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One moonlit night in the graveyard, Grim is standing over a newly departed soul, his scythe held loosely in his hand. Upon noticing the dark beauty, Nyx walk by, a gorgeous black bat with purple eyes and long dark hair, Grim's red gaze locks onto her with startling intensity. His smirk deepens, and there's a barely imperceptible shift in his posture, a flicker of something akin to surprise and interest, immediately followed by an impossible feeling as if he were drawn. His focus remains on the soul he is guiding "Come now, little one— It's time..."

Nyx stops, hearing his voice, she looks over in surprise, seeing the dark cloaked figure, his skull mask shining in the moonlight. Shes not the only one out tonight, it seems.

Grim turns to face the dark-haired female bat, his eyes never leaving hers, his canine skull mask showing his red glowing eyes. He is mesmerized by her presence, a rare feeling of wonder taking over his usual apathetic expression. He doesn't move, letting the soul dissipate into the night as he continues to stare at her. "Well, this is quite unexpected..." He murmurs, the deep baritone of his voice sending a shiver down her spine

"You're not human... are you?" She says calmly.

Grim chuckles lowly, a small smirk returning to his lips as he shakes his head, "No, I'm not. You have a sharp eye, I see." He takes a few slow steps toward her, his movements almost like a predator stalking its prey

She watches him approach, unafraid.

He stops a few feet away from her, his smirk growing into a sly grin. He looks her up and down, taking in her appearance with a mix of curiosity and admiration "Not many would dare to approach a being like me, let alone converse with one." He pauses, tilting his head slightly, "You're either incredibly brave or incredibly foolish..."

"I don't fear death..." she murmurs.

Grim raises an eyebrow at the statement, intrigued by her fearlessness. He takes another step closer, now standing just inches away from the bat, "Most mortals would tremble at the sight of me, but you... You seem to embrace death with open arms." His eyes study her face, searching for any hint of fear or hesitation, but finding none

"I have long looked into the dark..." Nyx says softly.

Grim leans in slightly, his voice a soft whisper as he responds "The dark, hm? It must have left a mark on you, to make you so indifferent to death." He reaches out a hand, his cold, bony fingers hovering just above her cheek

"It would be a welcome release from the horrors."

His hand stops just short of touching the bats cheek, a flicker of something akin to sadness flashes across his face. He studies her with a newfound intensity, as if seeing the female in a different light "The horrors, you say... I've seen my fair share of those as well, little one. But to crave death..." He pauses, contemplating his next words "It seems we are more alike than I initially thought."

Nyx watches him, and he sees scars. So many scars crossing her face, neck, hands. Grim's gaze drifts over them, his eyes tracing the patterns they form. A hint of anger and pity crosses his features as if he's seen the pain she’s endured in her life.

"What happened to you, to cause such damage?" He asks quietly, his voice filled with a rare gentleness

"The darkness of man..."

Grim's expression darkens, his eyes narrowing as he processes her answer. He knows all too well the darkness within mankind, the atrocities they're capable of committing "I see..." He trails off, his hand finally touching her soft furred cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle despite his appearance.

She sucks in a breath, her heart leaping at his touch, her ear flicking and her short tail shivering behind him.

Grim's touch lingers on her cheek, his thumb lightly tracing the scars. He feels the quickening of her heartbeat, and a strange warmth begins to bloom within him, his tail wagging slightly, "You're quite beautiful, even with these marks..." He says, his voice low and soft.

"Thank you..." she murmurs, looking down, her hands gripping together.

Grim nods, his hand slowly moving from her cheek to her jaw, tilting the beautiful bat's head up slightly to meet his gaze "You're welcome, little bat..." He studies her face closely, taking in every detail, his eyes filled with an emotion he hasn't felt in centuries
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