice took a deep breath, fisted her hands upifrand said, "Okay... on the count
of three. One... two..."

The southerner braced herself for the five wordsdssay.
"Three," stated Janice.
"I'm in love with you," whispered both women, hasibn in their voices.

Melinda's eyebrows shot up into her bangs. "Ooohmmmy..." she rasped in surprise
and a blush crept up her neck.

"Oh my is right," joked Janice as she laughed nesiyo Yet, her mouth revealed a
bright smile as she stepped closer to Melinda. glad we agree on that," she teased.

The southerner chuckled, reached up, and removegldsses. "Doctor Covington, |
would have never guess dat 'bout ya."

"Trust me," started Janice with a smug look, "elvean have a soft side."” She grinned
while she gently caressed the southerner's chéeks&ised how hot her friend's skin
was from her reddening.

The translator slowly removed the archeologisttsahd held onto it then wrapped her
arms around the small woman. "That | did know 'Bashe lowered her head closer
to Janice's.

"Good," whispered the archeologist, and she clasdae distance. Her lips pressed
into Melinda's at just a caress. Soon, she wasiogé&®r mouth to slip her tongue
into Melinda's.

The belle moaned gently but soon entered JanicahmShe quickly found her body
taking in all the sensations of early passion atefti her burning.

Janice gradually pulled back with a sigh and aenibamn, you're a good kisser,
sweetheart," she joked before chuckling.

Melinda was grinning and shaking her head.
"Mmm, | reckon I'm gonna faint," taunted Janiceshs pretended to swoon.

The southerner laughed as her partner leaned Inalctiraped herself in Melinda's
arms with a gasp. That only made the tall womagHhauore. "Alright Janice, what
happened tuh ya while ya were wid Xena?"

The archeologist straightened up and wrapped Ines around her partner. "l found
peace," she whispered honestly.

Melinda smiled at those words, she lowered her lagath. "That's what you
needed," she uttered.

"Yeah it was," agreed the archeologist. She gémiged the translator. "Jesus, I'm



already dating my partner in digging," she jokegrathe kiss.

The dark beauty grinned while releasing Janice.@ihé¢he hat back on Janice and
jerked the front of the brim down.

Janice growled before she straightened her hatSiwat was about to chide her love
but quickly noted Melinda's spacey look. "What?"

The southerner narrowed her eyes and whisperedydDear dat?"

The archeologist tilted her head and listened marefully. "No."

The translator shook her head. "l can jus' bareér Iit."

"What's it sound like?"

The belle closed her eyes and focused in on thedsd8ounds like... uh truck.”

"What?" snarled the archeologist and it finallyiségred with her that she was in the
ancient Potidaea. "Mel! we're at Potidaea."

"Yes," answered the translator but she still wsighing to the sound. "Janice... |
reckon we better go see what dat sound is."

"Or rather who's making it," whispered the archg@bas she reached into her coat.
She pulled out her gun.

The belle caught the sight of the revolver. "Sde®nitely back," she teased.
The small woman grinned and held out her hand. "€om.. love."
Melinda smiled and took the small hand.

Quickly, the pair went up the hill and once in ti)@ods again, they trekked towards
the camp and Melinda led.

"Janice?"

"Yeah?"

"l forgot tuh mention this."

The archeologist groaned and asked, "What's that?"

The southerner sheepishly smiled. "When Gabriglteldeft the camp back in
Macedonia we had uh few Nazes after us."

"What?" roared the archeologist. "Christ, who was i

"Uh few Nazes with uh commander named, Schillers\ered the translator. She
glanced back ahead, through the trees and kneweathp would come up any
moment.

"Oh no," groaned the archeologist. "Not Shit-lleg;s Smit's boss."

"I know," uttered the belle before she stopped.€&"€amp is ahead.”



"Alright." Janice fell silent briefly and heard teeunds of men talking. "Wonderful,"
she muttered. She peered up at her partner. "Istaihere and I'll take care of
them."

"Janice, | don't reckon so." Melinda grasped hienfi's arm. "l ain't lettin' ya go on
your own."

"Mel, you'll get-"
"Sssh."” The tall woman grinned faintly and kissed lbve's cheek. "I'll be fine."

The archeologist considered for a moment but krifeewgas Xena's decadent.
"Alright... here's the plan."

Gabrielle chuckled and a smile eased into her espya. "Thank you, Xen." She
smiled at her lover, who was bobbing up and dowAo. "Its good to know Janice
sees things different now."

The warrior moved her head in agreement. "It i&& Smiled at her soul mate. "She
really came full circle in those few days," she treamed proudly.

The warrior-bard chuckled and readjusted the reiter hands. "I know.... | know."

Xena nudged Argo closer to Gabrielle and her h@ke.grinned evilly. "She has a
mouth though."

The short warrior huffed and nudged her horse clms®ena's as well. "l bet. She
tries to be tough and stuff, | can tell ya."

"Mmm," agreed the warrior. She shook her head winleshing her bangs back. "She
kept saying | was a grouch."” She pouted to henpart

Gabrielle bit her lower lip. "Oh," was all she cduhanage. Her face held all the
laughter she was containing inside.

The older woman narrowed her eyes at her partbiérhuh."

The warrior-bard cleared her throat, just contngilherself. "Well," she muttered,
"glad somebody could tell you." She nudged herdarsay quickly.

"What?" growled the warrior but softly.

"Hmmm?" The short woman glanced at her lover abéf didn't hear anything.
"You heard me."

Gabrielle laughed suddenly and shook her head.

Xena sighed but none the less, she urged Argordosgabrielle’'s horse again. "So
I'm grouchy huh?"

The warrior-bard smile amusingly. "No you're nadgghy, sweetie." She leaned over
with her hand cupping Xena's opposite cheek. "¢gpérfect,” she whispered and
kissed her lover's closes cheek.



The warrior chuckled before repositioning herselher saddle. Her lover's warm
hand slipped from her face.

The blond watrrior's right hand rested on her levigrigh. "Where we staying for the
night?"

"Where ever you want," replied the warrior. Sheethber hand through Gabrielle's
hand. "Town or forest," she teased.

"Missed me that much huh?"

"Oh yeah," teased the warrior further. She lifteeit hands and kissed Gabrielle's
tenderly. "A lot."

"Mmm, the forest." The bard grinned evilly. "l thithe... isolation is what we
need."

Xena laughed and asked, "For snuggling purposesfeles twinkled.
"Well if you just wanna snuggle,” mocked the wartard.

The older warrior laughed. "Then some." She winked released her lover's hand.
"Come on." She urged her mare ahead.

Gabrielle grinned and kicked her bay's side. "HepX'

"Hmmm?"

"Did Janice tell you about Mel?"

"Oh yeah." The warrior flashed a grin. "They shdoédkissing about now."

The bard laughed and nodded. "I hope so." A logsgten formed on her lips. "Now,
if I could just meet Janice, I'd be set."

Xena's eyes widened and she looked at her pat@ergods,"” she uttered in fear.
"Two of you at once, | couldn't do it!" Her respensas Gabrielle's laughter echoing
loudly. She grinned and shook her head. "Familyg' siuttered and a happy smile
took her lips as mirror in Gabrielle's expression.

The End



