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Prologue
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On a cold winter night, a woman ran into the 

woods as if she wanted to escape from someone or something. As she was running, she was caught up in the vine, and when she tried to detangle herself, she fell into a hole, and she lay dead on a blood moon. 

She left her husband and daughter, whose second birthday was to be celebrated, behind.



Part I

◇ Arrival and Pact ◇

Where universes collide, there's a black hole and a white one. But never has a black hole turned pure. Until now, that is. I was the black hole; my heart turned into different phases of the moon.

How I caught you, intruder, intruding into my heart, and I did nothing.

Chapter — 1
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Luna 

25 years later...
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Reading a book meant wanting to open a gate through the pages. 

“Luna, where is the food?” My dad asked.

“It’s ready,” I replied.

I sat down and started reading a book—about vampires. The book was old, and I don’t even remember buying it. I’ve always had it. And judging by the cover and style, it looked like it was published in the mid-nineties or even older. Truly, it wasn’t just an aesthetic choice; it was old. Not only was it old, but I believed it was non-fiction. It’s like a documentary. As I was eating, I grew invested in the book and only read a quarter before my dad snatched the book from me.

What the hell?

“Hey! Why did you snatch my book from me?!” I snapped at him.

“This isn’t a book you should be reading,” he replied as if I were a 6-year-old reading a descriptive murder mystery.

“I’m an adult dad, l can read what I want,” I said, trying to be polite even though I was irritated.

“Enough, no more discussions, now eat your food.”

I rolled my eyes, suppressing a groan.

After my dad went to work, I took my book and started reading it again. I spent a few minutes reading my book and finished some more when I heard a knock on the door.

Dad is here early. 

I immediately put my book on the shelf and opened the door. My dad entered and immediately asked, “Have you been reading those books again?”

“No!” I replied in a state of falsehood.

“You're early.”

“I took the rest of the day off.” I was too tired to even ask him why.

We then started having dinner when suddenly, I started having a headache as the moon shone brightly on my face, and my dad’s expression was grim. He frowned, knowing it was a blood moon today.

He knew a secret about me that no one knew, let alone myself. My dad told me to go to my room and put the curtains up at the window. As I did, my headache gradually started decreasing. I wondered how my dad knew exactly what to do, and I was eager to know as well.

I always used to ask him about that secret, but he never told me and just changed the topic until I eventually got fed up and stopped asking.

I saw that the book I was reading earlier had gone missing, and I started panicking since nobody had come to my room since my dad came. I went to the balcony to search for it and somehow found it over there. I went to pick it up, but then started having headaches again, only this time extremely painful, and I fainted on the spot, though partially conscious and could hear everything.

A gust of wind came, and I felt weird as the air around me rapidly changed. As my dad heard me scream, he rushed to my room and saw me unconscious on the balcony. I could hear him. He didn’t call the ambulance. He knew something— the secret, there had to be a reason why he just stared at me and cried. He could do nothing but cry for his daughter. 

I don’t know what it was, but it was something I had to find out now.

I finally woke up from that trance to find myself tangled in vines in a dense and dark forest. I couldn’t see a single thing. I was scared for my goddamn life.

What was happening to me?

Where am I?

What am I?

How did I get here?

So many questions.

I detangled myself after a long time. My fight or flight senses popped up, and I took a branch from a tree and used the lighter that I had in my pocket that I had as a defense weapon.

I lit it up and started thinking about how I’d get out of this place.

I had to be alive to wonder about my existence.

As I was wandering, I reached a point where I could see a building, and I tried to make my way to the building as I desperately needed shelter. I finally made my way out of the forest after about 2 hours of wandering. My feet were sore, and it felt as if my muscles were torn.

I came closer to the building and saw a literal palace in front of my eyes. My jaw dropped. The castle was lit up as if someone lived in it, which made it even scarier. My watch suddenly stopped working. So, I looked at my phone to check the time, but it died. I remember charging it.

What the hell is happening?

I realized that I was in a place with a whole different time zone. I entered the palace and saw a very royal, old Spanish decor. I saw no one there when suddenly the candles lit up like magic, and 3 women were standing over there with pale skin, blood-red eyes, and red lips. When they smiled, they revealed their teeth, which were like fangs, sharp and pointy. They didn’t look like humans at all. They looked at me like I was their prey, ready to be eaten.

I was shivering as I asked for their names. The first woman introduced herself as Ophelia— she had molten amber eyes and black hair, and she had a red fan— there was an aura to that fan, strange and eerie. The second woman was known as Raven— she was divinely beautiful, with black hair that was fitting for her name and hazel eyes, so alluring, and a huge moonstone ring adorned her finger, which seemed strangely enchanted. The third woman was called Nyx— she wore a gold peacock hairpiece, the gold complementing her hazel eyes; it had gold chains at the end dangling and shining in her thick black hair. Is it weird that the hairpiece felt like it could... come alive?

They seemed as if they were triplets since they looked very much alike, but could still be differentiated.

Surprisingly, they didn’t hurt me, but they made me worry. I looked at the calendar and saw something very shocking: the calendar showed the month of September in 1891.

But it’s 2025, how are they so outdated? Jesus, did I walk into psycho-killer headquarters? Because this place is giant, with 3 lethal women looking at me like they want to kill me.

“I think your calendar is wrong,” I said in nervousness. Well, it was wrong.

“The calendar is up to date, young lady,” Ophelia said.

Judging by the way they talked and dressed, it was certain that they were some rich people who didn’t look like people. They sounded like they knew that the calendar was not wrong.

It terrifies me.

I started panicking and said, “I just need a place to stay for the night, trust me, I won’t bother you.”

They offered me a giant room to stay in and said. “We shall not bother you either, but just be careful of our brother. He certainly will bother you.”

Okay, I’m confused about what Raven meant, but then I went to sleep after a bath, since I was fighting for my life.

And I have to stay here even if I don’t want to. It’s the only source of shelter I have till I get home.

[image: ]

I WOKE UP AND REMEMBERED what Raven said. I thought maybe the information I needed was in the book that I was reading earlier, but the book was left at home.

If anything about vampires was true.

That book was nothing short of an ancient artifact. I don’t know where it came from, but it was ages old. And something was definitely wrong with it.

I was certain that a huge palace like this would have a large library, and that I could find all sorts of books I needed over there. Especially since this palace has a bunch of royals who, I’m sure, document their entire lives in a book.

I went downstairs but didn’t find anyone to ask where the library was.

“If only I knew where the library was,” I muttered and sighed.

I then noticed that the candles lit up and would extinguish, showing me the way. I was pretty smart, but I couldn’t explain this. What the hell? I was confused and intrigued at the same time, but desperately needed to find that book, and so I went on.

As I went through the hallways of the palace, candles in the candle holder, I saw a painting of a pale-looking man with eerie amber eyes, black hair, wearing a black-red shot silk coat. It was different.

By different, I mean enclosed in a gold frame with rubies and black opals embedded in it; I could tell it was real from even a mile away.

I entered the huge library. Obviously. I started looking for something. Anything. And I eventually stumbled upon a book called ‘Grimm’. It was the same record book I had left at home. Holy shit.

I started reading the book just in case the version was different. It’s true, it was all real. My head spiralled. 

How did I own this book in the first place?

Apparently, I landed in Aether Hollow and made my way to Grimshade Citadel.

In the damn Royal Palace. If the pictures suggested anything.

The book also mentioned the 3 sisters well, from their looks to their behavior. 

I was taking the book when I suddenly bumped into a tall, strong, handsome man— I swear he felt like a brick wall. He was about 6’5 tall, with pale skin and amber eyes resembling pure honey. It was then that I noticed the tiny white scar on his nose. He wore a black coat over a faded gold vest. He caught me just in time as I was about to fall face-first. When he looked at me with a feral gaze, my muscles tensed.

I then remembered what Raven said about her brother, which left me in doubt and terror because I read in the book that the 3 princesses (Ophelia, Raven, and Nyx) had an older brother— Vincent, who is the most powerful and lethal vampire and the Dark Prince of his empire.

The man standing in front of me—Vincent—is a notorious killer, and for some reason, his people still love him as he is. 

Chapter — 2
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Luna
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I remembered what Raven said and asked the man who he was. The man replied with nothing and just left. How is he the prince everyone loves?

“How rude,” I mumbled quietly enough for him not to hear.

I wanted to meet Raven but knew that I couldn’t since I didn’t know the way to any goddamn place in this large palace.

I secretly followed the man and looked through his office window without him knowing, though I feel like he already knows that I’m here. Nothing can escape him (says the book.)

The man called in Ophelia, Raven, and Nyx by sending them a letter in the form of an origami. The 3 of them emerged from a dark mist. I was really close to popping my eyeballs out from how hard I widened them.

“Who is that young woman in the palace that I have never seen or heard of before?” the man asked Ophelia in his deep, razor-sharp tone.

“Well, it’s a woman whose name is unknown, and she looks to be from a very developed land. She didn’t look too suspicious, so I welcomed her in.” Ophelia said.

“Bring her to me.”

Bring her to me, the words echoed in my head as I realized,

They’re finding me. So, I ran as fast as possible, but they found me without suspecting me since I stopped when I spotted them.

The guards could do nothing but obey him, and so they brought me in chains despite my protests.

Goddamn chains.

“Who are you? And why did you order your guards to chain me?” I asked, though I was expecting his answer.

“I am Vincent Arce, dark prince of The Grimm,” Vincent said, and it confirmed my doubt.

I’m in hell.

“Dark prince of what ?!” I asked because I only heard when he said his name; the rest faded as the blood roared through my veins.

“The Grimm, the place where you are now. And I am the imperial prince of this land.” The book was true.

“So, Mr. Vincent...” I was about to ask something, but was then cut off by Vincent.

“Prince Vincent! And do not cut my word.” He said in an angry tone. Of course, I had to call him Prince; I time-traveled. I knew magic existed. Maybe not on Earth, but in another universe like this, it does.

“Okay... I’m sorry, Prince, but can I ask you why you chained me and brought me over here?” I asked

“No, you can’t. What is your name?” He just ignored my question and asked another one.

“I’m Luna.”

“Beautiful like the moon.” He said as his eyes screamed ‘devil’ and glowed red.

I couldn’t understand if this was a compliment or a threat because Vincent’s eyes gave off a threatening look.

He then ordered the guards to free me, but still keep an eye on me. I was happy to be out of those chains, but I wanted to know more about the striking Dark Prince. I was also sad that I was stuck in this dangerous place. I then went to my room and enjoyed the nice sunny view. As I was enjoying the sunlight, a drop of rainwater fell on my head. It was not long before it started raining as the earthy scent of petrichor made me feel relaxed.

I was sad about this while the Arce coven was happy because of the gloom in the sky and that they could go out and hunt... for blood.

They are vampires.

I started reading the book I got earlier and discovered many new things; on the other hand, the Arce coven hunted down many creatures, filling their appetite.

As weird as it is, it made me very interested and eager to uncover many mysteries of The Grimm.

Even though I’ll probably die here.

A few hours passed by as I was exploring the room. I found a wooden box that had a skull necklace in it. It was a chain with a hollow platinum skull on the end and a bunch of small feather charms that were diamond-studded attached to one hook on the other end. The end with small charms would then go through the hollow part of the skull, forming a beautiful waistband or a necklace. I wore it both ways and preferred it better on my waist. I thought nobody cared about it since it was in an abandoned wooden box, but there was something more to it than its beauty. I kept it in the drawer of the vanity.

I came down to eat some food. I asked the servants for some food and they gave me a whole meal. I wanted a snack. I sat down on the chair in the backyard with a rather beautiful view and started eating.

I was done eating, but was mistaken for some new woman in a harem or whatever, and was summoned to the royal hall for a gathering. I decided to go to show respect to the royal family. The gathering was to welcome his majesty Victor, the King of Grimm.

I entered the hall and went to the corner near a pillar, away from the coven. I did not want to get involved in anything that would cause me trouble in this dangerous place.

The king walked down the hallway, and praises were chanted across the room upon his arrival. But one thing I noticed was that the people loved their prince more than the king. I guess I’ll figure that out soon.

As the king arrived, his attention went to me, and I lowered my gaze. He looked at me like he knew me and was surprised to see me after such a long time, even though I’d never even heard of him.

Chapter — 3
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Vincent
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Today has probably been the worst day in my immortal life.

Firstly, an intruder came into the castle, and my sisters just welcomed her as if she were an expected guest. She was a beautiful brunette with soft, chocolate brown curls and glowing white skin like snow. She looked scared when she looked at me with those icy blue eyes, and I won’t lie, I kind of loved it.

She looked beautiful even in a dress she wasn’t comfortable in. I want to know who she is and where she’s from, which adds to the pressure I already have.

Secondly, my father, King Victor, announced that he was coming back from a military campaign against the Alpha.

I don’t hate my father, but sometimes— actually, most 

of the time— he gets on my nerves. I’ve told him that he should abdicate and that his old age isn’t helping the empire, but he still insists on being king, even though I do more work than him being as the crown prince.

Thirdly, the Alpha—Edgar. He is my biggest rival. It’s probably natural to have this rivalry because he’s a werewolf alpha and I’m a vampire, but regardless, he’s been a threat to our throne for ages— literally.

He lives in my land and empire, but that’s the thing, the Grimm is the only land where you can find every creature living in peace under certain leaders. The Grimm has been home to several dynasties over the centuries, but ours has ruled the longest. The Arcean Dynasty has been ruling the country for generations. The Grimm’s monarchy was power, might, and legacy, but it was earned. Every year, the Grimm held elections where the people decided which ruler would take the throne. Which meant the rulers had to earn their way to the throne. And Edgar has never won an election, nor was his pack a dynasty.

Edgar is the werewolf Alpha with a wife, Acantha, and four children— Leo, Theodore, Vesper, and Viper.

Edgar’s kids are worse than him, and his wife knows nothing but to serve him like he owns her. She’s lost her damn self-respect.

Edgar’s eldest son— Leo— is the future Alpha, and he’s exactly like his father. Which means another generation of the same torture. Plus, he’s a bloody womanizer.

His second son, Theodore, is also a notorious womanizer just like his brother; he has ruined the lives of thousands of women and needs to be stopped. And the worst thing about this is that these women are complaining to the High Court— to Father. And because he can’t do anything, I have to.

His elder daughter and third child, Vesper, was the least chaotic of the pack. Well, she used to be rebellious, but ever since she got married to some psycho Beta in another pack, she’s gone silent, and despite that, she’s manipulative. Even worse, their relationship was so toxic that the Beta mauled and scarred her, and they ended up in a divorce.

Goddamn psycho

His youngest and last daughter, Viper, is exactly what her name suggests. A venomous snake. She is the worst one; she gets on my nerves and gets on Raven’s throat all the time. The number of times Raven has lost her temper because of her is uncountable. Viper is the only one who can make her lose her cool and charm.

Now, for the situation at hand, my father is back from military campaigning from Sanguisberg, and we have a royal gathering to welcome him. The usually dark palace is filled with candles and lamps. The halls are filled with red roses and pearl hangings across the ceiling. The giant chandelier above me in the ballroom is glowing bright blue light, resembling the moonlight, casting a moonlit glow across the main throne room.

My father entered the throne room as everyone bowed, including me (even if I didn’t want to).

He made his way to the throne and sat on it like the king he was. Ophelia went and gave him a nod. Her relationship with her father is just like mine, but she does truly love him, even though she doesn’t show it. She is as serious as a warrior princess could be, which makes me wonder how she could let Luna in—

Stop it, Vincent, a voice in my head snapped. I had no business thinking about an intruder all the bloody time when there was a royal gathering going on.

If my father notices that my mind is wandering elsewhere, he’ll give me an earful and blabber about how disrespectful it is.

To make the situation worse, the little intruder comes up and hides behind the pillar, a tiny smile curves my lips, but I smooth it out before anyone notices.

Then, I look at Father, who is looking at me with an eyebrow cocked on his forehead.

Definitely getting scolded.

Raven holds Father’s hand, kisses it, and curtsies, all while looking as charming as ever.

Nyx, on the other hand, jumps into Father’s arms and hugs him tight. She was always the favorite, as every youngest is.

Dad beams at his three precious daughters and then walks over to me, his smile faltering a little. I give no expression and just stand there. Father claps my shoulder and nods at me, and I nod back.

“Prince Vincent can do everything but greet someone normally,” my mother cuts in. Her hazel eyes sparkled, and her beautiful dark brown curls fell over her shoulders. She kissed Father’s cheek and smiled at him. 

They love each other way too much that Mother literally mourned over how much she missed Father. And I went insane trying to comfort her. Which gives me another great reason to deny marriage.

“Zephyr, dear. How are you? I missed you,” Father said in a softer-than-cotton voice. He’s only soft with Mother, Raven, and Nyx. Ophelia and I get treated a bit differently, which is probably why I’m closer to her than any of my sisters.

“I wasn’t fine until you came. I missed you, too.”

Acantha wished she had a life like my mother’s, being loved and respected. Treated equally by her husband, the leader. The biggest difference between my mother and Acantha is that she is known as the Alpha’s wife, while my mother is known as the queen of Grimm.

“I tried to convince Vincent to get married so I could surprise you with the news, but he just won’t listen.” Mother said.

“I don’t want anyone to cry over how much they missed me while I’m away,” I said, reminding her of how she cried over Father.

“Zephyr, dear, did you cry because you missed me?” Father asked, and I’m bloody sure he fell in love with Mother all over again. Crimson stained mother’s pale, freckled cheeks.

“Well—”

“No sentimental conversations, please!” Ophelia cut in with her razor-sharp words.

Another reason why Ophelia is my favorite sister. She saves me from conversations I have no business being in.

Mother sighed, and Father glanced at Luna.

Luna, how lovely does that sound from my tongue? I couldn’t stop the thought from coming to my mind.

What’s wrong with me?

Father closed his eyes, and a blue light appeared on his forehead. He must have a psychic vision, courtesy of being a psychic vampire.  

He sees visions rarely, but when he does, it’s very important.

But why did he see a vision after looking at Luna? 

Who is this little intruder?

Father’s eyes open wide, and he looks at me, his already pale face even paler as the light on his forehead vanishes.

“Victor, did you see something?” Mother asked.

“It’s not that important. I don’t want to talk about it, let’s have dinner.”

Since then, father couldn’t focus, and the entire night passed by as he ignored me. He knows that I’ll ask questions about his vision, hence the ignorance.

But I’ll still talk about it, just not now.

Who are you, little intruder?

Chapter — 4
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Vincent/Luna
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Luna

I woke up withs a headache and blurry vision.

It took me effort to get myself up from the bed. When I finally did, memories from last night’s gathering dawned in.

Ah, first, I drank six glasses of wine and had a hangover, which explains the headache. I never drink so much, but I guess I needed a buzz from the tragedies and shitty luck in my life about ending up in a hellhole. The Grimm, of all places— the damn Grimm.

Then, I went to take a hot bath before sleep as a habit, but a woman came in saying she’d help. And then again, for the hundredth time, I realized that I’m in The Grimm, an ancient kingdom, and people have servants even for a bath.

It was normal for them, but for me, it felt like they were invading my damn privacy. So, I told them to leave as politely as I could, and thank God, they left.

Honestly, I don’t know what I was thinking. It’s not like they’d protest to watch me bathe.

But even after a bath, I ended up with a hangover, and here I am, regretting all my decisions. Well, it was fun while it lasted.

I was in my black silk nightdress, and it was comfortable. I didn’t want to change, but I had to, so I pulled out a beautiful dress even though it was uncomfortable. I’ll get used to it, I guess, depending on how long I stay here.

[image: ]

I CAME DOWNSTAIRS AND found Vincent and Raven discussing something. Both of them looked pissed, and I’d be safer out of their sight.

Vincent turned and glanced at me, and I saw the right side of his face covered in blood. He wasn’t hurt; rather, he hurt someone. I immediately looked down to avoid eye contact, my face turned pale, and my hands were shaking.

I turned back and went to the library, which is the only peaceful place I know. After thinking for several minutes, I decided to escape. Yes, I want to escape, no matter how safe this library is, the people here are lethal. Vincent is lethal.
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VINCENT

I was going to sleep after the gathering when Ophelia came to me and gave me dratted news. Edgar wanted to get Theodore married, and he’s planning to take women from Grimshade Citadel for it. He’s reaching out to my people— my vampires to take them away to get married to a werewolf. He’s doing this to ruin the vampires’ reputation by getting mixed with their own rivals, and he’s making Vesper manipulate them to do so, even if they don’t want to.

And now, after hearing that, I lost my patience. I couldn’t sleep thinking of Edgar. These days, I lose my sleep thinking of a certain brunette with icy blue eyes, but now it annoys me that Edgar is the reason why I can’t sleep.

I’d rather think of the Little intruder than him, even though I have no business with her and all sorts of problems with him.

Annoying as hell.

So, early in the morning. I arranged a meeting with Edgar. Father, Ophelia, Nyx, and I went to Sanguisberg. We always arrange meetings and campaigns at Sanguisberg because it’s a hot and sunny, barren land.

Don’t want to ruin other beautiful places because of a rivalry, do you?

We left Raven at the palace to look after Mother, maybe even Lun—

Shut up, Vincent!

Edgar brought his son, Theodore, Vesper, and Viper with him. Of course, he brought Viper. He knows that his precious daughter gets on our nerves.

Edgar and my father were sitting opposite each other since the king had to execute plans. But of course, I’ll speak for him.

“Listen here, Edgar, I’m not going to beat around the bush; stop kidnapping lowly vampires for your son. Clearly, our types won’t mix, and Theo doesn’t like those women. So, stop trying to ruin them by taking them away to their enemies for no good reason.” I said angrily

“No good reason?” Edgar scoffed. “Theo may not like them, but they can be concubines, even you have concubines, don’t you, Vincent?”

“I do, but I’m not asking for them, and I’ll never get involved with them. And I certainly don’t force them.” I emphasized the last part.

“First of all, stop speaking for your father, Vincent. Second of all, I’ve heard that you got a new concubine. You seem involved with her.” Viper said.

She was talking about Luna, I knew it. No wonder she’s the worst.

“She’s not a concubine!” I snarled at her with anger rushing up to my head, “And I’m not involved with her.”

“She’s a lonely girl who needs shelter, so you have no right to bring her into this,” Ophelia said, her hands clenched, her knuckles white.

“What does Victor have to say about this? I think he knows the girl well,” Edgar said.

How do they know—

“I don’t, and none of us have rights over her, but our coven has rights over the vampires since they’re our subjects. So, I suggest you leave them—,” Father was about to say something, but was cut off.

“Honestly, I thought you were a better prince than this Vincent, letting an intruder stay at your palace.” Viper bitterly chuckled and shook her head.

“She is in my land, where you may be the leaders of Abyssal Nexus, but you have no rights on the law of the whole country. So even if she’s in your city, it doesn’t change the fact that she’s in the Grimm. And right now, she is in Grimshade Citadel, and I need no harm on her. Even if she’s an intruder who has bad intentions, I would have known— we would have known,” I gestured between my sisters and I.

“Because I’m. The. Prince. And heir to the throne.” I said, and there was silence.

“So now, leave the vampires alone,” Father said after a long pause, breaking the silence.

“Let me remind you, the leaders of every city make up the Ebon’s Chamber— the legislature where you are the head, but you have to take the leaders’ opinion before making any decisions regarding the country and this could also change in battles, policies and votes, werewolves have also ruled the Grimm before but you overthrew us—”

“20,000 years ago,” Nyx said, and it made me evilly smile at her sarcasm.

“But that aside, as legislative leaders, we aren’t breaking the law. The law says, if someone is in our land, no harm shall come to them. The vampires aren’t hurt, and if you can keep an intruder as a guest, then we can keep locals. And besides, they’re getting the best time of their lives, being with Theo, the Beta of Abyssal Nexus... being in his bed,” he chuckled, and I lost the little vapor of patience I had left.

That bastard Theo is forcing himself on the vampires, and they won’t even speak up against it since they think it’s an achievement to be a concubine in any of the courts. My ass.

They’re getting hurt, I know how Theo is, and he’s way worse than the rumors.

Before I could think, my fist was flying towards Edgar in a hard punch. And then came Theo, whom I kicked in the stomach. And I don’t even feel sorry.

Before I knew it, it turned into a war.

Punches

Kicks

Spells

Swords clashing

Nyx’s eyes glowed red as the gold bird on her headpiece came alive and caused even more chaos, and the best part was, you couldn’t get rid of the bird; it was made of pure magic.

An immortal and elegant creature hidden and adorned on Nyx’s headpiece.

Ophelia’s fan turned into her rapier sword in glowing vapors of magic. As a warrior princess, she carries a weapon around with her everywhere, and no one suspects it.

I brought up the shadows again since I could control the shadows. All the vampires came into their true forms, fangs, red eyes, and bloodthirst.

My spear appeared in my hand as I wanted, and I stabbed the werewolf guards; their blood splashed on the right side of my face. I loved it, I loved the commotion I caused. It helped release my anger.

The coven ended up safely outside while trapping the werewolf pack inside. I used a spell and touched the wall of the small house for the meeting, and it collapsed into wood and dust.

I chose a small, abandoned house instead of the usual fort because I knew this would end up in destruction.

And now I’m at the palace, covered in blood, while Raven is planning on how to get the vampires out of Abyssal Nexus.

But the rest of her words faded when I slid a glance at Luna, who was looking at me. She was scared seeing the blood on my face, and she knew I was hunting. And then she walks away with shaky hands and her gaze down.

What is the little intruder planning?

If she’s planning to escape, it’s not going to happen; if she does escape, then I’ll find her.

She’s not going anywhere near the werewolves.

I have nothing to do with her, but she’ll stay here. I’m not safe, but I would never hurt her. Something in my heart denies it.
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I got everything ready. I have water in an old bottle and food. And a leather bag to carry all that in. I stole all of it.

I knew the Grimm was a whole damn country, and I could find more shelter if I looked for it, because where I am isn’t safe. But a part of me wants to stay and find out more. About the land, the triplets, the king, about Vincent—

Shit. I shouldn’t be thinking about him.

At least not in this situation; if he finds out that I’ve escaped, then I’m doomed. But he shouldn’t care about me.

The same goes for you, Luna. Don’t think about him.

I slowly snuck out at two p.m. when the Arce family was sleeping. They weren’t the problem, but the guards were annoying. They were everywhere.

Even worse, I hadn’t changed; I was still wearing the dress I was wearing in the morning with the same jewelry. I didn’t realise I was escaping wearing their clothes and jewellery, but I had to escape ASAP.

So, despite the guilt, I continued. There were a lot of ingrown vines with their roots spread across a few parts of the floor.  

So, I tried hiding there to be hidden.

Vincent must have strengthened the security since there weren’t guards at night when I came here.

But I managed to escape while no one was looking through a hidden door within a tree.

I had the book with me, so I looked at the map and followed it, alternating between running and walking. I got tired, and it reminded me of when I came here.

It was damn painful.

I ran and ran and ran until I reached a lake. The lake glowed, and the pebbles beside it looked like pearls at night. As dangerous as Grimm is, it’s breathtaking. Something from my core felt... good. I couldn’t describe what I was feeling.

I walked more since I was way too tired to do anything. I almost tripped down a hill, but caught myself in time.

Like how Vincent caught me—

No. No. No. Stop, I won’t and shouldn’t think about him. Just no. I’m doing this to escape him.

I looked up and saw a large manor. I just had to walk a few more steps.

I slowly moved down the hill, careful not to fall. I walked towards the gates but felt something deep in my core again. It was different this time; it wasn’t good, it was bad.

Does that mean this place is worse? Well, there’s no going back now.

I put up my hand to knock, but felt something sharp at the back of my neck. Shit.

I put my hand in surrender, “Wh-who are you?”

“We should be asking you, that young lady.” his gruff voice made me flinch.

“Well, I’m Luna...”

“Luna?”

“Y-yes”

He lowered the weapon as if he recognized me, even though I don’t know anyone in this damn country except the vampire royals.

I turned around and saw him smirking evilly at me. Okay, I regret coming here. I’d probably be safer in Vincent’s palace.

Damn me.

He grabbed my wrist and tried to drag me inside. I resisted until I knew who he was and where I was. But he didn’t tell me anything.

“Stop dragging me, you asshole!”

“What did you just call me?” he growled at me.

“Asshole.”

He lost his patience, and now I regret my existence as well. He slowly transformed into a wolf. He grew claws and hair, and furry wolf ears. I screamed in fear.

First vampires, now... werewolves.

I tried to run, but the wolf growled at me and ran after me. I tripped on this stupid dress and landed on my elbow, probably bruising it. The wolf got on top of me. It tried to claw me, but I pushed it away with all my might. I called for help, but no one came.

I started crying, hot liquid scorched my cheeks as streams of water flowed from my icy blue eyes.

I stood up and ran into a room, which had a blue couch and a black chandelier hanging on the ceiling. A giant window took up one side of the room, and on the opposite side were chains and handcuffs, which scared me even more.

Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. I shouldn’t have left. I want to go back.

Luna, you dumbass.

I was still trying to find a way out, I was calling for help, but then I felt a sharp hit at the back of my neck.

Blackness.

I fainted.

But—

I could still hear, like I had when I fainted at home. I heard two men walk in and,

“Holy shit, is this her?” A man with a deep and husky voice said.

“I think so, she’s exactly what Viper described her as.” Another man with a similar but raspy voice said.

“But what a lady she is.”

“Do you like her or something?” he scoffed and chuckled

“I mean...”

“I think Vincent’s taking her for granted, such a beautiful woman, and he doesn’t even care.”

The man slowly brushed a strand of hair from my face, and I felt disgusted and uncomfortable, but my damn body wouldn’t respond.

I would’ve kicked him in the balls had I not been numb.

I felt my body getting lifted, the other man slowly put me on a couch—or at least what I think is a couch—and put something heavy around my arms. I heard something clinking, and I think I’m chained.

Again.

I finally opened my eyes to find a young bearded man with bushy hair and blue eyes. As much as I hate to say this, he was rather handsome.

But not more than Vinc—

Stop...

I can’t believe I’m thinking about him, but right now, he would’ve been the safest person. I wish he could somehow come and save me...

I’m dumb.

Why would he? He’s the prince, and he has no business thinking about an intruder.

The moonlight shone bright on my face, and an ache popped up in my temple.

The man standing in front of me looked at me with confusion as his shit-eating grin fell. He immediately asked me, “What’s your name?”

“Lu— Luna.”

“Perfect.” He smiled again, but was still confused. He chuckled then asked, “Do you know what the Alpha’s wife is called?”

I knew what he was asking, but I pretended to be unaware

“What?” I asked

“A Luna,” I wanted to punch him so badly.

I knew it would be bad for me if I moved. I’m in chains anyway.

“Oh... You’re already my favorite vampire,” he said

“I’m not a vampire,” I uttered through clenched teeth

“Are you a werewolf then? That’s even better.”

“I’m a human.”

“How are you here then? It’s not possible for a human to even be here,” he paused and then asked the first man, “Father, she’s not just a human, or she wouldn’t have been here.”

“True,” he paused and contemplated for a while before shouting the name “Viper!”

Before I could think or process anything, a beam of thunder shattered the giant window across us.

Someone’s here

“Vincent!” A woman growled. She was young and beautiful but evil. She came with a middle-aged woman whom I assume was her mother.

My eyes widened as I heard his name, my heart banging against my ribs. I immediately covered my ears as tears flowed down my cheeks.

The next second, I couldn’t breathe. I tried and tried, but I couldn’t breathe.

Then I felt a protective arm around me, and I looked down and saw veiny hands wrapped around my shoulders and waist.

“Shh, it’s okay. I didn’t mean to scare you,” a soft voice said. It was Vincent.

I looked up and saw a glimpse of blood, but Vincent covered my eyes. “Don’t look. It’s gonna get worse.”

I sniffed and nodded. “Nyx will take you back,” he said.

I heard the sound of a blade cutting through flesh with growls and also laughter.

What the hell was so funny?

I was gonna cry again, but stopped myself. I can’t cry now, I did this to myself.

But I was devastated, I’d do anything to be safe now. Anything.

“I’m the alpha, Vincent. Do you really think I’m that easy to kill?”

“And I’m immortal, you can’t kill me even if I surrender,” Vincent said.

“But I can certainly stake you.”

I wanted to open my eyes, but I knew the sight would traumatize me even more.

“So, you do care about the concu— sorry, intruder.”

“What did I say about leaving my people alone?” his deadly calm voice made me stiffen.

“Guess what she told us. She said she’s a human. How did this happen, Vincent? How did a human enter the Grimm? How can you let her in? Is your power fading?” The young woman— Viper— asked a million questions, which made me question my own existence.

“I can handle my land; you don’t need to put your nose in everything. And I heard you have been spying on Grimshade. Isn’t that why you know her name?”

“I’m not spying, I’m merely ensuring the safety of our country, my dad is the legislative leader of Abyssal Nexus. What do you expect us to do if an intruder comes in?”

“I told you, I would’ve known if she was a threat. If you are a legislative leader, then I’m the one who runs the whole country,” He was angry, and it was scary.

“That’s not the point, the point is she is a human in the Grimm, if you’re the one who runs the country, then tell me how she could enter through the lethal boundaries of the Grimm?”

“I’ll tell you when I know, but I don’t think you’ll even be alive by then, Viper.” He growled.

“We can dethrone you for this, you know that.”

That’s it, I couldn’t take this anymore. I opened my eyes even though Vincent told me not to, and he was right; my condition did get worse.

I saw blood and dead bodies of guards, but the two men were gone. The middle-aged woman was holding my chains, and Viper was arguing with Vincent. When the word ‘dethrone’ left her mouth, he immediately grabbed her by the neck and tried to choke her. His eyes went red, fangs protruding from his gums.

“You— bitch!” he was angry; he could destroy everything now. “Don’t even think about dethroning me or hurting her,” he pointed at me.

“Why do you care so much about her?” she grinned.

“I don’t know!” he shouted so hard that even the birds outside flew away. He choked her even harder.

Viper was kicking her feet in the air for the ground, but couldn’t. I hope she dies. Just as my wish was about to come true, the middle-aged woman smacked me across the face. I cried and cried.

The sight in front of me was devastating. My condition was traumatizing. There was pain in my heart, and I just wanted to go home. To Dad, in his safe arms.

I screamed in agony.

It hurts... I can’t breathe.

Vincent released Viper from his chokehold; his hand was shaking, and I saw his eyes go glassy.

“Leave my daughter or else this blade will go through her face.” She pointed at me.

Then suddenly the woman froze and slowly reached for a knife
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