Ace tensed as he heard the front door opening, then quietly swing shut. Slow, shuffling footsteps wandered through the empty house. Ace remained still, for a moment considering getting up, but eventually deciding it better to stay put. He set down the book he had been reading, shifting over on the bed to place his head closer to the wall. He couldn’t hear much—just the slow footsteps slowly dragging whomever they were attached to along the corridors.

Surprisingly, the steps seemed to be coming gradually closer. Ace listened intently, conjuring a mental map of the house to pinpoint the intruder’s location. They took a turn before the grand staircase, cut through the kitchen and arrived at the Library door. Ace tensed again, glancing to Topaz’s loft and wondering if he should wake her. Before he could reach a decision, however, the doorknob quietly turned, and the door swung open. A shadow stepped into the room, its exhausted figure hardly being able to force itself along—as if it were a puppet, being kept upright only by the strings that secured it to a higher being. It pulled the bag that was being dragged behind the figure into the room, then silently closed the door behind it. 

After dropping and abandoning the bag, the figure took a step forward, looking up to the unoccupied bed across the room. Even in darkness, slight surprise seemed to cross the shadow’s face. Seemingly puzzled, it glanced one way, and then to the other, its eyes finally resting on the other bed—and on Ace.

“…what are you doing in my bed?” Erik’s voice asked, the words tumbling lazily out of his lips.

Ace shrugged, at last relaxing enough to crawl towards Erik. “I was waiting up for you.”

“Creeper…” was all Erik had to say. He stepped forward, running his fingers absently through Ace’s ratty hair. “How long’ve you been up?”

Ace shrugged. “A while.” He closed his eyes, leaning into the soothing movements of Erik’s fingers. Erik didn’t seem to mind, scratching the vampire’s head a bit as he sat down beside him. “Where have you been?” Ace asked.

Erik tilted his head a bit as he watched Ace. “Out with Jonah… we went to a club…”

“Mmm…” Ace said, nodding his head—in agreement or pleasure, Erik couldn’t tell. He leaned in close—making Erik flinch a bit—and pressed his nose to Erik’s shoulder, inhaling deeply. “You don’t smell like alcohol.”

“You know I don’t drink…” Erik said, returning to petting Ace. 

“You should. You’d be more fun.” Ace said playfully as he laid his head on Erik’s shoulder. “We could go drinking together sometime.”
“I think I’ll pass…” Erik ruffled Ace’s hair once last time, then gently shoved him off so he could get up.

Ace grinned, flopping down as he watched Erik walk across the room. “Why? You don’t trust yourself?”

“Oh no, I do…” Erik called as he rummaged through his chest of drawers. He cast a smile over his shoulder to Ace and—even in the darkness—the vampire couldn’t miss the mischievous light that flared up in his eyes. “It’s you I don’t trust…”

Ace smiled wider, eyes narrowing. “Smart boy.”

The vampire turned over and thumbed through his book a bit, allowing Erik to change. “Did you have a good time?” He called over his shoulder.

“Mm? Oh, yeah, it was great…” Erik said after a moment.

Ace pursed his lips at the rapidly flipping pages. “…you don’t sound so enthusiastic.”

“I’m just tired—I left at, like, six, remember?” He went on in the same tone. “It’s past eleven now. That’s at least five hours.”

“Why didn’t you just stay at Jonah’s place? He didn’t have to bring you home…” Ace hardly managed to choke out the first sentence, but the second trailed away to near nothingness. He was glad Erik was happy, elated that he found someone to love, and more so that that someone loved him in return.

At the same time, however… Ace just missed him…

“I know, but Tonya was over… Which means not only is there an Annoyance in the house, but I’d have to share a bed with Jonah…”
Ace smiled at the comment. “You’re saying that like it’s a bad thing…”

“It is if she catches us…” Erik said. His voice sounded surprisingly close.

Ace turned slightly to find Erik leaned over him, trying to catch a glimpse of his book. “What’s that?” He asked.

Ace shrugged, offering him the thick bundle of pages. “I found it on the bookshelf…”

Erik glanced over it, flipped through a few pages, then smiled at Ace. “This is one of my mythology books.”

“I’m aware of that, thank you.” Ace said, stretching as he sat up.

Erik rested a knee on the bed, flipping through the pages and allowing his eyes to flash over a few of the illustrations. “Were you looking for anything in particular?”

“Dragons.” Ace said immediately. “Comma, how to slay.”

The vampire got a harsh whack over the head. “Be nice.” Erik said sharply.

“Alright, whatever…” Ace waved him off. 
Erik laughed a bit, to Ace’s surprise, and tossed the book on the nightstand. “I mean it, you’d better behave. I’m too tired to fight with you tonight. And on that note—” Erik snapped his fingers, pointing over his shoulder with his thumb. “—off my bed.”
Ace flopped right back down, snuggling into the soft blankets and deep pillows. “Mmm, no thanks—I’m good here.”

“Ha ha.” Erik said in his usual dry, sarcastic tone. “Very funny. Move.”

“But, your bed is so much comfier than my bed…” Ace childishly argued, the latter part of his statement being drowned by the pillow that smothered his voice.

Erik made a face at the vampire. “Why am I always finding you in my bed anyway? You’ve got to be the biggest stalker on the planet…”

Ace shrugged. “I like it.”

Erik bit his lip to choke back the question that immediately popped in his head. He did not want to ask that, because he did not want to know the answer, he kept telling himself. However, as usual, the question came flying out of his mouth as soon as he opened it. “’It’ being?”

“The bed.” Ace clarified. For a minute, Erik thought he was worried for nothing, until Ace tacked on—“And its bounty of you-ness.”
Erik’s upper lip twitched to a snarl. “Really?!”

Ace nodded, smiling slightly as he hugged the pillow against the side of his head. “Really… It feels… reassuring… It feels like you… and I need that when you’re not here…”

Slowly, Erik’s expression melted from irritation to confusion, mixing with a sort of sympathy for the vampire. “…what do you mean?”

“I mean… it tides me over ‘til you’re back, I suppose…” Ace said. He cracked one eye open to glance at Erik, but quickly closed it again and snuggled back into his previous position. “…it’s covered in your scent… its warm and soft like you… it feels safe… like… home…”

“…You’ve never told me that…” Erik said quietly.

Ace shrugged. “You never asked.”

Normally, Erik would have stiffened up, yelled something hateful about what a stupid kid Ace always pretended to be, and quickly demanded the vampire move to his own bed. But, how could he after he’d said that? How could he after he’d been up all night waiting for him to come home?
Erik, instead, sat down beside Ace and lovingly scratched the top of his head again. “We both seriously need to get some rest, okay?”

Ace sighed over-dramatically, reluctantly pushing himself away from the shelter he’d made for himself. “Alright, fine—I know when I’m not wanted…” He stretched a bit, and allowed his arms to fall around Erik’s shoulders, yanking him into a tight hug. Erik laughed, wrapping his arms around Ace’s waist to return the embrace.

Ace gave one final squeeze, then slowly stood up and made his way across the room. “Good night, Erik…”

Erik smiled as he crawled into bed, setting his glasses lightly on the nightstand. “Good night, Ace… I love you.”

Ace flopped into bed so Erik wouldn’t see how wide he smiled. “I love you, too.” He called back. “Sleep tight, Erik.”

Erik mumbled something in response, but he had begun drifting off as soon as his head hit the pillow. Ace smiled fondly, thinking to himself how easily exhausted he was. He loved Erik when he was tired—too tired to push him away, too tired to be careful and watch his step, too tired to say “stop that, moron”. He’d fight Ace off all day long, just because he couldn’t bear what Annoyance or any other bully might have to say about it. But after a while, he was perfectly willing to just let it happen.
Speaking of which…

Ace turned slightly, glancing over his shoulder in the darkness. Erik’s breathing had leveled out—slow, soft, steady. He didn’t move at all save for the gentle rising and falling of his chest. 

Ace cautiously rolled over and his feet soundlessly hit the floor. He crept ever so slowly, ever so silently, over to Erik’s bed again. There, he peered curiously over the young man’s figure in the dim shadows. His eyes were tightly shut, breath tumbling slowly from his lips, his body curled snugly into the safety of the blanket cocoon around him. 

Erik was sound asleep. Ace smiled, carefully, slowly, delicately pulling back the covers. Confident at last that Erik did not stir, Ace beamed at his success and climbed into bed with him. Pulling the covers tightly around the two of them, Ace gently wrapped his arms around Erik’s shoulders, and even in the subconscious state of his dreams, Erik felt Ace’s presence and snuggled into his arms, his head resting on the vampire’s chest.

Ace smiled softly, running a hand up and down Erik’s back. “Sleep tight, Erik…” he faintly whispered. “You know you’re always safe here…” With each of them safe and secure together, Ace, too, fell asleep.
