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The distant sounds of traffic echoed down through the abandoned streets. The moon 
rose high above, barely illuminating the cracked roofs of the buildings below.

There were no clouds to be seen, only the tiny pinpoints of light upon the black canvas 
of the sky like fireflies over a calm lake.

“Come now, old friend. The least you can do is not skulk in the shadows.” 

Large dark eyes reflecting the flickering streetlamp’s weak glow was the only indicator 
that he was not alone.

His words were not met with a response. The large owl-like eyes peering out at him 
vanished. From the shadows of the alley came the sound of talons scraping over stone.

The figure in the shadows hissed something under its breath, likely speaking to itself 
rather than its company.

The being standing in the light bore some resemblance to a lion, characterized by a 
dusty brown mane, an animal’s nose, and the rounded furred ears of a large feline. His 
pale green eyes were human, and gave his face a kinder look than it deserved. He 
stood with the stature of a man, yet the word did not quite suit him.


The figure in the shadows slowly emerged after a long moment of silence between the 
pair of them. 

His pale face was both earthly and not, bearing the shape of a human’s but the 
features of something else entirely.

Furred antennae sprouted from his forehead, tilted forwards cautiously.

The wings of a moth were folded behind his back, the markings resembling the wild 
eyes of a predatory animal slightly visible.

He stepped out to where he could be seen fully, but kept himself close to the safety of 
the shadows. He wore plain black pants and a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled 
up, exposing the dark fur that grew over his arms.

Unlike his counterpart who had already been illuminated by the night’s dim lights, he 
could very well have been from another world.


“Hello, Darkness.” Light flashed a toothy smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “You’re 
looking well.”

Irritation briefly passed over Darkness’ face as he studied the other being’s feline 
features, now noticing that his fingers were tipped with glossy claws.

Light glanced around the alley, giving the crumbling brick buildings a dubious look.

“You certainly have a... unique taste in meeting places.” Light wrinkled his nose at a 
broken bottle laying nearby.

“Enough. I do not have time to waste on your smalltalk. I assume you are aware of why 
I brought you here.”

Light made an innocent gesture with his hands. “Three hundred years of peace pass, 
and suddenly I am summoned to a suspicious alley by the embodiment of darkness 
itself.”




“‘Peace’?” Darkness’ pupils thinned to slivers of black. “For three hundred years, you 
have been working towards turning half of this world into a scorched wasteland!”

The subtle tension that had built between them was no longer able to be overlooked. In 
an instant, hostility had arisen.

Light’s nonchalant expression turned to a scowl. “I most certainly have not. I have 
given the people of this world exactly what they have wanted since they came to be, a 
land free of your corruption! Humanity has never been more prosperous or fearless!” 

“Keep your mouth shut.” Darkness growled.

Light begrudgingly complied, exhaling slowly.

“Your arrogance has cost us enough. This world is not a toy that can be played with to 
appease those ignorant fools!” Darkness snapped. “The word of humanity can no 
longer dictate the way our fates unfold. If you do not cease this childish charade, I will 
be forced to take action on my own accord for the sake of this world. In order to 
prevent future misfortune, we must do what is right, without the influence of humans.”

Light’s feathered wings shifted and his fur-tipped tail lashed back and forth as he 
stared Darkness down.

“Your threats mean nothing. You have not seen the beauty of humanity. You cannot 
possibly understand my ways or choices. Your words reek of hypocrisy whenever you 
present the concept of righteousness to me.” Light stepped closer to Darkness slowly, 
his footfalls heavy on the concrete ground.

Darkness retreated several steps into the shade of the alley, but did not turn his back 
or run.

“I have only come to warn you in hopes you may reconsider your ways. I do not wish to 
fight you. Come to your senses, for your both of our sakes!” Darkness’ voice faltered.

Light seized the front of Darkness’ shirt in his clawed hand.

“Do not hide your true intentions. I know you far too well for that. I indeed had hoped 
you were here to propose that we ‘bury the hatchet’, as humans say. It appears as 
though I was foolish to believe a twisted creature like you would offer such a thing.”


Darkness attempted to pry Light’s hands off, but to no avail. His face contorted into a 
snarl.

“Release me.” Darkness demanded. “I am not here to fight you.”

“Yet I cannot ignore my suspicion that I think you want to. In fact, you’d love to fight 
me, wouldn’t you? Remember when we would clash amidst the tides of armies? How 
your horrible abominations of shadows and spite let out their shrill cries as they met 
their justice. Weren’t those the most glorious days of all?” 

Darkness dug his claws into Light’s wrist, hissing and trying to break free.

“Do not ignore me.” Light took hold of Darkness’ throat and forced him to be still.

Darkness’ eyes went wide, fear flashing through them as he struggled to pull air into his 
lungs.

“I will not fall for your deception any longer. Face it, humanity has grown to understand 
us better than we ever understood ourselves. Our existences are immortalized in every 
page of every story. The simplest of concepts that the young and the old understand: 
good and evil. Let go of the past, old friend, this world is no longer for the likes of you.” 

Light released his hold, letting Darkness fall to the ground. 

Light crouched down and forced the creature to look at him.




“Now, allow me to be the one to give a ‘warning’. If I ever see your face again, I’ll-”

Darkness raised his head and spat in Light’s face before Light could finish his 
sentence.

Light recoiled, wiping his face furiously with one arm. 

“You revolting little blight!” Light roared.

He stuck Darkness in the jaw with his fist before he could fully get to his feet.

Darkness stumbled back, his wings trying to balance him while he fought to remain 
upright. He scrambled away as Light prepared to strike again. 

Darkness shot into the sky in a flurry of shadowy wings. He risked a glance over his 
shoulder, but Light was not in pursuit.


Darkness could sense the pale green eyes watching him as he fled into the night.


