
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The J Family XII – The First House
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Introduction
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At the edge of the frozen world, where maps ended and memory began, there was a house.

Not a fortress.

Not a laboratory.

Not a kingdom built by men who believed they were gods.

Just a house.

Old wood.

Warm light.

Silence.

And the kind of peace that felt almost suspicious after so much death.

They called it The First House.

Some believed it was the first safe place built after the collapse.

Others whispered something older—that it existed long before the outbreak, hidden by people who knew the world would fall long before it did.

A place untouched by Architects.

Untouched by Dominion.

Untouched by men like Shepherd and Vale.

A place built for beginnings.

Juliette had spent years surviving endings.

Now, for the first time, she was walking toward a beginning.

The child inside her was no longer just hope.

She was becoming time itself.

Every step mattered.

Every decision echoed forward.

Because some children are born into the world—

and some are born carrying the future of it.

Beside her, Gianluca Farioli walked with the quiet fear of a man trying to be brave for someone else.

Sofia followed close.

Elena carried old secrets.

And somewhere in the shadows of the north, enemies still moved.

Because peace is never left alone for long.

The Architects were broken, but not gone.

Dominion had lost Shepherd, but faith survives longer than men.

And beyond the ice, something older than all of them was waiting.

The First House was not just a refuge.

It was a choice.

A final line between the world humanity had destroyed—

and the one they still had a chance to deserve.

But houses keep memories.

Walls remember names.

And some doors are locked for a reason.

Before the child could be born, Juliette would have to face the final truth:

not about the infection.

Not about the Architects.

Not even about her blood.

But about what kind of mother she was willing to become.

Because saving the future is easy compared to raising it.

And sometimes—

the most dangerous thing in the world

is hope.

The snow kept falling.

The light in the distance kept burning.

And somewhere beyond the frozen silence—

home was waiting.

Or something pretending to be.
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Chapter 1 – The Light in the Snow
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The house stood alone against the white silence.

Old wood.

Dark stone.

Warm light glowing through frost-covered windows.

At the edge of the frozen lake, it looked less like a place and more like a memory refusing to die.

Juliette stopped walking.

For a long moment, no one spoke.

After everything—Magnus, Dominion, the Garden, Genesis, Eve—this simple house felt more unreal than all of it.

Beside her, Gianluca Farioli adjusted the rifle on his shoulder and stared at it suspiciously.

“I’m just saying,” he muttered, “every terrible decision in history probably started with someone saying, ‘Look, a peaceful house in the middle of nowhere.’”

Sofia almost smiled.

Progress.

Elena studied the structure carefully.

“No security towers. No visible surveillance. No fences.”

A pause.

“That somehow worries me more.”

Juliette nodded.

Because peace, these days, usually meant hidden danger.

Still—

the child moved inside her.

Strong.

Restless.

Alive.

Her hand rested on her stomach instinctively.

Not yet.

But close.

Very close.

She could feel it.

Whatever came next, it would happen here.

She knew that the same way she knew storms before they arrived.

This place mattered.

They walked forward together.

Step by step.

No dramatic entrance.

No ambush.

Only the sound of boots in snow and the strange feeling that the house had been waiting for them.

At the front porch, Juliette noticed something carved into the old wooden frame.

A symbol.

Not the triangle of the Architects.

Not Dominion.

Older.

A circle crossed by a single vertical line.

Simple.

Ancient.

Familiar.

Elena froze when she saw it.

“No...”

Gianluca looked at her.

“That’s never a comforting word.”

Her voice was low.

“I’ve seen this before. In Helena’s old files.”

Juliette turned.

“My mother knew this place?”

Elena nodded slowly.

“She didn’t just know it...”

A pause.

“She was trying to reach it.”

Silence.

That changed everything.

Before Juliette could ask more—

the front door opened.

No sound.

No warning.

Just—

open.

And standing there was an old woman.

White hair tied back.

Sharp eyes.

Calm posture.

No fear.

No surprise.

Like she had expected them exactly now.

She looked first at Juliette.

Then at her stomach.

Then at Gianluca.

And finally at Sofia.

Her expression softened.

Just slightly.

“You took longer than your mother.”

Silence.

Absolute silence.

Because there it was again—

Helena.

Always one step ahead, even in death.

Juliette stepped forward.
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