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​Prologue
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Moonlight pooled in the hollow of Allegheny Commons Park, casting silver shadows on the iron ring that sealed the ancient pit. Derek knelt on the damp grass, his fingertips tracing the cool metal plaque bearing Mark’s name. Below, a faint, inexorable hunger stirred like a heartbeat in the dark.

He stood, brushing pine needles from his jacket, and joined Nate at the edge of the clearing. The distant streetlights cast a faint, trembling glow across their faces, highlighting the fear and determination in Nate’s eyes—the same fierce hope that had drawn Mark to this place.

Nate’s hand rested protectively on his belly, and for a moment, the air around them hummed with an unspoken connection. It was as if the new life within responded to the pit’s silent pulse, sending a gentle warmth through the night.

“Mark believed this would hold—for a time,” Derek whispered, his voice barely audible. “But there’s more we don’t yet understand.”

Nate nodded, his breath hitching with a wordless promise echoing through his womb. Inside, the spark of new life glowed with a power beyond prophecy. Derek swallowed, remembering the texts in Mark’s library: that the Light born of Nightwalker blood could seal darkness—or break free.

The distant pulse of the city felt both comforting and hollow. Somewhere above, a lone streetcar clattered by, its tune like a metronome counting down to what came next.

Together, they turned from the sealed pit and walked back toward the streetlamps, each footstep echoing the question hanging between them:

How do you protect a light meant to burn both worlds?
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​Chapter 1 - Veiled Awakening
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Like a guardian’s ritual, Nina stepped into their large apartment before dawn, her fingers brushing gently over the detailed carvings on the doorframe, greeting it like an old friend. The silence felt good, comfortable, and familiar. The halls and hidden rooms were hers now—not because of paperwork or rules, but something deeper, something she just felt.

She paused in the big entryway, hand resting on the smooth banister, worn down by years of touch. Under her fingers, she felt a quiet pulse, the gentle protection built into the apartment itself. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath. She could still feel Mark here somehow—his warmth, his jokes, and something else: trust, the responsibility he'd left behind especially for her.

"Just you and me now," she whispered softly, feeling oddly reassured as the apartment replied quietly—a gentle creak of wood, the distant settling of stone.

Every morning since Mark had sacrificed himself, Nina carefully walked through the apartment's hidden paths, quietly tracing runes carved into door frames and window ledges. She whispered the old words Mark had written out for her on faded parchment—words of safety and protection, older than anyone could remember.

At her whisper, the runes glowed softly, the apartment responding by gently shifting and humming quietly, reinforcing the protective magic bound to her.

She stopped at a large window overlooking Pittsburgh’s waking skyline, the Allegheny River shimmering beneath lingering fog. Her breath left a faint cloud on the glass as streetlights below blinked out, letting the morning take over.

She caught her reflection in the window—stronger and more confident than before but still holding a bit of doubt behind her eyes. Mark had trusted her with much more than just the apartment and its runes. Now, she held the delicate balance of everything they had fought for. She stared out into the city, lost in thought.

“Hope you knew what you were doing,” she whispered softly, gently scolding him but smiling at the same time. She imagined Mark's laughter, like he was standing just behind her shoulder, amused and supportive. That feeling slowly faded, leaving behind a comforting warmth.

Taking a deep breath, she straightened her shoulders and continued her walk, fingers lightly brushing the runes as if greeting familiar friends, each step reminding her of her new role—chosen by fate and friendship alike.

Later that morning, Nate’s dreams began.

He was walking corridors of marble and shadow, the air thick with candle smoke and echoing footfalls. An unseen choir murmured lamentations he could not place. At the end of the hall, a door of wrought iron swung open on its own, revealing a chamber of pulsing darkness. In the center, a single pillar of silver light pierced the gloom.

A voice called his name—soft and coaxing. He recognized it instantly: Mark’s voice, warm with laughter and edged with warning.

“Nate,” the voice teased, its warmth laced with that trademark half-smile of his, “that spark inside you isn’t just decoration—you’ve gotta learn to guide it, or it will guide you.”

Before Nate could answer, the silver column flared, and the world went black.

He woke with a gasp, heart hammering, hands slick with sweat. Moonlight slanted through his bedroom window, the city’s hum distant but insistent. Derek lay beside him, breathing evenly. Nate pressed a hand to his belly—still flat but pulsing in time with his own racing heart.

The dream’s echo lingered: If you do not learn to shape the Light...

Nate closed his eyes again, determination hardening beneath his ribs, and fell back into a restless sleep.

Dawn had barely broken when Nate slipped from the covers and padded down the hallway. The soft hush of early morning filled the apartment—only the faint click of his bare feet on polished wood and the quiet hum of the city beyond the windows. He found Derek in the study, backlit by pale light, fingers tracing the spines of Mark’s leather-bound journals.

“Morning,” Nate said, voice hushed.

Derek turned; eyes rimmed with concern. “You look like you need more sleep.”

Nate sank into the chair opposite him. “Dreams. Mark’s voice... the pit... the Light. It’s all coming alive in me.”

Derek leaned forward. “Tell me everything.”

Nate raised a hand. “Yeah, but can we do that while we make breakfast? I have a strange craving for—”

A soft clatter from the dining room interrupted him. They exchanged a glance and moved into the next room, where a spread of steaming bacon, scrambled eggs, toasted sourdough, and a bowl of mixed berries lay waiting, alongside two mugs of coffee—and, curiously, a plate of pickled herring, a small dish of dill ice cream, and wedges of watermelon rind candy.

“Well, that,” Nate said, voice trailing off as he inhaled the aroma.

Derek grinned, pouring fresh cream into the coffee. “Breakfast magic,” he said softly, “fuel for guided research.”

Derek snorted, waving the herring like a briny flag. “Any other strange cravings?” he teased.

Nate grinned and playfully bit Derek’s lip. “Well, now that you mention it... I’ve been craving something a little more....” He raised his eyebrows suggestively.

Derek’s eyes sparkled with amusement and desire. “Oh, really? And what might that be?”

Nate leaned in, his voice a low murmur. “You. Just you. Slow and gentle this time. I want to take my time exploring every inch of you.”

Derek’s breath hitched, and he set the herring down, turning his full attention to Nate. “I think that can be arranged,” he replied, his voice husky. He paused, his hand gently cupping Nate’s belly. “I mean...can we? Can't it hurt the kid?”

Nate nodded, smiling softly. “Don’t worry, the little one will be fine.”

Derek leaned in, capturing Nate’s lips in a quick kiss. “Then let’s do this.”

Derek stood up and swept Nate into his arms, carrying him bridal-style to the bedroom. The bedroom was bathed in soft morning light, the sheets still rumpled from their earlier play. Derek gently laid Nate on the bed, his eyes never leaving Nate’s as he climbed on top of him, straddling his hips.

Derek began to strip, his eyes never leaving Nate’s. He slowly removed his shirt, revealing his toned torso, his muscles rippling with anticipation. Nate’s eyes roamed over Derek’s body, taking in every inch of him, his desire growing with each piece of clothing that hit the floor.

Derek kicked off his shoes and removed his pants, he was already hard and ready. He stood before Nate, naked and proud, his body a work of art, chiseled and perfect. Nate reached out, his hands exploring Derek’s body, his fingers tracing the defined lines of his muscles, his abs, his hips.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Nate murmured, his voice hoarse with desire.

Derek smiled, a wicked glint in his eye. “Let me take care of you,” he said, his voice a low growl as he reached for the hem of Nate’s shirt, slowly pulling it off, exposing Nate’s toned body. He then moved to Nate’s pants, hooking his fingers into the waistband, pulling them off along with his boxers, leaving Nate naked and hard, his cock standing rock hard and leaking.

Derek’s eyes roamed over Nate’s body, taking in every inch of him, his desire growing with each second that passed. He reached out, his hands exploring Nate’s body, his fingers tracing the lines of his muscles, his abs, his hips, his ass. He leaned down, capturing Nate’s lips in a deep, passionate kiss, his tongue exploring Nate’s mouth, tasting him, claiming him.

Nate moaned into the kiss, his hands gripping Derek’s shoulders, pulling him closer. Derek’s hands moved to Nate’s chest, teasing his nipples, rolling them between his fingers, making Nate arch into his touch.

Derek trailed kisses down Nate’s neck, his collarbone, his chest, his abs, his tongue leaving a wet path behind. He took his time, exploring every inch of Nate’s torso, his hands and mouth working in unison to drive Nate wild.

Derek took a moment to admire Nate’s cock, his hand wrapping around the base, stroking slowly, drawing out a deep moan from Nate. He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to lick the sensitive tip, tasting the pre-cum that had gathered there.

“Fuck, Derek,” Nate hissed, his hips bucking slightly, seeking more friction.

Derek took him into his mouth, his head bobbing up and down, his hand working in tandem, creating a wet, tight sensation that had Nate’s toes curling. He could feel Nate’s body tensing, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. Derek pulled off, a wicked smile on his lips.

“Not yet,” he teased, his voice husky with desire. “I want to play with every inch of you first.”

Derek continued his exploration, his hands and mouth working in unison to drive Nate wild. He paid special attention to Nate’s inner thighs, his tongue and teeth leaving marks that would soon fade but would serve as a reminder of their passionate encounter.

Derek’s hands gripped Nate’s thighs, spreading them wide, exposing him completely. He leaned down, his tongue starting at Nate’s taint, licking upwards, circling his hole, rimming him slowly and deliberately, his hands gripping Nate’s ass cheeks, spreading them wide, giving him full access.

“Fuck” Nate moaned, his voice hoarse with need. “That feels so good.”

Derek continued to rim Nate, his tongue probing, teasing, tasting, his hands gripping Nate’s thighs, holding him in place. He could feel Nate’s body trembling, his muscles coiling tight, ready to snap.

“Please,” Nate begged, his voice a hoarse whisper. “I need you inside me.”

Derek smiled, his fingers replacing his tongue, probing, stretching, preparing Nate for him. He took his time, making sure Nate was ready, his eyes locked on Nate’s face, gauging his reactions, making sure he was comfortable and eager for more.

“Are you ready?” Derek asked, his voice a low growl.

Nate nodded, his chest heaving, his body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. “Yes. Please.”

Derek positioned himself at Nate’s entrance, slowly pushing in, giving Nate time to adjust to his size. He started with slow, deliberate thrusts, building Nate’s pleasure with each careful stroke. The room was filled with the sounds of their love—soft moans, the wet slap of flesh against flesh, and the occasional curse or plea for more.

Derek leaned down, capturing Nate’s lips in a passionate kiss, his tongue exploring Nate’s mouth as his hips continued to move in a steady, rhythmic pace. He could feel Nate’s body responding, his hips moving in sync with Derek’s, their breaths syncing, their hearts beating as one.

Nate wrapped his legs around Derek’s waist, urging him deeper, his hands gripping Derek’s shoulders, his nails digging in slightly, spurring Derek on. “Harder,” Nate panted. “I won’t break.”

Derek obliged, his hips snapping forward, his thrusts becoming faster, harder, deeper. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room, a primal, erotic dance.

Nate gasped, his voice a plea. “Oh my god, I’m close. So close.”

Derek’s response was a low growl, his hips moving faster, his body taking control. He reached between them, his hand wrapping around Nate’s cock, stroking him in time with his thrusts. “Come for me, babe,” he murmured against Nate’s lips. 

Nate’s body tensed, his muscles coiling tight as he reached the peak of his pleasure. With a final, deep thrust from Derek, Nate cried out, his body convulsing as he found his release, his inner muscles clenching around Derek’s cock, milking him for all he was worth.

The sensation sent Derek over the edge, his own orgasm ripping through him, their bodies shaking together in the aftermath, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined, their hearts slowly returning to a normal rhythm. Derek pulled Nate close, his arms wrapping around him, holding him tight as they enjoyed the aftermath of their passionate encounter.

“That was incredible,” Derek murmured, his voice filled with satisfaction.

Nate laughed softly, his fingers tracing idle patterns on Derek’s chest. “Yeah, it was. And I have a feeling breakfast can wait a little longer.”



After that playful romp, and a long soak in the jacuzzi they returned to the study, clothes damp and hair tousled. Nina reemerged from the stacks; arms full of tomes—her eyes bright with discovery as she laid books on the desk.

“Alright,” Nate said, stretching his arms wide. “Let’s hunt down every note on the birthing ritual and that prophecy about the Light.”

Derek nodded. “I want to map out the incantations step by step. If we’re going to bring this child into the world safely, we need precision—no guesswork.”

Without a word, the heavy door swung open, revealing a cathedral of knowledge, impossibly vast and filled with shelves stretching into endless distances. The room hummed softly, volumes shifting at their touch, offering themselves eagerly.

Glyphs shimmered softly, tracing a path through the stacks, guiding them forward.

As they studied the runes and texts, Nina pointed out a familiar glyph. "It matches the wards we set this morning."

They stood together, warmed by the glowing runes, ready to follow the Light wherever it led—even into the unknown. 

Nate glanced at Derek, voice low and earnest. “Promise me you won’t let me face this alone.”

Derek reached out, covering Nate’s hand with his own. “Always,” he vowed. 
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​Chapter 2 - Hidden Movements
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The river hissed where it met stone, thick with mist and memory. Beneath the rusted bones of the Fort Pitt Blockhouse, shadows clung like oil to the walls. The figure stood barefoot in the runoff, robes soaked at the hem, one hand pressed flat against the cold pillar. Symbols glowed faintly beneath soot and grime—twisting, hungry things pulsing with an unnatural rhythm.

They spoke no words. The chant did not require breath. Steam hissed from a broken pipe overhead. A rat darted past, unbothered by the unnatural chill creeping through the concrete. The city above buzzed on—horns, trains, idle music from an open window—but here, beneath its skin, something old was whispering back.

The figure drew a sigil into the dirt with a single finger, its trail smoldering with red light. Another glyph joined it. And another.

Then, from behind the pillar, another presence stepped forward.

“You’re late,” the figure rasped without turning. Their voice was a hollow echo, as if something ancient and empty spoke through them.

“I was watching the apartment,” said a man. His coat was rain-speckled, hair curling slightly from the mist. “They’re already digging through the library. The wards are holding, but that won’t last forever. He’s waking up too fast.”

The figure finally turned. Eyes like burnt coals studied him, piercing and cold.

“Good,” they said. “Let them think they’re ahead. Let the Light grow.”

The man swallowed. “And the child?”

The figure smiled—a slow
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