The moon rose over the crystal glass ceiling as the oil oozed from the canvas frame onto the black marble floor. A voice echoed within  the corners of the large room filled with timeless artifacts. A man rose from the floor from the puddle of oils like a sunflower directs itself to the sun. He looked down, his eyes climbed in aptitude with the rest of the oil, rising in gorgeous black and pale, a Woman. He took her hand, as they swept through the darkness of the room.
“We are free to love, to hold one another, to be happy. We can walk to the ends of the earth my dearest Elizabeth, the woman I adore the most”. The man, whom also rose in black and pale, spoke to her while removing his tophat.
Elizabeth, as pale as the moonlit cement, had a blush rush over her cheeks. Her hand caressed the man's cheek as she looked at him with love written in her coal eyes.
“Lucian, my love, we may be able to roam freely, but how?” her brow furrowed in concern for the miracle that seemed too good to be true.
 The moon slowly set while the sun rose overhead. The sunlight spilled into the room and washed the other paintings and artifacts with gold. Lucian, removing his glove, put his hand under the sunlight and smiled.
“It is warm, for the first time I feel warmth.” As he said such, the color slightly faded from his hand. He retracted his arm and put his glove back on. “We need to leave this place, Elizabeth.” He said in a concerned, almost frantic voice. He grabbed her hand and pulled her with him through the double doors, leaving excess oil on the edges of the doors, leaving the canvas frame empty.
	As he and his beloved weaved through shadows, in the city, they found a small warehouse, one that was abandoned, old, and grew mother nature's vines within itself. It was away from busy streets, away from the danger he felt was creeping up on them.
	As seasons changed, from spring, to summer, to fall, to winter, the two spoke with one another and admired the growth and withering of  the plants surrounding them. They danced, laughed and wondered. 
	“Darling, how many seasons might have passed while here in this shed?” Elizabeth asked, her hands folded to her chest  as if she were sending a prayer.
	“I’m not sure, why my love? Are you unhappy here? Have I angered you?” Lucian responded, removing his tophat as he bent a knee to Elizabeth.
	She shook her head and turned, her fluffy black dress spinning around with her. “I am worried about us. We do not belong in this place, you know this, I saw your hand that day, your hand faded of color, and you have said nothing about it thus far.'' her face sunk with distraught and worry.
	“No, no no no no no, my love...I was not careful, it was my own mistake, please, stay with me here, and we can-” He was cut off from his speech.
	“ ‘We can’ what Lucian? Slowly fade into our demise? Become less than what we were made? Become valueless? I don’t wish this life upon my enemies Lucian. We are here and do nothing, we are here and you believe this is happiness? This is not different than when we were in that frame! This is not the freedom I wanted. I cannot tell if you have been this way since our beginning or if the light has changed you. I cannot live this way any longer.” Elizabeth walked towards the ruffled metal doors, her hands picking up the dress by her sides.
“Elizabeth, I beg of you! Please! It’s too dangerous!” His words echoed through the warehouse. He quickly walked towards her picking up a sharp scrap of metal and impaled it through Elizabeth's heart. “I am sorry my love, I had to, I had to…” he removed the metal and placed her in a corner.
	A tear smeared her pale skin as she watched Lucian cry for her forgiveness. Then there was nothing but a gentleman in black.
