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echoes. [k de vries]

Jan 1, 2022

synopsis: a brief glimpse of a moment between k and the hunter in a romantic relationship.
There are nights where K is hit with memories.

It began when they stopped pushing everyone away. When K stopped suppressing all their feelings and
opened up their heart again, things slowly began coming back to them. Sometimes they think they
would be better off if it all came rushing at once, so they could deal with it and seal those chapters off
from their life again, but that’s not the point of what they’ve done.

You taught them better than that.

So instead, they wake up in the middle of the night with a short gasp, turning onto their back as the
voice of their lost loved ones float away. Sometimes they linger, but they always leave eventually. Just
like they did.

In these moments, K will stand up and leave the bed, careful not to wake you. They’ll walk over to their
balcony and push it open, letting the cool air brush over their face. They're always cold when they do
this, but the chill grounds them.

You've found them like this sometimes. Standing there like a ghost, a silhouette in the moonlight.

“Who was it this time?” you'll ask, voice soft. K falls into it like a safety net, free-falling because they
know you’ll catch them.

And then K will answer you.

My parents. My siblings. My past lovers.

When it’s the last one, they always worry that the mention of their other relationships will bother you, but
K doesn’t love them as they did before. K cares for them like someone would a childhood friend.
Someone that was special at the moment but no longer needed to move forward. They haven't been in
love romantically for decades.
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Not until they met you.

You don’t normally say anything after they respond. Sometimes you'll step up and wrap your arms
around K’s waist and the two of you will stand there in silence. Other times you’ll come up beside them
and stare out into the horizon, looking at the specks of dust that pass as stars nowadays.

But you always manage to bring K back to bed.

K will trail after you, mind still half on their fading dream and half on their future that is you in front of
them. They’ll burrow under their sheets again, already cold from the absence of their body and cuddle
up to you.

“I love you,” you'll remind them.

The sound of your voice usually lulls K right back to sleep, but they always make sure they whisper a
reply before they doze off again.

“Not as much as | do.”

update 01.

NOTE.

hi!! welcome to the very first patreon exclusive update and thank you so much for being interested!!
some housekeeping things to get started: patreon updates will always go live a couple of hours before
the tumblr updates do. the content on here will repeat some of what i say publicly, except, of course, this
will be much more spoilery and detailed. and lastly, these will be pretty informal so don't expect anything
super organized and elaborate lol.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

with that out of the way, here's everything i did this week:

right after i type this, i'm going to write the final couple scenes for the new branch of chapter one. i've
mentioned it previously, but for those who aren't aware, i'm adding a new section of chapter one where
you can talk to Rylan instead of fighting them. it's been suggested to me a couple of times and i love the
idea, so here we are.
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there's a lot of g&a in this section—i mean, duh, the branch literally says you "talk things out"—but even
so, i think it really lets Rylan's personality shine. previously, they were the 'ruthless’ bounty who attacked
you even if you wanted to be peaceful but now, it becomes transparent that they only really want to
attack you if they have to. that was always their line of thought, but this makes it so much clearer. aside
from that, they make a lot of jokes (including ones about yoga, banjos, and even a reference to a coffin
(finally snuck one in there!!)) so i think everyone will like it.

as for chapter seven: i started it. like always with a new chapter, i do have a bit of writer's block but i
made an outline of what i want to happen and i think that's really helped. usually, i just wing it, but i've
found mapping things out helps me keep track of my ideas. obviously, i don't have to stick to it and i
doubt i will—chapter six has a lot of changes from its initial outline—but it's on my wall and there if i
need it.

I'm at the very very beginning of the chapter but the first choice is already a romantic one (it also has
non-romantic options as always!) and i truly think people are going to freak out when they read it...
everyone's branches are so so good so far so whoever your ro of choice is, i think it'll be fun. on top of
that, i plan on hitting a couple of tropes in this chapter (sue me, i think they're fun) and i'm so extremely
excited to write them. it works perfectly with the context of the plot and serves as another fun way to
spark some feelings between the ros and the mc—or not, depending on what you want.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

in terms of my secret project, aka my side wip, it's going. kind of. i've mentioned before it's a lot heavier
than when twilight strikes, so i've been slowly mapping out the different side characters (there's a /lot)
and plot. i'm not quite there yet with the story but i had a recent revelation that will hopefully help move
things along. when twilight strikes is the priority, however, so this will stay on the backburner in the
meantime.

STATS.

o 223,743 (+ 2.2K)

* includes word count from chapter seven only. additional content in chapter one is not counted but i'd
estimate it to be around the same or a little more.

SNEAK PEEK.

"l only know what the report says."

"So do I, except | have it memorized. Try me. Ask for a line and you'll receive a perfect recital.
Just don't choose line sixty-three. | always stumble on the words." Rylan heaves a dramatic
sigh. "If I ever get out of this, tell IAOS to use less complicated words, will you?"

— taken from chapter 01, talk branch.
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twine ui.

the title screen and hunter profile pages are looking pretty hot if i do say so myself...

drabble vote.

Jan 4, 2022

who's drabble do you want to see next? if anyone has a certain prompt they want to see, comment it
below and i'll see if i can come up with anything for it!!

a devereux
blane rekner
n alves

rylan villanueva
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22 votes total

new branches...

» “Wait, don't go. Hear us out before you leave.” [Talk]
» “We don't have to do this.® [Talk]

v “What if we made you a deal?" [Talk]

v "You know we can't let you do that.” [Fight]

» “Do you really think we're just S let you walk out like that?" [Fight]
¢ “I'm so glad you said that. I've been itching for a good chase.” [Fight]

v Attack. [Fight)

update 02.

Jan 8, 2022

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

moral of the story: don't underestimate how busy you are. i went to work six out of seven days this week
so i won't lie and say i accomplished a lot, but i did manage to finally complete the twine port for
chapter one. as mentioned last week, i had to write a new branch for the bounty hunt with Rylan, so i
focused on finishing the final few choices and edited them to my liking. i'll likely be uploading it to twine
soon so i can send it to beta-testers for a quick brief overlook. as a finished product, i like chapter one a
lot better. it gives more room for people to choose what they feel comfortable with and gives you more
background on what's happening—if you choose to listen, that is.

i also started moving things from chapter two, but because the hunter isn't always injured or sore from
the hunt anymore, i need to make some changes and add more flavour text to fit people's playthroughs.
i don't mind of course, since it makes the story more engaging and realistic, but i am excited for chapter
three/four and onward where i don't have to make as many changes. things like the infirmary will need a
whole new reason for why the hunter goes there—other than because i want you to meet K—but
something like weekly check-ups is reasonable. IAOS takes good care of their hunters anyway, and as
people who put themselves in danger constantly, it makes sense.

in terms of chapter seven, i honestly couldn't find time for it. if i can keep my eyes open tonight, i'll try to
write a little more in my doc because god, do i miss it, but we'll see what i end up doing. once i get
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deeper into the chapter i think i'll be able to move a lot quicker than i am right now. since i'm
multitasking, i'm focusing on the twine port first just because my goal was (initially) to release it this
month, but i'll likely be doing it in february now (also the month of my one year anniversary for the
project!!).

whether or not i'm doing anything for my one year is unclear at the moment (i start school on monday
and am seriously wondering how many things i can work on at once) but i'd love to write a collection of
short stories/a small interactive project featuring the ros if possible. if it does end up happening, you
(those subscribed to my patreon) will get it before the public does.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

not much to report here seeing as i barely had time to write anything for my main project. i'm still
brushing up the details of the plot and will work on worldbuilding next, but i did mess around with the
twine ui a little and changed the name of one of my ros—a super last-minute decision but also one that i
like a lot better. i think i'll keep the names of the ros to myself for now, even old names, mostly because
i'm that uncertain about this story, but i'll let it spill one day. promise.

STATS.

e 224,043 (+ 0.3k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.
SNEAK PEEK.

One more inch and the back of our hands will be brushing. One bold move and | could
probably interlace my fingers with theirs, though | doubt Blane will be happy with that.

— taken from chapter 07.

new. [a devereux]

Jan 11, 2022

synopsis: from being strictly friends to being in a relationship, a needs time to readjust
themselves to how things used to be.

note: a and blane tied in the drabble vote and since i already had this idea in my head for a, i
chose them first. blane will be next and then i'll do a short poll for one between n and rylan <3
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The first time you called A by a pet name, they were startled. It took them a second to register that you
were calling them. A, who'd been your partner for the past four years. A, who'd been a friend, and
nothing more than a friend, during a majority of the time they’d known you.

A, who you were dating now.

It's taken them a while to wrap their head around the idea. They’d spent so long pining over you that it
never once occurred to them that it could become a reality.

They weren't even sure they were in love with you at first—the line between friends and romance has
always been blurry for them. Did they want to spend all their time with you because they liked you? Or
did they just enjoy your company platonically? Was that urge to want to step closer to you, to brush the
stray eyelash off your face a friendly gesture? Or something else entirely? They went back and forth
between the conflicting emotions for months—perhaps even years—but it was only when they realized
they wanted to kiss you that it hit them.

Wanting to kiss your closest friend probably wouldn’t be considered platonic. At least, it wasn't for A.

From then on, they tried not to let anything show. Don't ruin the friendship, don’t ruin the good thing you
have going for your own selfish desires.

But then you wanted it too, and everything fell into place.

Babe. Love. Darling.

All were names A heard fall from your lips in the month following the start of your romantic relationship.
They think darling is their favourite, but then you'll say something else and it'll change entirely.

“Hey, darling,” you'll say as you greet them in the hallway. Oftentimes, A will get a kiss pressed to their
cheek, causing their cheeks to flush pink. They’re not opposed to PDA, but god, did they look like a fool
every time you did anything romantic in public. A lovesick fool.

Thoughts beginning to drift again, A glances at you. The two of you are in their apartment, a place
you're at often now. Your legs are draped over theirs, your thighs touching as you lean against them and
scroll through your phone.

“| feel like | don’t call you by enough pet names,” A blurts out.

That gets your attention. Immediately, you drop your phone and flick your gaze over. A can tell you're
trying to figure out if this is some type of joke, but they’re being serious—and soon, you realize that too.

“You don’t need to call me by a pet name,” you tell them.

“I want to though. I just, I'm so used to you being... Name.”

You laugh. “And I'm not now?”



“You know what | mean.” A passes you a meaningful look, fingers tracing shapes on your skin. “We
spent so long being friends that calling you anything but your name feels strange to me. Calling you
something like babe is... foreign. | don't know, I'm not used to it.”

“Foreign, huh?” You're poking fun of them now, but A doesn’t mind. They turn their tracing into tickling,
only stopping when you begin to squirm away from them. They’re comfortable where they are and they
don’t want you to leave. Not yet.

“Stop teasing me. This is a serious topic,” A jokes. They hesitate for a second before adding, “Babe.”

Your eyes brighten, both with amusement and joy. “You're so cute—" You lean over and press into them,
hands on their cheeks. “—but you don’t have to use a word you’re not comfortable with. I like the way
you say my name.”

A flush of heat runs through A’s body at the words, but they need to ask you one last thing. “Wouldn’t
you rather me call you things like babe though? Your name is what | called you when we weren’t
dating.”

“A,” you whisper, voice soft. “It doesn’'t matter what you call me. I'm happy with you and that all that
matters. We shouldn’t try to erase the history we had before all of this.”

“You're right,” A breathes out. With your reassurance, they lean into your touch, eyes fluttering shut as
you press a light kiss to their lips. You begin to pull away when A goes for a second kiss, and then a
third, and then—

Nothing. There’s nothing that A wants more in the world. The two of you continue kissing on their couch
until you're out of breath, laughing and smiling but happy.

update 03.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

i think it'll come as no surprise to you that i've spent most of this week working on the twine upload for
chapter two. as my mental health hasn't been great so far, i've been focusing on twine because it's
mostly just copying and pasting which, for whatever reason, i find relaxing. as boring as it sounds,
however, it's actually not so bad. i've been adding in new choices here and there and fixing up small
pieces of dialogue, mostly between Blane and N. my vision for the two has changed somewhat since i
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first wrote them and as i've developed more of their characters, i realized that some of their banter isn't
accurate to their dynamic. not to say that they're out of character, just... slightly off, i guess. in terms of
where i'm at, i'm nearly at the infirmary scene and will probably finish it early this week. afterward, it'll be
onto chapter three!

as for chapter seven, as you may be able to guess, there hasn't been much progress on that front. i
mentioned last week how i miss it and i do, but lately, i just haven't had the energy to sit down and write
new content. because there's not much to say here, i'll give a bit of insight as to what the chapter
entails.

i like to think that there are four big sections: meeting mirai, the [redacted] and the two fallouts of
[redacted], both of which are different branches of which you can only take one per playthrough.
originally, the chapter was going to end with the second section, [redacted], but i decided to extend it to
include the last two parts because that way, i'm not making you spend three chapters in crimson rouge.
as excited as i am for everyone to meet mirai, i think most people will enjoy the second two sections
most, especially those who want to want to romance one of the ros as they have some... popular tropes.
i'm obviously biased but i think they're super fun and harmless so i guess i'll see what you all think when
i getto it.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

again, not much on this front either except i have slowly been filling out my little codex document in my
free time. unlike when twilight strikes, this story has a lot more side characters—nearly all of which are
important to the story i'm trying to tell. i haven't hammered out the exact details of all of them yet, but
I've been slowly giving them names and descriptions as to who they are and what they do in the
locations they're based in. it's a weird way of putting it but i don't know how to say it without spoiling too
much.

on another note, i messed around with the twine ui again. it's not close to done and i'll have to go
through the process of figuring out code (not fun), but it's coming along nicely. i'm at the stage where i
could probably write in it if i wanted to (the outline of the plot is figured out too, the details are
unimportant right now) but i don't think i'd be able to handle writing three different things. i've been
itching to get in the characters' heads though, so maybe i'll write some short stories and save them to
post later on after the project is publicly announced.

STATS.

e 224,843 (+ 0.8K)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

"And | bet Caine's on his hands and knees making excuses for why his golden pair failed,"
Blane mutters.



"As if he hasn't been lenient with us before,"” N responds. They're arching a dark eyebrow at

their partner, sending them a silent message only Blane can read.

Still, Blane doesn't take the cue. "Lenient is stretching it."

"He's not unfair.”

"You say that as if surname isn't standing right there. Living proof of his bias."

— taken from chapter 02.

CHAPTER 07.

If dangerous was a person, it'd be Mirai.

If her black bralette top—her ribs covered with laces and strings—leather miniskirt
and chunky mid-calf boots weren't convincing enough, the glint in her
eye takes the cake. Paired with dark smoky makeup and a bold red lip,
Mirai‘s expression reads like a cat pouncing on her prey.

And she's staring directly at me.

WHEN ‘
TWILIGHT
STRIKES

meeting_mirai.

the two pics below are what i'd imagine her top and eye makeup looking (except swapping the green tint
for red)!! they're not by any means faceclaims but i thought i'd be nice to give a visual of what i see.
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update 04.

Jan 22, 2022

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

very excited to say that i did things!! i'll go chronologically, so, starting with chapter two, i finished the
final import and then uploaded it on itch.io for my beta-testers to read as a little treat. there's one big
different branch (Rylan's hunt, which i've discussed many times before) but otherwise, it's basically the
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same so there's not much to miss out on. for those of you in the twilight and midnight tiers, you'll have
early access to the twine build before it goes live publicly, just as a heads up.

for the twine port of chapter three, there's not much to talk about. i've done one scene for this chapter
and that's about it. the copying and pasting is something i like to leave for myself when i need a bit of a
mental break, but since i felt like writing this week, i put it aside and did it absently when i felt like i
needed something easy to do.

speaking of writing... chapter seven is the news you've probably been waiting on. because of school
and work, i only wrote two thousand words for it but it felt so good to get back into it. not to jinx myself,
but i didn't find any trouble with getting started again after a break which is wonderful, since that's
usually my problem. instead, everything just kind of... flowed. i think it helps that i have a super clear
vision of Mirai. i mean, i have visions for all my characters but she's one that's been in my head for
longer—and she's definitely a favourite. i think she's going to be a super fun character to interact with. if
i had to pin her down, i'd probably say she's a mix of Eri (from chapter six) and K. she's wildly
unpredictable and extremely dangerous, which is an interesting combo to explore.

so far, i've written the bit where she first meets the hunter and the ros with all their variations. as K is
someone she knows already, their interactions have to be my favourite. K can talk back to Mirai in a way
that none of the other ros can, meaning taking them to the VIP room makes for a very different branch
than the others. my plan for next week is to get a little further with this scene and flesh out Mirai's
character a little more. if you can't tell, i'm very excited about it. what i have down right now is very
minimal, but it's work that i really enjoy so i'm excited.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

as with last week, not much progress here. in all honesty, i could start writing if i wanted to, but i'm kind
of stalling—i just don't think i'd be able to handle writing three different things at once (chapter seven,
the twine port and this wip). i don't want to not work on this at all, however, so i've slowly been filling out
my master doc instead. like before, i'm still figuring out side characters and the different organizations
found within the story, giving them bios and appearances etc., which has been a hell of a time. everyone
has the most unhinged names and i love it lol.

I've said many times before that this wip is nothing like my current one and with my world coming
together slowly, nothing could ever be more true. i think that's the best part about this. i wouldn't be
happy writing two similar stories, so stretching out the muscles of two different sides of my brain, so to
say, feels really nice. that being said, i don't expect everyone who likes when twilight strikes to like this
story, but i just see that as an opportunity for those who didn't like my first wip to potentially like my
second one. this stuff is subjective and, as i'm writing for my own enjoyment, i don't really mind. rant
aside, i'm really excited for where this is going.

STATS.

. 226,843 (+ 2K)



* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

Mirai’s gaze flicks to Blane, whose expression remains stoic as the two make eye contact. She
studies them for a brief second, the ends of her mouth lifting upwards slightly, before she
walks away.

— taken from chapter 07.

ghost. [blane rekner]

Jan 26, 2022

synopsis: Blane contemplates an impossible relationship.

Your fingers trail Blane’s arm and they shiver, eyes fluttering shut.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” you whisper.

Blane’s breath hitches. Every single touch, every breath you breathe on their skin, they adore—they’ve
never been able to hide it from you. Your fingers trail higher, up Blane’s forearm and to their neck. A
shiver rolls through their body.

“What are you doing?” they ask.

“Do you trust me?”

Blane only hesitates for a second before answering, “Yes.”

“Then close your eyes.”

They do as they’re told and, a moment later, they feel your lips brush over the sensitive area of their
neck. A gasp escapes from them, pitching higher when you shift part of your weight onto their body. Your
knees are still on the bed and you're keeping yourself hovered above Blane, but you're close enough
that you're practically touching.

You are touching.

“Name...” Blane groans.
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You hum your response against Blane’s throat, sending vibrations down their body. Any other words are
severed from Blane’s mind as you kiss your way up their neck and to their jawline. One hand is
clutching their hair, fingers looped around white locks.

One of Blane’s hands reaches up to wrap around your waist but you swat it away. They want to try
again but they don't, distracted as you move your lips to hover over theirs. It's all they can do not to
surge up and meet you—they know you'll just pull away.

“Stop teasing me,” Blane protests.

“What do you want?” you whisper in reply. Your breath is warm against their skin.

Blane swallows. Shouldn’t that be obvious? They know you know the answer, but you just want to hear
it from them. “For you to kiss me.”

Though you're not touching, they feel you smile. “Whatever you wish.”

You move down to meet their lips but before they can touch, you're gone. Blane startles and shoots
straight up in their bed. They glance over at their clock, but they don’t need to look to know what time it
is. 4 AM. The time they always wake up from these kinds of dreams.

If they squeezed their eyes shut and fell back against their pillow, maybe they’d return to you and that
dream, but once they’re awake, they can never go back to sleep. Settling back into their blanket, they
stare at the ceiling.

They've had multiple iterations of that dream before. Sometimes, they’re more domestic, the knowledge
that you're in a relationship buried at the back of Blane’s mind as the two of you cuddle on the couch.
Other times, they’re more realistic, stealing kisses in the hallway at IAOS, keeping the new romance
hidden until you figured it out. And sometimes, like the last time, it's pure bliss: the two of you at the
bookstore and Blane gazing at you as you browse, their eyes nowhere near the shelves.

Each time, their subconscious has reached for something that could never be. They never thought their
own mind could be cruel to them, but there you were. Taunting them, teasing them.

Blane has never truly understood how people fell for someone until they fell for you.

All they want to do is kiss you. Cup your cheek and lean in to press their lips softly to yours. Kiss until
both your lips are swollen and bruised. Until you pull away gasping but with a wide smile and dilated
pupils and an urge to do it all over again.

But Blane is too much of a coward to admit that to you, knowing how slim the chances are that you
reciprocate those feelings. How could you, when they’ve been nothing but horrible to you? And if by
some miracle you did, you deserve better than someone like Blane.



They can barely pull themselves into some semblance of a person for themself. They wouldn’t know
where to start with you.

So, instead, they settle for the dreams. For the ghost of you and the relationship that could be. Even if
you evaporate each time they think they’re about to get their wish.

update 05.

Jan 30, 2022

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

I'll preface this update by saying that it's probably the worst one i'll ever give so i apologize in advance.
to make a long story short: time got away from me. most of my week was eaten up by school or work
and i genuinely could not find any time to do anything else.

for chapter three, i think i got through importing half of A's training room scene to twine and that's it. i'm
a little upset at myself since i thought i'd be able to get the twine build out by january (and now i want to
get it out before my one-year anniversary in february) but things happen.

as for chapter seven, again, not much happening here. mentally, i figured out my writer's block and
plotted out some of the next couple of choices for the scene i'm writing, but none of that shows on my
word doc. fingers crossed that i have more time this week so i can get some of that out because some
part of me is worried i'll forget it all if i don't write it soon lol.

because this update is so sparse, i'll clue you in on something i was thinking of last night, namely, the
romance lock. as of now, i know my story follows the basic flirt options, aka one shy and one bold. i was
considering continuing that for the first kiss scenes where there is one option to be kissed or to kiss, but
i think i want to change it up slightly. what i want to do is much more work but i think it'll pay off.

it's hard to explain, but here it goes: i want to create more branches. for example, in A's kiss scene (and
yes, you will be able to kiss most of the ros in this book), you can choose to kiss them quite early on. if
that's the case, the scene will end slightly earlier and result in one version of an aftermath conversation.
however, if you don't choose to kiss them then, they might continue rambling and you'll get to
experience something completely different. as the conversation goes on, you'll be given a choice to kiss
them (again) or potentially, be kissed. i guess what i'm trying to say here is that i don't want there to be
two linear ways to have your first kiss with an ro. this applies especially well to Blane's route, as i plan
on splitting that up depending on if you were rude to them, nice to them, neutral etc.
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something to keep in mind though is that some ros won't make a move to save their life. it's just not in
their nature, so there may be some scenes where the hunter will have to be the one to lean in, but i
haven't quite decided. maybe with the branches, things will lead to another and they might feel brave
enough with the circumstances. who knows?

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

i don't know if I'll bother explaining what i didn't do with this project lol because as you can guess, it was
basically nothing. on another note, i'm wondering if maybe i should create the blog for this now and then
have a super long wait for the demo. it's something that's popped into my head after seeing some other
devs do so, but considering how drained i get from one blog, maybe i'll leave it.

STATS.

e 227,340 (+ 0.5k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

“Do you know what this is?” [Mirai] asks.

My gaze darts between the wine bottle in her hand and then back to her. I’'m not in school
anymore, but this is probably the closest thing to a test that I've experienced for a while.

— taken from chapter 07.

drabble vote.

Feb 2, 2022

onto the final two drabbles (of the first round) so who do you want to see first? after this, i'll likely be
posting drabbles in this order unless otherwise asked <3

n alves

rylan villanueva

19 votes total
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when twilight strikes:
amniversary shorts.

a little something...
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for my upcoming anniversary on the 24th of this month!! the titles of the stories are subject to change
but each story will allow you to write in the name and pronouns of your hunter, among other things <3

update 06.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

hey, so funny story: we're changing gears. i'll start how i usually do and describe what i did for the twine
build, aka chapter three*** *** | was hoping to have it all finished by now but i had a bit of an... eventful
day yesterday which prevented me from working on it, both physically and mentally. i only have the lab,
filing room and announcement left, so i'm certain i'll be able to upload all of it. fingers crossed.

in terms of chapter seven*,* i don't think i touched the doc the entire week. oops. but i swear i have a
reason: i'm working on an anniversary special.

many of you have already seen the sneak peek for it and know about it, but this is the first time i've said
the words this straight up. damn. if you saw my poll on tumblr, that's what this was for. not very subtle,
am i? in terms of what the special is, it's a collection of short stories with each ro from their pov in the
crush stage, as that's what won the vote. most of the stories will be romantic but if i have time, i'm going
to try and add in a platonic 'route’ for each.

i don't anticipate it to be very long. each story might fall into the two thousand word range, with one to
two choices in each (for my own sake), so in total, it might round up to ten thousand. the main reason
for this is because i didn't know if i'd be able to write this special to begin with. i've had so much
happening in my life recently with school and mental health and multitasking all these projects at once
that i wasn't sure if i'd be able to handle another. but it's happening and i couldn't be more excited.

i wrote most of A's story for it last night which was adorable. it just kind of came out of me. i sat down
and half an hour later i was writing my concluding sentence. i'm extremely comfortable writing A's
relationship with the hunter which may have been part of the reason why, but whatever it was, i'm glad
that i got things done. as for everyone else, i have all of the other ros' stories and settings planned out
S0 it's just a matter of writing it. if i set aside a day for each ro, i should theoretically have this done in
time for my anniversary on the 24th. and if i have it done earlier, iI'll release it on here for early access.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).
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how many weeks will i say that i don't have much to report here? i don't know. i want to say this is the
last week but with the twine build and now the anniversary special, this is taking the backburner—again.

in other news, i'm comfortable enough with this story to perhaps do some character introductions, so if
you're on my midnight tier expect those sometime this month!! if i have time this week, i think i'm going
to try and work on the twine build for this story a bit, but i'll have to see if i end up having time for it. let's
hope.

SNEAK PEEK.

A long stretch of silence follows. A can almost feel [name] falling asleep on the other line. They
have a vision of draping a blanket over [them] and kissing [their] forehead goodnight before
they shake it off.

— taken from the upcoming anniversary special.

update 07.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

let's start how i did last week, which is with twine. for this week, i finished the import of chapter three (!!)
and moved on to a tiny bit of chapter four. i would have gotten further in—i literally copied like, two
sentences—nbut i had other things to do this week. namely, the anniversary special.

whatever remaining pieces of A's story i had left were finished, as well as both Blane and K's stories. if
I'm writing things involving all five ros, i tend to go in order—that is, A, Blane, N, K and Rylan; for some
reason, this has become the default list in my head—nbut for this, i'm simply going with whoever's story i
feel like writing. between N and Rylan, i'm not sure whose story i'm doing next, but i have both stories
plotted in my head so it shouldn't be too difficult. fingers crossed. earlier tonight, i also imported both A's
and Blane's stories into twine so aside from another edit or two, those are good to go for launch.

i'm not doing anything for valentine's day, so i think people will be pleasantly surprised with this special
—Blane's and K's stories especially. you're used to seeing bits of affection and fluster from the other
three ros, but these two are constantly guarded. Blane's story allows you to see what happens in their
head as their crush evolves and K's story, since they're more perceptive, gives you a glimpse of how
they react and deal with having feelings. i know i tend to write angst with these two, which, fair enough
considering that's the bulk of their routes, but the stories i've written are more on the lighthearted side. i
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didn't want to bog people down with a sad ending, so i hope people are satisfied. as much as there can
be angst and pain with these two, it all works out and i want to remind people of that.

i'm on a time crunch to finish this by the 24th, but i really want to upload it early for patreon. so, if i can
manage it, the anniversary special will go live on the 17th for the midnight tier, and on the 19th for the
twilight tier.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

onto my side wip: for once, i think i did exactly what i said i wanted to do. with a bunch of projects
requiring writing or editing, i've been reluctant to start writing my side wip so i turned to the ui instead. i
had a good chunk done before the beginning of the week but now, it's pretty much done aside from
adjusting little things like light mode and dialogue boxes. it's both similar and different to the ui for when
twilight strikes. it uses some of the same elements, but if i'm being honest, i think i might like this one
more. still, i'm proud of them both and i can't wait to reveal it (publicly) one day. for now, i'll be sharing a
sneak peek of it on the midnight tier later this week so stay tuned.

for next week, i think i'll be too busy with the midnight hours stuff to focus on this, but if i can, i want to
continue fixing up the ui and fleshing out the world in my word doc (which i've probably mentioned too
many times at this point). my plan is to finish the twine port for when twilight strikes and take that off my
plate before starting to write this story, so hopefully, i'll get to it within the next month or so. i'm on break
for school next week so i should have extra time to get some things done.

SNEAK PEEK.

It's involuntary, the way their gaze slices over to look at [name]. It's happened too often lately.
It's almost like they're attuned to [them], everywhere they go Blane can’t help but glance over.

— taken from the upcoming anniversary special.

anniversary special is live!

Feb 17, 2022

early access to my one-year anniversary game is live!!l each story is just over two thousand words each,
with the total word count coming to about eleven thousand. while unfortunately, the stories are linear
with one to two choices in each, you'll be able to customize your hunter's name and pronouns, as well
as all of the ros'.

the game can be found here and the password is "itsherbirthday." enjoy <33
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melodies. [n alves]

synopsis: after sneaking down to play the lobby's piano, N is caught off guard by the hunter.

note: so sorry it's been so long since the last drabble. i've been focusing on so many things i
didn't have time to write, but i promise you'll get one more for Rylan before the month ends.
this is also written with the mindset that the hunter doesn't know how to play piano, so if yours
does, just pretend <3

When N needs to wind down, they tend to reach for music. It's been their escape for as long as they can
remember. Some people find an outlet in writing, others in art, but for N, pouring their feelings out into
the notes and melodies of a song works best.

Theoretically, they shouldn’t be here.

It's nearly seven and everyone is supposed to come by N’s apartment for their monthly get-together, but
instead of preparing, N has snuck down to the building’s piano. They wouldn't have to do this if they had
their own, but until they can afford it—and figure out where the hell they'd put it—the lobby will have to
do. Besides, the staff never seem to mind it. It's a public instrument after all, and since N can actually
play, compared to some of the people who... attempt to, it sounds much more pleasant than someone
pressing random keys.

In all honesty, there’s not much to complain about when it comes to atmospheric music—unless it's
being played in the dead of the night, of course.

Eyes closed, N’s fingers glide over the keys, playing a song they know by heart: Clocks by Coldplay. It
was one of the first songs they’d heard on piano—and one that helped them fall in love with the
instrument in the first place.

It's easy to lose yourself in the music when you play. Even if you’ve memorized the song, your brain is
still focused on something. For N, it's often the feelings created by the song.

As much as they adore the melody, Clocks always makes them feel... sad, in some ways. Playing
things that remind them of their childhood often does that. There’s a bitter taint to everything, a
sorrowness despite the hope.
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N is so lost in the music that they don’t realize someone is watching until the song ends. When their
fingers hit the last note, the clap startles them.

“That was beautiful,” you compliment.

N whirls around so quickly they think they get whiplash. “[name], | didn’t realize you were here.”

“I tried my best to be quiet. | didn’t want to interrupt you.”

“Right.” N winces, trying to recall the conversation. “Uh, thank you, by the way. I'm glad you liked it.”

“Of course. | wouldn't have said that if | didn't.”

For a moment, N doesn’t know why you're here. But then it hits them. They're sure the dumbfounded
realization is clear on their face—they've never had much of a poker face.

“Is it seven already?”

“A couple of minutes past.” Your smile is kind, forgiving in a way that washes away any of N's worries. “I
was running a little late because of traffic and the group chat said you weren’t home so, | figured the
piano must have been you.”

“You know me so well.”

“We've only known each other for months now.” You step forward, either not noticing how N takes a
sudden inhale at the movement or choosing to ignore it. For their sake, they hope it's the former. “Do
you have that memorized? You didn’t use any sheet music.”

“I don’t know how to read it,” N admits. “I taught myself how to play so my methods are a little...
abstract. | mostly play by ear.”

They shift so that you get a better view. “It's not as hard as it looks. A piano has twelve notes and eighty-
eight keys in total. Once you figure out what they all are, you study the most common scales and
chords. When you have that down, you can pretty much...”

N trails off the moment they look back at you, who’s looking at them with a soft admiration.

“What is it?”

“You're adorable.”

N doesn’t think they heard you right. Their heart just about sinks into the ground, butterflies erupting in
their stomach as a replacement.

You laugh at their silent reaction. “The piano, you teaching me the basics? It's cute.”



“l probably shouldn’t have given you so much detail for someone who only asked if | memorized a
song,” N replies. They wince again, if only to cover up how much their heart is pounding. Being called
both adorable and cute in the span of seconds by someone they like is not, in fact, good for their health.

“I like hearing what people are passionate about.” You offer them another smile before checking your
phone, likely texting the group chat. “Maybe next time when we’re not late to somewhere, you can tell
me more.”

With N’s phone now facing upwards on the piano, they can see every missed call and text message. But
the group can wait a moment longer. For now, all N does is sink into your eyes and smile, hoping you
see how much they’d want this.

“I'd love that.”

“Good,” you reply. “We can figure out a day we’re both free on the way up.”

N doesn’t think there’s a moment they've left the piano feeling lighter than they do now.

update 08.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

it feels like forever since i last did one of these but in reality, it's only been the standard week. weird. part
of it is probably because i did so much this week. as most of you know, i recently published an
anniversary special with early release on patreon. a few of you have already expressed that you
enjoyed reading it which makes me so happy! i spent a good chunk of my time working on that so it
means a lot.

this also means, however, that for chapter seven was more limited. regardless, i did sit down yesterday
and tonight and finally, finally got some writing in for it. the last time i'd open that doc was sometime in
january, which tells you how long it's been. i had to do a bit of a read back to see what i'd already said
and didn't, but it wasn't that hard to get back into the groove of it. i have an entire outline of the chapter
planned but a lot of the introduction to Mirai is me winging it, which is why i got a little confused.

speaking of, i've talked before about how much i adore Mirai but 'll say it again: she's amazing. my goal
with writing her is to make her come off as a nonchalant type of danger, the kind that makes your palms
sweat and results in you holding your breath as you wait to see what her reaction will be. so far, i think
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I've achieved that, but i'm not far into the chapter yet so i'll have to see if i can keep it up. i have a week
off from school this week (still homework though, rip) so hopefully, i'll have tons of time to write.

another thing that will probably be interesting to explore in this chapter is K's dynamic with Mirai. K is
someone that has yet to interact with many side characters yet. you've only seen them with Quinn, so
it'll be nice to introduce someone else into the mix and illustrate how they can be when they're
comfortable around someone. i wouldn't describe K and Mirai as friends by any means, but when you're
an immortal and are as powerful as the two of them are, you tend to keep in touch with one another—
even if you don't choose to.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

yeah, didn't touch this one. i did want to add this bit in here though because i think i'm going to do one to
two character introductions a week and then reveal the plot of my next wip. all of this will of course be
before any of it is posted on tumblr so for those in the midnight tier, you'll be getting a first-hand glimpse.

STATS.

e 228,643 words (+ 1.8k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.
SNEAK PEEK.

“Yes,” Mirai answers. Her pronunciation exaggerates the length of the word. With her blank
stare and the slight curl of her lip, she looks like a predator examining her prey. “Here you are.
| hope you don’t plan on wasting my time anymore than you have.”

— taken from chapter 07.



CHAPTER 07.

“Mo,” [Mirai] agrees, flashing a brief and dead smile, "but that's the point.
Don't get toe comfortable here. You may have power elsewhere but right now,
you're only here because | allow it. I'm informed of every person that walks
through my doors. | eould have escorted you out befere you even got a glimpse around.”

“I'm offended,” K deadpans. With that dry tone, they sound the farthest thing frem it.

Mirai‘s shoots them a leck. Though it's again full of annoyance,
something about the familiarity of them knowing each other eases the expression.

WHEN
TWILIGHT ‘
STRIKES

k & mirai.

update 09.

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

hi hi!! i'm going to write this super quickly because i have a lot to do tomorrow, so i'll start with twine. i
first wanted to get this out in january, and then february, and now i'm thinking maybe march. indecisive, i
know.

but here's my problem: if i do that, I'll need to stop writing completely and spend all my time working on
the build—and i don't want to do that. so for anyone who's wondering, i don't know when this is coming
out. it'll be in spring for sure and hopefully, because i'm working on chapter seven at the same time, it
won't be a long wait for that afterward. i think i'd rather do this than have a long wait in between both, so
i hope that's okay. i get anxious thinking about how long it's been since i last updated, but i've been
trying my best and i know that. there's not much else i can do.
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as for what i did, i'm currently still on chapter four working on Rylan's break-in scene. working on the
twine build isn't particularly hard, per se, but it's extremely draining. it's a bunch of copying and pasting
and reading over old sentences for grammatical errors and word choices. there's little escapism in it
other than a mindless task for me to do if i'm not in the mood for writing, so sometimes i struggle with it.
regardless, i don't regret my move to twine and can't wait for the release date.

as for chapter seven, i somehow spent the entire week writing one choice set? granted, it's over two
thousand words long, but by the time i finished, i didn't ever want to write about the topic again. with five
ros to accompany you to meet Mirai, i had to account for flavour texts for each, as well as what
individual hunters would say based on personality traits and stats. i love how personalized this makes
the game, but sometimes it's a bit tedious.

I just wrote the final bits for the scene today—where Mirai asks you why you think she should hear you
out—and will be moving onto the second scene later this week—in which the hunter explains the
situation. after that, i only have one or two more choice sets planned in this ‘act’ which is super exciting.
there are about five in this chapter so getting even one done will be a huge relief. the first act has fewer
interactions between the hunter and the ros, which is likely why i'm slogging through it. i've grown really
used to the ros and their individual voices that speaking with other characters takes me more time to get
comfortable. acts four and five, however, will be a lot of hunter x ro so those should be a breeze.
genuinely can't wait to show sneak peeks from those.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

at this point, i might as well take this section out because i barely ever have time to work on it lol. i'll get
there eventually.

STATS.

e 231,758 words (+ 3.2k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

Meeting [Mirai]'s eyes, | declare, “Because a hunter being desperate for your help is more
entertaining than your next vampire client whining about their problems.”

“And what's to say you won’'t whine about your problems?” [she] counters. “Whining is still
whining, regardless of who it comes from.”

— taken from chapter 07.

shivers. [rylan villanueval]
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synopsis: Rylan and the hunter come back from a late-night out.

When Rylan first showed up on your doorstep on a random Thursday night, they weren’t expecting
anything. If you'd turned them away, they would have winked and saluted a goodbye, brushed it off like
they usually did. But you didn't.

Instead, you asked what they were doing there and, with some surprise, they’d replied that they were
bored and wanted some fun. After some back and forth, they managed to get you to grab a coat and
leave with them on an evening adventure.

The thing with Rylan is that they never plan things out. When they showed up all those months ago,
they had no idea what they were doing. The two of you walked around until one of you saw something
of interest and pointed it out.

The routine is still the same today, except, Rylan feels like they try... harder, these days. Harder to
impress you. Harder to make sure you're having a good time and that these Thursday traditions are
something you actually want to do, rather than something you feel like you're obligated to.

Rylan glances over at you now, licking ice cream from a cone with a content expression.

“Is it good?”

“When is ice cream never not good?” you counter. You beam at them before going in for another taste.
The smile sends a shiver down Rylan’s spine.

“When it's warm,” Rylan teases. They laugh at the sudden change in your expression, escaping your
glare as they sprint ahead of you and begin to walk backward.

“How would you know? Have you tried it?”

“Only a psychopath would willingly eat warm ice cream.”

“Maybe I'll try it just to spite you.”

“Be my guest,” Rylan laughs. Changing topics, they continue, “So, on a scale of one to ten, how was
tonight? Better than last week?”

You take a thoughtful taste of your ice cream. “I don’t know if you'll ever top last week.”
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Last week was one of the rare occasions where Rylan actually had something in mind. They'd seen a
poster for fireworks in Central Park and took you there without explanation. The two of you had eaten
more food than Rylan had ever eaten before laying down in the grass for the show.

And though the fireworks were pretty... you were prettier. They spent a good chunk of time staring at
you, watching as the lights illuminated your features and how the joy brightened your eyes so that every
time you went to point something out, you looked like you were glowing.

“I have to,” Rylan replies. “I can’t have a firework show be my peak.”

“We'll see about that.”

Rylan turns around, falling back into place beside you. “How’s this? Next week, we go to an arcade and
we win each other giant plushies. They'll be so big we can barely carry them home.”

“And where will | put that, exactly?”

“In your living room of course. Every time you pass it, you'll think of me. Think of it as a memento.”

It takes a while for the words to register, but when they do, you give Rylan a slow smile. The period in-
between consisted of you staring at them, breath hitched and your heartbeat skipping a beat. If Rylan
didn’t have supernatural hearing, they’d think they said something wrong.

But maybe, it was just right.
“Sounds like you already have it all planned out.”

“Only for you,” Rylan answers. Usually, they'd plaster on a grin after delivering such a flirtation, but
tonight, there’s too much truth in their words for them to fake a smile. What comes upon them instead is
a soft smile, one that’s hesitant and shy and not at all like them.

But it's true. Because there’s no one else they’d do this for.

You don’t have a response to that, so the two of you walk the next few seconds in silence. You're about
five blocks from your apartment when Rylan catches you shiver out of the corner of their eye. Without
even thinking about it, they pull out a hat from their pocket. They’d stuffed it there ages ago, but since it
messes their hair up, they never wear it.

For Rylan, fashion comes before warmth.

They step in front of you and you, startled, stop in your tracks, giving them ample time to place the hat
on your head.

“You should bundle up better, hunter. Humans get cold so easily,” they remark. They finish adjusting the
garment and shift their eyes to meet your gaze, but whatever they were expecting, it isn't this.



The look you're giving them practically sends them over the edge. It's almost like you're seeing right
through them. Your eyes are wide, your lips parted. You're staring at Rylan like you've never seen them
before.

Rylan gulps. “Dress warmer next time, will you?”

You nod, eyes darting between theirs as if you're not sure where to look. “I will. And if you win me a
plushie, it can keep me warm as we walk back.”

“l better not lose then.”
“No, you better not.”

Neither of you mentions the arcade for the rest of the way back.

drabble vote.

Mar 2, 2022

this is the order i'll be using to post drabbles throughout march and april :))

a devereux

blane rekner

n alves

k de vries

rylan villanueva

30 votes total

update 10.

Mar 6, 2022


https://www.patreon.com/posts/drabble-vote-63275043
https://www.patreon.com/posts/drabble-vote-63275043
https://www.patreon.com/posts/update-10-60918647
https://www.patreon.com/posts/update-10-60918647

RAMBLE (WHEN TWILIGHT STRIKES).

S0, super excited to say that i made decent progress on both the twine and writing fronts this week. i
wanted to finish my import for chapter four today but i think it's more realistic if i say it'll be done by the
middle of this week. the only reason it's taken so long is that it's not only a matter of copying and
pasting, but also making grammatical changes and rewriting sentences i feel weirdly about.

for example, i did end up changing some of what A says to the hunter if they are “forced into" finding
Caine. it's less harsh this time and they seem a lot more sympathetic, which is more fitting to their
character. if you choose this route, in chapter six before you enter the club there's a scene that allows
you to forgive them (if you didn't choose to be paired with them, a mirror scene will come in chapter
eight). i did get an ask about this section asking if i could add more options, which i will do, but i'm
thinking that if you choose to not forgive them at all, i'll lock you out of their romance route. it just doesn't
make sense for them to want to date the hunter if they know the hunter still holds a grudge.

onto chapter seven, i'm pleased to say that i've moved onto the second act. i'm excited to write this one
mostly because it really shows off who Mirai is. in this act, she asks to speak to the hunter alone—
though it's more of a statement than a request. i haven't gotten far into it yet, but i've written the part
about the ro checking with the hunter to see if everything is okay before they leave. it's a really nice
scene and while not necessarily romantic, it really shows how they feel about the hunter, especially for
Blane and K. it illustrates that they aren't just callous assholes and can be considerate when they want
to, which is something i've wanted to show for a while.

goals for next week include getting past this act so i can move onto the next one, aka my favourite and
what i'm anticipating most for this chapter. i'll reveal more about it when i get to it, but i think most
people who play my game will be wanting this act the most.

RAMBLE (SECRET PROJECT).

okay, update on this section, i'm going to move it to the midnight tier and make progress posts when i
actually have something to update on. it feels like a waste having it here since all i say is "yeah didn't do
anything" Imfao. i assure you, i'm still working on this just as much as i am when twilight strikes.

STATS.

e 234,170 words (+ 2.59k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

Still, Blane lingers like they want my confirmation to leave. It's so jarring to see them so
considerate that I'm frozen, but when my mind catches up, | nod. Eyes dart across my face
before | hear footsteps fade behind me.

— taken from chapter 07.



sunrise. [n alves]

Mar 8, 2022

synopsis: N and the hunter wake up together after a long night.

When the sun creeps through the cracks of N's window, they begin to wake up. They’re groggy from the
events of the night before, where the two of you had jumped around in their living room blasting music
and singing from the top of your lungs, but once they awake, there’s no going back to sleep for them.

Last night felt like a fever dream, and for a moment, they almost wonder if it even happened. But
glancing at your figure beside them, they know it did.

They'll never get used to the sight of waking up beside you. The first time you slept in the same bed,
they didn’t want to wake you up. They stared at you for longer than they probably should have, eyes
tracing your features as if pressing them in their memory. They must have fallen asleep at some point
because the next thing they knew, they were opening their eyes to the sight of you staring back at them.

They’d smiled and you had smiled back.

N thinks about that moment often, but they no longer have to wait weeks or months to experience it
again.

They stare at you now, peacefully sleeping with soft breaths coming out of your nose. Saturdays are
supposed to be days where you sleep in, but the sun will wake you up sooner or later; N’s blinds can
only do so much.

Reaching out, N trails their finger on your forearm. They watch as goosebumps form on your skin at
their touch, a smile touching their lips at the sight. They aren’t drawing anything in particular—they just
like the feeling.

A soft groan falls from your mouth as you squeeze your eyes shut, trying to preserve the little bit of
darkness there is left.

N’s finger trails up to your bare shoulder, making loops on the skin there before slowly inching towards
upwards. You're pretending to be asleep now, but N doesn’t mind. Their finger traces your jugular and
then rests at its final destination on your lips.

Your eyes fly open at that, but before you can say anything, N cups your jaw and gives you a light kiss.
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“Good morning,” they greet, voice raspy from first use.

“I have morning breath. At least let me brush my teeth first,” you complain, scrunching up your nose.
You swat N away and they laugh, pressing their forehead to your arm, sending vibrations through you
from their movement.

“But what if | want a good morning kiss?”

“Then you'll have to wait.”

N fakes a pout at that. The both of you know you're not leaving the warm bed anytime soon, but you
play the charade anyway.

“Can | do this at least?” N asks. You look confused for a moment, but N shows you what they mean a
moment later when they press a kiss to your cheek. Your eyes widen, your hand reaching up to touch
the place where they touched.

“You're impatient.”

“Because | like you.”

The words fall off their tongue so easily. The nerves they’d felt when they first began to like you would
have prevented them from doing anything but fumbling, but now, the grin that they make every time they
see you comes with a surge of confidence.

You attempt a frown. “Cheater.”

“Is that so bad?” N questions.

Your eyes dart across their face. N never breaks eye contact with you, watching as you study them.
After a long silence, you shake your head. “No.”

“Good.” N leans forward as if to kiss you again but pulls back just before you can touch. Laughing at
your annoyance, they pull off their blankets to go to the bathroom. “Be patient, you can get your kisses
after | brush my teeth.”

“Traitor.”

It's safe to say that when you were both freshened up, N had to give you more than one kiss to make up
for their behaviour.



CHAPTER 07.

| won't be the one to break the silence, so | watch Mirai as she gets up from
her throne. Again, her steps are calculated, as if she spent her time watching
me and [pair] confer plotting out which tiles she's going to walk on.

"Caine Atheron, what an interesting choice of a subject,” she muses.

In a rare oceurrence, she's not looking at me but rather, the wall. “I'm not surprised
he's missing. If it were te happen to anyone, it'd be him. Hard to narrow down a
list of suspects when he has so many enemies, but hare you are.

You've found a thread. It's almeost admirable.”

WHEN
TWILIGHT ‘
STRIKES

alone with mirai.

update 11.

RAMBLE.

apologies for the somewhat late update, we had daylight savings here in canada and it's seriously
messed up my sleep schedule.

onto what i did, chapter four's upload onto twine was a success! i'm now two chapters and a bunch of
codex entries away from finally, finally posting it publicly and giving it to you guys. i'm entering the period
of school where things are starting to pile up, but hopefully, i'll be able to get to chapter five sooner than
later and finish those up. chapter six will probably be the worst to code but it'll be a reward when i'm
finished.

for chapter seven, i got extremely close to finishing act two. i stayed up until three am last night writing,
but eventually got tired and went to sleep. there's so little left that i'm certain half an hour of writing
tonight will be enough for me to finish it, and then i'm onto the scenes. the scenes i've been wanting to
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write since i thought of them at two am. again, it's one of those things that you can play with all five ros
and get different reactions, which is always super fun, so i hope it convinces you to play more than one
route. i'm still figuring out how this scene will work with K, since they're still in their 'leave me alone i
hate all of you' phase, but i promise i'll be fun for everyone.

i am a bit upset about leaving mirai behind, however. she'll definitely make appearances in the future,
but she was so fun to write that no longer having long conversations with her for the rest of the chapter
is bittersweet.

i don't know if i've mentioned it before, but acts three and four are basically the same act except they're
part of a branch. so once act two ends, you have the option to do one or the other, which is always more
work to write but so satisfying when it all comes together. i'm working on act three next, which has the ro
scenes so if you're on the twilight tier or higher, be on the lookout for some sneak peeks later this
month. i know i have a decent way to go, but honestly, the more i think about it the more i think the twine
build and chapter seven will go up within a month of each other. they're going to be super close.
hopefully that makes up for the long break lol.

STATS.

e 237,914 words (+ 3.74Kk)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

She spares me a glance, eyes so blank it’s frightening. “I've known Caine Atheron for longer
than you have and | can assure you he’s had more than nine lives. Is that fair, hunter?”

| stare at her. She’s taken my words and run in a completely different direction than | thought
the conversation would go.

Seeing me speechless, Mirai smiles. It does nothing to add light to those already dead eyes.

— taken from chapter 07.



CHAPTER 07.

Rylan frowns, tilting their head to listen. Whan they come up with nething, they
slowly poke their head above the countertop to double check. Unconsciously, | feel
myself doing the same.

Big mistake. The person is still here. And, as if the scene is playing in
slow motion, they begin to turn in our direction.

CHOICES:
- Let [pair] pull you back. [v]
- Pull [pair] back. [v]
- Duck and signal [pair] te stay hidden.

WHEN
TWILIGHT ‘
STRIKES

close proximity trope? close proximity trope.

Mar 18, 2022

i use Rylan as an example, but note that this choice will appear regardless of who you chose to enter
the VIP room. you will not, however, be able to pull K back as it would be extremely out of character for
them and they'd dislike it more than feel butterflies over it.

update 12.

Mar 20, 2022

RAMBLE.

this has been a weird week. i went full steam during the first part of the week and then by the second, i
was bogged down by a lot of homework and found myself (unfortunately) prioritizing school over writing.
i wish i could say otherwise, but alas, here we are.

for twine, i'm still chipping away at chapter five. i got a bit done yesterday when i needed a mindless
task, but again, things like these take time. it's extremely time-consuming. i almost wish i had started
with twine first instead of choicescript but i know my non-tech-savvy brain would not have been able to
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handle that Imao. for a better understanding of where i'm at, i plan on powering through K's scene next
week and possibly Rylan's if i find the time, but that's optimistic.

for chapter seven... i've hit a block. well, sort of. i wrote the beginning parts of the first branch scene
this week and set up the outline for it, but as i got further in, i realized i didn't really like it. it honestly just
felt like filler, which i hate. every scene and every line that's ever said should contribute to the story in
some way. it doesn't have to be plot, but it should at the very least give you a glimpse of a character's
personality, show off their development or at least connect to something that will happen in the future. i
only wrote about 600 words for it, so thankfully it wasn't a lot of work lost, but i'm back to the drawing
board. i did get an idea immediately after that feels a lot better, however, so it's not like i'm completely in
the dark.

the problem (so to say) with this new scene i've thought of is that it requires a different conversation for
each of the ros. this, of course, means more writing, and if someone doesn't end up going through
multiple routes, a 'shorter' chapter despite the seemingly long word count. i never mind all these tiny
branches since it helps customize the story so much, but it does get tedious sometimes. i'd rather you
wait for a product that i'm proud of, however, so let's all hope it turns out well.

finally, while on the topic of writing, i also made a little progress on the close proximity scenes i've been
hinting at for ages. it's not even now that the scene happens, but i got ahead of myself and decided to
write a bit anyway. so far, so good. there's already what i think is a cute flirtation towards the beginning
of the chapter so this really seals the deal with the romance for now. it's difficult finding a balance of
giving too much and giving too little, but i think i'm doing okay for now. occasionally i want to give you
much more than i should, but i rein it in; that's what drabbles are for.

STATS.

241,361 words (+3.45k)

* includes word count from chapter seven only.

SNEAK PEEK.

“I've always wanted to [redacted],” Rylan jokes.

I’'m surprised. “You mean you haven’'t done it before?”

They grin. “Each time is a different experience, darling. Keep up.”

— taken from chapter 07.

contacts. [k de vries]
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synopsis: you didn't think late-night phone calls were only reserved for A, did you?

Loneliness isn’'t supposed to be personified, but over the years, that's what K found themself doing. It
was a spirit that roamed the earth alongside K, curled up beside them as they drifted to sleep, stood by
their side in their darkest times. When K had no one, loneliness was there to pick up their pieces.

It's paradoxical, but it's the only way they can describe it.

With the introduction of Rylan and their misfit group of hunters, however, K has found that it visits them
less. Loneliness comes and goes, but when it threatens to stay, Rylan is the one who chases it away.
Well, Rylan and you.

K is loathed to admit it. They don't like relying on others.

They can settle for needing Rylan to keep them company sometimes—though they'd never admit it;
Rylan’s ego is as big as it is—but throwing you in the mix... not good. Because it's not merely your

company that K craves, but your presence. The very essence of you, from the simple notes of your
voice to the scent that is slowly become as familiar to K as their own fragrance.

How nauseating.

K glances over as their phone starts ringing. It's nearly the dead of the night but of course, someone has
to be bothering them. They sigh and lean over to read the caller ID, ready to press the declinebutton
when they hesitate.

They've never known what to save you under. You were once named as ‘Rylan’s Friend’ in their phone,
which was promptly changed to ‘The Hunter.” A and Blane were saved under ‘Quarrelling Lover #1’ and
‘Quarrelling Lover #2', while N was saved under ‘Non-Annoying Hunter,” so it was easy to distinguish
who you were.

As everyone else’s name stayed relatively the same, however, your name eventually changed. Again
and again and again. After ‘The Hunter’ it was your first initial. That confused K whenever you popped
up on their screen, so they changed it to your name. But then that felt too personal.

Seeing your name on the caller ID sent a weird wave of emotions through K every time they saw it, so
they changed it to ‘Do Not Answer.’

Do not answer, because if they did, K would fall deeper into the hole they were digging for themself. Do
not answer, because if they did, K would break their promise of not getting attached to anyone. Do not
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answer, because if they did, they might figure out what that weird wave of emotions actually was—and
they know themself well enough to know they wouldn’t like it.

You're still saved under ‘Do Not Answer,’ but the words don't do much other than making K feel guilty for
picking up. It's what they’ve conditioned themself to feel, but it's an addiction. You're a drug that they
cannot rid themself of. K has done drugs in the past, but they know that you’ll do more irreparable
damage than any substance they’ve ever tried.

Rarely does this knowledge stop them.

“Why are you up?” K says in greeting.

You pause, slightly shocked that K even answered, they suppose. In your defence, the last couple of
times you called, K stared at the caller ID for so long that you ended up giving up.

“I couldn’t sleep,” you reply. “Why are you up?”

“Which answer do you want to hear?”

“Any.”

K thinks about it for a moment. Of course, they can't tell you the truth, so they’ll have to settle for
something else. Not a lie, but a diversion. “I was thinking about tomorrow. | have to run an errand that
I've been avoiding.”

“I didn’t think you were the kind to procrastinate.” K can practically see your arched eyebrow.

“I'm not, but | try not to go there unless | have to. It's... complicated.”

There’s a pause. “Do you want me to come? | can go after work.”

“I don’t think they’d like the idea of me bringing a hunter,” K responds dryly. Some part of them
acknowledges how kind it is for you to offer tagging along even after a long day of work, but if they're
going to spend time with you, it won’t be during one of their deals.

That's a separate part of their life.

“Probably not,” you agree. K hears shuffling on the other line—probably you sinking into your pillows
and blankets. “How long will you be gone?”

“I don’t know. It's on the other side of the city.”

“Oh.”

Another stretch of silence. K should just hang up here, save you the pain of the awkward conversation
and them the chance of ending up talking to you all night. Just when they’re about to suggest it,



however, you sigh.

“Can you tell me something? Just so | can drift off?”

“That bad?”

“Yeah.”

K hesitates. There’s still an out here. They could suggest you listen to some music, turn on a playlist
composed solely of the soft sounds of rain—but instead, their mind is trying to decide what they should
tell you.

“I lived in Paris for a time,” K starts. Again, that wave of guilt hits them, but they ignore it as they settle
into their bed. “I was younger, more impressionable, and more naive. The supernaturals are more
entwined with human life there, which | saw a challenge.”

They hear your breathing as they continue on, rambling about their life and the experiences. You never
say anything, but K likes that better. It makes them feel safer to admit things. That should scare them,
but it's easier when they don’t have to see your face.

They know you're asleep when your breathing turns steady and you don’t respond to their soft calls. K
stares at their phone and the runtime of your call. They stare at the contact they’ve saved for you at the
top of their screen and sigh, hanging up and swiping it away.

They need a new name for you.

update 13.

RAMBLE.

usually, people start with the bad news when they have two announcements to make, so i'll start with
that. basically, i had a rough start to the week. i didn't say it last week but i was honestly stressed about
the content of chapter seven, specifically the scene i was working on as i had no idea what to write in
it. i said i had an idea but when i wrote it, none of it made sense and i hated it all, so i scrapped it. it's in
my 'scraps’ document, sitting there for what will probably be the rest of eternity. long story short: i cut
about three thousand words. i posted this on tumblr but truly, it had to be done. i feel better without
them, which is great, but it does mean i was put behind in terms of progress, which... isn't so great.
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that being said, there is good news: aka i figured out what the fuck i'm doing and what i'm writing isn't in
fact, being scrapped because i actually like it. there are still going to be branches of different dialogue
depending on which ro you chose to accompany you, but i don't think i'm going to have any choices in
those scenes. if i do, it won't be for everyone. each ro talks about something different alluding to their
background, character, or arc, so some things are topics that can be commented on and others are
just... 'oh" moments. i actually feel N's and Rylan's are the most interesting so we'll see what everyone
thinks.

also, this isn't the purpose, but i do hope this encourages people to play all the routes, or at least,
attempt to. there's a lot of content you get about each character if you choose to constantly spend time
with them.

i'm working on the scene now and hope to be done by next week, with five ros and different reactions
for each of the choices, things add up. it's the only reason i'm moving so slow. if i have five choices, i
have to write twenty-five variations. not fun. but also, extremely gratifying,

for twine, i got a little farther than i thought i would, which is wonderful. K's scene is imported and i got
through a bit of Rylan's. that'll be done by next week as well as (hopefully) the two's joint dinner scene.
after this, it's the rest of chapter five, all of six, and then writing the codex entries and it's good to go!
and grammar checks, of course, but we don't talk about that.

STATS.

242,803 words (+1.45Kk)

* includes both the deletion of content and addition.

SNEAK PEEK.

A hums, taking a step further in. Their eyes dart over my face, scanning my expression and
body language. | have no doubt it was the first thing they looked for when they walked in, but |
guess they wanted to give me the courtesy of not being instantly bombarded with questions.

— taken from chapter 07.

catch 22. [blane rekner]

synopsis: Blane is in a bit of a predicament, and it may or may not involve you.
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note: a different drabble from what i usually write, but it's what i was in the mood for so it's
what you're getting haha. i hope you enjoy regardless <3

How many times will Blane have to repeat to themself that they hate you until it finally becomes true? If
it was a hundred, they’d already be at that point. If it's a thousand, they’re working toward that next. If
it's more... well, Blane worries they might be out of time. Out of time before they have to accept that it's
not true at all.

Because out of all the people they hate the most, it's themself.

Blane hates themself because everyone else does. And everyone hates them because they hate
themself. It's a never-ending cycle, a loop that makes sense to no one other than Blane. Even then,
sometimes it doesn't.

Sometimes Blane lays in their bed, staring at the ceiling waiting for the world to crush them and
everything beneath them to come crumbling down. Sometimes Blane ignores the calls from N and
presses their eyes shut, wondering if tomorrow will finally be the day that this feeling goes away.
Sometimes Blane thinks about what they’re doing with their life and can’t breathe, panicking, panicking,
panicking until they drift off in shivers.

Everything is so stupid. From an outside perspective, the solution is simple: stop being an asshole. Stop
treating everyone so poorly and maybe you'll find yourself happier as a cause of it.

But that’s a catch twenty-two.

Blane had a horrible upbringing and an even worse childhood. They never think about it anymore, but
the past isn’t always just the past. Sometimes it's the present, sometimes it's even the future. If Blane
could shed that part of them, they would, but they can't.

It'd be like ripping off their own skin.

They’ve pushed through life with all the strength they can, reinforcing their heart with steel,
strengthening their defences so that nothing would hurt them. Ruining relationships with others before
they can even start, making everyone hate them so they won’t have to deal with the heartbreak of the
fallout in the future, is part of that plan.

But just when Blane thought they were invincible, they met you.

The fucking bane of their existence.

Deep down, Blane knows you’ve done nothing wrong. You had little to no choice in being Caine’s
favourite, just as Blane had little to no choice in being Caine’s least favourite.

You'’re a victim just as much as they are, if you can even call it that.



If they’re honest with themself, they couldn’t care less about positions. You're a good hunter, a great
one, even. Blane knows that you got to where you are because of skill, not because Caine randomly
decided to place you at the top one day.

And that'’s fine.

But everyone needed a reason for why Blane was so snappish and they decided that this was it. That it
was you that they hated and the Rankings and the unfairness of the department inner circle.

They weren't entirely wrong.

Blane dislikes you, but it's not for the reasons that everyone thinks.

Blane dislikes you because when you walk into a room, their gaze immediately goes to you.

Blane dislikes you because when they come into work, you're the first thing that comes to mind.
Whether you're in or not, whether you were injured on your hunt, whether the two of you will cross paths
today.

Blane dislikes you because when they wake up in the middle of the night, it's because they were
dreaming about your lips. Your kiss. Your hand clasping theirs and your arm brushing theirs. Your legs
intertwining and your smile widening because you saw them enter the room.

Blane dislikes you because they don't at all.

N would tell them to just drop their charade, to show everyone who they’ve shown N—the person who
isn’t an asshole but merely someone sensitive who, in retaliation, keeps their walls way too high—but
it's not so simple.

As much as Blane hates hiding, they hate feeling hurt more. They’ve felt enough of that for a lifetime, so
if this is the sacrifice they need to make to never feel it again, so be it.

One day, things will change and they’ll stop seeing you every day. You'll transfer or they will, you'll get
different jobs, live different lives. You'll live in different cities, perhaps even countries. Blane will no
longer have the arrow in their heart slowly threatening to break their defences open.

Everything will be okay.

When they learn to dissolve the feelings they’ve begun to develop, everything will be okay.

update 14.
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WHAT I DID.

i don't have a lot to say this week, which is both good and bad i suppose. my mental health hasn't been
doing great which is why this update is a lot later than i usually post them, but i didn't want to leave you
hanging.

twine is going smoothly. so smoothly that i thought i was going to finish all of chapter five yesterday if i
had been up for it. unfortunately, my mind was not in the headspace for that. good news is that i promise
it'll be finished by this week. i might give myself a bit of a break to do codex entries afterward, but rest
assured that the twine build coming this month. i can't wait to finally press publish on it.

chapter seven is going smoothly too. alas, there's not much to say about it since so much of my time
was taken up by variations. one set of choices alone reached over two thousand words, simply because
i had to account for each of the ros' reactions. it took me a while to power through all of those, but it
captures a wide range of reactions for the hunter which i think will allow for customization.

in between writing those, however, since i apparently can't focus on one thing for too long, i wrote
Blane's solo scene that comes directly after the choice set, which is there the sneak peek below comes
from. i struggled with a lot of it, constantly going through phases of writer's block, but the final outcome
is something i'm happy with. what happens in it is very small and not necessarily something big for the
plot, but key to Blane's character. it's almost like an easter egg if you choose to go with them, because
otherwise, it's not something you really talk about.

Rylan's scene was also thought about, but i only got through the introductory part. i do this thing a lot
where i'll plot scenes out when i'm away from my computer (in this instance, i was brushing my teeth) so
i know what i'm going to write, i just haven't done it yet. procrastination at its finest. the scenes are a
little longer than i thought they'd be so i don't know if i'll be able to get through all of them by the end of
next week, but i'll try. as long as school doesn't kick my ass i guess.

STATS.

246,783 words (+3.98K)

SNEAK PEEK.

Blane scowls. “Why are you asking, [surname]? Still don’t trust that I'm here for good reason?”

“Why not? You've never shied away from your dislike of Caine.”

Blane goes rigid, emerald eyes dangerously bright. “Because he has never hidden how much
he hates me. And yet, I'm still here, on a quest to save his sorry ass.”
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CHAPTER 07.

“You know, if this is going to work, you're geoing te have to start
telling me the truth.”

Their reaction is instant.
"Why?" Rylan asks. "What does me talking about my feelings de anything toe help
what we're doing? Don't act like you care, hunter. You've hated me ever since we met.

If | wanted to talk about hew | feel, you wouldn't be my first option.”

| grit my teeth. “We cant help each other if you lie.”

WHEN ‘
TWILIGHT
STRIKES

a glimpse behind the mask.

update 15.

WHAT I DID.

I'm not going to lie, i was pretty swamped with real-world stuff this week. i had a good amount of shifts
and homework that took up my time and when it hit night, the time i usually write, i was usually too tired
to do anything. regardless, i'm working. i still am, i promise.

twine saw the completion of chapter five uploaded and the beginnings of chapter six. that's my biggest
chapter yet (chapter seven is coming for its crown), so it's going to take more time than the other ones
to import, but i'm done with school this coming weekend so after that, i'm free to work on this for hours
on end. i have yet to start the codex entries but i may leave that for a later update if need be. i just really
need this out by the end of this month.
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for chapter seven, last week i talked about writing Blane's solo and a bit of Rylan's. this week, N's and
Rylan's were completely finished and K's was started. since i'm writing no choices in these scenes, i
tend to write them in one or two goes. as we reach chapter seven, we're about a third into the book. the
timeline indicates that the characters haven't had much time with each other yet, but it's enough that
you shouldn't have to squint to try and understand who they are. these scenes slowly drop hints at each
of the ros, who they are, what their backstories are, what their mindset is etc. to describe each in one
word, A's is bittersweet, Blane's is perplexing, N's is emotional, K's is insightful, and Rylan's is tension-
filled. it's hard to say what each one consists of without giving spoilers but i think that does a decent job.
they're all really fun to write so hopefully, reading through them will give you the same feeling.

tonight, i plan on finishing K's and then working on A's immediately after. i'm confident that i can get both
done by the end of the week, especially knowing my motivation is getting to write those close proximity
scenes.

speaking of, those are going to be so much longer than anticipated. i wrote a /ot for A's and Blane's—
and those were only the shy flirt options. i assume the bold one will have a similar word count, so don't
be surprised if i spend an entire week (or more) on this choice set. not that i mind though. i've been
wanting to write this for months now so the process is super rewarding. seeing everyone's reactions will
be even more so.

STATS.

250,168 words (+3.39Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

With a shiver, | glance over at N, who'’s examining Mirai’'s wine bottles like they’re the most
interesting thing in the world. Knowing they don't drink, the act is clearly for my sake. It's
enough to make me crack a smile.

L love you. [a devereux]

synopsis: sleepy nights with A and the hunter.

A works a lot. Arguably too much. They slack off from time to time of course, but when they get into
something, they hyperfixate on it. Like, focus on it for hours non-stop without pausing for breaks
hyperfixtate.
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It's exactly what they’re doing right now. Hunched over their desk, the light dim and bent so close to
their papers that they’ve nearly caught on fire at least twice, A squints. Whatever scribbles they've
written over the last little while have gotten more and more illegible. They'd switch to their laptop but
getting thoughts out on paper is more useful to them.

They'll decipher the notes one day. Even if it requires the damn Rosetta Stone.

They’re so focused on their work that they don’t even hear you come in.

“You're still up?”

A turns, taking in the sight of you in your pyjamas, hand over your eyes trying to shield them from the
harsh light. You look like you just woke up. Cute. Very cute. A doesn’t think there will ever be a time
when they won't find you attractive.

“So are you,” A points out.

“The bed was cold.”

“Oh.”

Guilt trickles into A's heart. They frown, feeling a crease form on their forehead. They promised to be in
bed by midnight—to get their full eight hours of sleep if anything—but they don’t need to look at the
clock to know it's past then. Much past.

You step into the room, eyes adjusting. A doesn’t say anything as you walk over to their desk, hands
folding over their shoulders as you lean over them.

“You can do this tomorrow. It'll still be here.” Your voice, like always, is soothing, one that has the power
to lull A to sleep. They can feel your hot breath on their ear. They lean into the back of their chair, lean
into you, eyes fluttering shut.

Still, they can't help but protest.

“I'm almost done.”

You shake your head, pressing a light kiss to A’'s cheek. Their skin warms up immediately. “That’s what
you've been saying for the last two nights. You'll say it tomorrow too. | know you. You’re not going to
finish that tonight.”

A sighs. They know you're right, but it doesn’t make them any happier.

“Come to bed,” you urge. “I promise you’ll feel better. You need to rest. The more rest you get, the more
energy you'll have to work on it tomorrow.”



A has always been stubborn, but a lot of that melts away when it's you. It's always you. Anyone else and
A might have stayed here the rest of the night, falling asleep on their desk as they accidentally smeared
all their ink. But because it's you, they’re actually willing to leave.

“You have to warm me up though,” A mumbles. You grab one of their hands, fingers interlacing like they
have dozens of times before.

“You're the one who owes me that.”

A doesn't have time to respond before you're gently pulling them out of their seat. Their back is
screaming in pain because of how long they’ve been stuck in that position, something you notice and
respond to with a pointed look.

You reach over and flick the switch to A's lamp, turning it off and bathing the room in darkness. A can’t
see, but they know the layout of your shared apartment like the back of their hand.

You tug them lightly as you guide them out of the room and down the hall. There are nightlights here—
mostly because A always needs a late-night snack and had stumbled to the kitchen too many times prior
to their installation—so it's easier to see where you're going.

The two of you make a left as you enter the bedroom, the door shutting quietly once you’re both inside.
But even though you’re here, you don'’t let go of A's hand, pulling them towards the bed and then onto it.

The moment they hit the soft cushion, A sighs in relief. “So comfy.”

“I told you.”

You settle into the bed as A snuggles into the blankets, draping it over you when you're laying down.
You smile at that, a smile so bright they can see it even in the dark.

Though you spent time trying to convince A to come here, you don’t say anything—and neither do they.
The two of you face each other, heads on pillows and eyes slowly closing. Sleep threatens to take A, but
they manage to stay awake long enough to admire you. To trace your features with their eyes and
marvel at how lucky they are.

“You're my best friend, you know that?” A whispers. Even though you're dating, A hasn’t stopped saying
that. It'll always be true. Platonically or romantically, you will always be the one A runs to. Their forever
person.

You open your eyes. “And you're mine.”

For A, the words mean more than an | love you.

update 16.
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WHAT I DID.

school is done and i have about a month off work so we all know what that means: it's grind time. for
twine, i'm currently working away at chapter six and am confident i can finish it by this week so i can do
bug fixes and overall touch-ups. this is the cha[ter that i have to edit the least since i wrote it most
recently, so it's going much quicker than everything else.

that being said, i'm officially announcing that the twine build of when twilight strikes will be live for the
midnight tier wednesday, april 27; live for the twilight tier friday, april 29; and live publicly wednesday,
may 4. i would make it earlier but as always, i'd rather surprise everyone by moving up the date rather
than pushing it back, so these are the latest dates you'll get the game unless there's some sort of
emergency. i'm unsure whether the codex entries will be in this update or if it'll just go liver with chapter
seven, so i guess we'll find out together. if anything, these are super short and most of the lore is taken
from what has been said in-game anyway, so it's not a lot to miss out on.

in terms of chapter seven, i've reached them. the holy grail scenes. next week, alongside finishing up
the twine build, i will be writing most and hopefully all of the close proximity scenes. i thought i might be
able to get to it this week, but i added in a new choice set and gave myself more work than i thought.
five choices, twenty-five responses. yay. in real life, i'm focusing on moving houses right now but in
between all the chaos i'm sure i'll find time to get past these. i've been raving about the close proximity
scenes for months, after all. there's nothing that will stop me from writing those.

after all of that, i finally finish up this branch and move on to the other one that you could have chosen
instead. it has a very different vibe so i'm hoping that the change in tone will be a refreshment rather
than something that hinders me. like with most things i write, i have a general idea for what i want to do
with this scene but none of the details are figured out yet. i will spoil that the choice of whether you
brought a weapon into Crimson Rouge comes up here, so that may give you a clue as to what happens.
definitely a lighter route than the other one i wrote, but that doesn't mean it's worse by any means. just
different.

STATS.

253,908 words (+3.74k)

SNEAK PEEK.

K holds my gaze as they stand up, making their way around the bar and emerging behind the
counter. “| don’'t have to. Everything always falls into your lap when you’re a hunter.”
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"Are you ever going to stop insulting my job?”

“NO.”

CHAPTER 07.

I've never been this close to A before. It's different when you're tumbling in the
training reom or knocking inte each other on the field. Those moments are temporary.
We touch for a mere moment, oftentimes with thick hunting jackets
in-between us, before pulling apart. But we can't do that now.

For what feels like eternity, we stay there, frozen in our pesition until we're certain
that the guard is gone. The footsteps fading on my left and the sound of
their body brushing against the curtain confirm it.

A and | relax—until we realize how close we are.

WHEN
TWILIGHT
STRIKES

touch and go.

twine build is live!

C
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aunty hunter.

|rr‘al|:::-|-::i||u_-';. you and your

1of allies 0 e truth.

u go further and further, the sec you uncover begin to make you question:

e you fighting for?

i know i said next wednesday but i tried my hardest so here you go, the twine build is live and ready!
you can play at this link, password is "shesarrived".

as i didn't beta test this, there will inevitably be some bugs, so feel free to email me
(evertidings@gmail.com) if you wish. regardless, i hope you enjoy the new interface! chapter seven will
be coming up next <3

update 17.

WHAT I DID.

it feels so good to say that i no longer have to update you all on the status of the twine build because it's
done, it's fully done. codex and all. there are likely some bugs but i'll be trying to find as many as i can
before the public upload, so for those of you who've already played it, bear with me. you don't realize
how useful beta-testers are until you don't reach out to them for help, lol.

because i was so occupied with twine, however, i really didn't get much done for chapter seven.
tragedy, i know. the only writing time i got in was last night, which, though successful, isn't exactly a lot
to update on. i finished a major choice set and set things up for the close proximity scenes, which i will
be working on all of next week. i have no doubt the total word count for these will be close to five
thousand or so, but it'll be worth it. i'm hoping to get these done soon so i can move on to the next
branch, which will bring me a lot closer to the end. if i had to guess, i'm likely about 60-65% done with
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the chapter. progress will come a lot quicker now that i don't have to divide my attention to two things,
so hopefully, I'll be able to say i'm done within the next two to three weeks. fingers crossed.

apologies for the super short update! i swear next week i'll have more to say.
STATS.

256,478 words (+2.57Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

"Rather gruesome, don’t you think?” Rylan asks. “Wouldn’t you rather find your boss alive,
warm flesh and all?”

| grimace at that description. “Never say that again."

afloat. [blane & n]

synopsis: N gets injured from a hunt. badly.
content warning: mentions and descriptions of blood and injury.

note: a little different from what i usually post on here but i want to branch out from the usual
romantic drabble and write about the ros and their different backstories/relationships instead. if
it's not your taste, however, a Rylan drabble will be next as per the poll.

N'’s vision is coming in and out. Blane’s face floats in their vision, lips mouthing words they don’t
understand. Everything sounds underwater. They feel underwater.

Their left leg is numb. Their right hand feels like the weight of an anvil. It was only a cut, a small throw
across the pavement and a scrape against the rough surface, so why is everything swimming? Maybe
they got a concussion.

Blane is saying something again, hovering their face directly over N’s. They can see the panic in their
partner’s eyes, the emerald hue bright with emotions that they usually shove down.

“Stay with me,” Blane seems to be saying. “Keep your eyes fucking open, Alves.”
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Easier said than done.

From what N last remembers, their leg is wrapped up in bandages. Once white, they’re now soaked
through with scarlet, though that doesn’t stop Blane from applying pressure to the wounds. Their hands
are stained, but they don’t seem to notice.

N doesn’t think they've seen Blane this panicked. They've both had injuries from a hunt before, scars
from them, even, but neither of them have been close to passing out. The worst they had was Blane
breaking a bone, which they managed to stay conscious for.

N is losing too much blood to stay awake for much longer.

“Come on, come on,” Blane mutters.

N hears what sounds like a distant doorbell, though it could have easily been their imagination. Sounds
are roaring through their head, like the world just turned everything up to maximum volume. The pain in
N’s leg worsens as Blane gets up, flashing a brief anxious look before moving out of sight.

Whatever Blane was doing before, it was keeping N at bay. But now? Now, they’re falling. The ground is
opening up beneath them, engulfing them in a single gulp and stealing away the last slivers of light.

They catch a glimpse of an unfamiliar person—a warlock, most likely—and a snippet of Blane’s voice,
desperately asking “What do | do?” before the world goes black.

N wakes up in a room that isn’t theirs. It takes a while for their brain to put the pieces together, but
they’re in the infirmary. The pristine walls and the smell of rubbing alcohol suddenly make sense.

Though their leg still aches, the majority of the pain is gone. Moving it still hurts, but N thinks they could
stand if they tried. That's an improvement.

N woke up thinking Blane would be with them, but they glance over at an empty chair. They aren't too
bothered, thinking their partner simply went to get some food, but then they hear the voices.

Caine.

Their boss seems to be in an argument with Blane, demanding why N was first brought to their
apartment rather than the infirmary. As usual, Blane goes on the defence, explaining how N didn’t know
how bad their wound was until they pulled up. By the tone of his voice, N can tell that Caine doesn’t
believe that—why he wouldn't confuses N—but he doesn’t say it aloud.

They leave it at that.

N rests their head back against the pillow as footsteps replace the sound of conversation. Blane pushes
aside the curtains and enters N’s makeshift bedroom, eyes filling with relief the moment they see N is



awake.

N is expecting a comment or even perhaps a rant about Caine’s unfair treatment of them, but there isn’t
either. Blane simply sits down beside N on the infirmary bed, careful not to crush them, and meets their
gaze.

“You're awake.”

“ am.”

Blane’s gaze sweeps N’s face. They don't have to say anything for N to understand. They heard it in
their voice last night. Saw it in the panicked looks and shaky hands. They both knew N wasn't going to
die, but that didn't mean the situation wasn't alarming.

Still, they say it anyway.

“Promise me you’ll check your wounds next time," Blane whispers. "Even if you think they’re minor.”

I don’t think | could go through with that again.

update 18.

WHAT | DID.

last week i gave y'all a really short update so here i am with a moderately longer one. i feel like i spoiled
most of what i can say about this chapter in previous updates already, which is why my updates
sometimes repeat information or sound sparse, but i'm trying lol. i really am.

chapter seven is going smoothly, thank god for that. i thought i'd be able to finish all the close proximity
scenes last week, but i ended up being super busy. nevertheless, i only have two more to write (the bold
flirt scenes for N and Rylan; K doesn't get one as explained in an earlier update). i can't even express to
you how fun they are to write. i know when i edit them i may need to tone them back a bit, just because
we're still towards the beginning half of the book and i can't really go overboard with feelings this early,
but i can't help myself. i think it's natural to be a little flustered around someone when you're stuck close
together, especially if you're brushing against each other, so who knows? maybe i'll keep it all in and
you guys will get the pleasure of reading it (or, i hope).
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i did get a little tired of writing romance scene after romance scene, however, so i went ahead and
skipped a bit to the second branch scene that i've talked about. i've stated previously that it has a very
different vibe from the first branch, so it's a good breather for me to take. i'm not sure how long this
branch is, but as most of the scenes are shared no matter which ro you chose to bring into the VIP
room, it'll be a quicker write than the first branch. i plan on having the entire chapter written by the
middle of this month and hope to send things out to beta testers around the 20th, so we'll see how
things go.

and lastly, moving away from the topic of chapter seven, i've been making tweaks to the twine build ever
since it came out. it's hard to catch bugs on your own so i appreciate all the emails and comments and
asks, but god is it hard to keep up sometimes. i'm so happy that everyone is liking the build and little
changes however, it makes it all worth it <3

STATS.

260,698 words (+4.22Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

A’s cheeks are tinted with pink, though it could very well be the red lighting of the club. In the
dark, it's hard to tell.

always. [rylan villanueva]

synopsis: Rylan and the hunter spend a night building puzzles.

Your legs are tangled, limbs intertwined with one another until there’s no differentiation between who'’s
who. It's just you and Rylan, sprawled on the floor with the half-finished remains of a puzzle laying
before you.

“You know | don’t have the patience for these kinds of things,” Rylan groans, picking up a piece with
feigned distaste. They were into it at first, but after everything started looking the same, they quickly lost
interest.

And by quickly, it was five minutes.

“But you want to spend time with me,” you counter.
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Rylan pouts, but there’s no arguing with that. They’d do anything to spend time with you. Having known
you for as long as they have, they still can’'t get enough.

It's never enough.

The kiss in the hallway before you leave to work. The smell of your favourite fragrance that lingers on
every piece of furniture you two own. The cuddles at night, the way Rylan tugs you every night to pull
you closer. You always protest to that one, but when your chest touches their back—or vice versa—you
can’t muster up the strength to let go.

Rylan breathes you in like you're oxygen and they’ll be damned if they ever let that go.

They watch you as you hum, tongue bit with concentration as you try to figure out where the next piece
goes. They’ll admit they’ve done this more than help, but once in a while, they’ll feel smart enough to try
to pitch in. Rylan’s deft hands weren’t made to do puzzles, as it seems.

“If you're not going to help with the puzzle, could you grab some more snacks?” you ask.

Rylan shoots you a lopsided smile. “And leave you all cold?”

“I think my leg is going numb underneath you.” With your wry expression, it's hard to tell if that’s true,
but even so, Rylan unravels themself from you and stands up. They grab a blanket from the couch and
drape it over your lower legs, earning a small smile from you before they leave for the kitchen.

The kitchen is littered with snacks. Most of them are as a cause of Rylan, who can be found chewing on
something almost every hour of the day. They burn more calories than most, so their solution is simply
to eat more meals.

Not that you mind. You get a kick out of the snacks too, or so, that’'s what Rylan believes.

They eye a box of crackers and grin to themself, reminded of when they broke into your apartment. It's
tempting, but they end up grabbing two bowls of ice cream instead, sticking two mini spoons into the
cold dessert.

When they get back, you're still stuck on the same piece as before, eyes narrowed until you eventually
let out a noise of triumph and place it down. The sight puts a smile on Rylan’s face. They place your
bowl down and place a soft kiss on your cheek as they settle beside you.

“See, you don’t even need me. You can do this all on your own.”
“But who would provide my food then?” you reply, arching an eyebrow.

Rylan shrugs playfully. “I don’t know. You could probably pluck anyone off the street to do it for you. It's
not like it's a hard job. Of course, no one’s going to know you as well as me, so you risk food poisoning
here and there, but I'm replaceable.”



You laugh, tilting your head back and Rylan grins, relishing the noise. When that smile dies, however,
they find themself wanting to ask something they probably shouldn’t. Surely it's gotten redundant now,
but they say it anyway.

“Do you ever get tired of this?”

“Hmm?” You glance up, looking caught off-guard by the question. “Get tired of what?”

“Puzzles, game night,” Rylan supplies. “Being smarter than I'll ever be.”

You flick them on the thigh. “You know that’s not true.”

“I don’t mind admitting it, darling.” The pet name makes you flush with heat, something Rylan can feel
even without touching your skin. The knowledge brings back their smile. Temporarily. “But do you? Do
you think you'll ever?”

You shake your head, eyes sincere. You know where this is coming from now. You've heard Rylan’s
past, the issues they’ve had with trusting people and staying with them. Just because you're dating
doesn’t mean Rylan’s insecurities sometimes don't think you're the exception.

You rest a hand on their leg. “How could I, when | have you?”

Your answer is the reassurance Rylan needed; the strand of dark thoughts that had entered their head
exits out again. They don't like admitting it, but sometimes they need the reminder. One day they’ll be
able to live without it, but in the early stages of their healing, the words help.

They take the hand that’s on their leg, holding it up and pressing their lips to your skin.

“You always will.”

update 19.

WHAT I DID.

this is probably one of the most productive weeks i've had in a while. and all because i avoided the
scene i was supposed to be writing in favour of something else. ironic, isn't it? either way, i'm super
happy with everything that i came up with this week. sometimes when something isn't working out,
switching lanes is all that you need to remotivate yourself.
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i thought chapter six was fun, but chapter seven is a riot. it may be my favourite chapter yet, but i
haven't reached the end yet so i can't decide. i don't know. as i was sitting in my bed the past couple of
days, typing away at my laptop and writing out a scene i wasn't even planning on having, i was
reminded of why i started writing this in the first place. it's easy to lose track of that when you feel like
you have a quota to meet, or some sort of deadline you have to reach. i've been struggling with that for
a couple of months now, but once in a while, this happens.

my favourite part about writing this story is that i don't take it too seriously. yes, i want to make sure my
characters are realistic and have their own arcs. i want the plot to make sense and not have any huge
gaping plot holes. but most of all, i started writing this because i wanted to make a fun escape where i
could squish all my favourite tropes in story and have a blast with it. i guess that's your little teaser of
what i recently wrote. i've already talked about the close proximity trope and honestly, that was the only
one i was going to squeeze in here, but i found a spot for another trope i adore and just had to include it.
it's an optional choice, so if you're not a fan you can opt out, but it does a great job at setting up chapter
eight and i can't wait to reveal it.

but enough with being super vague. for the next coming week, i only have two more scenes to write.
with me, that can either take three days or two weeks, depending on how much extra content i decide to
write. it's safe to say i'm near the end, however. if i had to give it a percentage, i'd say i'm about 80%
done. my only problem with the scene i'm currently working on is that i don't really have a plan for it. i
mean, i did, but then i fell asleep and forgot it all, so i'm back at square one, just mindlessly writing and
hoping that it all flows. i've cut it a couple of times already, so i'm hoping that i'll soon get to the point
where i can keep what i've written, rather than put it in my scraps document.

STATS.
268,669 words (+7.97k)
SNEAK PEEK.

There’re shouts from all around me, everyone seemingly focused on something happening at
the very middle. It feels like a high-school fight, where students gather around to cheer others
on and shout advice for how to punch each other.

drabble vote.

May 11, 2022

for the next batch of drabbles <3

a devereux
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blane rekner

n alves

k de vries

rylan villanueva

32 votes total

CHAPTER 07.

We're nearly at the end when it happens. A chase,
a bouncer yelling for the woman to come back and her making a run for it.
Several voices protest as she sprints past, all of them accompanied with gasps.

| den't knew why until she reaches us. I'm noet in her way, but [vippair] is.
| see what's going to happen before it does. All the gasps and shocked noises

suddenly make sense. A glint of moonlight hits [REDACTED] and | know that she'll
[REDACTED] without remorse. She only cares about escaping.

WHEN ‘
TWILIGHT
STRIKES

trackstar.

May 12, 202

N

sorry for all the cut out stuff! i'm at the point where everything is a spoiler so this is the best i can give
you while still keeping things a surprise <3

update 20.
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WHAT I DID.

i don't think i've ever worked faster in my life. it's came to the point where i became tired of writing
chapter seven, so much that i binge wrote the rest of it in 1/2 days. i honestly just wanted it done. so
with that said, if you already didn't see from my tumblr, the good news is that it's completely written. the
bad news? i need to edit it still. we still have time to go until release but it's getting closer, i assure you.

editing is always a tedious process. with 136 pages in my word doc, it's quite a lot to go through,
especially as i always do two rounds of it. the first round is usually to fix up sentences i don't like, or fill
in gaps that i didn't realize i missed. the second is usually to catch grammar mistakes and change any
dialogue that my brain on the first round somehow thought was good. spoiler alert, they are not. i'm
currently about the page 50/60 range of my first round of edits. i'm hoping to finish both rounds this
week and send it off to beta-testers by the weekend, so fingers crossed. once it's off to them, it's pretty
much sit and back and relax for me, occasionally fixing up whatever errors they find.

having written this chapter for so long though, it's kind of interesting reading back what i wrote all the
way in january/february. the scene with Mirai, which i was having doubts with as i wrote it, turned out
really good actually. like, really good (or so my first round of edits brain is telling me). in fact, it's one of
my favourite scenes in the book so far. the way she acts and her dialogue is completely different to any
other character i've written, so i think it'll be a lot of fun.

STATS.

276,923 words (+8.25Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

Her gaze rakes over me, eyes taking in details that I'm not even sure | myself are aware of.
She looks like she’s looking through me and at me at the same time. Her eyes are a mixture of
a hazy night and the midday sun—foggy yet somehow also clear.

lover. [rylan villanueval]

synopsis: Rylan comes to pick up the hunter after work.

note: two Rylan drabbles in a row, huh? missing my half-vampire i see. can't say i blame you
guys.
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Sometimes Rylan dreams about you. They dream about stolen kisses in a shared apartment before you
go to work. They dream about laughing until their sides hurt, kisses on both their cheeks and over their
face as you attempt to calm them down. They dream about looping an arm and leg over you when
you're cuddling in bed, pulling you closer until you're practically intertwined.

When Rylan wakes up, they have to remind themself that some of these aren’t dreams—they’re
memories. Memories so joyful that they’ve found their way into their dreams, replacing the nightmares
that used to haunt them.

Quite a deal, if they do say so themself.

Dating a hunter has its downsides though. As an ex-bounty, Rylan still gets nervous when standing
outside your building, waiting for your shift to end. They’ve yet to be called out for their past (falsely
accused) crime, but the suspicious looks they get say everything.

They have no doubt that it's even worse for you. All the talking behind your back must be exhausting,
but you have yet to break up with them for it. Rylan wouldn’t blame you if you did. They brace themself
for the conversation every night, knowing that eventually, this bliss and paradise will end, but it never
comes.

Maybe it never will. It'll take them some time to adjust to that idea.

They glance down at their phone, checking the time. You should be any second now.

Just as they think that, they see you. You're obviously tired, weighed down by your physical bag and
emotional one, but when the two of you make eye contact, you immediately brighten.

“Hi lover,” Rylan greets, pressing a quick kiss to your cheek.

“Lover? That's new.”

“Do you like it?”

You accept their offer to take your bag and trade it for the pastry they offer, something they picked up
along the way here. “Hmm, | don’t know. Whatever happened to darling?”

“l can switch back if you like. Maybe | can try out kitten. Puppy? My little demon?”

Having taken a bite of your snack, you nearly spit out your food. “I'm starting to regret saying anything.
Lover is fine.”

Rylan taps their chin. They jump in front of you, walking backwards so you can see their eyes. “No, it's
unoriginal, you're right. | need to come up with something. Cinnamon roll? Muffin? Hunter who fell in
love with their oh so charming bounty?”



“I beg to differ. You're the one who fell in love with me, Villanueva.”
Rylan grins. “Is that so?”

“Oh yeah. The moment you broke into my apartment, it was over for you.” You take another bite, waving
your hand around jokingly. “You never stood a chance.”

That feels like ages ago, eons. It's true that Rylan thought you were attractive from the moment you two
met, but it wasn't until later that they developed real feelings. There were so many small moments, giant
hints that they should have taken, but Rylan was oblivious.

Oblivious to their own feelings.

It was you that brought them back down to earth. They lived years with their head in the clouds, barely
registering anything that was in front of them, but the more you spent time together, the more Rylan felt
like they had something to be on the ground for.

Someone.

Rylan steps forward, stopping you in your tracks. Your eyes widen as you halt to an abrupt stop,
crashing into Rylan—but they’re prepared. They put their hands in front of them, cushioning the two of
you before they go in for a kiss.

PDA has never bothered them, but maybe doing it right outside your work is a little much.

Still, they don’t care. All they can focus on is their lips on yours, the way you melt into their arms and
kiss them back with as much passion as they do—maybe even more, though Rylan will always
disagree.

“I love you.”

You grin. “I love you too.”

Rylan beams harder at the words and pokes your cheek. “l used to hate IAOS because they put a
bounty on my head. Now | hate them for taking you away from me for so many hours a day.”

"You can't keep me all to yourself. I'm very in demand.”

"As always, my little demon. Race you to the end of the parking lot?”

They take off before you can say anything, but it doesn’t take long for you to start running after them.
“I thought we agreed on not using that one!” you call out.

Rylan laughs but doesn’t reply. It doesn’t matter what they call you, because whatever name they give
you, they all mean the same thing.



Their darling lover. Their forever person.

CHAPTER 07.

As much as | can't see, | alse can't smell—the scent of alechol and body perfume
mixing together burns my nestrils. Even the smell of the night can't mask the
combination. | feel like I'm geing in circles. My head turns at every voice,
avery word that sounds anything similar te my name.

Mot that Blane would actually call my name, but still.

I'm about to make ancother turn when a hand reaches out for me. Instinctively,
| take a step back but relax the moment | see who it's connected to.

"Do | need to held your hand?® they ask, a scowl already on their face. The
question is so out of place that | can enly blink, te which they sigh. "Don't get lost.”

WHEN ‘
TWILIGHT
STRIKES

lost and found.

update 21.

WHAT I DID.

bit of a boring update but i am proud to say that i've officially finished chapter seven and sent it off to
beta-testers! i've gotten a couple of inquiries about not knowing the password but i have not released it
yet—it's currently only open to the beta-testers. once i input their feedback and fix all of the mistakes i
didn't catch myself, the game will open to the patreon tiers and then eventually, to the public. chapter
seven will go live for the midnight tier may 27th and the twilight tier may 29th. there will be a post on
here that will let you know the password, so don't worry about that.
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in general, i'm going to take the rest of the week off and try to recollect myself after the madness that
was chapter seven. i spent a lot of time on it, so much that i haven't really been able to do anything for
myself. I'll likely start writing chapter eight (if i'm in the mood) and chip away at chapter one of my side
wip. oh, and of course, write some drabbles to post for here <3

STATS.

278,590 words (+1.66Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

Everything feels terrible. My skin is sticky, my ears ringing, my nostrils burning from a mixture
of alcohol and body perfume. Claustrophobic or not, a situation like this is enough to make
anyone hate enclosed spaces.

starry night. [k de vries]

synopsis: K and the hunter deal with a power outage.

The two of you are in the middle of making dinner when the power goes out.

K sighs, their half-finished meal still on the stove. There might be enough heat to finish it, but they don't
fancy doing that in the dark. Not when you're somewhere in the living room, likely using your phone for a
flashlight while flailing around in the dark.

"[Name]?"

"Yeah?"

K abandons their pan and summons an orb of light in their hand, using it to make their way towards you.
They're not surprised to find you standing, looking at them with a pained smile.

"Great date, huh?" you joke.

K cracks a smile of their own. "If you enjoy lukewarm dinner. The power will likely be back soon; storms
like these die quickly.” They pause. "Did you want me to grab candles?"

"Are you trying to make this more romantic?"


https://www.patreon.com/posts/starry-night-k-66857136
https://www.patreon.com/posts/starry-night-k-66857136

K blushes. They're glad for the dark because otherwise, you would have seen the pink tinge in their
cheeks. They didn't think about it that way. They could easily continue using their magic to light up the
room, but they thought you may be more comfortable with candles. It was a practical thought, not a
romantic one—though they're not sure they mind it being the latter.

These dates have meddled with their mind.

"Is that what you think I'm doing?" K asks.

"l don't know, you tell me."

"Sometimes I'm just being pragmatic.”

"And sometimes you can use that to your advantage to make things romantic.”

"Maybe," K concedes. "If you want candles, | can get them, but | can also do this..."

They twist their fingers and let the light from their hand explode, the magic exploding into a dozen stars
that scatter around you. They hang in the air like ornaments on strings, illuminating the awe on your
face.

They'll never get tired of it. It's not like you haven't seen magic before, but you always regard K's magic
as something special. More unique than the rest. In some ways, it's true—every warlock's magic is a
little different—but something about your expression always warms K's heart.

K is their magic—there's no separating the two. It's essential for their partner to at the very least accept
it for them to even consider being in a relationship with them. To see you embrace it so dearly means
more to them than you'll ever know.

"l think this is better than candles."

"Yeah?"

"Don't act like you don't know it."

K laughs at that. Lightly, they grab your hand and tug the two of you to the floor.

"Come," they tell you.

"What are you doing?" you respond, but you don't get an answer until the both of you are laying with
your backs to the rug, looking up at the ceiling.

K vanishes the array of hanging stars and for a moment, there's nothing but darkness between you. An
obsidian ink that spirals throughout the air, bathing the two of you in silence. They wait a moment before
unveiling their purpose, twisting their fingers once more to create a night sky freckled with
constellations.



When they were younger, they used to be able to look up at the sky and point out a hundred different
stars, making up patterns that they saw and naming the ones that were already discovered.

It's one of the things they miss most about the past. With pollution looming over cities, it's rare that you
can ever see any stars anymore—especially in New York. The city that never sleeps always has its
lights on. Even on a good day, it's impossible to see anything but the moon.

K grabs your hand and tugs it forward, pointing it at a glowing constellation to their right. "That one's
Ursa Major." They move your hand to the left. "That one's the Big Dipper. A little overrated if you ask me,
but there's worse."

Even if you know the constellations yourself, you keep quiet and let K talk you through everything. At
some point, they stop pointing out real constellations and start making their own, forming anything from
random animals to attempts at portraits of your friend group.

They're terrible—drawing with stars isn't exactly easy—but neither of you care.
"You're amazing," you breathe.

K blushes again, but this time, there's not much they can do to hide it. They turn their face towards you,
letting you see the darker hue of their cheeks before leaning in for a kiss.

Soft lips brush against yours, teasing until they can't handle it any longer. They press forward, savouring
the feel of you, the hum of pleasure you make. Butterflies dip from their stomach and down to their toes,
but they embrace them, not shying away from how happy they feel.

When the two of you pull away, K leaves their hand on your cheek, their palm cupping your jaw with
affection. "I really like you."

You break into a smile. "I really like you too."

And then you're kissing again.

chapter seven is live!
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THE VIPER'S DEN

CONTENT WARNINGS: depictions and mentions of vio r )f blood and injury.

play chapter seven now on itch.io!! the password you're looking for is notexactlyapartyintheusa (no
spaces, all lowercase). i seriously hope everyone enjoys it. i've worked on this for what feels like forever
now and while it's been hard, i'm very happy with the outcome <3

in this chapter...

meet Mirai, who, honestly, is a pain in the ass
e |earn more about the ros’ backgrounds and struggles

e enter some dangerous situations, including one where you can be in close proximity to your chosen
ro

¢ use those fight or flight instincts

e make some crucial choices...

update 22.

WHAT I DID.

chapter seven is up for most of you on patreon and i couldn't be more excited. i'm still having beta-
testers test out some last kinks for the public update but most of them are minor, so anyone playing now
should have no problem.

with that out of the way, i've begun working on chapter eight. not enough that i can say i've made a lot of
progress, but it's going. i'm not sure how long this chapter will be but looking at the variations so far...
oof. it's going to be a lot. what sucks is there will be a lot of scenes many readers won't read depending
on choices and routes, but that's what happens when you write an interactive story; there's not much i
can do. i'm hoping i won't take as long as i did to write chapter seven as i will chapter eight. with me on
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summer break and the occasional day off from work, i should find more time to write than during the
school year.

i can't say much about chapter eight yet, but it picks up immediately after the events of chapter seven. i
wouldn't say it's low steaks, but it definitely comes down from the high of chapter seven and tries to
nullify what happened. this chapter is much more lowkey, which, after two back-to-back chapters of
action, is kind of needed. i have a vague idea of the direction it needs to go, but we'll see if it ends up
happening. as usual with me, i never really stick to the plan. sometimes it turns out well and sometimes
it ends up in my scrap document. if i have the motivation this week, i might try and loosely outline the
chapter.

STATS.

280,382 words (+1.79Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

Faces turn into shapes and words turn into an unfamiliar language as the world begins to spin.
Hands help pull them up and into one of the cars, but they can't recall whose.

vivid fantasies. [a devereux]

synopsis: au where A and the hunter hide in a storage closet during a mission.

“In here,” A hisses. Without thinking, they pull you inside a dark closet and shut the door quickly behind
them, barely managing to stop themself from tripping over the various clutter on the floor.

They hold their breath and, for a moment, everything is silent.

Pressing their ear against the door, A listens for any sign that you've been caught. The two of you will be
in so much shit if you're caught. A set of footsteps near. Pause. Their heart nearly stops beating,
thinking the person will open the door to catch their two culprits right there, but then the footsteps pass
over.

A sinks down in relief. “I think we're safe."

“Oh, good." Your words are breathy and it's only then that A figures out why.
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They hadn’t realized what they were doing when they pulled you in here. It was a matter of securing
safety and protecting the mission. And it's still that... except. Except you're too close now. The room is
too small, it's suddenly too hot.

If things were different, maybe this would be an excuse to make out. The thought sends a wave of
butterflies down to A's toes, a mixture of both desire and fear. Because while some part of them may
fantasize, the other part wants to leave. Run down the hallway as far away from you as they can.

Because when you manage to leave the closet, all you'll see is the bright pink flush on their face. The
dilated pupils and the bob of their throat when they try to act normal.

This cannot be how you find out.

If A ever does confess—when A confesses—it'll be on their own terms. It'll be the words coming out of
their mouth like a fountain that sprung a leak. It'll be them nervous and closing their eyes shut, waiting
for a response.

They don't want it to be something you figure out and ask them, putting them on the spot. They're
nervous about this enough. That'll do nothing but put more pressure on them.

A's eyes are beginning to adjust to the dark. Another wave of desire tumbles through them. Fuck. They’ll
regret it when it's all over, when you look at them with wide eyes and say that you don't like them like
that, but they can only hope.

An accidental brush of a hand, a fall into you, a turn of the head until your lips connect and then you're
kissing.

Perhaps you'll pull away at first in surprise, and A will immediately backtrack and apologize for the
damage done, but in their most vivid fantasies, you'll pull them back in for a second round and you’ll be
making out. Panting. Gasping for air in between biting down on lips and touching tongues.

One hand will be on your face, the other on your waist. They’'ll find pleasure in those touches, but
nothing will compare to the feeling of your hands roaming their skin. Of—

“Should we go?” you ask.

A breaks out of their daydream, not even realizing they had fallen into one. Even more so, they didn't
realize how much they wanted to stay here until you suggested leaving. Just a little longer in here is all
they want. Just a little more time being confined in a space here with you, the only person they’d wish
that for.

“What if they come back?”

You shake your head. “I think they're gone. We should try and leave before they come back.”



“Right.”

A reaches for the door handle and, with agony, opens it. A crack of light spills through and they can only
hope that you gauge nothing from their attempt at an ‘everything is perfectly fine' expression as they
turn around after checking down the hallway.

“The coast is clear,” A announces. Swallowing hard, they step outside and leave the closet behind. So
much for that.

update 23.

WHAT I DID.

okay now that chapter seven is finally out publicly, i can finally talk about what's happening with chapter
eight. as you know, the previous chapter ended with a cliffhanger. we pick right off where we left with
either a pov scene from the ro (if the hunter got hurt) or a pov scene from the hunter (if the ro got hurt). i
wasn't planning on starting it like this until a beta-tester of mine suggested it, so you have them to thank.
however, the scene is mostly simple. no screaming and crying, no carrying the hunter all bloodied. it's
pure panic and adrenaline, which is how i would react personally. i'm all for cliches and tropes, but i
think doing anything else would be a little much.

I've finished all the ro povs and have some work left to do with the hunter one (since there are five
different variations for it) but other than that, it's good to go. one down, a bunch of more things to go.

the scene afterward is what you'd expect: a wind-down scene. the group spends time going over what
they learned and their next steps, as well as healing each other's wounds. i can barely contain my
excitement for this section because i have so many juicy ideas for it, but i'll see what happens when i
get there. there's a big variation here depending on who you let get hurt (the hunter or one of the ros) so
that might be a pain in the ass to write, but already, i'm going to recommend playing both routes.

you might find the hunter getting hurt more angsty, but having it the other way around opens some very
interesting opportunities... same goes with staying in the vip room vs checking out the commotion. while
the former allows you to have a conversation with the ro and enter a precarious situation (the close
proximity scene), the latter will have some very very delicate scenes in chapter eight. think about the
type of injury the hunter gets in the commotion scene vs what they can get in the vip room and you
might get an idea of what i'm hinting at.
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STATS.
282,713 words (+2.33K)
SNEAK PEEK.

Blue sparks flicker in and out of their palms, like mini fireworks that refuse to light.

CHAPTER EIGHT.

“As shitty as it is, I'm glad you didn't get like, memory loss or semething,® Rylan replies.
*Wouldn't it be weird to wake up in front of a bunch of strangers in someone else's apartment?
Mot to mention why K has sparks glowing out of their hands... Too soon?"®

A sighs. "Villanueva, one day you and | will have a
talk about when the appropriate time is to make jokes.”

“I den't think you're the right persen for that, Devereux,” Blane muses.
A arches an ayebrow. "And you are?”

“Everyone just shut the fuck up, will you?" K states, rubbing their temples.

WHEN ‘
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the gang_is back.

a little something i wrote last night..

update 24.

Jun 11, 2022

WHAT I DID.
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if i'm honest with myself, i didn't do much this week. if i was more motivated and not in this rut that i'm
currently in, i'd probably be able to finish chapter eight by mid-july. alas, the world seems to be against
me.

i'm currently still chipping away at the early scenes in the chapter. just to keep me on my toes, i'm
working on two branches at once: the one where the hunter gets hurt and then the one where the ro
gets hurt. theoretically, they both talk about the same things and i do eventually hope to merge them
(simply to save me from writing two whole different things), but the initial part where the injured person
wakes up makes it hard for me to not write two different scenes. for example, if the hunter got hurt, then
they'd wake up disoriented with the chance to ask what happened and where they are. on the other
hand, if the ro got hurt, then you have the chance to jump up in relief or tease them about how long they
were out. little things like that.

two branches is nothing compared to what i'll need to tackle next though. chapter seven has soo many
variations that affect chapter eight, it's kind of crazy. most of it wasn't even supposed to happen (my
initial plan never involved the hunter sacrificing themself, nor having the option to be choked or held at
knife-point). i always encourage people to have multiple playthroughs, but i think it's especially important
in this chapter. right now, there are 4 main variations.

1. the hunter gets injured (stabbing)

2. the hunter gets injured (sacrifice + stabbing)

3. the hunter gets injured (neck wound; knife or choking)

4. the ro gets injured

and that's not even factoring in the different ros, including how each one will react and their feelings on
the matter (especially if the hunter jumped in front to sacrifice themself). i guess what i'm trying to say is
this will be a very juicy chapter, but a really annoying one to write and code. the hurt/comfort that i'll be
writing in the future though... ohh. so excited.

STATS.

285,836 words (+3.12Kk)

SNEAK PEEK.

"How'd you sleep, Sleeping Beauty?" | tease, the side of my mouth tilting upwards.

"Nothing close to a princess," A groans. They feel around for a nearby pillow and press it over
their face. A muffled sound of frustration filters through the fabric.

thirty-third floor. [blane rekner]
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Jun 14, 2022

synopsis: relieving nightmares and hallucinations are not a good combination.
content warning: panic attacks

note: i didn't mean to write something so sad but here we are. this drabble has more hints on
Blane's backstory and the trauma they face as a result, which ultimately leads to their rude and
defensive behaviour. it won't be fully explained until the chapter comes up in the game, but for
now, you can guess.

There's little that doesn't trigger Blane. When they were a child, every waking moment was spent
reliving nightmares over and over. They used to describe it as being forced to sit in front of a TV as their
memories played on a loop.

No matter how terrible they were, no matter how much they made them flinch and cry, Blane wasn't
allowed to move. It was torturous, but eventually, when Blane became numb to watching the scenes,
they came to thank the program.

Before, mere reminders of their childhood used to make them want to crawl up in a ball and hide. It was
so disruptive that continually got separated for it, sent to a different room or ushered away from the rest
of the children.

It was the best thing they could have done for Blane.
Silence.

The world was too busy. Still is. Blane craves the quiet of the night, the soft hum of the atmosphere.
Alone, they were finally given that chance.

Some people do worse when it's just them and their thoughts, but Blane has always thrived in that
environment. When given the remote, memaories are easy to control. Emotions can easily be switched
off. When it's just them, Blane can finally enjoy that rare moment where they actually feel... okay. Like
they're not one word from breaking.

It's this technique that Blane is trying to replicate now.

Work is always the worst place for panic attacks to happen. Blane doesn't get them as often as they did
when they were a child, but unfortunately, they didn't go away completely. They wish. Hiding in an empty
room on one of the abandoned floors of IAOS isn't exactly their favourite thing.

Nothing happened. Nothing happened. Nothing happened.
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They don't know why their usual defences didn't work today. The years spent suppressing everything
tended to be enough to block out the nightmares. But being numb isn't the same as being immune.

Nothing happened. Nothing happened. Nothing happened.

Blane's so distracted that they don't hear someone come in. It's only when a pair of shoes enter their
line of sight do they look up.

You.
Always you.

Your eyes meet, but for some reason, you don't say anything. Blane is in a state. They're sitting with
their knees pushed up to their chest, hands shaky and body trembling. Even if they wanted to say
something, they couldn't—their tongue feels numb in their mouth.

A strand of hair has fallen in Blane's eyes. They watch you curiously, the world divided by that singular
block of white hair.

To their surprise, you begin to reach out. A strangled noise crawls up Blane's throat but their limbs are
frozen. They close their eyes shut, waiting for the contact of skin to skin, but it never comes. A light tug
pulls at the top of their scalp and they open their eyes.

Your fingers are moving Blane's hair out of the way.

They feel close to passing out. Their heartbeat is racing too fast for it to be anywhere close to normal.
Neither should be good things, but it's nowhere near the level of panic they felt when they were
hyperventilating.

You tuck the strand of hair behind Blane's ear, releasing a soft exhale from them as a result.
They don't know where that came from.

Your eyes meet again but when Blane blinks, you're gone. Disappeared out of thin air. They sit upright,
looking around wildly for where you could have possibly left to. The strand of hair is back in their face,
like you were never even here.

They must be losing it if they're fucking hallucinating you of all people.

Blane's phone buzzes. They search f