The boy who had always thought of death as something far away.

The girl who awoke from the depths of a deep place.

The boy meets the girl, takes her hand, and starts to run.

That could probably be called the beginning of an adventure.



Part | - The Centennial Ceremony
1

He liked the smell of the library.
The smell of paper. The smell of ink. The smell of new books and old books.

It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that Theodore Classico—also known as Theo—grew up
together with books. To him, they have the most comforting smell of all. The Classico family
estate happens to boast an enormous collection. In order to prevent their deterioration, the
books are kept away from the windows, and the air remains cool and crisp. Humidity is also a
natural enemy for books, so something to absorb moisture is placed all around as a
preventative measure. Countless of these tales and wonders are arranged neatly on the
shelves, hidden away in the silence, as if waiting to be read. Even if unpleasant things occur,
and even if he feels depressed, coming to this place naturally makes him feel at ease. Since
childhood, Theo had often been alone, so he’s nearly exhausted every book in the library. He
has even reread his favorite books many times. In his twelve years of life, Theo has
experienced more through books than reality, even if those experiences were just imagined
places. They were another world to him, and another life.

“What are you doing? Hurry up and finish getting ready.”

Theo had been reading in his own room when his father—Dino—appeared, urging him in a tone
that suggested no argument. With great reluctance, he got up in order to change into something
more formal. These were clothes that were specially made for an event called the Centennial
Ceremony. Standing in front of a full-length mirror, Theo saw a reflection of himself standing with
formality and dignity, but it was like he was looking at a completely different person. As though
he wasn’t himself.

The book that Theo had been reading just before was a history book about vampires. The Blood
War—was a large-scale war between vampires and humans that broke out nearly a thousand
years ago. It is said that both races paid a heavy sacrifice in losses. Theo had read about it in
several books. After the end of the war, the vampire race had been divided into many different
factions, and there arose a need to unify them. Nico Vlad, who was passed down as a heroic
figure from the war, and those called the Seven Apostles, established the governing body
known as the Blood Alliance Congress. Advocating for a sovereign state ruled by the
aristocracy, they faced opposition from those who resisted, leading to a conflict. As a result, the
vampire territories fell into a state of civil war for several decades. It only ended when the Blood
Alliance Congress’ army was able to claim victory, which allowed for the unification of the race.
As a result, the vampire territories had become a class-based society. The Centennial
Ceremony is held every one hundred years to celebrate this unification.



Theo'’s father Dino—including Dali of the Delico family, Gerhard of the Fra family, and Henrique
of the Lorca family—are members of the executive committee for the Centennial Ceremony. The
committee chairman is Vinci Daleo, the current chairman of the Blood Alliance Congress.
Johannes Vlad, the former head of the prestigious noble family that traces its roots back to Nico
Vlad, has been welcomed too. Johannes retired after passing the family head to his son, Karel,
but with the Centennial Ceremony, he has temporarily returned as a special advisor. The reason
Dino and the others were listed as part of the committee was due to a direct request from
Johannes.

(Lord Johannes surely trusts those fathers, doesn’t he?)

Theo was proud of his father, but he’s never told this to him. Since childhood, his father was
someone he both admired and respected, but also someone to be feared. Never once did he
express his true feelings to his father through words.

At the Centennial Ceremony, the families of the nobles belonging to the Blood Alliance
Congress are also permitted to participate. The ceremony isn’t limited to just certain vampires,
but for the entire race. For Theo, who prefers being alone, the thought of participating in the
Centennial Ceremony, where many vampires would gather, felt burdensome. However, there
was just one thing he was looking forward to.

(He might be able to reunite with everyone he spent time with at the Nursery.)

Five years ago, in the investigation of a serial murder case with Dali as the team leader, an
investigation headquarters was established at the Delico household under the pretext of
balancing duty and childcare. This headquarters was called the Nursery. Because Dino was
also part of the investigation team, Theo spent some time there for a while.

Around mid-autumn, the sky turns cloudy and gray. The gray hues reminded him of an abstract
painting by a promising new artist that he had seen somewhere before. Gray was Theo’s
favorite color. One reason is that the vampires of the Classico family have silver hair, which is
close to gray. If he were to color his own life in some way, it would certainly not be with
something vivid. That being said, his life also wouldn’t be something so gloomy as to be painted
over in black. Ultimately, the color that he would call his theme was settled on gray. That was
the reason why it was Theo’s favorite color.

After changing into his formal attire, Theo stepped outside of the manor, and felt a slight chill on
his skin. He thought about putting on an extra layer, (but then it occurred to him that the venue
for the Centennial Ceremony would surely be crowded with vampires, making it unbearably hot),
so he decided to endure the cold for now.

Theo and his father Dino boarded a horse-drawn carriage sent to pick them up. It moved along
the cobblestone street, heading towards the ceremony’s venue. Not only were he and his father
dressed formally, but even the horses pulling the carriage were dressed in a high-quality black
velvet. They pulled the carriage at a steady pace, gently swaying them as they rode on. Theo



sat in the carriage, facing his father Dino. An intimidating silence filled the space, making Theo
unbearably uncomfortable. Dino, who was never particularly talkative to begin with, remained
silent the entire time. In the cramped carriage, Theo couldn’t bring himself to meet his father’s
gaze. As he grew from childhood into adolescence, something like guilt began to crop up toward
his father.

The reason lay within books. Immersing himself in the world of books was the only time he felt
like himself. Gradually, he came to love reading itself, and at some point, he began to think that
he also wanted to try writing something. Theo aspired to become a novelist. But he hadn’t yet
told his father. No, rather, there was no way he could tell him.

The heads of noble families like the Classico family are traditionally expected to go into the
Blood Alliance Congress. If nobles in this position refused, they would undoubtedly face
opposition, since it would be seen as abandoning the duty of their noble birth. Theo is the sole
heir to the Classico estate. If he doesn’t take up the duty to become the next family head, then
that would mean the extinction of the Classico family name. However, Theo planned to end the
Classico family in exchange for what he wanted to do. On second thought, perhaps he could
take in an adopted child from a branch family to inherit it in his stead. But as the direct heir, not
inheriting the title as family head might be a much bigger deal than he realizes. Theo
understands how grave it would be for him to not fulfill that. There was also a high possibility of
being stripped of his noble rank. Despite this, as he read books and gained knowledge, Theo
realized he was an individual with his own personality. From then on a new feeling emerged in
him—one that tells him that he is not just living for the sake of his family name.

In the end, he feels sorry for the ancestors of the Classico family because he plans to end their
lineage with him. But at the very least, until then that day comes, he will be the admirable son
that his father desires. Theo was reluctant about attending the Centennial Ceremony at first,
certain thoughts he had persuaded him otherwise. Until he becomes an adult vampire—the
destroyer of the Classico family—he will fulfill his moratorium properly. He intends to atone for
the betrayal of his father that will eventually happen. And since he will become a novelist
someday, he also thought that experiencing a large-scale event like the Centennial Ceremony
would be meaningful.

Feeling awkward around his father, Theo tried to distract himself on the way to the ceremony.
He spent the time recalling memories of the past, specifically his time at the Nursery.

The commotion in his mind brought back those memories. Theo remembers that the adults
used to call that place the “Nursery.” Yet, to say he remembers feels like a slightly distorted way
of putting it, even if he can see it clearly in his mind. To him, the memory of the Nursery—that is,
the children’s room—felt like a vivid experience.

Raphael and Ul of the Delico family. Angelico of the Fra family. Lucia and Elena of the Lorca
family. He spent time there with everyone. It feels like it was just a short moment, yet at the



same time, it also felt like it lasted forever. Theo didn’t really want to be lumped together with
younger kids at first, since he originally preferred to be by himself. On top of that, they got
caught up in all sorts of trouble back then, especially since the criminals their fathers were
pursuing had kidnapped them. So far, that was the first and last time Theo experienced
kidnapping.

Five years have passed since then. The Nursery was dismantled, and he hasn’t met with
anyone since then. Theo figured that everyone had probably grown up. Especially Ul, who had
been a baby at the time, is now exactly the same age Lucia and Elena were then.

(I wonder if everyone still remembers me...?)

That kind of thing was on his mind. It was possible they didn’t remember since everyone was so
young. Theo still isn’t sure whether his time at the Nursery holds good or bad memories. But
when he looks back, the fact that his heart races at the thought of reuniting with everyone surely
means the Nursery was undoubtedly a special place for him.

The carriage carrying Theo and Dino entered the premises of the Blood Alliance Congress
headquarters, which served as the ceremony venue. There, they saw that countless carriages
were packed tightly together. Even though they hadn’t entered the building yet, the area was
already crowded with vampires. Finding everyone from the Nursery in this place might not be
easy. Just as Theo contemplated that, he heard someone call out, “Theodore!” When he turned
around, he saw Elena waving her hand energetically from a slight distance away. Lucia and
Elena are identical twin sisters, but he immediately recognized that it was Elena. Standing
beside her was Lucia. He couldn’t remember which one was the older sister and which one was
the younger sister, but together, they came running up to Theo.

“‘Raphael and Angelico are over there.” In the direction Elena pointed, Theo saw Raphael and
Angelico, who had both grown taller compared to five years ago.

“Ah! It's Theodore!” Saying that, Raphael came over while pulling his younger brother Ul by the
hand. Soon after, Angelico also comes running.

“You’ve grown, Theodore!” Angelico said while looking up at him, but Theo thought, ‘Isn’t that
my line?’

Raphael, Angelico, Lucia and Elena—all of them had grown up. Their carefree smiles instantly
blew away the five years that had passed, making it feel as if the Nursery was still ongoing. Of
course, Ul, who had been a baby then, didn’t remember Theo.

“It seems everyone has grown older,” Theo remarked, finally speaking.
Everyone looked at him with surprise. Lucia and Elena were peering at him closely.

“For some reason Theo, your voice is weird.”



“Your voice wasn'’t like that before.”

The two of them said it without any restraint. Theo’s voice had deepened a little early, and since
everyone was still young, they probably didn’t understand. So, Theo explained a little about the
reason his voice had changed. Everyone had an expression as if they understood, but also as if
they didn’t. Even though they were meeting for the first time in five years, the fact that they still
remembered his old voice made Theo happy.

“Hey, aren’t you Theodore? You’ve grown up!”

In the direction of that voice, Dali was there. Nearby stood Gerhard and Henrique, along with
Rein, the mid-ranking congress member who had formerly been Johannes Vlad’s aide, and now
worked for Dali. The fact that the first topic of conversation after so long was just ‘You've grown
up,”’ was unavoidable, since it had been five years after all.

“We have committee work to do now. | leave the care of the children to you,” Dino commanded.

At some point the figure of Albrecht, who had arrived earlier at the ceremony venue, was there.
Albrecht is the butler of the Classico family.

“Understood, Master.”

When Albrecht gave a bow, Dali and the others said, “Well then, until later.” Afterwards, they
disappeared into the crowd.

“Hey, what should we play?”

Elena’s words were like deja vu, making Theo feel as though he was transported five years into
the past. Back when they were together at the Nursery, he couldn’t stand being treated like a
child, so he looked down on everyone and rejected them. Thinking back on it, he feels both
guilty and ashamed. Why couldn’t he have been kinder to everyone back then? That regret had
remained as a small lump in his heart, staying with him for a long time.

“Apologies, today is not for playing. Because the Centennial Ceremony is a significant occasion,
all of you, as children of high-ranking nobles, must behave accordingly,” Albrecht firmly
explained to them.

He was telling them to stay quiet and behave. Even Theo understood that they had to conduct
themselves highly. Today, in particular, formality is to be emphasized. But, he also wanted to
make up for his cold attitude toward everyone back at the Nursery. Albrecht’s words made
sense, but Theo felt compelled to do something for the sulking children who couldn’t play.

“When the ceremony is over, let’s all play together. We’ll have a contest to see who can be the
most well-behaved during the ceremony first.”



With Theo’s words, he could see everyone’s faces light up. It seemed that his suggestion to play
a game of ‘Who can be the most well-behaved?’ was accepted. The other children might have
been even happier knowing the suggestion came from Theo, who had been quiet and reserved
five years ago.

The Centennial Ceremony is held in a massive cathedral capable of accommodating thousands
of people. Itis a cathedral that enshrines the Seven Apostles, the first vampires who appeared
on the earth around three thousand years ago.

Just as human society has religions, vampire society also has several religions. One of these is
the worship of the Seven Apostles. Through a metaphysical divinity called “The World,” the
Seven Apostles appeared as the progenitors of all vampires. The Faith of the Seven Gods,
which worships the Apostles, is also a state religion protected by the Blood Alliance Law;
established by the Blood Alliance Congress. The majority of vampires practice this faith.

On the other hand, there is a religion that is prohibited by the Blood Alliance Law. That is a
religion called the Primordial Faith. Although Theo has read countless books, his knowledge of
the Primordial Faith is limited. This is because books related to it are classified as forbidden
texts, and don't circulate around in society. The Primordial Faith is the worship of the TRUE OF
VAMP, a single vampire believed to be the origin of all vampires. By taking the first and last
letters of “TRUE OF VAMP,” this vampire god is called “TRUMP.” It is said that TRUMP
possesses eternal life and continues to live somewhere even now. Theo had known about the
story as a fairy tale, but he never thought of TRUMP as a real vampire. The progenitors of
vampires are not TRUMP, but the Seven Apostles. The Seven Apostles are regarded as true
history, while TRUMP is considered heresy. This is the accepted belief in their world. Despite
this, a significant number of vampires worship TRUMP, even though it's something that
shouldn’t exist. Under the Blood Alliance Law, the Primordial Faith is forbidden, and those who
follow it are strictly punished by the Inquisition.

On the occasion of the Centennial Ceremony, only prestigious noble families of special or high
rank are allowed to attend the cathedral. It is rare for so many nobles to gather in one place.
Lucia and Elena, who had been made to sit on the pews for worship, quickly got bored and
began secretly whispering about something. Following their lead, Raphael and Angelico also
lost their composure and began fidgeting. As the ceremony neared its end, an address on
vampiric pride was delivered by the special advisor, Johannes Vlad. After a pledge for the
prosperity of the species was sworn by the chairman, Vinci Daleo, the tedious Centennial
Ceremony concluded without incident.



2

After the Centennial Ceremony concludes, a party is held. This is also a tradition of the
Centennial Ceremony, having been held once every hundred years since ancient times. It is a
grand and large-scale party held to entertain a great number of nobles. In a venue separate
from the cathedral where the ceremony was previously held, luxurious tables and chairs had
been prepared. The walls were elaborately decorated with beautiful crimson roses—considered
the national flower in vampire territory. Service carts loaded with lavish dishes were being
brought in one after another by the servants. Unable to wait any longer, the children had already
arrived at the venue ahead of schedule, coming from the waiting room. Raphael and Angelico’s
excitement was clearly visible on their faces. Lucia and Elena, with both hands full of bright red
macarons from somewhere, had already started eating them. Theo, acting as the eldest, gave
them a warning—at least for now.

“You shouldn’t do that, the party hasn’t even started yet.”
“‘But... I'm hungry!”

“You should eat too, Theo! These macarons are super tasty!”
Noticing their exchange, Albrecht approaches the children.

“Young Mistresses, eating now would not be acceptable. You are the daughters of the
prestigious Lorca family. | understand that Lord Henrique is lenient in his approach, but since |
have been entrusted with your care, please follow my lead for the time being. As noble
daughters, you must surely understand this.”

Since Albrecht began lecturing at length, even Lucia and Elena had no choice but to stay quiet.
The twins puffed out their cheeks in a small protest. As the nobles who had been waiting in a
separate room inside the Blood Alliance Congress headquarters arrived one after another, the
liveliness steadily increased.

“...What is this? Something feels... strange,” Theo muttered softly.

Because amid the lively scene, he felt an odd sense of unease. However, he couldn’t figure out
what exactly that sense of unease was.

After a short while, the head of the Verachicca family—a friendly Manor allied with the Blood
Alliance Congress—ascended the podium in front of the altar and gave a speech as the guest of
honor. With that speech as the signal, the party began. His father, Dino, was nowhere to be
seen. Nor were Dali, Gerhard, and Henrique. They were most likely busy working as members
of the executive committee.

Everyone from the Nursery was eagerly stuffing their mouths with their favorite feast, as if they
were in a speed-eating contest. Since Ul was short, Raphael was placing several dishes on a



plate to feed him. Now that Theo thinks about it, five years ago, Raphael had once snuck out of
the manor, saying, “I’'m going to get rid of Ul.” Since then, Raphael had likely become a good
older brother to Ul. Even though it had nothing to do with him, for some reason, Theo felt proud.

At the party venue, besides high-ranking and special-rank nobles, there were also others who
appeared to be their families. Of course, there were also children like Theo and the others.
Everyone in this place is born under a prestigious family name and, if male, is burdened with the
fate of inheriting the family estate. There are cases where women inherit the estate and become
the family head, but such instances are rare and typically occur only due to unavoidable
circumstances. In noble families bound by tradition, male inheritance of the estate was
overwhelmingly the norm. All the children were well-mannered and carried themselves with
refinement. Like Theo, they had likely undergone special noble education. Though, that’s setting
aside the free-spirited nature of everyone from the Nursery. Among the children at the party,
Theo was arguably the oldest. That was only natural, because if they were older than him, then
they would have entered their Cocoon Period and been sent to a Clan.

The Cocoon Period. While it varies from person to person, most develop it around the age of
fourteen. In the human world, it's apparently called “puberty.” However, the vampires’ version of
it is far more severe than that of humans. Vampires who enter the Cocoon Period fall into
extreme instability and are afflicted by various mental states. Hallucinations, auditory
hallucinations, delusions, jealousy, obsession, extreme fixation, violent impulses, heightened
senses, memory fragmentation, emotional reversal—each individual experiences different
tendencies. Among them, there are also those who exhibit unusual symptoms known as
“Irregulars,” which have very few recorded cases. Some experience things like prophetic
dreams, hearing the voices of people’s hearts, seeing others’ emotions as colors, or even
sharing their own delusions with others—an ability known as “Shared lllusions.” The Irregulars
of the Cocoon Period are like a surreal exhibition of artworks.

A Clan is a facility that houses vampires who have entered the Cocoon Period, controlling them
with symptom-suppressing drugs while providing supervision and education. In vampire society,
entering the Cocoon Period and joining a Clan are almost synonymous—it is a rite of passage
for boys and girls to become adults. For Theo, it is both depressing and something to look
forward to.

As the heir to the prestigious Classico family, he had been obligated from birth to become a
distinguished noble like his father. After leaving Clan, he would enter the Blood Alliance
Congress, just like his father. In the past, Theo had also thought that way. He once believed it to
be his fate. But when the dream of becoming a novelist was born inside of him, he no longer
considered that to be the case. That being said, Theo has no intention of denying the fate of the
other noble children, even if he himself cannot accept that their lives are predetermined from
birth. Since they were born into a noble family, they must become nobles—this is part of the
long-standing absolute class system of vampires. Theo believed that he understood this in his



own way. Most noble sons and daughters enter the Blood Alliance Congress after leaving Clan.
Itis in order to fulfill a certain duty—to govern those beneath them. That particular vampire
tradition ought to be respected. It's simply that Theo is the one trying to step away from it.

As Theo gave a wry smile at a future he could only dream about for now, five year old Ul made
a puzzled face expression while looking at him. Ul's mouth was stained red from blood jam.

“It looks like you ate a lot, huh? Was it delicious?” Theo asked.

Ul replied with a smile. “Yeah, it’s really good!”

Just as Theo was about to clean UI's mouth with a napkin from a nearby table, they suddenly
heard the sound of crying. It was Angelico’s voice.

“Waaah! You took my sweets!”

For Theo, this too felt like deja vu. It was a scene often repeated at the Nursery. Did Raphael
take Angelico’s sweets? Even at eight years old, Angelico still seemed to be a crybaby. Taking
Ul by the hand, Theo went toward the direction of the crying to check. There, Angelico was
crying loudly. Raphael had fallen on his bottom and, though not crying audibly, looked on the
verge of tears.

“He pushed me!” Raphael points.
In front of Angelico and Raphael stood a sharp-eyed boy with spiky blond hair.

“I saw this food first. So if | eat it, you don’t get to complain.” Saying that, the boy grabbed a
blood terrine from a nearby table in a fistful, chewing it carelessly.

It was behavior unbefitting of a noble’s son. Theo found that he couldn’t say anything to the
brute standing before him. Like himself, there were probably other vampires also trying to step
away from their noble lineage. In that sense, it wouldn’t be strange if some had already
abandoned their noble roles. At this moment, Theo lacked the firmness to criticize him. Even
though his Nursery comrades had been treated cruelly, he couldn’t find the words to speak.
Then, a group of three who seemed to be the boy’s companions came running up.

“Hey, Hugh. Standing out too much isn’'t such a good idea,” one said.

“If we get caught, it'll be a disaster. We’ve eaten plenty, so let’s get out of here soon,” another
added.

The vampire boy called Hugh shook his head. “No, not yet. Oi, Sandro. Where did Eden go?”
From his tone of voice, Hugh seemed to be the leader among the boys.

“Well... she went somewhere and hasn’t come back.”



Despite looking the most gentle among the boys, the one called Sandro seemed awkward. For
some reason, a few small birds were perched on Sandro’s shoulder.

“Martin, | told you to keep watch didn’t I?!” Hugh exclaimed.
“‘Don’t get mad. She’s probably somewhere in the venue, so Monty will find her soon.”

The boy called Martin seemed to be on equal footing with Hugh. Monty, the burly one, was
stuffing his mouth full of blood sweets and mumbling something.

“That girl, Eden... doing whatever she pleases again... hey, let’'s go!”
The boy called Hugh and his companions disappeared into the bustling crowd.

At that moment, Theo realized the true nature of the unease he had felt earlier. It was because
there were vampires older than him among the noble sons and daughters in the venue. From
their appearance, those boys looked to be about sixteen to eighteen years old. Although the
onset of the Cocoon Period varies by individual, it was undeniably strange that vampires of that
age hadn'’t entered it and weren’t housed in a Clan. Plus, the way they wore their clothes looked
unnatural, as though they didn’t fit. Within that group, some looked squeezed into clothes too
small for them, while the others wore oversized clothes that hung loosely.

“‘Raphael, are you alright?”

Lucia took Raphael’s hand and helped him up. Angelico still seemed unable to stop crying, and
Elena scolded him.

“Geez! Don’t cry so much just because your sweets were taken. No matter how much time
passes, you're always a crybaby, Angelico!!”

“'m not a crybaby!!” Angelico tried to defend himself.

“But you're crying like a little kid, aren’t you? Lucia and | are already big sisters now, so we don’t
cry anymore!”

“Uuu...” Angelico tried to hold back the tears that were welling up. Lucia, Elena, and Raphael
held their breath in suspense as he did that. Frustrated with himself for not being able to say

anything back to the boy called Hugh, Theo gave instructions to Albrecht, who was standing

nearby.

“Albrecht, watch over everyone.”

“What do you intend to do, Young Master Theodore?” Albrecht asked.



“Those guys from earlier aren’t noble children. They must be Specters who infiltrated the
venue.”

Theo had deduced this from their rough behavior and the unnatural way they wore their clothes.
“Theo, you seem to know everything, huh?”

“But... what’s a Specter?”

Lucia and Elena questioned Theo.

“A Specter refers to vampires in the Cocoon Period who, despite their condition, are not housed
in a Clan. Vampires in their Cocoon Period who have no place in either vampire or human
society are called Specters, kind of like ghosts.” They had likely sneaked in from somewhere,
taking advantage of the commotion of the Centennial Ceremony, Theo further speculated. “I'll
bring those guys back and make them apologize to Angelico and Raphael.”

“But, | cannot allow you to be left alone, Young Master,” Albrecht informed him.

“I'll be fine, Albrecht. You and my father have trained me in Pankration. Take care of everyone,
no excuses, no doubts. This is an order as the next head of the Classico family.” With only a
facade of determination, Theo tried to persuade Albrecht.

...... Understood. | leave everything in your hands, Young Master Theodore. May fortune smile
on you in the battle to come,” Albrecht bowed deeply.

Theo ran off in the direction that Hugh and the others had gone.

At the Centennial Ceremony’s party venue, a large number of vampires are gathered together.
Finding Hugh and his companions among this crowd seemed difficult, but Theo had a plan.
Simply put, the vampires here are all nobles. They exude pride and elegance, and they’re
refined. Hugh and the others would stand out of place in the venue. Theo sharpened his senses
and searched for anything that looked off. Vampires’ physical abilities and heightened senses
surpass that of humans. Indeed, there was a sense of unease in the venue, and Theo searched
for its source. Right behind Theo, he felt an unfamiliar presence that felt different from the
vampires in this place. It was a different kind of unease from what he had felt with Hugh and his
companions, but Theo instinctively turned around.

There, in that place, was a single girl standing there.

Vampires often have pale skin, but this girl’s skin looked even paler. Her hair was slightly shorter
than Theo’s, and at a glance, she could easily be mistaken for a boy. If not for the fact that she



was wearing a girl’s formalwear and the faint curve of her figure, he wouldn’t have thought twice
about it. Theo, who had been searching for Hugh and the others, was taken aback, but he
quickly pulled himself together. The clothes the girl was wearing, like Hugh and his companions,
were too small for her and didn’t fit properly, making it highly likely that she was one of their

group.
“You’re...” For some reason, the girl looked surprised.
“Huh? More importantly, who are you?” Theo responded flatly.

...... If you're going to ask someone their name, shouldn’t you introduce yourself first?” Without
flinching, the girl urged Theo to do so.

“I'm Theodore. Theodore Classico.”

“Oh? So, you're a vampire of the Classico family, huh... hey, do you know Dino?” She asked.
“Dino is my father. How do you know my father?” Theo questioned.

“I saw Dino Classico just a bit ago,” she replied.

Theo sensed something was off in his conversation with the girl.

“l introduced myself. Now it’s your turn,” Theo urged.

“Hm... right. My name is Eden.”

As Theo asked back, a voice called out— “Oh, isn’t that Theodore?”

It was Dali, who had just finished a round of greetings with the nobles in the venue. Dali
approached while glancing at the girl. Like Theo, it seemed that he had noticed something off
about the girl.

“This is quite the strange situation, huh? Where are the other children?” Dali asked.
“Albrecht is looking after them,” Theo answered.
“Then how come you’re here, Theodore?”

“There are those who aren’t nobles that have sneaked into the party. One of them made
Raphael and Angelico cry, so I'm searching for him. | have to make sure he apologizes
properly,” Theo said.



“Oh? And whose daughter does that young lady belong to?”

The moment Dali mentioned the girl, Eden leapt into Dali’s arms and hugged him tightly.
“‘H-Huh? What's wrong?”

Without paying any mind to Dali’s confusion, Eden took his hand.

“'m a huge fan of yours, Sir Dali. It's an honor to meet you. Not just Sir Dali, but Sir Gerhard, Sir
Henrique, and Sir Dino too. The elite members of the Blood Alliance Congress who solved the
incident in Gray Cat Town five years ago. It has been a dream of mine to meet all of you one
day.” Eden gripped Dali’s hand even tighter.

“Ah, so that’s how it is. If it means that much to you, then I'm glad. By the way, whose house are
you from?” Dali tried to ask.

Suddenly, the surrounding area became noisy.
“They went that way!”
“Hurry up and catch them!”

The nobles’ murmurs in the venue were drowned out by shouts of anger. Hugh and his
companions burst into the area where Theo, Eden, and Dali stood.

“Eden, | found you! Let’s scram!!”
Hugh seized Eden’s wrist and took off running with his companions. Right on their heels, the
security force of the Blood Alliance Guard gave chase, shouting orders. When the security force

captain saw Dali, he came to a halt, and saluted.

“My deepest apologies, Sir Dali. It appears that children from the slums dressed up in stolen
formal attire, and infiltrated the event.”

“Did anything happen?”

“No, it seems they just came for the food served at the party,” the captain replied.

“So they were hungry, huh. Then there’s no need to make a big deal out of this. The other
nobles are watching, so don’t pursue them too aggressively. Settle this matter without incident,”

Dali commanded.
“Yes, sir!”



After saluting once more, the captain of the security force led his subordinates and went after
Hugh and the others. The surrounding nobles, still unable to grasp the situation, remained in a
state of confusion.

“There’s nothing to be concerned about, everyone. Please continue to enjoy the party.”

After Dali finished, the nobles’ murmurs naturally shifted back to their conversations. Albrecht
approached, leading Raphael, Ul, Angelico, Lucia, and Elena over.

“Hey, hey, what happened to that mean person?”

At Elena’s question, Theo snapped out of his thoughts. What lingered in his mind was the image
of the girl who had introduced herself as Eden. It seemed she was part of Hugh’s group, but
compared to them, something was different about her. He couldn’t immediately place what that
difference was. It gave him an unsettling feeling, like trying to complete a puzzle with pieces that
would never fit together. However, despite the unease he felt familiar, something about it felt
almost right. It was an odd feeling—unsettling, yet somehow comforting.

“Come on, Father! Finish your work quickly so you can play with us!” Raphael pleaded Dali, still
holding UI's hand. The moment he said that, Dali’s expression became troubled.

“Father...? Just who are you talking about?” Dali’'s face showed no hint of teasing his sons. He
was completely serious.

“What are you saying, Father? Who...? You're our father, aren’'t you?” Raphael said.
Dali’s expression became even more perplexed.

‘I don’t have any children,” Dali said next.

Having just joined them, Gerhard and Henrique didn’t hesitate to criticize Dali.
“What are you talking about? Aren’t Raphael and Ul your sons?” Gerhard countered.

“That’s right,” Henrique added. “It's not like you to make jokes that would upset the children,
Dali-chan.”

“| already told you—I have no sons,” Dali reiterated, refusing to back down from his claim.

“Dali. Did you not make a promise to Frida that you would raise your sons into fine nobles?” At
Gerhard’s words, Dali still showed signs of confusion.

“...Frida? Who is that?”
There was no doubt that something was wrong. Perhaps sensing the uneasy atmosphere,
Angelico clung tightly to his father.



“Hey, Father,” Angelico asked, “what happened to Raphael and Ul's father?”

Upon hearing that, Gerhard’s expression clouded, just like Dali’s.

“Who are you? | don’t have a son like you,” Gerhard stated, heartlessly shaking Angelico off.
Angelico stood frozen, feeling as though he had been left out in the cold. His lips trembled as he
nearly burst into tears again. Without realizing it, Theo was trying to search through his

experiences for an explanation of the situation.

“Sir Dali doesn’t know Raphael or Ul, and Sir Gerhard doesn’t know Angelico. Sir Henrique, do
you remember Lucia and Elena?”

“Of course, Theodore. They’re my precious daughters, after all,” Henrique replied.
“Sir Gerhard, did you meet a girl named Eden?” Theo asked.

“Eden?” Gerhard repeated the question, but Theo found it hard to explain.

“Well... for example, she’s a weird girl who hugs people!”

Gerhard immediately made the connection. “Ah. There was a girl who said she was my fan and
asked for a handshake, but...”

“What about you, Sir Henrique?”
It seemed that Henrique had also met Eden.

“I met her too. But she was wearing clothes that didn't fit her at all. She’s definitely not a noble’s
daughter, right?”

Theo immediately identified the common factor in the anomalies. Setting aside Henrique, who
remained unchanged, the key cause of the anomalies in Dali and Gerhard was that they had
been touched by the girl named Eden. Theo attempted to draw an answer from his
knowledge—particularly from the academic texts he had read about on the Cocoon Period.

“Maybe it's because of an Irregular in the Cocoon Period. This is just a hypothesis, but that girl,
Eden, might have some kind of power that makes people forget their memories after touching
her,” Theo said.

Hearing that, Gerhard became indignant. “Are you saying that because of that, Frida, Raphael,
and Ul were forgotten? Someone of your standing, Dali, and yet what a disgrace!”



“If you're going to say that, Gerhard, then aren’t you also forgetting about Angelico?” Henrique
pointed out.

“Who the hell is Angelico!?”

“I think I'm the same. Who are Raphael and UI? Who is Frida?” Dali asked quizzically.

A hollow exchange of questions and answers unfolds before the children. Raphael made a
sorrowful expression unlike anything Theo had ever seen before. It was something that didn’t fit
on an eight year old child.

‘I don’t want Father to forget about me or Ul, but | hate even more the thought of him forgetting
Mother... because Father said he loves Mother!” There was anger bleeding through Raphael’s
SOrrow.

Dali and Gerhard weren’t completely oblivious to their situation, it seemed. They were beginning
to understand that they had forgotten something important—something they must not
forget—due to an abnormal phenomenon. Theo suddenly found himself running off with
explosive energy. Lucia called out to stop him.

“Wait, Theodore! Where are you going!?”

“'m going to find them! | don’t know what kind of Irregular it is, but making people forget their

precious memories is unforgivable! I'm going to find them and make them return the memories,”
Theo proclaimed.

Theo ran all over the party venue, searching for Hugh, Eden, and the others. Raphael, Angelico,
Lucia, and Elena followed after him.

“Why are you all following me too!?” Theo called.

“Because I'm the one whose Father’s memories were stolen! I’'m going to make them return the
memories of me, Ul, and Mother!!” After saying that, Raphael nodded, and Angelico nodded
deeply as well.

“Yeah! I'll definitely find them and make Father remember me!!” Angelico insisted.

“If it's just you all, it's worrisome,” Lucia said.

“We have to go with you,” Elena added.



The girls said it as if they were their guardians. Theo couldn’t take those words at face value
because he had the impression that they were somehow enjoying the situation. He knew that
their father, Henrique, also had that kind of trait. Like father, like twins, he supposed. That
thought crossed Theo’s mind, but now was not the time to ponder it. Seeing the security force at
work throughout the venue, it seemed that Hugh, Eden, and the others had not yet been found.
With so many vampires attending the Centennial Ceremony, that was bound to happen.The
noise and clamour of the party was obscuring any trace of their targets.

“Theodore! Over there!!” It was Raphael who found them.

The intruder’s figures appeared at the horse stop, where the nobles’ carriages were lined up.
Hugh, Eden, and their companions were trying to board one of them. It was clear that they
intended to steal the carriage and escape from the Blood Alliance Congress Headquarters.
“Let’'s go too!” It was Angelico who said that without hesitation.

Theo also agreed with that. Even if they went back to inform the adults, Hugh’s band would
likely escape in the meantime. To avoid losing sight of them, they needed to chase after them

immediately.

Theo shouted, “This way!” and led Raphael and the others toward the Classico family’s carriage.
Fortunately, beside the carriage, the Classico family’s coachman was taking a break.

“What happened, Young Master?” The coachman was surprised by Theo and the other
children’s panicked states.

“Follow that carriage!” While giving orders to the coachman, Theo loaded Raphael and the
others inside.

“Somehow, this is exciting!”
“I've always wanted to try something like this at least once!”
As expected, Lucia and Elena were enjoying the situation.

Hugh and the others were gripping the reins and steering the horses, clearly intending to pull
the carriage.

“Understood. | just need to chase that carriage, right? Leave it to me!” The Classico family’s
coachman said that, appearing slightly excited.

Like that, isn’t the coachman just like Lucia and Elena? Theo thought that, but for now, the most
important thing was not losing sight of Hugh and the others. The carriage carrying them left the



Blood Alliance Congress headquarters, pursuing Hugh and his group. It would only be a little
later when Theo learned that Dino had disappeared from the party and was now missing.



The liveliness of the Centennial Ceremony was not limited to the Blood Alliance Congress
headquarters. A festival celebrating the unification of the species was also being held
throughout the city. Deep crimson roses, the national flower, were decorated everywhere, and
the city was vividly illuminated by lit candles everywhere. It was as if the entire city had turned
into a garden of roses. The townspeople wore masks modeled after the Seven Apostles and
danced a traditional dance. Along the roadside, many vendor stalls were set up, and spectators
enjoyed the once-in-a-century festival while toasting with blood wine and feasting on delicacies.

Hugh, gripping the reins, dashed through the bustling streets of the celebratory festival in his
carriage at full speed. Chasing after it, Theo’s carriage also raced through the streets. Hugh
must have noticed their pursuit. The other carriage, under Hugh’s control, turned corners in the
streets over and over, trying to shake Theo and the others off.

“Gooooo!!”
“Go faster!!”

Lucia and Elena leaned out from the small window toward the coachman’s seat, urging the
coachman on, and he, equally fired up, responded enthusiastically.

“Understood!”

The streets were divided into square blocks like a chessboard, and the two carriages zigzagged
through them, racing against each other. The people enjoying the festival scrambled
desperately out of the way to avoid getting run over by the two carriages. But the coachman
paid no heed and continued accelerating, relentlessly pursuing Hugh’s carriage. The coachman
maneuvered ahead, planning to forcibly stop Hugh’s carriage. Just a little more and they would
have overtaken them—or so they thought. But in that instant, Hugh'’s carriage slowed down,
positioning itself to run alongside Theo's.

“He’s going to ram us!”

By the time Theo realized it, they were already on the verge of collision. Hugh rammed into the
side of Theo’s carriage, and the impact sent them swerving sharply, nearly overturning. Hugh
then pulled a slingshot from his shirt pocket, drew back the rubber, and fired a small iron ball at
their wheel. It shattered at its core and detached, sending them crashing into a roadside
building. Inside the carriage, Theo and the others were thrown around at the inner walls.

“Is everyone okay!?”



Theo checked if everyone inside the carriage was safe. They seemed to have some minor
bruises from the impact, but there were no serious injuries. Lucia and Elena were stunned from
the impact, but they quickly came back to their senses.

“We’re fine! More importantly, what are you doing Theo!? They’re going to get away!!”
“We’ll lose them! We have to chase them now!!”

Lucia and Elena, unfazed by their minor bruises, urged Theo on.

“Everyone, wait here! I'll be right back!!”

Theo left the carriage, removed the harness connecting two horses to it, and mounted one of
them to resume the chase. Having received a specialized education as a noble, Theo was also
highly skilled in horseback riding. Steering the horse, Theo rode through the city. However,
Hugh'’s carriage had already disappeared from sight. Using the disturbance of the townspeople
as a clue, Theo predicted the direction they had fled and gave chase. After riding for a while,
Theo saw Hugh’s carriage up ahead, stopped in place. As Theo approached, Hugh, who should
have been in the coachman’s seat, was nowhere to be seen. Dismounting the horse, Theo
checked inside the carriage, only to find it completely deserted.

“Young Master Theodore, please look over there.”

The voice belonged to Albrecht, who had ridden from the Centennial Ceremony venue to chase
after him. Following his gaze, Theo saw Hugh and his companions running away—and Eden
among them. Theo was about to urge his horse forward, but Albrecht stopped him.

“Young Master, causing a commotion here will likely lead to trouble.”

It was only then that Theo finally realized where he was. He was in Gray Cat Town—a place
said to be so filthy that even a pure white cat would turn gray just by passing through it. A

district where rogues and outlaws gathered.

“A horse would stand out too much, so there’s no choice but to chase them on foot. Albrecht,
will you come with me?”

“Of course. Protecting you is also part of my duty, Young Master.”

Theo and Albrecht dismounted and started chasing after Hugh and his group. Even here, once
again, the knowledge Theo had gained from books gave him an idea.

“I've studied the geography of Gray Cat Town before. I'll take the right path. Albrecht, you go
from the left. We’'ll trap them in a pincer attack.”



“‘Understood, Young Master.”

Theo and Albrecht split up. Even though Theo dismounted to avoid standing out, his formal
attire for the Centennial Ceremony inevitably drew attention. The residents of Gray Cat Town
cast curious gazes at him, and he ran at full speed as if to shake it off. Up ahead, he could see
Hugh, Eden, and the rest of their group. They weren’t running away anymore. Instead, it
seemed they had been waiting for Theo.

“Man, you’re one persistent bastard. I'll give you credit for having the guts to chase me all the
way here. But this chase ends here. I've never lost a fight!” Hugh openly showed his hostility.

Theo braced himself. He may have learned Pankration from Dino and Albrecht, but he had no
actual fighting experience. However, he had no choice. He wasn'’t sure if his Pankration skills
would be enough against someone like Hugh. The other three boys, who seemed to be Hugh'’s
henchmen, surrounded Theo. It was likely to cut off his escape route and prevent him from
running away.

“Are you all Specters?”

Theo needed to confirm that. If they were vampires in the Cocoon Period who were not
protected by a Clan, there was no telling what they might do. Normally, the symptoms of the
Cocoon Period were suppressed by a medicine prescribed by the Clan. However, if that wasn’t
the case, their intense ferocity and violent impulses might not be suppressed and could be
directed at Theo. That meant that what was about to begin might not just be a fight, but a battle
to the death.

Hugh scoffed. “We’re not “Specters” or whatever. That’s just a name the Blood Alliance
Congress made up. We're Stray Cats.”

“Stray Cats...?”

Theo repeated the words that he had stored in his knowledge, because he had read about itin a
book. Vampires in the Cocoon Period, who had nowhere to go and had settled in the slums,
referred to themselves as Stray Cats. In reality, they were the same as Specters, meaning their
level of danger was no different. And now, those Stray Cats were right in front of him. Hugh
pulled out his slingshot again and aimed it at Theo, threatening him. It was the same projectile
weapon that had shattered the wheel of the carriage earlier. If he took a direct hit, it wouldn’t just
be a minor injury. The other Stray Cats also shifted their stances, ready for battle.

“Stop, Hugh. Theodore is a noble’s son, so it would be cruel to bully him,” Eden voiced her
criticism to Hugh.

“It's not like | wanted to do this, he came chasing after us on his own. We just wanted to eat a
good meal, that’s all,” Hugh grumbled.



If it were just about getting a good meal, Theo probably wouldn’t have gone this far to chase
them. But that wasn’t it. Theo went after them because Eden’s Irregular symptom had erased
Dali and Gerhard’s memories. Then suddenly, Theo realized something.

Eden had just called him by his full name, but Theo had never introduced himself to her.
How did she know his name?

Under Eden’s reproachful gaze, Hugh relented with a heavy sigh.

“Fine, Eden. | won’t bully him or anything. But, | will make sure he gets a little taste of pain.”

Theo didn’t quite understand the difference between bullying and making someone feel pain, but
it seemed that a fight was inevitable after all. He raised his fists and took a Pankration stance.
Suddenly, at that moment—a large number of adults had surrounded them. Their appearance
was clearly different from the kinds of people who made Gray Cat Town their home. These
newcomers wore garments and armor that were as crimson as blood.

“You guys again?”

Seeing Hugh on guard, it was clear that these people were not his allies. One of the adults
stepped forward. The large-built and stern-faced man seemed to be their leader.

“I finally found you, Eden! Now, come with us!!” He had a voice like that of an earthquake, and it
was clear that he knew Eden.

Eden shook her head at the man’s words. “I won’t, and I've already told you many times. I'm a
Stray Cat of Gray Cat Town. This is my home. I’'m not going anywhere.”

“In that case, we'll bring you back by force if we have to!!” The large man boomed.

One of the figures grabbed Eden’s arm. At that moment, Hugh sprang forward and struck the
adult. He was like a cat fearlessly standing up to a large predator.

‘I don’t know who the hell you are, but Eden is our family! | won't let you lay a hand on her!!”
Hugh growled.

“You intend to resist?” Said the large man. “Just because you’re children doesn’t mean I'll go
easy on you!!” He then raised his right hand and gave a signal.

The figures in crimson armor tightened their formation, then attacked all at once. As far as Theo
could see, their movements were well-coordinated and practiced. They were most likely trained
soldiers. Hugh and his group fought back bravely, but they were overwhelmingly outnumbered.
One after another, the soldiers charged at them, punching and kicking them until they were
covered in injuries. In the end, they were pinned to the ground, unable to move.



“Eden, if you refuse to come back with us, these boys will die! Is that really fine with you?” The
large man asked.

“Dominicus... there’s no point in doing this. I'm never going back there.” Eden called the
large-built and stern-faced man by name. It seemed that they were acquainted with each other.

“Then so be it! Because of you, these brats will die!!”

The man called Dominicus reached for a massive iron club strapped to his back, which was
even larger than he was. In the next instant, Theo had punched Dominicus and sent him flying.
It was almost a reflex.

“Theodore!” Eden called out his name.
“Ha... | just punched someone for the first time...”

Dominicus, who had been pushed back by the punch, turned bright red in fury. “What are you
doing?! Hurry up and capture him!!”

At Dominicus’ command, the soldiers edged closer to Theo. At that moment, a silhouette leaped
from behind the crimson-armored group, landing in front of Theo and the others. It stood
protectively before them, the sunlight at its back. That figure was Albrecht, who had gone in the
other direction.

“Young Master, are you unharmed?” Albrecht asked.
“Yes, I'm fine. But more importantly, we need to do something about these guys.”
Even in this situation, Albrecht remained perfectly composed.

“Leave it to me. |, Albrecht, butler of the House of Classico, shall be your opponent.” Saying
that, Albrecht elegantly took off his formal jacket and flung it toward Dominicus’ face.

‘Gwah! What the—?!"

Blinded, Dominicus panicked. By the time Dominicus frantically tore the jacket from his face, the
soldiers had already taken hits from Albrecht’s pankration and lost their will to fight. It all
happened in the blink of an eye.

“Captain, we can’t match him!” One of the soldiers, overwhelmed by Albrecht’s combat skills,
pleaded with Dominicus.

“You are no ordinary man!” It seemed that Dominicus, too, had recognized Albrecht’s true
strength. “Damn it! How regrettable for someone like me. As much as | hate it, we need to
retreat for now. But remember this, Eden. Lord Isaac will never forgive you!!” Spitting out those
parting words, Dominicus and the soldiers fled.



Theo could only watch in a daze as Dominicus and his group left. Theo thought he knew how
capable Albrecht was, but he couldn’t believe what had just happened before his eyes.

“Thank you, Theodore. You saved us.”

Hearing Eden’s voice, Theo suddenly came back to his senses. “No, I'm not the one you should
be thanking. Albrecht is the one who took them down. But those guys, why were they after you,
Eden?”

Battered and covered in wounds, Hugh stood up with the support of his underlings. Since Hugh
had resisted the most intensely, he had taken the most damage out of everyone. “We’ve got our
own circumstances. I'm Hugh. These guys are Martin, Sandro, and Monty. Last but not least,
there’s Eden.”

“'m Theodore Classico. That man over there is my family’s butler.”
“I am Albrecht Muller. Pleased to make your acquaintance.” Albrecht gave a polite bow.

“Theodore, if you hadn’t punched that guy, | might've been killed. Thanks.” Hugh spoke bluntly,
but his words carried genuine gratitude.

“Really, it’s fine. | only helped because of how things turned out. You said you've got your
circumstances?”

Hugh made a face as if to say ‘it can’'t be helped,’ then exchanged glances with his companions.
“This isn’t the best place to talk. I'll invite you to our den, the Stray Cats’ hideout.”

Saying that, Hugh began walking unsteadily, leaning on Martin’s shoulder for support. Sandro,
Monty, and Eden followed behind, and Theo and Albrecht also went along with the Stray Cats. It
seemed they were heading toward the center of Gray Cat Town.

Watching the entire series of events from the shadows of an alleyway were masked figures
dressed in black. The figures silently watched as Theo and the others continued down the road,
unaware that they were being observed.



In a corner of Gray Cat Town, there was an area lined with brothels. Women dolled up in
makeup stood in alleyways and in front of shops, calling out to passing men. Albrecht was
constantly being called out to, but he politely refused each one. The sort of liveliness here, so
different from the regular festival of the Centennial Ceremony, was something Theo had never
experienced before. The Stray Cats’ hideout was in the basement of a certain brothel. Seeing
Theo and Albrecht looking at the place curiously, Hugh began to explain.

“The Madame here cares about us. She lets us use this hideout for free.”

The place Hugh and the others led them to was like a storage room. But compared to other
Stray Cats living in Gray Cat Town, this was still one of the better places. Orphans who had lost
their parents or been abandoned gathered in Gray Cat Town. They were what you'd call “street
children.” Most of them lived on the streets, but some used the underground waterways as their
hideout.

“Just having a place to shelter from the rain makes us fortunate,” said Martin.

Adding to that, Hugh continued, “Gray Cat Town is a paradise for Stray Cats like us who have
nowhere else to go.”

Theo knew about Stray Cats from books, but this was the first time he had seen their way of life
with his own eyes. In the room, there were several wooden crates and burlap sacks. On a
hanger rack made of wooden crates, several women’s clothes were hanging. Even though this
was their hideout, it was probably being used as a storage room for the brothel too. Apparently,
the Madame of the brothel was also once a Stray Cat herself. That’'s why she sympathized with
Hugh and the others, who were in a situation similar to her past, and decided to protect them.
Hugh told them about their circumstances while Sandro, who was relatively unscathed, tended
to his wounds.

“Eden arrived in Gray Cat Town around two years ago. At first, we didn’t know where she came
from, but the Madame took a liking to her. Maybe she intended to have Eden work at the brothel
once she grew up. But once she learned about Eden’s background, that became impossible.”

“Eden’s background?” Theo wondered.

As if standing in for Hugh, who seemed to be struggling to speak due to pain, Martin continued
for him. “The ones who came to take Eden back were the guard unit of the 14th House of Viad.”

“They’ve come a few times before. But we Stray Cats are quick! There’s no way they can catch
us!” The one who said that was Monty, the biggest of the Stray Cats.



Martin, whose conversation had been interrupted, seemed like he wanted to say something to
Monty, but he held it back and restarted. “Eden is a vampire of the 14th House of Vlad.”

The 14th House of Vlad—descendants of Nico Vlad, who founded and established the Blood
Alliance Congress. Theo also knew that, separate from the main Vlad family, there were several
branch families such as Johannes and Karel. The 14th House of Vlad is a clan that rules over
Cavern District, which was urbanized from an abandoned mine. Unlike the allied Manors that
have friendly relations with the Blood Alliance Congress, the 14th House of Vlad was a branch
family in opposition to the main Vlad family, as an unstable problem manor that could rebel at
any moment.

Hugh took over Martin’s words once again. “That’s not all, Eden told me something before—that
she had been dead all along.”

Theo couldn’t immediately understand those words. “Had been dead? What do you mean?”

The Stray Cats fell silent. The only one who had the right to talk about that was probably Eden.
The Stray Cats checked Eden’s expression, and Theo also looked at her.

Eden spoke with a casual smile. “l was dead from the moment | was born into this world. It's
called a state of “suspended animation”. Since then, | remained in a state of being dead while
still alive, never waking up. But then, one day, | suddenly woke up. Five years ago, when | was
seven years old, the catalyst was my entering the Cocoon Period.”

“A Cocoon Period at seven years old... something like that...”

Theo spoke up to that point but couldn’t continue. He, of all people, knew that it was possible,
because he himself was the same. As an average trend, symptoms of the Cocoon Period
appear around the age of fourteen. But five years ago, when he spent time at the Delico family’s
Nursery, Theo entered the Cocoon Period. That was something called Premature Cocoon
Period Syndrome. Theo was troubled by the hallucinations that the Cocoon Period showed him.
Since childhood, he had desperately studied and learned because he wanted to be
acknowledged by his father. In order to broaden his knowledge he read voraciously, because he
wanted to become an adult quickly. Later on, he found out from books that this sense of urgency
was one of the causes of Premature Cocoon Period Syndrome.

Cat, Bear, Mouse, Bunny—colorful stuffed animals from his childhood memories. They always
whispered things that irritated Theo. Premature Cocoon Period Syndrome seemed to be
temporary, and as time passed, the symptoms naturally subsided. However, since there was no
way to predict when it might relapse, Theo was prescribed medication once a month to
suppress the symptoms. For now, a relapse hasn’t occurred. This year, Theo will turn twelve,
and soon, his proper Cocoon Period should arrive. When that happens, Theo, like other
vampires in their Cocoon Period, will be placed in a Clan’s care.



Theo entered the Cocoon Period due to Premature Cocoon Period Syndrome when he was
seven years old. Similarly, it was entirely possible that Eden, who was also seven at the time,
entered the Cocoon Period. After all, she had been in a state of suspended animation since
birth. Perhaps, in her unconscious state, she desperately wished to live. The onset of the
Cocoon Period triggered her awakening from a deep state of unconsciousness, so if anything,
Theo thought it was late.

“I had been dead all along, and | was finally born when | was seven. At first, | didn’t understand
what it meant. But the Cocoon Period taught me. It showed me who | was, and it allowed me to
steal the memories of those | touched,” Eden explained.

“Steal memories?”

Theo had read several case studies about Irregulars in specialized books. Among them, there
were also cases related to memory. Some could make someone perceive things that never
happened as if they did, or allow them to sense the subconscious mind. The ability to steal
memories was not written in any of the books he had read so far.

“The first memory | stole was from my older brother, who is twelve years older than me. |
completely stole the memory of “language” from him. The words | speak originally belonged to
him. Because of that, my brother became unable to speak. That's why my father hates me. He
says | turned his precious heir, my older brother, into a mute piece of junk. After that, | stole my
mother’s memories, too. From my mother’s memories, | learned that from the moment | was
born, | had continued sleeping as if | were dead. My mother also wished that if things were
going to turn out like this, it would have been better if | had truly died. After that, | stole the
memories of many people. For the seven years | was dead after being born, | was empty, so |
wanted memories. Now, | have many memories.”

“But those aren’t your memories, Eden. They’re someone else’s, aren’t they? Are you really
okay with that?” Theo, unable to accept it, pressed Eden for an answer.

“Having memories, even if they aren’t mine, is much better than having none at all. It was the
same at the Centennial Ceremony. Hugh and the others were after the feast served at the party,
but | wanted memories. | thought that if | stole from great noble vampires, | could obtain many
memories | had never known before. So, | decided to steal the memories that the nobles
cherished. Sir Dali cherished his deceased wife, as well as Raphael and Ul. Sir Gerhard was
making efforts to cherish Angelico. Sir Henrique had no precious memories, so there was
nothing to steal from him... and when | peeked into Sir Dino’s memories, | also learned the
name Theodore.”

Eden’s words felt somewhat like an excuse, but Theo continued speaking. “I see... so that’s why
you knew my name even though | never introduced myself.”

“...Yes, well, something like that. But what Sir Dino cherished wasn’t memories of you.”



Theo felt as if the blood was draining from his face. Eden was about to say something he didn’t
want to know. He didn’t want to hear it, but he also felt that he had to. Albrecht and the Stray
Cats remained silent, watching where the conversation would lead. Eden, in a calm manner,
kept going.

“What was important to Sir Dino was the family name of the Classico house. That's why | stole
that memory. I'm the one who holds the memory of the family name. | think that Sir Dino has
completely forgotten that he is a vampire of the Classico family.” Eden said this without a hint of
remorse or guilt.

Theo, who had braced himself for the revelation, realized that he was calmer than he had
expected. It was the Classico family that he himself had been trying to destroy, after all. Even if
Eden had stolen that memory from Dino, Theo found that had no right to condemn her for it,
since it would be hypocritical of him. Listening to Eden’s story, Theo recalled a book he had.

“A long time ago, | ordered and read a book written by humans. It was a famous gothic horror
novel about a scientist who dug up multiple corpses from a graveyard and stitched them
together to create a monster. Eden, your memories are just like that monster—nothing but
patchwork.”

“‘Am | a monster?”
Eden didn’t seem to grasp the true meaning of Theo’s words.
“Yeah, you're a monster pieced together from memories.”

Without pause, Theo could tell that Hugh’s anger was boiling over. As if to restrain that anger,
Albrecht’s oddly calm voice echoed.

“Young Master Theodore.” It was the same voice Albrecht always used when scolding Theo.
Albrecht was a butler serving the Classico family, but when necessary, he would sternly scold
even the son of the head of the house. “Lady Eden is her own person. Young Master Theodore,
you must learn to develop some delicacy instead of only reading books.”

Theo understood what Albrecht was saying, but even so, Theo couldn’t understand the
existence of Eden, whose entire past was built solely from other people’s memories.

‘| see... so | am a monster...”
Was Eden merely repeating the words, or had they actually hurt her?
“You’re not a monster, you're a Stray Cat!” Hugh immediately denied it.

Theo had read a lot of books. So many that he couldn’t possibly count them. When it comes to
knowledge, he’s confident that he wouldn’t lose even to most adults. Whenever he encountered
difficulties, he often overcame them using the knowledge he’d gained from books. Especially



during those five years since he suffered from Premature Cocoon Period Syndrome. But now,
Theo didn’'t know what to do. He was overwhelmed with uncertainty. The existence of Eden was
something completely unknown to Theo.

“I want you to return the memories you stole. Setting aside Sir Dali, Sir Gerhard, and Sir
Henrique... | want you to return my father’s memories.”

“But the more memories | gain, the more the time | spent dead gets filled in. Memories are what
let me remain myself. If | lose my memories, | won’t be myself anymore.”

For Eden, who had no memories of her own, the memories she stole from others were likely her
only emotional anchor.

“Even so, | need you to return them, or I'll be in trouble!” Theo said.

His demand was certainly reasonable, but he felt unsteady, realizing that his argument might not
be justified enough against Eden. The situation felt unfair, because demanding the return of the
stolen memories would mean rejecting the very identity that Eden was composed of.

The first to notice the disturbance was Hugh. Following him, the other Stray Cats also looked
around. At this time, nothing had actually happened yet. Most likely, the keen senses of
vampires in the Cocoon Period had detected something. Then, a loud, violent noise came from
the top of the staircase that led to the brothel. After what sounded like an argument, the
Madame of the brothel came running down the stairs. Her cheek was red and swollen, as if she
had been struck, and blood was running from her split lip.

“All of you need to run!” She urged them.

In the next moment, a dozen or so figures cloaked in black began descending the staircase.
They wore ominous masks that covered their faces, and each one held a slender dagger. The
way they crept closer evoked the predatory image of carnivorous animals stalking their prey.

“Is it the guards from before coming to take Eden back again!?” Theo’s voice seeped with
obvious urgency.

“No, | don’t know who these guys are!” Hugh also stepped in front of the masked figures,
standing firm with unwavering loyalty.

“Clearly, they have killing intent and hostility towards us. In that case, | won’t hold back. | shall
intercept them with my Pankration.” Albrecht readied both fists, and in response, the
black-robed figures also assumed combat stances.

“What about the other weaklings?” A figure asked.

“Killing them is unavoidable. Just don’t harm the girl.” Another figure replied. “Now, if you value
your lives, hand over the girl.”



While speaking, the black-robed figures had already shifted into a formation, blocking Theo and
the others’ escape route. Their movements were clearly different from the guards they had
encountered earlier. Albrecht had described the black-robed figures with the words “killing
intent” and “hostility,” and those words repeated in Theo’s mind. A group of assassins—the
existence of such a thing, something he had once read about in a book, flashed through Theo’s
mind. This was not just some fictional creation out of a novel, it was something that existed right
before his eyes as reality. Even knowing this, Theo was confused, caught between fiction and
reality.

Beside him, the Madame of the brothel raised her voice in a shrill cry. “Like hell I'll let you lay a
finger on the Stray Cats!”

The Madame recklessly lunged at one of the black-robed figures, but she had no chance—her
arm was immediately grabbed, and she was thrown aside. Just before she crashed into the wall,
Albrecht caught her, preventing disaster.

“We're used to fighting! Let’s do this!” Hugh shouted a command as if rallying his allies, and the
Stray Cats bravely charged at the black-robed figures.

While supporting the Stray Cats, Albrecht swiftly dodged the figures’ attacks and struck back.
Albrecht alone was equal to ten times the fighting strength of the Stray Cats.

“Theo! Take Eden and run!!” Hugh shouted.

Before Theo could think, his body moved. He grabbed Eden’s hand and tried to dash away from
the scene.

The moment he grabbed her hand, a vision of a place appeared before his eyes. A place he had
never seen before. Yet somehow, it felt nostalgic. Trees covered in what looked to be white
snow sparkled everywhere. The vision lasted only for a brief moment. Theo quickly came back
to his senses and, pulling Eden along, ran up the stairs at full speed. Seeing this, the
black-robed figures shifted from combat to pursuit.

“Chase them! Capture Eden!” A figure shouted.

As soon as the command was given, the black-robed figures swiftly turned and chased after
Theo and Eden, moving like dark shadows that clung to them.

“What are you standing around for!? We’re going too!!”

Following that, Hugh issued a command, and the Stray Cats responded with a nod. Albrecht
also responded with an “Of course,” and together with the Stray Cats, he dashed forward.



Theo, still holding Eden’s hand, dashed through Gray Cat Town. The black-robed figures were
quickly catching up. The air, thick with the soot and dust characteristic of Gray Cat Town, filled
his lungs, making him quickly run out of breath. But Theo couldn’t afford to stop. His palm
slicked with sweat threatened to slip, but even so, he tightened his grip on Eden’s hand once
more.

“This way, Eden!”

Theo turned the corner of a street and dashed into a narrow alleyway. The black-robed figures
chased after them.

The narrow alley was made even more cramped by discarded trash, turning it into a tight
passageway. Theo and Eden weaved through the alley, dodging the trash as they sprinted
forward. The black-robed figures, seemingly trained in some kind of martial art, kicked off the
walls of the alley, zigzagging as they pursued. Vampires naturally possessed superior physical
abilities, but it was clear that the black-robed figures had undergone specialized training beyond
that. The distance between Theo and Eden, who were fleeing, and the black-robed figures
pursuing them gradually shrank. As he fled desperately, Theo felt a chill run down his
spine—one unlike anything he had ever felt before.

Up until now, he’'d read plenty of adventure novels. When the protagonist ran into scoundrels
and fell into a crisis, he always felt suspense, wondering how they would escape. But in reality,
this was nothing like a novel—it was beyond comparison. With killing intent closing in from
behind, he had no idea what to do. He could only keep running. Theo felt an overwhelming
sense of mortal danger. Not the kind found in fiction, but something terrifyingly real.

After passing through the narrow alleyway, they emerged onto the city’s main street. The festival
of the Centennial Ceremony, still in full swing, continued throughout the city. The lively city felt
like a completely different world. It was so vibrant that the fact they were being hunted at that
very moment seemed like an illusion, as if it were all just a dream. Perhaps it really had all just
been a dream, or at least, it felt that way. Theo quickly shook that illusion from his mind. Theo’s
desperate strategy to turn the situation in their favor was to dash into the crowded main street,
overflowing with vampires. But it was ultimately a calculated move at best, whether it would
work was still unknown. If they blended into the crowd of drunken, festival-absorbed people,
their pursuers might lose sight of them. With so many eyes watching, the black-robed figures
wouldn’t be able to act recklessly. Maybe they would even give up on taking Eden. Theo would
soon realize just how naive that kind of thinking was.

The black-robed figures, still in pursuit of Theo and Eden, began slashing through the festival
crowd with the daggers in their hands. Screams rang out all across the main street, and the



terror brought by the brutality spread through the crowd in an instant. Because of the panicked
people fleeing in confusion, Theo and Eden ironically found their escape route blocked instead.
It was pure horror itself. The black-robed figures didn’t care if their atrocities were witnessed by
the public, nor did they hesitate to harm innocent bystanders as collateral damage. They
pursued Theo and Eden with fanatical conviction, intent on cornering them.

There was once a time when Theo had imagined his own death.

How will he die? What happens to consciousness after death? Thinking about it scared him so
much that he couldn’t fall asleep. But for Theo, that was supposed to be something far off in the
distant future. But now, it was right in front of him, about to become a reality.

(I might die here...)

It was a sensation he had never experienced before—the inescapable fear of death. Theo
desperately searched through his vast knowledge from all the books he had read, trying to find
a way to survive. But in a crisis like this, knowledge alone was powerless. The cold edge of
reality pressed that truth against him like a blade.

“Now, come over here, Eden Vlad.” One of the black-robed figures declared it in a tone that left
no room for choice.

Theo tightened his grip on Eden’s hand. The thought of offering Eden in exchange for his own
life never even crossed his mind. Engraved in Theo’s heart was Noblesse Oblige, the legacy he
had inherited from his forefathers. Even when faced with mortal danger, the nobility within him
did not break.

“I believe that’s quite enough.”

The moment the voice was heard, one of the murderous black-robed figures lost consciousness
and collapsed on the spot. An atemi strike, too fast for the eye to catch, had been delivered. The
voice belonged to Rein MacMillan, a mid-rank congress member whom Theo had seen at the
Centennial Ceremony venue. He serves as Dali’s aide. Beside Rein stood Henrique, the father
of Lucia and Elena. Having run all the way here, Henrique’s breathing was slightly unsteady.

“What a mess. Gray Cat Town sure is a dangerous place. | took my eyes off the children for just
a moment, and they nearly got snatched by blood farm traffickers. | tried to take them on by
myself, but there were just too many of them. | figured this was going to be a real hassle, but
then Dali-chan, Gerhard, and you, Rein, rushed over to help, and thanks to that, | was able to
handle it easily.” Henrique spoke nonchalantly about what had happened to the children after
parting ways with Theo. “Dali-chan and Gerhard have taken the children to a safe place. Now,
all that’s left is to take care of these guys, and we’ll be done, right?”



Henrique exchanged a knowing glance with Rein. Even though he was surrounded by the
black-robed figures, Rein remained completely calm.

“By order of Sir Dali, | have been entrusted with protecting Master Theodore and the others. If |
may be so bold, | will take you on—assuming you value your life little enough.”

It didn’t seem to be a joke or an empty threat. Rein’s cold gaze was filled with killing intent. At
that moment, Albrecht and the Stray Cats arrived. Theo felt relieved that everyone was safe.

Hugh looked somewhat excited. “This old guy is crazy strong—we’re lucky he showed up!”

‘Il am not an old man. | am the butler of the prestigious Classico family,” Albrecht corrected.
“Well then, old butler guy, let’s take these guys down!!”

Albrecht, Rein, Henrique, and the Stray Cats stood against the encircling black-robed group.
With the arrival of reinforcements, Theo felt the fear of death that had gripped him just moments
ago begin to fade. However, Theo couldn’t tell if the situation had actually turned in their favor.
Has the difference in combat strength really narrowed? Their opponents had undergone

specialized training—most likely, they were assassins.

It seemed that the black-robed figures were also struggling to assess the situation. A stalemate
between the two sides continued.

“Withdraw,” someone said. It was one of the black-robed figures.
Another of them whistled, and at that signal, the black-robed figures scattered and disappeared.

“What the hell, you’re running away!? That’'s cowardly!!” The hot-blooded Hugh seemed
disappointed.

The other Stray Cats sighed in relief. Theo did as well. If the battle had continued, someone
might have been sacrificed.

Martin whispered to Hugh. “It's bad that our hideout has been exposed. There’s no telling when
those guys might come after Eden again.”

It was whispered, but Theo, who was very close, still heard it.

“Then just come to my place,” Theo blurted out, without thinking.

The Stray Cats didn’t seem to fully grasp what Theo meant and stared at him blankly. Though
he hadn’t intended to say it, Theo realized that this was the best course of action they could

take. Having the Blood Alliance Guard protect them was another possible option, but Theo knew
that the Stray Cats wouldn’t want that.



“Eden and the Stray Cats will be under the protection of the Classico family. Albrecht, arrange
for them to be sheltered at the mansion immediately.” To prevent Hugh from objecting, Theo
spoke in a strong, assertive tone.

“Understood, Young Master Theodore,” Albrecht replied.

Understanding Theo’s intent, Albrecht immediately accepted it. Like Theo, he carried himself
with decisive authority, as if it were the most natural course of action.
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