Things are hardly ever what they appear to be.
Even in the rare instance that something is as is appears, there is suddenly so much more to it than one could ever think to find.

This is often the case, Ace thought, with things like darkness.

Darkness, at first glance, is an object. 

Darkness is a thing.

Darkness, literally defined, is the absence of light.

Darkness is the eerie blackness that washes over the nighttime sky. Darkness is the inability to see when one’s vision is obstructed.

But darkness is so much more than the inability of human eyes to see.

Darkness is the crippling fear that washes over someone.

Darkness could be a barrier, a cut-off that an individual is kept in.

Darkness could be evil.

Darkness could be the hidden, secret parts of an individual’s mind.

Darkness could be every horrible secret one has to hide.

Ace sighed heavily, lost deep in his thoughts. If there was one thing he had learned, it was that darkness was good for hiding.

If one had a dark secret one wishes to hide, what better place to blend in and never be found than in darkness itself?

So, as Ace realized how his dark mind had warped itself, shrouded so deep in mystery, confusion, and emotions he could no long make any sense of it, Ace had warped the rest of himself to match. 

The dark hatred he felt deep in his blackened heart flooded out in blind fury. Fury at absolutely nothing at all.

He had hit Matsudai today. Hard. Ace didn’t even remember why.

He had been angry. Something… some horrible, dark memory that he had dragged up somehow. He had been consumed by hatred.

Somehow, it had all flooded out on Matsudai.

What did Matsudai do? Ace wondered to himself. It had been nothing more than a stupid comment—something that had slipped out and he had quickly tried to cover. For some reason, that comment had really gotten under Ace’s skin.
Within the next second, Matsudai was on the ground. Blood flowed out of his snout.

Matsudai screamed.

The darkness had washed over Ace again at the sound of the scream. At the stench of fresh blood. At the pain and terror on Matsudai’s face.

Ace had no idea why he lived to throw out his pain on others. There was no light to chase away the dark, so Ace had to get rid of it, a little bit at a time.

However, just when the darkness started to fade, it was replaced by more.

Livi had cried, holding Matsudai in her arms. Her fury was enough alone to drive Ace mad. He had no idea how any one person could care for another like that, as it had never been present in his own life, yet there it was, plain as day, on the both of them.

Julieanna had screamed. God, her screams broke Ace’s heart. For a moment, the darkness could be identified as sadness, misery, depression. Julieanna was the only one that ever made Ace remotely sorry about anything he had done.

Then, the darkness turned to anger, fury, hatred. Julieanna made him more mad than anything in the world. No matter how she screamed and yelled at him, he screamed right back. She threatened him at the top of her lungs. He had only laughed cruelly at her attempt to control him. 

Julieanna was the only mortal that had ever dared to hit Ace with as much rage and fury as she did.

Usually fairly invincible to pains, now, hours later, Ace still felt the sting of her small fist on his hard arm.

It hurt her much more than it hurt him. He had laughed at that, his mind warping even darker then.

Much to his surprise, Julieanna balled her sore fist right back up, slamming into the side of his face with a shriek of rage. She cursed. Not in frustration or pain, but an insult. A horrible name she had called him.

Ace growled. He hated it when she called him that. He hated when she yelled. He hated when she attacked.

Ace hated Julieanna.

The nighttime sky suddenly seemed much darker to his clouding vision.

The darkness was too much to bear. That was why he ran.

Suddenly, there was no way to escape the darkness.

So he ran to it.

Surrounded in so much overwhelming darkness, Ace could not bear to face the light.

It hurt him too bad.

They all had the privilege of indulging in their wonderful light.

And here he was.

Cursed to darkness.

His darkness.

“Damn.” Ace hissed under his breath.

He stood on the porch, staring at the nighttime sky, swimming—drowning in darkness.

Suddenly, he heard the door creak open behind him.

Ace didn’t even turn around, cursing silently as he took another heavy gulp of wine. He had no idea who it was, but he didn’t care. He didn’t want to see any of them right now.
Then, he felt warmth.

Not the cold, bitterness of dark.

Warm, loving, caring, comfort of… of light.

A gentle, light, slender hand, laying on top of his, the fingers carefully intertwining with his.

Ace dared to look over at his visitor.

Erik smiled sweetly at Ace, his eyes glimmering with tender compassion and sympathy as he looked at Ace over the rim of his glasses. “…you okay?” He dared to ask.

Somehow, amidst the cold darkness he felt himself drowning in, Ace felt his lips hesitantly twitch into a soft smile.

He took his hand out of Erik’s, then wrapped it around the young man’s shoulders, pulling him closer to the vampire, earning a gasp of surprise.

“I am now…” was all Ace said.

Erik said nothing, smiling as he wrapped an arm around Ace’s waist. That was all he had needed to hear.

Ace smiled fully, contented with his present company. His darkness would never leave. Never quit. Never allow him to escape.

Ace would always have to endure it.

But, Ace had recently discovered something.

It was always a little easier to bear with Erik by his side.
