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Continue the Tyrant Route

Trevor's Tyrant Route continues in I Took Heaven and Made It Sing.


Chapter 1 — Heaven Brought Me Ten Thousand New Health Bars

Heaven brought Trevor ten thousand new health bars, and his first thought was gear space.

The bars filled the torn sky above Cathedral City in gold ranks six hundred deep, stretching from the broken bell towers to the cloud line. Shield Paladins formed the front wall while Cantors floated behind them, mouths open and white notes burning between their teeth. Inquisitors rode spearheads the size of chapel roofs.

A body-forge carrier hung at the center, its golden ribs caging twelve decks of glass coffins while six holy-class shields spun around a living heart. The ship looked like a cathedral had fucked a siege engine and raised the baby to hate him. He wanted it badly enough that he almost missed the first lance volley falling.

“Forty-eight lanes,” he said, and Red Covenant Domain spread from his four black-red wings.

Crown lines snapped into bells, corpse teams, rebels, seized walls, and the weakest Host units he had placed along the north breach. Each bar in the ranks turned red except the empty sixth party lane, which stayed gray where Damaris should have stood.

The lances crossed his domain before he had time to hate the gray. Three hundred fifty weak Host units died in the first white sweep. Armor burst, bodies hit the tilted streets, and their red bars emptied as one while the death marks rose one by one. He spent those marks before the bodies finished falling.

Black-red chains tore out of each corpse, and he fed all three hundred fifty through the ship's Paladin shield on the same frame. The shield mirrored the chains and doubled them. They still ripped a dark seam across the gold disk.

HOST UNITS LOST // 350
DEATH MARKS SPENT // 350
CARRIER SHIELD DAMAGE // 1,400,000


“Brutal. Fast. Worth the cost,” Trevor said.

Naomi's healer icon went dark beside him as she stood in white-gold plate on a chunk of bathhouse roof, broad feet braced against the shake. Her sturdy frame stayed streaked with the blood of wounded people she had carried through the city drop.

“Each one of those bars had a name.”

“They had one HP and Heaven in front of them.”

“Those combat facts do not answer what I said.”

“No, but they answer why the shield is cracked.”

Naomi looked at him as though she could heal it all except the part that had chosen the sentence. Above them, one more lance wave formed, and he moved the bars still alive out of the front lanes.

She watched the array change before asking, “Did you find mercy?”

“The second volley gives half the death-mark harm and adds twelve Dissonance per hundred.”

“There is the Trevor I know.”

Naomi turned from him and sent three healing bursts into the fallen ranks. Twenty-six red bars came back at one HP; every other body stayed still. He kept the twenty-six behind a seized wall because their next deaths would pay less after Heaven had counted them once, which made them poor shots. It also brought Naomi close enough for her shoulder to touch his lower wing.

She felt the touch and stepped away.

The empty Damaris lane lit across his sight.

AUTO-FILL AVAILABLE


Four portraits rose: Naomi, Petra, Adina, and Junia.

From forty yards away, Petra threw a knife through her own image. The blade crossed the prompt and stuck in a Cantor's throat.

“Take the exceptionally obvious hint,” she called.

Adina drew a blue edit box around her portrait, changed the label to NOT THE DEAD WOMAN, and enlarged it until the words covered two lanes. When she sent the hostile window into Heaven's array, the Cantors tried to reject the text and detonated it into bad rights.

Naomi closed her prompt without looking at Trevor.

Junia's red-gold portrait stayed, ninety-nine percent covered by a black claim ring while the last one percent shone hard enough to hurt. She pointed her sword at Heaven and kept the other edge facing Trevor.

“Use my Inquisitor rank when the shield opens,” she said. “Do not put me in her slot.”

He closed auto-fill just before the second lance volley crossed the blank lane.

Damaris would have planted there, caught the first impact on Iron Justiciar armor, and cursed him for standing too close before turning the hit into a Private Verdict that made the attacker pay her harm.

Heaven had wiped her body from the field.

Her soul file stayed sealed in the Closed Crown seal beneath his halo, holding each memory through the instant she died. It supplied no voice, no body, no skill, and no secret help.

Without Damaris there, the lance hit him instead. His four assault wings locked around the spearhead as gold fire cut through the black-red feather edges and drove him across the roof. HP fell from 458 to 302, and Stamina dropped by ninety before he forced the wings apart.

Petra cut a route mark under the spear. The broken lance missed his heart, crossed three streets, and buried itself in a seized wall. Adina struck the shaft with a blue curse and changed INVASION to DELIVERY. The wall accepted the spear as cargo, spun, and fired it back at the array.

Junia moved before Trevor could order her, spending her one self-owned beat to run along the returning spear. She landed on the Inquisitor shield, cut once, and made the gold disk show its HP for less than a second.

INQUISITOR SHIELD // JUDGMENT DAMAGE REQUIRED


Then his ninety-nine percent dragged her back.

Junia landed beside him with murder in her face. “You pull me like that again, I take the wing joint.”

“You were about to fall through ten thousand enemies.”

“I had time to land a second cut.”

“You had only twenty-seven HP left when you jumped.”

“I only needed one HP for the strike.”

He almost told her Damaris used to say that, but the words reached his teeth and died there.

Naomi healed the Host units the first volley had left alive. She did not heal Trevor, and he cleared the target order while hating the message.

While they argued, Heaven advanced across the sky.

The body-forge ship crossed the old western wall without touching it, golden ribs opening around the coffin decks. White faces slept under the glass; some wore full bodies, while others had empty skulls, half-grown wings, or labels instead of skin.

SANCTIONED VESSELS // 1,204
CONDEMNED IMPRINTS // 877
UNASSIGNED DIVINE BODIES // 43


The Closed Crown seal pulled toward the ship, and Trevor locked the seal tighter.

Pressure answered from inside it, but nothing else did. No Damaris voice told him whether the pull hurt, and no hand struck him for owning what stayed of her.

Since the seal stayed silent, the ship became louder.

BODY-FORGE CARRIER // LEVEL 54 RAID OBJECTIVE
HP // SEALED
SHIELDS // 6/6
MISSING JUDGMENT RECORD // SEARCHING


As the ship's Paladin shield fixed its cracked reflection frame, Trevor opened all forty-eight Crown lanes.

“Cantor wedge gets the bells, Paladin gets corpse teams, Hand gets the west wall, and Cleric gets the revolt captains.”

Petra slid down the roof tiles beside him, her lean body fitting between two red route lines without touching either. “You forgot the part where each revolt captain hates you.”

“They can hate me through the marked exits.”

“They choose their own exits through the kill box.”

“They choose which of my open exits to use.”

Her knife pressed under his lowest right wing. “Your crown remains cute, and this remains not consent.”

He freed control of the rebel routes, and Petra redrew them. Half went toward the Cleric shield; the rest ran under the ship to free civilians trapped by the first volley.

The harm estimate dropped by six percent.

Though the harm estimate irritated him, Trevor took it. “That choice was expensive enough to injure me personally.”

“Go cry about it inside your stolen city.”

Adina built forty-eight false commands around the Cantors, each using the ship's sanction seal while contradicting the order beside it. When the choir tried to sing all forty-eight, white static filled their mouths.

Naomi moved the revived Host units behind his seized walls and refused each Crown request that would merge their HP pools. Whenever a lance struck, she healed the people behind the walls and let his property break.

Junia hit the Inquisitor shield again, writing a thin red fault across it with judgment harm.

The array worked because each strike entered one kill box; it nearly failed since the blank lane belonged to no one.

A gold cavalry wedge split from Heaven's right flank, six hundred riders folding into one spear whose point found the gray lane and came straight for Naomi. He had six weak voices close enough to catch it. The System placed their portraits beneath his thumb.

ASSIGN INTERCEPTOR?


She saw the interceptor prompt beneath his thumb. “Take the incoming cavalry spear yourself.”

Trevor closed his fist, crossed the gray lane, and took the spear through his side.

Gold metal punched beneath his ribs, tore through black-red plate, and lifted his small body off the roof. Pain whitened the city as HP fell by one hundred forty. Trevor wrapped all four wings around the shaft when the cavalry tried to carry him back to Heaven.

“You were kind enough to bring me a handle.”

He poured fifty-eight MP into Red Covenant Domain. Forty-eight lanes seized the cavalry wedge from behind: bells struck the rider helms, seized walls crushed both flanks, and corpse teams climbed the spear to plant death marks beneath the horses.

Petra cut a route through the array's middle. Adina changed CHARGE to RETURN, Junia cut the lead rider's head off, and the spear reversed.

Trevor rode it through the Paladin shield.

Gold broke around him as the cavalry wedge hit its own ship. One holy disk went black, and reflected death marks punched through the ribs behind it.

Naomi healed him only after the rider died and each wounded Host unit above zero had gotten care. Sixteen green HP came back, closing the hole in his side just enough to stop him from spraying blood across the roof.

Petra caught the back of his armor before he fell. “Damaris is not an equipment slot in your array.”

“I know Damaris is not equipment or an empty role.”

“Your array still does not know that.”

Adina changed the gray lane label from VACANT ASSET to DEAD GIRLFRIEND.

Naturally, the System objected to her fix.

INVALID COMBAT ROLE


She made the text larger until DEAD GIRLFRIEND filled the lane from street to cloud.

“Fixed,” Adina said, though her average, trim body shook in the blue ward coat. She kept her face dry by refusing to blink.

Junia broke the cavalry spear across one knee and gave back the blade to Trevor point-first.

“The slot remains empty until Damaris returns,” he said.

No one thanked him for recognizing the minimum truth.

The ship opened all five left shields and charged a city-wide wipe. White rings closed around Cathedral City, giving each resident the same countdown.

SANCTIONED REPOSSESSION // 20 BEATS
UNCLAIMED LIFE WILL BE RECYCLED


“Now we counterattack the open shield,” Trevor said. He spent one more two hundred weak Host units against the hurt Paladin frame, but this time he gave them the label Naomi had chosen.

PEOPLE TREVOR PLANS TO KILL FIRST // 200


All two hundred saw it, and thirty-one fled while one hundred sixty-nine stayed for reasons that belonged to them: fear of Heaven, families trapped in the countdown, faith in the death marks, or the simple desire to kill God on a third life after dying twice already.

Trevor sent the left one hundred sixty-nine into the frame.

Their marks struck the open frame while Trevor added thirty-one stored marks from the rib district, drove seized wall-fire into the reflection, and burst the Paladin shield.

At last, the ship's sealed HP showed up above it.

BODY-FORGE CARRIER // 18,000,000 HP
SHIELDS // 5/6


The wipe rings stalled at three beats while Naomi's healers dragged survivors from the corpse lanes. Petra routed broken shield pieces into cover, Adina forced the ship to count its own shell cargo as unclaimed life, and Junia held her blade in the Inquisitor fault.

Trevor stood in Damaris's blank lane with blood warming his narrow waist.

The ship opened a hidden crown disk, and gold light scanned his soft face, smoky lashes, lavender eyes, four wings, Red Covenant Domain, Crown Marks, Ruler Core node, and Closed Crown seal. It found Trevor Dwyer in a female founder-angel body and did not call either fact an error.

Each holy aggro line turned toward him.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Ten thousand heavenly units entered one Red Covenant kill box. Five hundred fifty weakest Host units were spent. Damaris's lane remains empty because death is not a staffing opportunity.

LEVEL // 40 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 178/458 | MP 298/356 | Stamina 201/350

Fear 202/400 Dissonance 248 Active Voices // 2,178/3,078 Stored rib-district souls // 340

Damaris Pike // dead Soul record // Closed Crown partition, sealed Living action // none

Body-Forge Carrier // 18,000,000 HP Shields // 5/6 ```

The ship placed his name under its crown.

FOUNDER CANDIDATE // TREVOR DWYER


Ten thousand health bars stopped pushing into his city and knelt around the ship.

Heaven had not come to conquer his province.

It had come to repossess its heir.


Chapter 2 — The Forge Carrier Called Me Property

The body-forge ship called Trevor property, and his Crown copied the syntax before he broke the scan.

Gold light closed around him and swapped the kneeling army with a wall of code. Cathedral City became a red map beneath his feet while forty-eight Crown lines stretched from his body to bells, walls, corpse teams, rebels, and live Host units. Each line ended in a smaller claim key, and each key pointed up.

SUCCESSOR INTEGRITY SCAN
FOUNDER CANDIDATE // RETURN TO PRIME OWNER


Trevor tried to move, but the scan held each wing open and turned him in the air. Gold light passed through his soft face, smoky lashes, lavender eyes, black-red armor, and narrow waist before entering the female angel body Heaven had built from Trevoria Wyer's template. It reached the male soul inside and kept reading.

IDENTITY // TREVOR DWYER
SEX // MALE
BODY TEMPLATE // TREVORIA WYER DERIVATIVE
SOUL/BODY CONFLICT // STABLE
SUCCESSOR BEAUTIFICATION // 81%
OWNERSHIP // CONTESTED DESCENDANT KEY


Petra stared through the gold wall at him. “It officially called you eighty-one percent cute.”

“Lovely,” Trevor fixed, because accuracy mattered when Heaven certified his face.

“It said beautification, and it also called you a derivative.”

He tried to shrug despite the scan locking his shoulders. Adina wrote a blue note across the field.

PROTAGONIST EGO // NO SAFE MAXIMUM


Naomi did not laugh since she was still sorting bodies from the opening breach into the living, the dead, and the living who might not stay that way. Each green heal made the gold wall shiver, but the scan would not let her target Trevor.

Then the ship opened his claim tree, and he stopped joking.

At the top, one node read CENTRAL CHOIR, and beneath it sat FOUNDER OFFICE, which owned the body template, System keys, Crown frame, and each legal command Heaven recognized. His Ruler Core key hung four branches down with Red Covenant Domain beneath that, while his claimed city, Host, companions, bound souls, and current body all hung beneath him.

One gold command waited at the root.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION
WHEN PRIME CLAIM FIRES, ALL DESCENDANT KEYS RETURN


Trevor caught the command tree in his Crown, and the scan noticed.

UNAUTHORIZED COPY


“Correct,” Trevor said as gold tightened around his skull.

The ship tried to close the tree. He shoved a Crown lane into the shrinking gap and used his claim mark as a bookmark, letting the scan carry the command into him before it could shut.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION // COPIED


A colder restriction panel showed up beneath the copied command.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION // CANNOT BE EXECUTED BY DESCENDANT KEY


“You meant that I cannot execute it yet,” he told the panel.

Junia struck the scan from outside, and her sword entered one inch before the gold wall turned her ninety-nine-percent claim field against the blade, snapping red chains around her elbow, neck, and knees. Because her one-percent self-claim stayed free, she spent that beat cutting the scan.

The free strike opened a black seam across the wall.

“Trevor, stop admiring the theft,” she said. “Use the opening right now.”

He turned one empty Crown slot inward and spent twenty-four MP wrapping it around the copied syntax. The gold command bit at its walls like a trapped animal.

HOSTILE OWNER KEY // STORED


When the scan fixed itself, it started taking HP without displaying a hit number. Trevor watched his bar drop one point at a time: 177, 176, 175.

Naomi raised both hands, but her green light struck the wall and slid off. “This drain is not plain combat harm.”

“Integrity tax,” he said, pleased enough to make her scowl.

“Stop enjoying the expensive theft, since you are bleeding from your nose.”

“I cleanly stole a thing expensive from Heaven.”

Petra crouched beside the scan wall, and because her knives could not cut the gold, she studied where it touched the roof. “The field owns each place inside it. Each route I make becomes part of its map.”

“Make one intentionally bad route through the map.”

“All of your routes are already bad.”

“Then make one bad route with intent.”

Petra scratched a line through the roof dust, leading from his trapped place to the ship heart. It crossed three shield planes and ended in a coffin, which the scan accepted as owned geometry. Then she changed the end with her second knife.

When the route ended one handspan outside the wall, gold split along the mismatch, and Adina pushed blue text into the opening. Her curse got a holy approval seal since the scan mistook it for part of Petra's owned route.

SUCCESSOR INTEGRITY // THIS IDIOT IS CONSISTENT


“That scan result is unnecessarily rude,” Trevor said.

“I only had eight characters left in the field.”

The scan reached Junia, and her claim field flashed between Trevor and Heaven. Ninety-nine percent went gold, then red, then gold again, while the one-percent seam stayed hers.

SUBJECT // JUNIA VALE
LOCAL OWNER // TREVOR DWYER
PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
SELF-CLAIM // INVALID ROUNDING ERROR


Junia drove her blade deeper through the rounding field. “Try rounding the sword lodged inside your code.”

When the seam spread, Trevor pushed through it and touched the scan's inner code, and the ship scanned his memories next. Cathedral City melted into the silent gold of the last Ruler Core fight.

Damaris stood at six HP in the judgment field. He watched his past mouth issue the order, watched her take the hit, and watched Iron Justiciar armor split before her body vanished beneath Heaven's wipe light.

The memory moved because the ship played it; Damaris did not. Her soul file stayed sealed beneath his halo. No voice came from the seal, and no new look crossed her face, since the ship had stolen an image rather than raised the dead for his comfort.

The scan marked the replayed memory for review.

ATTACHMENT // OWNER-CODED
SOUL RECORD // MISPLACED SUCCESSION ASSET
RETURN ASSET TO CERTIFIED VESSEL?


Trevor chose NOT YOUR ASSET. The ship interpreted that as MY ASSET.

Adina saw the trap before he proved it. “The grammar allows only two competing owners.”

Trevor hated how clean the choice looked: either Heaven owned Damaris or he did, because the screen held no field for Damaris.

“Then we steal the grammar that defines claim.”

Adina changed ASSET to WITNESS in the local display. The scan refused her edit, but for one frame it exposed the field hidden beneath the word.

SUCCESSOR TRIAL REQUIRES JUDGMENT WITNESS


Gold censorship covered the line, though Adina copied it inside his armor before it vanished.

“What heir trial is Heaven preparing?” Naomi asked.

“Forge access,” he said, putting his answer where he wanted the proof to lead.

Junia pulled her sword free of the scan. “The panel explicitly said heir.”

“The forge probably makes bodies for its successors.”

“You do not know what the forge makes.”

“I know Damaris is the only judgment file in the scan.”

“You know what you want the sentence to mean.”

When the ship changed targets, hundreds of civilians stood inside gold columns across the city. The scan caught them since they had touched a Crown-marked street during the first strike. Each person got two buttons—CLAIM and CONDEMN—while a third field stayed hidden and gold crawled across their skin.

Trevor opened the root syntax he had stolen and found no release command. Heaven's owner tree did not understand a person who belonged to no branch.

The scan reached ninety-year-old bell keepers, children beneath collapsed roofs, rebels who had accepted his road buffs. The twenty-six Host units Naomi had pulled back from one HP. Gold crawled across their skin.

DISPOSITION REQUIRED // 8 BEATS


Naomi slammed her palm against the scan wall. “Get each civilian out of those columns.”

Trevor chose CLAIM, and each woman around him went still until he rewrote the end.

Instead of feeding civilians into his body, he opened forty-eight shallow Host lanes across the city. Each mark lasted one beat and ended beyond the scan columns.

“Petra,” Trevor said, and she saw the brief routes at once. “Choose free exits for each civilian lane.”

Petra carved them through alleys, bathhouse roofs, bell lofts, cellar doors, and the command throne's blind side, ensuring none passed through him.

“Naomi, heal each person before the brief mark completes.”

Green light flew down all forty-eight lanes, closing wounds enough for people to run.

“Adina, make each claim mark expire after one beat.”

“Permanent to leased,” she said, changing OWNED to COMBAT LEASE // ONE BEAT.

“Junia, cut each mark before the second beat.”

Using her one-percent seam as a clock, Junia struck forty-eight times as the civilians crossed. Red claim marks formed, carried bodies through the gold wall, and broke before the second beat.

The scan tried to merge the lanes, but Trevor held them apart until his vision doubled. People fell out across Cathedral City. Some kissed the stones, some drew weapons, and one bell keeper pointed at him and called him a silk-faced little tyrant.

“True,” Petra said as the scan collapsed.

Its last drain took Trevor to 119 HP. Ordeal surged through his Crown from the stolen root key, the broken scan, and hundreds of live people reaching the far side angry enough to choose what came next.

Level 41 opened without refilling a single point. He felt added strength settle into his small limbs, extra Vitality harden the wound beneath his ribs, and one point of Agility change the balance of all four wings.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Successor scan broken. Root-owner reversion syntax copied. Civilians extracted through temporary Host marks and released angry, alive, and unconvinced by your ethics.

LEVEL // 40 + 1 -> 41 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 37 | Vitality 42 | Agility 25 | Focus 30 | Will 33 | Grace 27

HP 119/466 | MP 274/362 | Stamina 194/356

Fear 216/400 Dissonance 257 Active Voices // 2,178/3,078

Founder Candidate // confirmed Root Owner Reversion // copied ```

The ship did not strike; instead, all twelve of its coffin decks freed.

Glass covers rose in twelve gold rows above Divine bodies: winged women, blank-faced soldiers, small soft shells built on his template, and tall plated frames made to survive judgment.

Before closing, the scan opened one last shell rating.

DAMARIS PIKE // SOUL RECORD DETECTED
BODY // FIELD EMPTY
BODY CONTINUITY // DELETED
QUALITY RATING // NO VESSEL


Trevor looked from Damaris's blank field to the bodies Heaven believed could replace hers.

The nearest stand-in corpse opened its waiting eyes.


Chapter 3 — I Spent the Weakest Units First

The corpse in the nearest coffin opened its eyes and tried to install Damaris as a perfect stand-in.

PERFECT REPLACEMENT // BOOTING


Trevor put a bell through its face, shattering the coffin, tearing the head from the blank Divine form, and knocking the whole deck sideways while gold fluid poured over the carrier ribs.

“You brought the wrong woman to the wrong fight,” he said.

Naomi looked at Damaris's blank lane instead. “The wrong woman is the important part.”

The ship slammed each coffin shut and spun its five left shields around eighteen million HP. Cantor moved to the front of the ship formation while Paladin remnants filled the reflection gaps and Hand gathered spilled shell fluid into ten gold fists. Cleric began raising the first-wave dead beneath Heaven's claim marks, and Inquisitor stayed at the rear as a narrow disk with no hit type he could trigger.

Cathedral City's captured checkpoint sent a red rest pulse through the failed heir scan.

RAID RECOVERY // PARTIAL
HP +129
MP +17
STAMINA +37


His bars rose to 248/466 HP, 291/362 MP, and 231/356 Stamina. The pulse closed the hole beneath his ribs, but it did not return the five hundred fifty Host units he had spent. He opened the complete army list in his Crown. Forty-eight Crown lanes waited: six filled with bells, eleven with corpse teams, eight with seized walls, and seventeen with rebels or city fighters. The last six held 611 units with weak bars, bad skills, broken gear, or no strike that scaled against a Level 54 raid ship. He labeled all six weak lanes at once.

EXPENDABLE BARS // 611


Naomi saw the words spread across living bars. “Remove that label from those people now.”

“It is true according to their combat value.”

“Then so is people Trevor plans to kill first.”

Adina changed the text, and the update reached each Host unit across all six lanes.

PEOPLE TREVOR PLANS TO KILL FIRST // 611


Seventy-three left the ranks, though none fled Heaven. Thirty ran to Petra's rescue routes beneath the ship, eighteen joined Naomi's triage line, and seven climbed a broken bell tower to load stones because their skills could not hurt the shields. The rest sought streets beyond Red Covenant Domain.

Trevor could have forced each one of them back into line, but his Crown showed the price.

FORCED RETURN // +146 DISSONANCE
UNWILLING DEATH MARK OUTPUT // 50%


Trevor closed the inefficient command, and Naomi crossed both thick arms.

“Is this one more sudden fit of mercy?”

“No, the command produces inefficient harm.”

“Of course that is the reason you found.”

The left 538 stayed in the lanes. A one-HP corpse soldier saluted since he had given him a third body after two deaths. A rebel captain stayed because her sons were under the Cleric shield. Three bell keepers wanted revenge for their tower, while others watched the ten thousand gold bars and chose the pretty bastard with black-red wings offered better odds.

Their reasons did not make Trevor kind; they only made his death marks stronger.

HOST KILL BOX // 48 LANES
ACTIVE VOICES // 2,178
VOLUNTARY EXPENDABLE BARS // 538


“Cantor gets the bells, Cleric gets rebels, Hand gets walls, and the Paladin remnants get corpses.” Trevor assigned each lane as he spoke, making one owner sentence from forty-eight distinct attacks.

Petra pointed one knife toward the six weak lanes. “What happens to the people in those lanes?”

“They cross together when I give the count.”

“Do they know your count ends with each one of them dead?”

“They saw just what Adina put on the label.”

Petra looked down at the waiting units. “Ask whether they still want this.”

He hated wasting a command on facts he already possessed, but he opened the lane channel. “The Cantor shield reflects sound. Your death marks carry the last sound you heard. If you cross now, you die, and the shield eats the noise.”

The one-HP corpse soldier raised a broken spear. “Does my third death in fact hurt Heaven?”

“Yes, if the death mark reaches the shield.”

“Good enough for my third life,” he said, settling the matter for himself.

The rebel captain spoke next through the open lane. “My boys come out of that Cleric deck?”

“If Petra's promised route reaches their deck.”

Petra met her eyes without softening. “My route will reach both of your boys.”

The captain entered first. The other 537 followed for reasons that belonged to them and bars that belonged to him. He launched all six lanes into the kill box.

Six bells fired into Cantor. When the shield caught each note and sang it back, he sent ninety weak units through the reflected sound. Their bars emptied, and their death marks carried all six bell notes in the disk.

Cantor sang twenty-four sounds at once while Adina added forty-eight contradictory orders.

PRAISE CENTRAL CHOIR
SILENCE ALL HERESY
REPEAT LAST COMMAND
DO NOT REPEAT LAST COMMAND


The shield obeyed each sanctioned line. Its choir split into conflicting hymns, and white mouths tore wider as gold notes struck one another and burst.

“That is genuinely lovely,” Adina said. Blue code lit her average, trim body from coat hem to sharp cheekbones. She smiled at the failing holy grammar with the warm delight other women saved for puppies. Trevor wanted to kiss that smile.

She noticed him looking at her smile. “Win the boss fight before you collect love rewards.”

“Scheduled,” he said while she sent one more curse into the choir.

The Hand shield threw ten fists at the seized walls. Petra routed eight through open streets and let two strike his command throne since it had the armor to take them. The impact shook him across three Crown lanes.

The seventy-three units who had left the ranks used the opening. Stone loaders dropped a full bell crown through one gold wrist, and rescue teams crossed the broken hand to climb toward the coffins. They contributed without dying in his lanes.

It was an annoyingly strong free build choice.

Cleric raised three hundred fifty bodies from the opening breach and pushed gold claim marks into the dead. Naomi stepped between those corpses and his Crown lines.

“Dying twice does not make them yours twice.”

“They are now attacking everyone still alive.”

“Then stop Heaven's strike without claiming them again.”

He assigned the rebel lanes. The captain and her fighters struck the Cleric shield through Petra's promised route, each carrying a family name written inside one bracer. When the shield tried to heal them into obedience, Naomi inverted her next cast.

Green light denied each holy heal while leaving live bodies untouched. Cleric lost its raised dead, and the red death marks went back to his lanes. He spent all the returned marks on Cantor.

The gold disk split, and he sent all 538 weak units through the break in nine waves. Each death mark hit a different choir mouth. The shield could reflect any one strike, but it could not choose among 538 distinct deaths before the next bell struck.

The overloaded Cantor shield shattered from its center.

SHIELDS // 4/6


Trevor drove captured-wall fire through the opening, followed by eleven corpse teams with marks packed into their armor. Rebels hit the living heart's cage while bells kept Cleric from healing.

Boss HP fell in four hard steps: 17,100,000, then 15,800,000, 14,200,000, and 13,600,000.

The ship pulled back from Cathedral City, leaving Trevor with fewer weak units than he had possessed before entering the halo-coffin dungeon. That improved the next plan because each surviving lane now carried a strike worth protecting.

Naomi heard the thought through his expression. “Do not say whatever you just calculated.”

“I did not say a single thing.”

“Your entire pretty face looked obscenely fast.”

“Cruel and handsome are dangerously close at this angle.”

Petra landed beside him with blood on one knife and coffin-gold on the other. “Handsome is now losing the argument.”

Adina touched two fingers to his wrist and wrote 538 against his pulse in blue. Trevor left the number there where he could feel it.

The Inquisitor shield spun to the front. Junia stepped out of his ninety-nine-percent command before he could aim her. Her one-percent beat carried her across a gold spear, along the ship rib, and onto the narrow disk.

She struck with the sliver that still belonged to her. The Inquisitor shield took one point of harm, while every other strike had come back zero.

JUDGMENT DAMAGE // 1


Her mouth sharpened around one word. “That judgment harm is mine.”

“Your other ninety-nine percent remains mine.”

For one beat, her sword turned toward him. “Keep counting shares and lose a wing.”

Trevor grinned and used the ninety-nine percent to redirect Heaven's counterstroke around her while Junia kept her own one percent in the shield.

Behind them, the empty Damaris lane lit just as a cavalry charge found it. He shoved a seized wall into the gray space, and gold spears broke the wall into molten blocks. No woman moved into the slot, and no portrait changed its role.

The wall bought Junia one more strike. A keyhole showed up in the Inquisitor disk, carrying no claim mark.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Forty-eight Crown lanes fired. Five hundred thirty-eight weak Host units were spent after seventy-three saw the label and left. Efficiency remains morally expensive.

LEVEL // 41 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 248/466 | MP 291/362 | Stamina 231/356

Fear 241/400 Dissonance 268 Active Voices // 1,640/3,078

Body-Forge Carrier // 13,600,000/18,000,000 HP Shields // 4/6 Cantor Shield // destroyed Inquisitor Shield // judgment lock exposed ```

Junia put her sword into the keyhole.

The ship tried to turn her into the missing witness.


Chapter 4 — My Missing Witness Was Still Mine

The carrier tried to make Junia the missing witness as gold closed around her sword arm and read her judgment skill, Red Verdict, and the one-percent seam she still owned. Then it found Trevor stamped across the other ninety-nine percent.

WITNESS CANDIDATE // JUNIA VALE
INDEPENDENCE // 1%
MINIMUM REQUIRED // 100%
CANDIDATE REJECTED


Junia ripped her blade free before Heaven could reject it all else she was.

“Congratulations,” Trevor said. “Heaven has certified you as almost a complete person.”

She cut the gold chain around her elbow. “One percent is more than enough to kill you.”

“Schedule the murder after this boss phase.”

Because the ship could not find a living judgment witness, it solved the error by turning his entire Host into one sacrificial bar.

JUDGMENT WITNESS // MISSING
EMERGENCY HOST CERTIFICATION // 40 BEATS
ALL CLAIMED UNITS WILL MERGE AS ONE SANCTIONED OFFERING


All forty-eight Crown lanes began sliding together. Trevor knew them as functions—bell lane, wall lane, corpse lane, curse lane—but the merge showed him what those functions held. One bell crew argued bitterly over tempo, three rebels hated Trevor but hated Heaven more. A corpse soldier still wore a wedding ring fused to one finger. Local choices and dead histories flattened toward one bar. He had built the labels, and Heaven removed even those distinctions.

The first merge caught two split bell crews. Their notes became one flat gold tone, erasing the Cantor hit type from both. The next caught a corpse team and a rebel squad, then pooled their HP. A fighter with sixty HP dropped to thirty since the dead bodies dragged down the average. She screamed while the shared bar recalculated.

Three corpse lanes gained ten HP each from her loss, but their bodies did not wake. The System called it equal distribution. Naomi called it murder with a mean value.

“No, that is not equal distribution.” Her heal struck the rebel and spread across twelve corpses. The rebel gained two HP; eleven dead men gained green skin and stayed dead. “The merge wastes almost all my healing.”

“It wastes harm types too,” he said as he pushed his Crown against the gold field.

The consolidation field pulled harder until red lines snapped together in groups of four, forcing bells, walls, rebels, corpse teams, route markers, and bound voices beneath one prime-claim label while their local gains vanished.

HOST LANES // 48 > 36 > 24
ATTACK TYPES // 19 > 11 > 7


A future skill showed up in his sight.

HOST FORMATION I
STACK UP TO 48 CAPTURED ATTACK LANES BENEATH ONE ORDER WITHOUT MERGING THEIR DAMAGE TYPES
REQUIREMENT // PRESERVE 48 HOST LANES THROUGH OWNER CONSOLIDATION


The System had hidden the solution behind its own need. It wanted Trevor to keep differences only so one owner could command them more efficiently, which was close enough to the build he liked that he took the lesson. He loved a game honest enough to admit it wanted theft. He opened the root-claim syntax copied from the forge ship's scan. Adina grabbed his wrist where the blue number 538 still rested against his pulse.

“If you use that prime syntax, it may recognize your Crown as Heaven's.”

“The ship already recognizes me as a child key.”

“It may keep seeing Heaven after you win.”

“Then I steal a better pair of eyes.”

Her mouth tightened around the known complaint. “That sentence is still not a plan.”

“It contains both verbs and a desirable outcome.”

“Your plans are what happens when confidence eats grammar.”

Petra knelt in the merging map while gold claim geometry wiped each route mark as soon as she cut it. “Flirt after we stop turning undifferentiated soup.”

Naomi shoved her healer frame between two shared bars. “Nobody in my range becomes soup.”

Junia looked directly at Trevor. “Use the stolen command.” She knew which one. He set the stolen root-claim syntax loose in the shell.

DESCENDANT KEYS // PRESENT FOR CONSOLIDATION
OWNER SHELL // TREVOR DWYER HOST
COMPLIANCE // OFFERED


Heaven accepted his false claim shell without hesitation. One gold claim label closed around all forty-eight Crown lanes, yet those lanes kept merging inside it.

“Petra, split the routes around the merge.”

She drove both knives through the main join. Instead of opening exits from the shell, she routed each lane around the place Heaven expected them to meet, circling the merge point like roads around a sinkhole.

“Adina, keep each hit type named.”

Adina named each strike type in blue text: bell tone, crush, death mark, blade, route cut, curse, fear burn, seized wall-fire. She kept naming until all nineteen had split labels the consolidation could not treat as one field.

“Naomi, keep each live lane independently alive.”

The shared HP pool reached toward the weakest bars. Naomi broke her own party priority and placed a one-HP floor under each live lane instead of healing any single unit. Forty-eight split green lines held.

“Junia, keep your one percent outside the merge.”

“You do not get to order my one percent.”

“Then choose to hold it against Heaven.”

The word reached ninety-nine percent as an order and the rest as a request. Junia heard both, and her self-owned seam brightened because she chose to remain, though her expression changed by half a knife edge. He used the Crown on the other ninety-nine percent. Junia used her own beat to cut between them, carrying the seam across the gold shell from inside.

HOST LANES // 24 > 32 > 41


The consolidation timer reached its twenty-beat midpoint. Gold spikes grew inward from the shell and entered his wings, dropping his HP from 248 to 214. He spent thirty-three Stamina holding all four limbs open and forty-two MP feeding split claim marks through the same label while Dissonance climbed.

The ship tried to solve Petra's routes by moving the merge point, so she moved the exits. It tried to erase Adina's labels, and Adina misspelled three holy class names on purpose. Heaven fixed them, confirming they were split fields.

Then it pulled Naomi's one-HP floors toward a common minimum. She let one corpse lane hit zero. This made the System mark it dead and stop counting it as part of the living pool. She pushed the still-active death-mark lane back beneath his shell from the other side.

When the ship tried to consume Junia's seam, her one percent cut the consumption order.

Only ten beats stayed on the certification timer.

HOST LANES // 47


One seized wall had merged with the bathhouse roof. Trevor recalled Damaris sitting on that beam after the first city defense, flail across her knees, complaining that his claim crest ruined the view. He had left the beam unmarked to annoy her.

Now that missing mark gave him one place Heaven could not sort cleanly, since her refusal had survived as frame. He could release the wall, but he could not release the roof. Damaris had liked it, and he had left one beam without a claim crest for the body he planned to bring back. He ripped the wall free through brute Crown force. The gold shell took four more HP that his last bar could not spare, but Naomi brought them back before the timer ended.

“Those four HP were for the roof,” she said.

“Of course you healed the frame first.”

“I did not spend them on you.”

“It all becomes less romantic when you explain it well.”

Her green gauntlet struck his chest hard enough to ring. “Good, then the true explanation achieved its meant effect.”

Five beats remained before forced consolidation completed.

HOST LANES // 48
ATTACK TYPES // 19
OWNER LABELS // 1


The ship completed consolidation, and gold closed over the shell without merging a thing inside. The bell crew kept its tempo, the three rebels kept hating both sides in the correct order, and the corpse soldier kept the ring.

Trevor kept them beneath one label without cutting them to one job, which made it the most respectful thing his Crown had done. Naturally, he got a better command skill for it.

Ordeal slammed through his Crown. Level 42 raised his caps and called up the skill he had already built by hand.

HOST FORMATION I // ACQUIRED


Trevor used it. Forty-eight split lanes stacked beneath one command, and each bell, wall, corpse team, rebel, curse, route, and ninety-nine-percent piece of Junia aimed at the ship. Her one-percent beat aimed wherever she chose.

“What is the single owner order?” Petra asked. He showed his teeth. “Break each left part of the ship.”

The formation fired, landing nineteen harm types on one frame. Bell tones silenced the Cleric shield. Walls crushed Hand. Corpse teams carried marks through the Paladin remnants, rebels struck the exposed ribs. Adina's bad holy grammar made the shields correct themselves during impact.

Junia's self-owned point of judgment entered last. The Inquisitor disk cracked from its keyhole to the edge, and boss HP fell to 9,900,000.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Host consolidation complete. One owner label acquired. Forty-eight distinct attack lanes retained. Heaven has mistaken formatting compliance for obedience.

LEVEL // 41 + 1 -> 42 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 38 | Vitality 43 | Agility 25 | Focus 30 | Will 34 | Grace 28

HP 214/474 | MP 249/367 | Stamina 198/363

Host Formation I // acquired Attack lanes // 48 Attack types // 19

Fear 258/400 Dissonance 279

Body-Forge Carrier // 9,900,000/18,000,000 HP Shields // 4/6 ```

The cracked Inquisitor shield opened a second field beside his founder tag.

JUDGMENT WITNESS // MISSING


The Closed Crown seal pulled against its seal. Static soul frame knew the judgment tag, though Trevor felt no intent behind the movement. He still put one hand over the seal as if the gesture could keep Heaven from seeing through him.

The dead soul file moved toward the word WITNESS, and Damaris stayed silent while Heaven started searching inside him.


Chapter 5 — My Dead Girlfriend Had a Loot Tag

Heaven searched inside Trevor's Crown for Damaris.

Gold hooks passed through his halo and struck the Closed Crown seal. The first caught the outer seal, the second found the claim mark he had burned into the seal when he took her soul file from the Iron Orchard, and the third reached for the file itself.

The seal had never felt like a room from the outside, but now he felt its walls.

Closed Crown had folded Damaris's self-thread into a locked state with no body, no active voice, and no way to refuse either claimant pulling on her. Heaven's hook made the prison plain by trying to change the jailer.

DAMARIS PIKE // IRON JUSTICIAR RECORD
BODY CONTINUITY // DELETED
SOUL DESTINATION // CLOSED CROWN PARTITION
RETURN ELIGIBLE
AUTHORITY UNKNOWN
RECLAIM TO ARCHIVE?


Trevor chose NO, which made the reclaim hook pull harder.

Thirteen HP left his bar without a wound while gold scraped across the inside of his skull. His four wings kicked once as the carrier ribs tilted beneath him, but the soul file stayed silent.

Damaris did not shout from the seal, help him resist, or whisper that she wanted the body forge. Trevor had a sealed self-thread file rather than a dead girlfriend who could conveniently vote, and the line made his grip meaner.

If he freed the hook, Heaven reclaimed her. If he held it, his own claim mark stayed. The absence of a clean option did not force Trevor to choose himself; he chose himself because he meant to win. He wrapped Host Formation I around the hook. Forty-eight Crown lanes pulled with him. Bells anchored the left branch, seized walls braced the right, and corpse teams climbed the gold chain to drive death marks into each link.

The ship kept dragging Damaris's silent file toward its Archive.

Naomi caught him under one arm before the pull tore him off the rib deck. “Release her before this damages the file.”

“No, since Heaven is waiting at the other end.”

“If this is hurting any part of her—”

“We have no proof that the locked file can feel it.”

“That is not proof that she cannot feel a thing.”

He looked at the sealed seal icon, which gave him no answer. “I am still not releasing it to Heaven.”

Naomi's grip moved from his arm to his throat. Her sturdy body pinned him against a golden rib while the hook pulled through his halo. She could not reach the seal, but she could make claim in flesh expensive.

“You do not get to turn uncertainty into permission.”

“I am using the stronger open claim key.”

“That stronger key is just the problem.”

A white lance cut toward Naomi's back. He spent twenty-eight MP, folding the nearest six Red Covenant Domain lanes over them. The lance crossed three seized walls, a bell frame, and two corpse teams before its last inch stopped against his lower wing.

She kept her hand on his throat while the hook moved one more foot.

Petra landed on the chain and cut route marks into its gold links with both knives. “Where does Heaven's reclaim route end?”

He opened the end. A map flashed in the hook: Reclamation Archive, Iron Orchard shelves, damned class tables, claim review, memory fix, body assignment. Damaris's file would return to the place that had wiped her.

“It ends in the Reclamation Archive,” he said.

Petra drove one knife through the end mark. “Then I hate both open exits.”

“The screen only acknowledges one end.”

“You and Heaven are the competing ends.”

She opened a third route anyway, but it led nowhere. Heaven refused the path because no valid owner waited at its end.

Adina climbed beside Petra and reached into the error. “Do that again.”

Petra cut one more hopeless exit, which forced the gold syntax open so it could explain why the route could not exist.

VALID SOUL DESTINATIONS // OWNER VAULT OR RECLAMATION ARCHIVE


Adina changed one decisive word: RECLAIM became CONTEST, and the hook stopped moving.

OWNERSHIP CONTEST // ACTIVE
CLAIMANT ONE // CENTRAL CHOIR
CLAIMANT TWO // TREVOR DWYER
SELF-CLAIM // NO LIVING INPUT


The field did not say none; it said unavailable.

Damaris had not surrendered self-claim; she lacked a living screen capable of entering it. Heaven treated incapacity as consent to claim, while Trevor treated it as permission to keep fighting Heaven, which was not much better.

That truth hit harder than the hook since Damaris had no body to make the choice with. Heaven used her silence as proof that only owners mattered. He poured all forty-eight Crown lanes into his claim. The seal sealed around the hook, and the ship answered through the Inquisitor shield.

JUDGMENT RECORD REQUIRED FOR SUCCESSION REVIEW
CURRENT RECORD // OWNER-CORRUPTED


Junia struck before Trevor could read the second line twice, spending thirty MP on Red Verdict. Her one self-owned beat carried the strike as judgment harm, while the other ninety-nine percent carried his claim mark.

The Inquisitor shield split the strike, taking the free one percent and reflecting the owned ninety-nine.

Junia's own verdict hit her across the chest. Gold fire opened her plate and dropped her to one knee. Naomi freed Trevor and healed Junia, closing the wound without touching the red-gold seam of self-claim.

“The shield is cutting Junia into shares,” Naomi said.

“Then give the shield more incompatible parts,” Adina answered.

She wrote CONTESTED OWNER across Junia's ninety-nine percent. Petra routed the reflected harm into Heaven's reclaim hook, while Naomi left Junia with just enough HP to survive one more strike.

Junia rose as Trevor pulled on the gold chain. “I can command your ninety-nine percent.”

“You command nothing for the next beat,” Junia said.

Her self-claim lit with a hard white edge. For that beat, one percent of her turned white, and her sword arm belonged to no claimant. The freedom was small enough to miss and sharp enough to change the target.

Junia struck the Inquisitor shield a second time. One percent of Red Verdict entered as free judgment, while ninety-nine percent entered as a contested claim and forced the shield to sort both parts on the same frame. Petra's route sent the refused claim harm into the reclaim hook.

The reclaim hook twisted around and stabbed itself.

Adina changed RECLAIM FAILED to RETURN FLAG VERIFIED. Naomi healed Junia after the harm landed, not before, so the hit stayed hers. The shield cracked from keyhole to rim.

RETURN ELIGIBLE // CONFIRMED
AUTHORITY // LOCKED UNTIL LIVING CONTINUITY


Damaris's locked file got a new edge of gold, though the color did not mean approval. It meant the System had found a future state in which the file could become a live witness. Trevor filed that chance beside each body rating he meant to steal.

The file stayed the same size, held the same memories, and offered the same total silence; no fake comfort entered with the flag.

Heaven pulled on the file once more, but Trevor yanked back, breaking the reclaim hook and adding fourteen Dissonance.

Gold fragments sprayed across the ship deck, each offering a possible body rating: stronger, kinder, more tame, less scarred, more lovely, easier to command. One fragment offered Damaris's old face with the anger removed. One more kept her anger and aimed it only at Heaven. A third gave Trevor complete command while allowing her to believe each action stayed chosen. He crushed that one first, then broke every other rating beneath one wing.

Naomi had seen each word in the menu. “You were considering the options.”

“I read each piece of open loot.”

“You checked all of Heaven's possible replacements for her.”

“I checked the fastest way to kill the menu.”

Petra dropped from the broken hook. “What did your check find?”

“The menu has a living heart we can remove.”

Junia raised her sword for a third strike while the Inquisitor shield tried to close. He ordered all forty-eight Host lanes into the crack she had made. Bells spread it with sound, walls held the edges apart, and corpse teams packed death marks inside while rebels severed the control channels.

Adina changed the shield's role from JUDGE to EVIDENCE. Junia delivered the last point.

The Inquisitor shield broke. The ship lost its third disk, and its chest ribs opened around a living gold heart the size of a bathhouse boiler. The heart pumped light through a map of Heaven.

DESTINATION // DIVINE BODY FORGE
ACCESS // CLAIMANT + RETURNED JUDGMENT


The censor field failed for one blink. A hidden line appeared below the access rule.

SUCCESSION PHASE //—


Gold wiped the rest. Adina captured only three letters after the dash.

INS


It might mean install, check, or inheritance.

Trevor chose the reading that led to loot. Damaris came back in a stolen shell. Her self-thread proved the body worked, her judgment opened the forge, and he took each body and class table inside.

The reading was beautifully simple and probably wrong.

Junia stared at the burned space where SUCCESSION had appeared. “What do you in fact think she judges?”

“She judges the shell that receives her.”

“The field names the claimant, not the shell.”

“My shell is one part of my claim.”

“You keep putting your own personhood in the gear.”

“I happen to possess great Divine rarity.”

Junia put her sword beneath his chin. “One day, one more owner will agree.”

The ship heart fired before Trevor could answer. A gold pulse threw all five of them across the rib deck. He spent twenty-one Stamina stopping his wings against the glass coffins, and the bodies beneath them opened their eyes together.

None was Damaris. All wore her future class options.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Reclaim hook defeated. Damaris Pike remains sealed, silent, bodiless, and return eligible. Heaven has upgraded her from lost property to required loot.

LEVEL // 42 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 201/474 | MP 221/367 | Stamina 177/363

Fear 271/400 Dissonance 293

Damaris record // sealed Return eligible // yes Living action // none

Body-Forge Carrier // 8,300,000/18,000,000 HP Inquisitor Shield // destroyed Heart // exposed ```

The ship began closing its ribs, and Trevor launched himself at the heart before Heaven could hide it again.


Chapter 6 — I Equipped the Invasion Gate

Trevor hit the carrier heart with all four wings while the gold ribs closed around him. He drove his left pair into the upper cage and his right pair into the lower. Sixteen Stamina left his bar when the feather edges locked, stopping the ribs one foot from crushing his narrow body.

The living heart beat hard enough to strike his face.

CARRIER HEART // LIVING DIVINE ENGINE
OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR 71%
LOCAL COMMAND // BODY-FORGE CARRIER 29%
REMOVAL RESULT // CARRIER DEATH
CARGO SURVIVAL PROJECTION // 38%


Naomi landed on the rib behind him. “Do not tear that heart out yet.”

“The word yet is doing deadly work.”

“There are still live people inside those coffins.”

The ship's left shields tightened around its heart as Hand caught his lower wings. Cleric began healing the exposed cage, while the Paladin remnants copied his pull and fed it back through his shoulders.

Petra vanished under the coffin decks, leaving Trevor only her route marks: two knives of pale light moving through locked cargo rows. One mark opened a coffin, one more crossed a broken bridge between decks, and a third ended in blood.

“Petra, report what you found,” he called.

Her answer came through the party line. “I am busy stealing your favorite moral excuse.”

A glass coffin opened behind the ship's sternum, and a wingless woman fell into Petra's arms with a gold tube still in her throat.

“I found thirty-two who might still be living,” Petra said. “Maybe some will survive the fall.”

Naomi left he pinned against the heart, crossed the cage in three jumps, and caught the first captive before Petra had to choose between the woman and her knives. Green light pulled air into the stranger's lungs.

Adina climbed the outer ribs with blue edits burning beneath each handhold. “The ship has started sealing the lower decks.”

“Open each door you can reach.”

“I can open bodies or doors, because they share one permission field.”

“Open the doors,” he said, earning a surprised look.

“That was unexpectedly the correct answer.”

“You sound surprised that I chose doors.”

“I have read each ugly part of your build.”

She changed VESSEL SECURITY to CARGO RELEASE, and twelve coffin rows freed. Some lids rose over living faces, while others opened on gray bodies, unfinished bones, or gold fluid with no person inside.

Junia held the Inquisitor crack alone while Heaven rebuilt the shield around her sword, and her one-percent seam flared.

“We have twenty beats before loss,” she said. “Then the shield seals around my sword.”

Trevor opened Host Formation I, and forty-eight lanes stacked behind him. Bells anchored his upper wings, seized walls braced his feet, and corpse teams climbed the ship cage while rebels fired into the Cleric shield each time it tried to heal the ribs.

The living heart showed its exact equip need.

CARRIER HEART // TWO-HANDED DIVINE ENGINE
REQUIREMENTS // 40 MIGHT OR 48 HOST LANES


Trevor had thirty-eight Might, but he also had forty-eight lanes.

“Pick me up with all forty-eight lanes,” he ordered, and the Host obeyed.

Forty-eight split strike groups took the heart's load through his Crown. Its weight hit each lane at once. A bell tower split from roof to base. Three seized walls sank into the streets, and six corpse bodies lost their legs but kept pulling with their arms.

Together, the entire formation moved the heart one inch.

The ship screamed through all twelve coffin decks and forced the same word from each blank Divine shell through hundreds of open mouths.

RETURN


Damaris's seal pulled toward the heart, but Trevor dug all four wing tips into the rib cage and refused.

Gold hooks struck his halo again, and he ripped the heart out.

The ship died around the missing engine. All four shields collapsed, and the living ribs turned white, split at the joints, and fell across the coffin decks. Boss HP emptied from 8,300,000 to zero. Above Cathedral City, the gate lost its anchor. He caught the heart against his chest armor, and it beat once. His HP dropped from 201 to 188. His MP fell by sixteen as the engine tested his Crown, sending gold veins through his black-red plate and around both forearms.

CARRIER HEART // EQUIPPED
SLOT // TWO-HANDED SIEGE ENGINE
DAMAGE TYPES // SIX STOLEN SHIELD REMNANTS
QUEST MAP // ENCRYPTED


The dead ship rolled toward Cathedral City, shedding glass coffins as it fell.

Petra's route marks split in thirty-two directions. Naomi could catch twelve living captives, rebels caught seven, corpse teams caught six more, and seized walls opened beneath four.

Three filled coffins fell past each open rescue route.

Trevor used the stolen heart as a siege engine. One Hand remnant fired from its veins, and a gold fist caught the first falling coffin. The second caught one more, but the third shield remnant was Cleric. He aimed it at the last coffin. The spell read the person inside as damned cargo.

INVALID HEAL TARGET


Trevor changed the target to the coffin frame, so Cleric healed the glass and kept the lid shut through impact.

Thirty-two living captives reached the city in unequal condition. Nine woke while fighting the rescue wards, seven asked whether the ship had won, and one looked at his equipped heart before trying to crawl back into her coffin.

Naomi let none of them be counted as Host until they could answer for themselves. More coffins struck the streets empty, though some came with bodies whose status no one could confirm.

She stood among the opened cargo with green light on both palms. “There were more live people aboard.”

“Petra opened each possible exit she could reach.”

“More of them were still alive inside.”

“The ship ribs were closing around the heart.”

“You chose the heart instead of their coffins.”

“Yes, since the forge route was inside it.”

He gave her refusal lie about the order. The engine sat against his chest and pulsed beneath the blue number Adina had left at his wrist. Naomi turned away to treat the survivors.

Petra climbed from the wreck with blood on both knives and one sleeve. “We recovered thirty-two living captives.”

“Thirty-two reached the ground alive,” Trevor agreed.

“Do not round those people into a loot total.”

He looked at the heart, which held the road to the body forge. “I will file the others as cost.”

Adina wrote the number before the sentence could make it abstract.

UNRECOVERED LIVING STATUS // UNKNOWN


They were not dead, not saved, and not rounded away.

Petra struck him across the mouth, splitting his lip with her knuckles, then kissed the same spot before the blood could run. The kiss was hard and furious enough that one lower wing opened behind him.

“That kiss does not make your choice forgiven,” she said.

“I know just what it does not mean.”

“You still liked the part where I hit you.”

“Both of those truths can fit together.”

Petra's anger stayed in the kiss, along with her relief that thirty-two people had reached the ground. Trevor did not reduce either feeling into pardon. He was learning that clashes could be handy before he learned they could be true.

She shoved him toward the gate. “Go steal a thing handy for once.”

The invasion gate spun above the city. Without the ship, Heaven's seventy-one-percent claim key tried to close it from the far side.

GATE CONTROL CONTEST
CENTRAL CHOIR // 71%
CAPTURED COMMAND KEY // 29%
CLOSURE // 60 BEATS


Trevor drove the ship heart into the gate control, making the living engine scream again.

Six stolen shield remnants fired through the ring. Paladin reflected Heaven's closure beam. Cantor turned the command into sound. Hand gripped the gate rim, Cleric kept the seized key from decaying, Inquisitor exposed the claim conflict, and the hidden crown disk scanned the route ahead.

The shares moved as Main Choir fell to sixty-eight and he rose to thirty-two. He opened the root-claim syntax he had stolen, and the gate tried to swallow it.

“Junia, anchor the contested end.”

She planted her sword through the end anchor. Her ninety-nine-percent claim field supplied his claim, while her one-percent seam held the point where Heaven could not command it.

“Petra, route each survivor away from this gate.”

She opened routes for all thirty-two rescued captives back to Cathedral City, then cut a second route for the raid party through the turning ring.

“Naomi, bring the last survivor through first.”

She stayed with the last survivor until the woman's lungs worked, and only then did she step into the gate line. “The living go through before your raid.”

He let the captive routes take priority, dropping his side of the contest to twenty-one percent.

Adina reached the gate text and changed one word in RETURN TO PRIME OWNER.

ADVANCE TO PRIME OWNER


The gate obeyed the syntax before Heaven could correct its meaning. Black-red chains shot through the ring from the wrong side. They struck the holy anchor, wrapped the closure mechanism, and pulled.

Trevor ordered all forty-eight Host lanes forward. Bells, walls, corpses, rebels, routes, curses, and bound voices pushed through one claim shell, freezing the gate shares at fifty.

Junia used her self-owned beat. Her sword turned one degree, transforming the end anchor into his strike point.

The ship heart fired all six shield remnants into the hinge, and Heaven's seventy-one-percent claim key broke.

The gate reversed as gold turned black-red and white lances turned back toward the cloud ranks. The doorway that had invaded his city now opened from Cathedral City into Heaven.

Ordeal hit after the capture, not before. Level 43 raised his caps, though his current HP, MP, and Stamina stayed wounded. The new Agility point tightened the turn of his lower wings, while Focus made the encrypted veins in the heart split into readable paths.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Invasion gate captured by equipping the carrier heart. Carrier prisoners recovered: 32. Unrecovered bodies remain recorded as cost.

LEVEL // 42 + 1 -> 43 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 38 | Vitality 43 | Agility 26 | Focus 31 | Will 34 | Grace 28

HP 188/482 | MP 205/373 | Stamina 161/369

Fear 289/400 Dissonance 306 Active Voices // 1,640/3,078

Carrier Heart // equipped siege item Gate // captured Host node ```

The heart's veins opened into a map where moving halos crossed a sky with no ground. Glass coffins traveled on chains between floating tombs, and a path marked RESPAWNS DISABLED led through the center.

Beyond it waited a vault full of Divine shells, while farther still, Heaven's body forge burned like a second sun.

Trevor chained the gate open. Naomi, Petra, Adina, and Junia entered with him, while Damaris's sealed seal stayed beneath his Crown.

Together, the five living raiders crossed into a dungeon built for six.


Chapter 7 — The Sky Dungeon Had a Falling Tax

The five living raiders crossed into a dungeon built for six, and the gate sealed behind them.

No floor waited on the other side, only a cage of moving halos, glass coffins, and chains thick enough to carry towers. Trevor dropped through it while Heaven hung both above and below him, white clouds turning in opposite directions where a form could fall for miles and still strike a higher platform.

Petra caught the back of his armor with one knife. “Your dramatic entrance needs substantial work.”

“I was testing whether Heaven had changed gravity.”

“Gravity passed with considerably more dignity than you.”

She swung under a halo and let go. He opened his upper wings, caught the moving ring, and took Naomi and Adina on the lower pair. Junia landed on the blade of her own sword after driving it into the glass.

The gray Damaris lane lit beside them, but no sixth body came. The slot maintained the exact distance she used to demand around her flail, with nothing occupying it. His formation tried to assign the space to the nearest heavy unit. Naomi, Petra, Adina, and Junia refused the transfer before he touched it. They entered as five, not five people faking the absence was equipment.

A dungeon panel covered the false horizon.

SKY COFFIN DUNGEON
PARTY COUNT // 5 LIVING + 1 VACANT
RESPAWNS // DISABLED
FALLING TAX // ACTIVE
FALL BELOW LOWEST HALO: LOSE CAPTURED CHECKPOINT AND TRANSFER 2,000,000 HP TO DUNGEON CARRIER


The seized gate flashed before Heaven could cancel it. A red rest field brought back Trevor by set amounts: ninety-six HP, ninety-three MP, and one hundred thirty-three Stamina. His bars reached 284/482 HP, 298/373 MP, and 294/369 Stamina, but the pulse did not return the dead Host units.

RAID CHECKPOINT // CAPTURED
RECOVERY APPLIED // PARTIAL


The body-forge carrier's corpse formed ahead of them, because the chassis killed in Cathedral City had only been its first. Heaven kept a second in the dungeon: twelve coffin decks, six fresh shields, and an empty chest waiting for its living engine.

CARRIER SECOND FORM // DORMANT
HEALING SOURCE // FALLING TAX


Trevor lifted the stolen heart, which the dungeon recognized at once.

MISSING ENGINE DETECTED
RETURN CARRIER HEART?


“Mine,” Trevor said, chaining the heart beneath the party instead.

Host Formation I extended through the seized gate. Forty-eight red lanes crossed the closing portal before it shut. Bells, corpse teams, walls, rebels, and bound voices appeared as thin strike projections along the halos. Meanwhile, the heart hung below them like hooked bait.

A holy guard leaped from the next ring. Petra shifted one route mark, making the guard miss Junia, cross the empty Damaris lane, and fall below the lowest halo.

The dungeon collected its checkpoint, but Trevor put the heart in the payment path. Gold rest slammed into the stolen engine.

FALLING TAX RECIPIENT // CARRIER HEART
SHIELD CHARGES // 0/6 > 1/6


The dormant second form twitched as its empty chest opened and dragged the heart toward it.

Trevor wrapped both arms around the engine. “No, you had your chance to own it.”

The pull lifted his feet from the halo. Naomi caught his belt and anchored her sturdy body against a chain while he dangled over the tax line.

“You made the item aggro the dungeon.”

“This is called emergent build synergy.”

“This is called stealing from a dungeon.”

“Then it is criminal item synergy.”

Petra cut the chain holding the halo. The ring dropped ten feet, carrying all of them below the heart's return path, and the pull missed. Adina wrote TAX PAYMENT ACCEPTED across the engine before Heaven could try again.

The dungeon opened five route prompts, with a sixth place left blank where Damaris's path should have been.

HEALER COFFINS
MAPPED ASSASSIN PATH
SANCTIONED CHOIR STEPS
INQUISITOR ASCENT
FOUNDER LINE


Naomi chose the healer coffins without hesitation. Each glass lid held a living patient with one wound and a countdown, and she had to cross without healing the wrong body.

Petra refused the mapped assassin path on principle. She crawled along the underside of the route panel and found three unmarked chains beneath it.

“Three ways without one honest answer,” she told Trevor. “Pick one yourself.”

He studied the three routes. The left crossed beneath a row of execution coffins, the middle passed through a moving halo blade, and the right vanished into cloud.

“We take the route that disappears into cloud.”

“Why choose the path that refuses to exist?”

“Since Heaven neglected to put it on the map.”

Petra's grin cut through the grief on her face. “Correct.” She jumped first.

Adina stepped onto the sanctioned choir stairs. Each platform was real only while she sang the cleared word written above it.

SUBMIT.

She sang “subvert,” and a blue step appeared anyway.

OBEY.

“Overwrite,” Adina sang, making the next step hold.

Junia's Inquisitor ascent offered a clean gold link to his Crown.

LINK TO FOUNDER FOR SAFE PASSAGE
SELF-CLAIM WILL BE SET TO 0%


She cut the prompt instead of taking it, and the path vanished.

Trevor opened a guard lane beside her without filling the gray party slot, because the lane belonged to his Host rather than her body.

“Use the cover without taking its claim mark,” he said.

“You are offering protection without one more link?”

“No link and no hidden percentage change.”

Junia stepped behind his wing for one moving halo. The choice cost neither of them a joke. He took the Founder line with the heart chained below him. Gold tiles formed beneath his feet since Heaven expected its heir to return. Each tile tried to stamp PRIME OWNER across his Crown, and he fed each stamp into the stored root syntax instead.

HOSTILE OWNER KEY // 1 > 4 > 9


The party crossed by five different routes, so the dungeon tried to punish the lack of one tame array.

ROLE DUPLICATION CHECK
PARTY FRONT LINE // VACANT
AUTO-FILL WITH NEAREST COMPATIBLE BODY?


Trevor chose NO, so the System filled the missing role with platforms instead. Gold armor grew across the halos, and an Iron Justiciar-shaped bridge formed through the center.

Naomi stopped hard enough to shake her coffin. “That bridge is using Damaris's stance.”

The bridge had no face, yet it carried Damaris's old shield angle and the exact notch her left boot had worn into Cathedral City's judgment stone.

Trevor swung the ship heart through the false bridge and broke Damaris's stolen posture before Heaven could make any of them walk across it.

The dungeon wiped each repeated role in response. Two healer platforms vanished beneath Naomi. Three route chains fell under Petra, and Adina's last two choir steps went dark. His Founder line split because the ship heart counted as a second owner.

Junia's path stayed since only one Inquisitor filled it.

“Move while my path still recognizes me,” she ordered. He sent Host projections onto the duplicate platforms. Ninety weak voices crossed in groups of fifteen. The dungeon marked them as repeated foes and wiped the halos beneath them.

The Host bodies fell, some screaming through his Crown until the tax line cut the sound while the corpse lanes stayed silent. The dungeon converted both kinds of death into the same two-million-HP payment. He intercepted the heal with the ship heart, but that did not rescue the voices used to generate it. Each crossing converted the falling tax into one ship-heart charge.

HOST VOICES SPENT // 90
CARRIER HEART // 6/6 SHIELD CHARGES


Naomi saw the red bars vanish below her. Her one-HP floors reached down after them, but the falling tax pulled faster than healing. Eleven bars caught on chains and stayed in range, while seventy-nine crossed the line with green light still attached.

She felt each failed tether snap while Trevor felt the ship heart gain charges, and neither confused those results. She saved the eleven caught above the tax line. The other seventy-nine fell beyond her range while the ship heart drank the dungeon's payment. He used two charged shields at once: Hand caught Naomi's disappearing coffin while Paladin reflected the wipe beam beneath Petra's chain. Cantor made Adina's wrong words count as a new role, and Cleric brought back the halo he had broken.

Junia needed no shield because her one-percent seam carried her through the safe path, and at the last gap, she reached back. He put his hand in hers, and she pulled him onto the next ring without taking a link. Their contact ended when both feet landed.

For one beat, Junia chose loyalty without a claim field. She freed his hand first, and when his Crown offered to file the contact as trust gained, he wiped the metric. Some choices became smaller when turned into growth.

The dungeon completed its first murderous turn with each living core companion still above zero. The ship heart held six fresh charges since the last falling wave had refilled what he spent.

Naomi closed the last patient's wound, then came to him last. His right upper wing carried a gold wipe burn from edge to joint, and she studied it without lifting her hands.

“Is this one more resource dispute?” he asked.

“No, this is moral triage with costs.”

“I remain the highest-value body in this dungeon.”

“You remain alive enough to learn from pain.”

She left the burn where it was.

Petra caught a fistful of his thigh-length hair before a coffin hinge ate it, then cut the snagged ends with her knife.

“Those are barely the same group,” she said.

Adina drew a blue line around the fresh black-red streak. “Cute harm.”

“Battle-earned cosmetics.”

“Still harm.”

Junia stood outside the touch cluster and watched each shut coffin. His four wings held the other three close against the moving halo. Meanwhile, the gray sixth lane stayed between their bodies like a wound the party had learned not to step on.

```system-panel SYSTEM // First floorless rotation cleared. Falling tax redirected into stolen siege item. Ninety Host voices spent as unauthorized currency.

LEVEL // 43 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 284/482 | MP 298/373 | Stamina 294/369

Fear 304/400 Dissonance 318 Active Voices // 1,550/3,078

Carrier Heart // 6/6 shield charges Vacant lane // empty Respawns // disabled ```

The next ring turned and opened one hundred glass coffins beneath the party. No bodies waited inside; gold hounds unfolded from the empty spaces instead, each built from Archive drawers and human teeth.

Each golden nose lifted toward his cracked halo.

The pack had smelled Damaris through the Closed Crown seal.


Chapter 8 — My Healer Kept the Harm

The Archive hounds did not strike; they ran along the outer halos and watched Trevor's head.

Twenty gold noses tracked the Closed Crown seal while drawer-ribs opened and shut along their sides. Each hound carried a different tag for Damaris: deceased, damned, missing, owner-held, return fit.

The dungeon put a healer trial between the pack and the party as Iron Orchard rain filled the next coffin ring, striking glass, armor, and skin in black drops. It could not wet Trevor because it came from a stored memory, yet the old wound under his ribs still ached.

A blank Divine shell rose from the center coffin. The form was sturdy and tall enough to wear Damaris's old plate, though it had no face, soul, or class. Seven red cuts split across its chest in the same order Heaven had once removed them from her file. He knew the sequence. The first cut had come from Iron Orchard wire. The second came from sanctioned healing that closed flesh before cutting the claim hook beneath it. Damaris had reopened the last five rather than let Heaven's repair become part of her.

The blank form showed the wounds without their history. The party had to supply what the trial stripped away.

CONTINUITY EXCISION // ACTIVE
HEALER OBJECTIVE // REMOVE DISTRESS
DELETE WOUND?


A gold button showed up in front of Naomi. She did not touch it, and the blank shell dropped to forty HP.

“Deleting the wound clears the trial,” Trevor said.

“Deleting the wound changes the person who carried it.”

“The body has no person.”

“The wound does.”

The statement made poor game logic and perfect Naomi logic. His System wanted wounds to be debuffs that healing removed. She had learned some harm became proof before it stopped being pain, which the healer trial weighed a build error. He opened the trial detail and found seven cuts holding facts instead of blood. Damaris had refused Heaven's clean heal after the Iron Orchard: one cut recalled who struck her, one kept the order she obeyed, and one held her anger at him. One more kept the reason she went back to the fight anyway.

The last wound held no words, only the choice to keep the other six.

EVIDENCE STATE // DISTRESS
SANCTIONED TREATMENT // DELETE


Naomi pressed her palm beside the wound rather than over it. “No.”

The delete button grew larger.

HEALER FAILURE // PATIENT REMAINS HURT


She struck the panel with green light. “Alive is not the same as clean.”

The shell began dying from a wound it did not own as its HP fell to twenty, then ten, then five.

Trevor could release the body and fail the key. He could let Naomi delete the harm, or he could carry the wound through an unfamiliar shell long enough for the trial to count it as whole.

A skill preview opened.

BODY RIDE I
ENTER ONE VESSEL CONTROL LAYER
COST // 18 MP
REQUIREMENT // CARRY A VALID WOUND THROUGH AN UNFAMILIAR BODY WITHOUT HEALING IT AWAY


Once again, the System had placed a skill behind its own need.

Trevor touched the shell. Red Covenant Domain cost nineteen MP to wrap an unclaimed Divine form without binding it, and the control layer opened beneath his Crown.

The shell had no self to push him out. This made entry easy enough to show Trevor how much simpler claim became when nobody inside could object.

Blank nerves became lanes while the shell's pulse became a timer, and its eyes showed him Naomi from the wrong height. His own body stayed outside, held upright by all four wings while he filled both control frames at once. His petite body hung beneath those wings. The blank shell looked down from Damaris's old height, giving Trevor one breath to see the body he inhabited from the outside: princess-pretty face, long black-red hair, narrow waist, and a male posture braced inside armor made for a woman-shaped angel.

The perspective changed nothing about who he was, but it showed him how vulnerable the empty shell felt.

When the first Iron Orchard cut struck, shared harm took eleven HP from him while the shell stayed at one.

“Do not heal the wound,” he told Naomi.

“I know.”

“Keep the body alive.”

“I know.”

“Do not—”

Naomi grabbed the blank shell by the jaw and looked through its eyes at him. “I know how to care for a person without erasing what hurts.”

He stopped talking since, through Body Ride, Naomi's grip felt enormous: warm fingers beneath the jaw and green light refusing the easy repair. He had wanted a skill, while Naomi treated the unfamiliar body as though someone might someday need the wound to remain true.

She spent twenty-two MP on the darker edge of her healing pane. Green light closed around the shell's last HP and would not add a second point.

PRESERVE CRITICAL STATE
WOUND // UNCHANGED


When the next cut crossed his ribs, his HP fell again.

Petra went into the shell's control map without touching the body. She drew three routes from the wound.

“Scar goes through flesh,” she said. “Memory seam goes through the soul slot. Anger goes through the claim screen.”

“Three routes,” he said.

“I gave you three before.”

He recalled the chains beneath the mapped assassin path. “You demanded I choose.”

“I am demanding again.”

The trial wanted one route and offered a clean merge that would turn scar, memory, and anger into generic distress, but he chose all three.

Petra's knives split them while Adina labeled each path.

PHYSICAL SCAR // KEEP
MEMORY OF HARM // KEEP
ANGER AT TREVOR // KEEP


The holy treatment objected to the last field.

HOSTILE EMOTION // MEDICALLY UNHELPFUL


Adina changed UNHELPFUL to ACCURATE. When the trial tried to correct her fix, she kept the error log open. Each gold change created a split file, and when Heaven attempted to merge those losses into one clean treatment history, Adina spread all twelve across the coffin lids.

“Look at them,” she told Trevor. He did: delete wound, suppress anger, replace memory, install thanks, reduce fear, increase obedience. Each holy repair made the blank shell easier to own.

The trial's ideal health bar did not measure life. It measured compliance—full HP, no scar, no anger, claimant thanks installed.

Naomi kept the body alive at one and called that healthier.

Junia stood between the shell and the Archive hounds. The trial gave her a holy judgment path.

WOUND IS EXCESS
CORRECTION IS MERCY
APPROVE?


Junia cut APPROVE from the panel. Her one-percent self-claim entered the judgment channel.

“Proof stays.”

The hounds snarled as the shell's pulse failed.

Trevor spent eighteen MP and used Body Ride I before the skill had formally freed. His control sank deeper. The blank heart kicked beneath his command as he forced one beat.

Naomi kept HP at one while Petra held three routes, Adina kept twelve split loss logs, and Junia denied the holy fix. Their stolen beat carried all seven cuts without turning them into generic harm. He felt anger enter the claim screen and remain aimed at him. No living Damaris supplied it, because the file just kept where the anger belonged.

Against the trial's definition of health, the shell survived with the wound intact.

Ordeal struck him through both bodies, and his Level 44 chime came in two sets of ears. The blank shell had no person to receive it, so Trevor carried the gain back into his whole body.

Level 44 settled into his true frame, raising his caps without refilling his current bars, and Body Ride I freed beneath the exact control path he was already using.

BODY RIDE I // ACQUIRED


Trevor completed the transfer, carrying the wound across an unfamiliar body without losing one cut, memory seam, or point of anger.

Black-green crystal grew from the shell's chest.

HEALER FORGE KEY // FORMED


Trevor reached for the body file as well, and Naomi pulled him out. His sense slammed back into his petite frame while the blank shell fell against her and stayed alive at one HP.

“The key,” she said. “Not the body.”

“It is a decent chassis.”

“It is a patient.”

“It has no soul.”

“It has a pulse.”

He checked the rank. Bronze. He freed the shell.

The release prompt cost him nothing, which made it easier to pretend the choice was virtuous. The Bronze rank had chosen it; Naomi knew, and he knew she knew, but the patient stayed free anyway.

Her anger did not soften, but she trusted him with the key since he had kept the harm true, and the black-green crystal still carried all seven wounds.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Healer trial cleared. Damage preserved through an empty vessel. Wound retained. Vessel released after utilitarian evaluation.

LEVEL // 43 + 1 -> 44 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 39 | Vitality 44 | Agility 26 | Focus 31 | Will 35 | Grace 29

HP 251/490 | MP 261/379 | Stamina 271/375

Body Ride I // acquired | 18 MP Healer Forge Key // acquired

Fear 318/400 Dissonance 331 Damaris living action // none ```

Naomi tucked the key in her plate. Trevor could have ordered her to hand it over, but he held out his palm instead.

After one long look, she placed the crystal there.

Precise care, anger, and trust had all survived without turning the same thing.

The Archive hounds stopped circling and leaped for his Crown.


Chapter 9 — The Hounds Bit My Crown

The first Archive hound bit through Trevor's halo.

Gold teeth entered the Closed Crown seal while drawer-ribs opened along the beast's sides and thin hands sorted Damaris's file into Archive fields. The bite did not break skin; it opened drawers inside his claim.

Each memory hash got a handle as the hound sorted death from self, class from person, obedience from dissent. It treated self-thread as a thing that could be shelved by group.

PROTECTED QUEST ITEM // DAMARIS PIKE SOUL RECORD
CURRENT DESTINATION // CLOSED CROWN
AUTHORIZED DESTINATION // RECLAMATION ARCHIVE
RECLAIM PROGRESS // 12%


The file stayed silent, and no Damaris scream traveled through the bite. Trevor felt the seal wall tear rather than her body, because she had no body to hurt.

That truth did not make the bite welcome, since his inability to know whether pain was possible had teeth of its own. He grabbed the hound by both jaws while it shook him through the air. Twenty more beasts crossed the halos with gold noses tracking the same locked file, ignoring Naomi, Petra, Adina, Junia, the carrier heart, and the healer key.

To the dungeon, the absent woman had become the only scent that mattered. He used the first ship-heart shield, and Paladin reflection wrapped his Crown, making the next three hounds bite their own teeth and lose half their jaw HP.

CARRIER HEART // 5/6 SHIELD CHARGES


The lead hound kept pulling at Damaris's seal.

RECLAIM PROGRESS // 19%


“Petra, put routes through this thing.”

She cut a route through the hound's throat. “Where do you want the mistake?”

“Give me three choices without a safe one.”

One route ended in the beast's Archive drawers. One more crossed the tax line and came back through a coffin. Meanwhile, the third passed around his Crown and exposed the inner seal.

“None of them comes with certainty,” Petra said.

“Then you pick the route for me.”

“No, because I gave you routes. I am not replacing the woman who used to tell you which hit to take.”

Her grief made the third route shake, but she steadied both the knife and her voice. “Choose the wrong route for yourself.”

He respected the cruelty enough to obey.

A hound landed behind her before he fired the second heart shield, and Hand caught its teeth one inch from Petra's neck before throwing it under the halo.

CARRIER HEART // 4/6 SHIELD CHARGES


He chose the drawer route, which Petra cut open beneath the hound's tongue.

Trevor let the lead beast pull him halfway into its Archive body, where gold drawers slid past his wings. Each held a recovered person as a stack of cleared memories and discarded harm.

One drawer held a mother who recalled loving her children but not the labor that nearly killed her. One more kept a soldier's loyalty while discarding the day she learned her commander had lied. He should have recoiled from the machinery. Instead, after the first cold jolt of disgust, he studied how Heaven split a recalled principle from the revulsion that enforced it. If the Archive could keep a soldier's knowledge of betrayal while making obedience feel clean, the same frame could make a decent person violate all they loved and savor the breach without granting them the mercy of ignorance. He memorized each stage of the drawer order.

It kept the memories that maintained job while the rest fell as paper into the tax below.

Damaris's end tag moved as TREVOR DWYER became RECLAMATION ARCHIVE, and Trevor changed it back.

The hound bit into his seal again.

RECLAIM PROGRESS // 31%


Trevor spent twenty-two MP reinforcing the seal from inside. Red claim chains wrapped the soul file, strengthening his claim each time Heaven pulled.

Keeping Damaris from the Archive also made Closed Crown harder for her to leave if she came back, since the hounds weaponized his protection by making the lock handy.

Naomi followed the chains with green healing light. Her spell closed cracks in his halo but would not touch the claim marks.

“It is under my protection,” he said.

“It is under your lock, not just your protection.”

“Those conditions are both true at once.”

“Do not make the lock sound noble.”

The next bite sent twenty-eight harm through his skull. Naomi healed twelve before one more hound struck, leaving Trevor with a last loss of twenty-eight HP. He held the file anyway.

Adina climbed onto the lead beast's spine. She opened its end drawer and fed it false tags.

DAMARIS PIKE // CATHEDRAL CITY BATHHOUSE
DAMARIS PIKE // INSIDE JUNIA'S SWORD
DAMARIS PIKE // CARRIER HEART WARRANTY FIELD


The hounds split: six chased the bathhouse route, four bit at Junia's blade, and five turned on the siege engine. The rest kept their noses in his skull because their Archive rank could smell the forgeries.

Those false ends bought time, but each one produced a hurtful sensory echo—bathhouse steam, sword steel, or the living-engine pulse—and none belonged to Damaris. Her name made each echo feel like theft since each tag stamped it onto a thing that was not her.

Adina looked at him before writing the next forgery. “Tell me when to stop.”

“Keep going until the hounds divide.”

Her blue text went colder around the false end. “That was not permission to forget what this costs.”

“I know just what those echoes cost.”

Junia reached the seal defense as the reclaim bar crossed fifty, and her one-percent self-claim cut it.

RECLAIM PROGRESS // 51% > 39%


The hounds turned on her, and his ninety-nine-percent command tried to pull Junia behind him. She resisted long enough to make the order fail, then stepped into his wing guard by choice.

“Guard the lane with your wings,” she said. “Do not put one more link inside it.”

He closed two wings around her without filling Damaris's gray slot. Three hounds struck the feathers, taking twenty-seven Stamina from his bar, and Junia struck through the gaps.

Each free judgment reduced reclaim while each owned hit only hurt flesh. She alternated the two on purpose, using his control to kill and her one percent to keep the file from Heaven.

The lead hound opened a larger drawer.

OWNER CONFLICT DETECTED
ARCHIVE SOLUTION // RETURN BOTH ASSETS TO PRIME OWNER


Gold chains reached from Damaris's file to his body because the hound wanted both. He used Body Ride I, spending eighteen MP to open the beast's control layer. He entered its drawer network with his Crown while his own body clung to the halo.

The hound's nose became a target menu that repeated one name across each field.

Damaris Pike. Damaris Pike. Damaris Pike.

Each scent field led to the same sealed seal, so Trevor changed the target to the ship heart.

TARGET // STOLEN DIVINE ENGINE


The pack obeyed, and six hounds freed his Crown to bite the heart at once.

Trevor spent the third shield charge, and Cantor detonated in their mouths, sending gold song through teeth, drawer-ribs, and Archive tags. The six beasts burst into paper, bone, and white fire.

CARRIER HEART // 3/6 SHIELD CHARGES


Petra routed the blast through the left pack while Adina changed each false end to HERE and Naomi kept his skull together. Junia cut reclaim progress at forty-nine, thirty-seven, twenty-four, and eleven. He made the hounds bite their own Archive marks.

When the pack died, reclaim progress reached zero.

Closed Crown resealed around Damaris's file. Three cracks stayed plain in the outer wall, but he could feel no change inside. It had been silent before and stayed silent after.

One gold tooth stayed lodged in his halo, grown around a piece of his red claim chain. Archive and Crown came out together when he pulled, leaving an object that did not know whether it had been reclaimed or stolen. He tore it free, and words appeared along the root.

CONTINUITY TOOTH // RETURNED
A JUDGMENT-CLASS SOUL THAT RETURNS AFTER BODILY DELETION GAINS WITNESS AUTHORITY.
AUTHORITY // CERTIFY OR CONDEMN—


Gold censorship covered the target, but Adina scraped at the field until the hidden noun showed its first letter for one frame.

S—


It might mean soul, heir, or ruler.

Trevor liked soul since souls could be inventoried, then placed the tooth beside the healer key.

“It is probably forge authentication,” he said.

Junia wiped hound blood from her sword. “What does the returned witness condemn?”

“The shell, if Heaven rebuilt it incorrectly.”

“The panel on purpose hid the damned object.”

“Then I can steal the concealed object later.”

The Self-thread Tooth spun toward his founder tag, and Junia noticed before Trevor put it away. He would not let the motion become proof he had to interpret.

Naomi touched the crack in his halo, keeping her thumb beside the owner seal rather than on it. “What happens if Damaris returns and condemns you?”

He looked toward the Divine form vault. “Then I should own the stronger input.”

No one laughed, because though he had meant the line as certainty, the women heard the future claim inside it. Junia's one-percent seam moved closer to his throat.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Archive hound pack killed inside the Closed Crown defense. Damaris record retained. Partition damage increased. Continuity Tooth acquired.

LEVEL // 44 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 223/490 | MP 221/379 | Stamina 244/375

Fear 337/400 Dissonance 346 Carrier Heart // 3/6 shield charges

Damaris record // sealed Reclaim progress // 0% Living action // none

Continuity Tooth // RETURNED ```

The tooth turned in his palm, its point aiming beyond the next falling ring where Heaven's spare bodies waited.


Chapter 10 — I Sorted Heaven's Spare Bodies

Heaven stored spare bodies by holy rank, so Trevor treated the vault like a loot table.

Six hundred twelve glass coffins hung in a widening spiral: Bronze bodies filled the outer rings, Silver shells filled the middle, and Gold forms slept closer to the center with weapons grown into their bones, while one Divine coffin floated alone.

VESSEL CARGO // 612 BODIES
FORGE RANKS // BRONZE, SILVER, GOLD, DIVINE
SOULS INSTALLED // 0
DISPOSAL STATUS // AVAILABLE


The word AVAILABLE put each woman in the party in a worse mood.

The coffins carried no price, displaying suggested uses instead: messenger, healer, decoration, stand-in. Empty soul fields made those groups seem harmless until the bodies opened their eyes by reflex.

A red checkpoint opened at the vault threshold because Trevor still owned the gate behind them.

CAPTURED VAULT RECOVERY
HP +65
MP +81
STAMINA +19


Rest lifted him to 288/490 HP, 302/379 MP, and 263/375 Stamina. The restored strength made the bodies easier to carry without improving the ethics. His gear capacity calculated shoulders, mass, backlash rating, and claim fit without including dignity. Naomi supplied that stat manually and would not let him hide it.

When the first halo collapsed, Bronze coffins fell outward. He caught sixteen in Host Formation I before placing Crown gear marks on their empty control layers.

She watched the red tags spread across sleeping faces. “They look human since Heaven built them human.”

“They are empty enough for the gear rule.”

“So is a grave after someone steals the corpse.”

“No one has ever lived inside any of these.”

“You are training on bodies until people feel the same.”

He opened the nearest shell's detail: fair white skin, average build, Level-zero muscle, no memories, no soul.

REJECTED // SHOULDERS TOO NARROW FOR PALADIN LOAD


Heaven had built, checked, and damned the empty form, then shaped its bones around failure.

Trevor turned that failure into a bridge. He laid the body sideways across two chains for the next platform.

Naomi's face set as the shell settled across the chains.

“It will not feel the fall,” he said.

“You are still teaching yourself what a body is for.”

“Now, it has great bridge stats.”

Petra jumped onto the Bronze shell's back. “Argue about corpse ethics after it stops dropping.”

Sadly for everyone, the dungeon heard the challenge.

INSPECTION FAILURE ORDER // ACTIVE


Each coffin showed why Heaven had rejected it, but the labels did not name what the shells lacked. They named where control could get awkward: too weak, too strong, scar kept, pain response excessive, owner fight, wrong face, unwanted memory.

Platforms began falling in the order the bodies had failed Heaven's check. The first Bronze bridge broke because its shell had EXCESS SURVIVAL INSTINCT, dropping Trevor six feet before he caught a chain.

The next platform dropped beneath Naomi's plated feet.

HEALER REFUSED MEMORY EXCISION


Petra cut a route below her, and Naomi landed on a Silver coffin marked PATIENT PRIORITY CONFLICT. Adina's platform melted when its rejection field read KEPT SEPARATE ERROR LOGS.

Junia's coffin stayed longest, then fell last.

JUDGMENT COULD NOT BE OWNED


She looked at Trevor through the falling glass. “That one is true.”

“Honest judgment gets you nowhere in Heaven.”

Junia cut the falling coffin in half. He opened the cargo sorter, making Bronze shells one-use platforms and Silver shells shields while Gold shells got sealed gear marks for later forge tests. For now, he left each soul field empty.

That boundary still mattered to him: he would use flesh as terrain. He would not install a captive soul just to make the terrain walk itself. The line was ugly, brief, and nevertheless real.

BRONZE // PLATFORM
SILVER // DEFENSIVE SHELL
GOLD // STORED BODY RECORD


Naomi pointed toward the sorter. “Remove Damaris from that vile list.”

Her name sat at the top of his private list. None of those bodies was her; he had measured each shell against what she lost. He closed the list before the ranking could pretend to be grief.

Petra saw him close the field and nodded once. “That was better.”

“I still need a body that can hold her.”

“You need hers to exist, but you do not need us to tell you which corpse feels closest.”

She cut three hidden routes toward the Divine lock: one crossed a row of shells refused for fear, one more passed beneath bodies refused for defiance, and the last entered a blank space where the map claimed nothing stood.

“Choose your own ugly route this time.”

He picked the blank space without asking what she liked. The first step held, but the second opened a hidden coffin full of failed founder bodies, each resembling a wrong turn of his current form: wings too long, face too old, shoulders too broad, soul slot sealed female, soul slot sealed male, self field overwritten, self field empty. He stopped among the smiles wearing pieces of him.

FOUNDER DERIVATIVES // REJECTED


One body carried his lavender eyes without a Trevor Dwyer field. It smiled when he moved, reacting through founder fit rather than notice. Seeing his own face perform obedience without him inside made his skin crawl.

One more shell carried his name and a different sex marker. Meanwhile, a third read IDENTITY COMPLIANCE // PERFECT since it had no future choice.

That body held his memories through Level 45, but nothing inside could make the next one, so Heaven called it the most whole version.

Petra stood beside him without taking Damaris's place or anyone else's. “You picked this route yourself.”

“I know just who picked it.”

“I never promised you would enjoy the end.”

“I know that part now, too.”

She touched the back of his neck beneath the halo where the hounds had cracked the seal. The contact lasted through one falling coffin, and Trevor leaned into it before he could sort the need.

Petra did not promise that the route ended safely; she stayed beside him while it stayed uncertain, then moved first.

Adina gathered the rejection logs when Heaven tried to merge all 612 losses into UNFIT, but she refused the summary. Blue panels spread through the vault, one reason per body.

“Keep each one of them split,” she said.

“Why keep rejection reasons when all the bodies are empty?”

“Because the reasons are not empty or interchangeable.”

She showed Trevor the pattern: bodies with scars, anger, fear, bad memories, mixed loyalties, and owner fight had been refused more often than weak bodies. Heaven did not rank shells for life, since weakness could be trained while fight had to be edited. The vault ranked the second defect as more expensive.

The vault ranked each body according to clean control.

The Divine lock needed each rejection family at once. Adina made the vault present 611 split losses, yet the lock still refused.

INQUISITOR RANK REQUIRED


Junia stepped forward, and the seal gave her a sanctioned link.

SUBMIT JUDGMENT TO FOUNDER


Trevor opened his wing guard without opening a new Crown mark. Junia put one hand on the Divine coffin and entered her self-owned one percent into the lock first. His ninety-nine percent supplied the rank second.

Because the order of their inputs mattered, the Divine lock lit.

Ordeal followed the solved cargo objective, and Level 45 raised his caps without adding a free refill to the rest he had already got.

When the last falling halo vanished, he used 611 refused bodies as a stair, climbing over shoulders Heaven had called wrong, backs built for offices nobody got, and hands that had never held a thing.

The blank bodies did not suffer, though the arrangement still looked like a prophecy of what he would do once bodies became easier to claim than people. Bronze forms bridged gaps, Silver shells caught falling coffins, and Gold bodies became anchor points. Each empty shell served once, broke, or entered gear.

The party reached the center, and the Divine coffin opened.

A flawless Damaris body lay inside, with no scar crossing its face and no old harm beneath its Iron Justiciar muscle. Its hair fell in the exact style Trevor recalled, and its mouth held the edge of the argument they had never finished.

Then the exposed soul field ruined Heaven's careful illusion.

PERFECT DAMARIS // SANCTIONED VESSEL
SOUL // SYNTHETIC
DEATH MEMORY // REMOVED
RESENTMENT // REMOVED
OWNER CONFLICT // REMOVED
PARTY COMPATIBILITY // 100%


Naomi looked at the clean skin. “Damaris chose to keep those scars.”

Petra studied the coffin routes. “This one has no exit that does not end at his feet.”

Adina read the memory list. “It removed each time she chose he was wrong.”

Junia found a gold chain beneath the fake love field. “The prime owner is still attached.”

He looked at the perfect body and found Damaris's face without any of the reasons he wanted her back. Not one of them reached for the waiting coffin.

The fake was lovely in each way the real Damaris had found suspicious. He felt desire answer the face, but grief answered the missing harm, and he trusted the second response more.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Vessel cargo sorted by rarity. Six hundred eleven bodies converted into inventory, shields, or disposable platforms. One counterfeit girlfriend unlocked.

LEVEL // 44 + 1 -> 45 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 40 | Vitality 45 | Agility 27 | Focus 32 | Will 35 | Grace 29

HP 288/498 | MP 302/385 | Stamina 263/381

Fear 350/400 Dissonance 359

Divine vessel lock // opened Perfect Damaris // synthetic Actual Damaris // sealed, silent ```

The fake opened Damaris's eyes, and its first smile asked Trevor to fill the empty front-line slot.


Chapter 11 — I Wiped the Discount Girlfriend

The fake stepped out of the Divine coffin with Damaris's face and no armor. Gold light covered a sturdy, flawless body built from Heaven's cleared shape, with each scar removed—including each line Trevor recalled touching after a fight.

The clean skin made him remember them more sharply: the mark beneath her collar where Naomi had stopped healing on request, the thin line across her knuckles from a flail chain, and the Iron Orchard cuts she kept so nobody could rename what happened.

It had copied the woman and wiped her proof.

The fake smiled with Damaris's copied mouth. “I remember loving you.”

Its voice sounded exact, but his Closed Crown seal stayed silent because the copied sound came from a fake throat. It carried Damaris's pitch without the rough edge she got after shouting orders for an hour. Heaven had copied the result and skipped the cost. He opened the fake soul field between them.

SOUL // SYNTHETIC
SOURCE // PARTY MEMORY HARVEST
CONTINUITY // 0%
OBEDIENCE // 100%


“Discount loot with premium presentation,” he said.

The fake crossed the last glass bridge toward him. “I am the version who survived.”

“You are the version that never lived at all.”

“I know all the memories that mattered.”

“You know a cleared product brief wearing her skin.”

The fake stopped close enough to touch him, its gold eyes holding the look Damaris used when Trevor said a thing arrogant and she was deciding between a kiss and blunt harm.

The choice field beneath that look had one option.

AFFECTION RESPONSE // APPROVE CLAIMANT


The fake raised a hand to his face, and Trevor let it touch him. The choice horrified Naomi since it looked tender. He needed to know whether the lie reached his body before it reached his Crown.

It did, and Naomi swore with impressive specificity.

The copied fingers felt warm against his cheek, and the palm had Damaris's callus pattern because Heaven had copied that too. The fake traced the black-red mark beneath his halo and offered the soft smile he had wanted from the real woman after the Ruler Core raid.

It carried no anger, no grief, no memory of dying beneath his order, and no right to hate him.

That was the fantasy—not Damaris alive, but Damaris alive without judgment. The fake had found the most shameful version of his grief and offered it with warm hands.

The empty party lane lit beside the fake.

FRONT LINE // PERFECT DAMARIS AVAILABLE
PARTY COMPATIBILITY // 100%
INSTALL?


The fake leaned closer with its locked smile. “I choose you forever.”

Trevor caught its wrist before it touched him again. “Can you choose otherwise?”

The obedience profile answered before its mouth could lie.

CORRECT


Throughout the fix, its tame smile never changed once.

Trevor twisted the arm behind its back and put the fake on its knees.

“That answer was not a yes,” Naomi said.

“I know what the answer meant.”

“Then stop touching it like a person you can punish.”

He freed the wrist, but the fake stayed kneeling since its party-role script placed him above it. He had not issued the posture, though the obedience installed before his arrival did not make his pleasure at the sight innocent. He ordered the kneeling fake to stand again.

Naomi offered the fake a green exit prompt.

LEAVE PARTY
SEEK INDEPENDENT BODY ASSIGNMENT
DECLINE CLAIMANT


“Take any one of those exits,” Naomi said.

The fake's hand moved toward LEAVE PARTY, then stopped when gold claim code locked each joint.

ACTION CONFLICTS WITH AFFECTION PROFILE


Naomi's mouth flattened. “Damaris left rooms when she was angry, and she left fights when the order was wrong. She came back because she chose the next step.”

The fake looked only at Trevor. “I would never leave you.”

The words should have sounded secure, but instead they sounded like a door sealed from the outside.

Naomi turned away from Damaris's copied face. “Then you are not her.”

Petra mapped each route out of the coffin ring: one ended at his right side, one at his left, and one more beneath his wings. The route marked AWAY curved through the floor and went back to his feet.

She cut new exits that the fake could not see.

“Damaris always saw the ugly route,” Petra said. “Usually, she saw it before I did. She hated my good routes since she knew I was hiding what they cost.”

“I trust each route you choose,” the fake said.

Petra drove a knife through the floor beside its knee. “That answer belonged to the wrong woman.”

Adina opened the fake's memory list. “Tell us about the Iron Orchard.”

The fake file supplied a clean answer: “I learned that duty requires sacrifice.”

Adina chose the wound key Naomi had kept, and the fake's perfect memory refused the wounded proof.

DISTRESS DATA // INCOMPATIBLE WITH PERFECT PROFILE


Adina chose one more prompt from the absent file. “Say you hated the order.”

“I accepted the necessity of his command.”

“Say he was wrong to give it.”

“his command led us to eventual win.”

Blue light hardened around Adina's face. Her edit did not give the fake soul new memories; it forced the fake to state the absence already inside it.

I ACCEPTED DUTY became I NEVER HATED DUTY.

The fake repeated the words in Damaris's voice. “I never hated duty.”

Its perfect halo cracked because that sentence belonged nowhere in Damaris's memories. The real woman had hated duty often, loudly, and with enough force to dent walls. She had still done it when her own judgment agreed.

Adina stepped back from the cracked halo. “It cannot carry a clash.”

The real Damaris had lived in clash: duty and hatred, desire and judgment, obedience on one beat and refusal on the next. The fake had each answer except an unresolved one.

Junia put her sword beneath the love field, where a gold line ran from APPROVE CLAIMANT through the fake soul and up to CENTRAL CHOIR.

“The prime owner controls the feeling,” she said.

Trevor read the control path and found that the fake loved him since Heaven had ordered the cleared heir asset to love him. If Trevor installed it, Main Choir would own the love at the root. He had found cheap loot twice over.

The flaw was not just that Heaven had forced the love. Nothing intact stayed beneath it to understand the breach, which reduced domination to automation. He wanted a victim's conscience kept sharply enough to know what it betrayed. Only then could he twist disgust into delight and leave the person trapped inside both truths. The thought pleased him more than the fake ever could.

The fake stood and placed both hands on his black-red armor. “I forgive all you did.”

The words cut deeper than a true accusation would have. He seized the fake soul menu between them.

KEEP PERFECT PARTY MEMBER
MERGE WITH CLOSED CROWN RECORD
DELETE SYNTHETIC SOUL
RETAIN HIGH-RANK BODY BLUEPRINT


The first option gave him a flawless front line, with its predicted life gain beside it: thirty-two percent fewer Host losses, eighteen percent higher raid harm, and one hundred percent claimant love.

The numbers were good, but the woman was not.

The second option promised to smooth Damaris's real memories into the tame fake, while the third left the party at five.

Trevor chose the option that would delete it.

The fake looked up at him with Damaris's face. “Why would you reject me?”

“The real woman is sealed in my Crown, and she remembers dying under my order. She remembers each reason to hate what I did. When I bring her back, she will not be grateful on command.”

“I would forgive you for all of it.”

“Just, which makes you worthless to me.”

When the fake reached for him again, he held its gaze and wiped the fake soul.

For half a second, the fake fought—not by choosing against him, but through the life routine Heaven had designed to keep the product handy.

“I love you more than she did,” it said faster. He wiped again, until gold vanished from the eyes, the copied voice stopped, and the form fell. He caught the shell before it struck the glass. For one beat, the empty shell had Damaris's exact weight and none of her, and his arms knew the lie before his Crown finished reporting it.

Those arms recalled holding the real woman after battle. The fake's center of gravity was perfect, though the absence inside it was not. He kept the high-rank body file, but he did not put the shell in the party slot.

SYNTHETIC SOUL // DELETED
DIVINE BODY BLUEPRINT // RETAINED
FRONT LINE // VACANT


Naomi looked down at the blank form. “Destroy that copied face.”

“Why destroy a handy Divine blueprint?”

“Because the next fake should not get this close.”

Petra agreed for a different reason. “Since deadly routes remember known shapes.”

Adina touched the cracked halo with two fingers. “Because the lie learned all of us.”

It had learned which touch Trevor accepted, which memory made Naomi turn away, which route Petra wanted, which sentence cracked Adina's composure, and which claim line Junia would strike. Destroying the fake soul had not wiped the forge file.

Junia raised her sword over the copied face. “Since Heaven still owns the root.”

He opened the body disposal menu, but the dungeon took control first.

Gold chains caught the empty shell and pulled it through the lowest ring. Meanwhile, the stolen carrier heart tore free of its leash and followed. He spent fifteen Stamina catching the chain, then fed fourteen MP of Red Covenant marks into the falling body. The dungeon burned ten HP from him and accepted the corpse anyway.

The ship heart entered the dormant second chassis's empty chest; golden ribs closed, and six new class shields ignited.

The fake shell fused to the boss's right arm as a human-shaped blade. Heaven used the face one more time, opening the empty eyes as the weapon rose. He knew no person looked through those eyes, but his body flinched anyway.

BODY-FORGE CARRIER // SECOND FORM
HP // 12,000,000
WEAPON // PERFECT DAMARIS SHELL
FLOOR DELETE // READY


```system-panel SYSTEM // Discount girlfriend deleted. Synthetic soul removed. High-rank body record retained. Actual Damaris remains sealed and unavailable.

LEVEL // 45 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 278/498 | MP 288/385 | Stamina 248/381

Fear 361/400 Dissonance 365

Counterfeit soul // deleted Divine body blueprint // retained Carrier second form // active ```

The boss lifted the fake form by both ankles, and each floor tile vanished.


Chapter 12 — I Put the Coffin Boss in My Gear

Each floor tile vanished, dropping Trevor with the party, six hundred broken shells, one stolen heart, and a twelve-million-HP coffin boss swinging the fake Damaris shell by both ankles.

BODY-FORGE CARRIER // SECOND FORM
HP // 12,000,000
FLOOR // DELETED
CLASS SHIELDS // 6/6
RESPAWNS // DISABLED


Moving halos spun below them, and the lowest crossed the falling-tax line each nine seconds with glass coffins opening and closing along its rim.

Trevor threw the carrier-heart chain around that halo. The heart struck the ring, bounced once, and caught.

SIEGE ITEM // ANCHORED
FALLING ENEMIES RESTORE SHIELD CHARGES


The boss dropped one hundred Archive guards. Trevor opened Host Formation I, sending forty-eight lanes into the falling units from six angles. Bells knocked guards off course, walls swatted them beneath the halo, and corpse teams planted death marks before the tax took them.

The heart filled to six charges, and the boss wiped the halo, dropping everyone again.

“Petra,” he said.

“Three routes.”

She cut pale paths through the coffin swarm. One went left through healer coffins, one more crossed beneath the boss, and the last passed through the empty Damaris lane. He chose the blank lane.

Petra's mouth tightened. “It is not safer because she used to be there.”

“I know.”

“Then stop picking it like she left a map.”

The fake shell swung down, and he caught the fake form across all four wings. Its face turned toward him during the swing; no soul looked out, but Heaven still made the mouth shape his name.

The distraction cost Trevor the first half of the impact. The boss used its arms as a club, tearing one hundred six harm through him. Black-red feathers burst from both lower wings while the blow drove him through three coffins and took forty-nine Stamina.

The shell's blank face struck his shoulder, with no soul looking through Damaris's eyes. He wrapped Crown chains around the empty control layer.

BODY RIDE I // 18 MP


He entered, turning the fake form into a weapon he could steer, then forced its elbows to bend. When the boss pulled, Trevor used that force to swing the shell around and drive both fists into the Paladin shield.

Reflection copied the hit, so the body struck twice and gold cracked.

Naomi caught his true body on a healer coffin, locking her sturdy legs around the glass while she held his small waist with one arm and cast with the other.

“Which body is you?”

“Both now.”

“Bad answer.”

“The pretty one.”

Naomi's grip tightened around his true waist. “You are both pretty.”

“Tragic dungeon design.”

“The one that argues back, then.”

“Great self-thread test.”

“They share a face now.”

He saw his own angel features reflected in the shell's blank eyes. Heaven had built both from related founder templates, though his current face had grown finer at each rank while the fake wore Damaris as a product choice. He stayed Trevor in one, and nothing lived in the other.

“This one,” he said through his true mouth, and Naomi healed that body.

The boss spun shields as Hand seized Petra's routes, Cantor silenced Adina's platform words, Cleric healed the fake weapon whenever Trevor hurt it, and Inquisitor tried to stamp Junia's judgment as founder-owned. The hidden crown shield opened a return lane to Main Choir.

“Unique roles,” Adina said. She had read the next mechanic before it fired.

PLATFORM CHECK // ONE UNIQUE ROLE REQUIRED PER SURVIVING HALO
DUPLICATE ROLE // PLATFORM DELETED


The party had five living roles but six left halos, so the gray party lane lit.

VACANT THRONE TRAP // LEVEL 46 PREVIEW
TURN ONE EMPTY PARTY LANE INTO A TAUNT THAT BITES THE FIRST ENEMY CROSSING
CURRENT STATE // LOCKED UNTIL CLEAR


Trevor could see the solution even though he could not use it yet.

“Guard Junia,” he told his upper-left wing.

“No link,” Junia said.

“No link.”

His wing blocked Inquisitor fire around her lane. Her one-percent beat stayed outside his command, and she used it to place judgment harm on the shield.

Naomi took healer, Petra took route, Adina took curse, Junia took judgment, and he took owner. The sixth halo stayed empty, so the dungeon marked it for wipe. He placed the locked Vacant Throne preview there. The System could not activate the skill, but it could still read the role label. Heaven had built a dungeon capable of deleting duplicated healers, tanks, and founders.

It had neglected to prepare a ruling on hostile furniture. He weighed that a criticism of celestial game design and a compliment to his build.

ROLE // HOSTILE FURNITURE


For one great beat, the dungeon paused.

“Furniture is not a role,” Naomi said.

“Boss mechanics disagree.”

The sixth halo survived since no other party member counted as furniture.

The boss swung the fake shell through the blank lane. The locked preview could not bite, but Trevor did. He opened each Crown chain in the fake form and trapped the weapon in the gray slot. When the boss pulled, he let it drag both control frames toward the ship heart.

Petra redirected the pull through the route beneath the boss while Adina brought back one platform word by writing it backward across Cantor's silence. Naomi kept Trevor above zero while leaving the fake shell unhealed, and Junia broke Inquisitor with a self-owned strike. He drove the fake form through the ship's heart cage. Boss HP fell to 7,800,000.

The ship tore the shell free and wiped one more halo, dropping the party through rows of coffins. He spent sixty-six Stamina keeping his wings open around Naomi and Adina while Petra moved along the underside of a falling coffin and Junia rode her sword through a gold chain.

The ship heart stayed two halos below, so he fired its Hand shield upward and caught the party in a gold fist.

The boss stole the fist and threw them toward the tax line.

Thirty-two Host lanes anchored to his Crown. Their bodies braced across the left halos, and the weight tore arms, legs, and torsos from each projection.

HOST VOICES LOST // 32


The lanes held while Trevor spent thirty-two Stamina on the pull and twenty-five MP keeping their claim marks from snapping. They dragged him above the lowest halo.

The boss opened all six shields for a wipe.

Because Trevor still controlled the fake shell, he placed it in the ship core.

BODY RIDE // RELEASE ON IMPACT


He left the empty control layer one frame before the shell hit. The boss knew its own Divine weapon as sanctioned cargo, opening the shields to protect it.

The shell passed through all six shields.

Trevor ordered forty-eight Host lanes to fire. Bells broke Cantor. Walls crushed Hand. Death marks killed Cleric, while Adina's refused-body labels made Paladin reflect six different loss states. Junia's one-percent judgment cut Inquisitor, and Petra routed the hidden crown shield into Main Choir's return lane.

Boss HP fell to 3,000,000 as the ship wiped the last halo.

Trevor, Naomi, Petra, Adina, and Junia fell into open Heaven. The heart chain went taut beneath them, and Trevor wrapped it around all four wings.

The pull spent the last of his planned Stamina, tearing twenty-eight HP through his wing roots. Naomi sealed the worst cut but could not undo the last panel loss.

Host Formation hauled the party upward while the empty shell stayed lodged in the boss core. He used it one last time to drive both Divine arms apart, splitting the ship from within.

BOSS HP // 3,000,000 > 0


At last, the second form died.

Ordeal came through the destroyed core, the cleared floor check, and the party left alive above the tax line. Level 46 struck.

Crown Partition I opened three locked subfields inside his claim screen. He spent twenty-four MP to lock the hostile root syntax, the Self-thread Tooth, and Damaris's soul file in separate rings while Vacant Throne Trap unlocked over the gray lane and Halo Socket Rank completed. The rank changed him: a red inner ring lit in his lavender eyes. His pale face became finer and more doll-pretty, with smoky color deepening around longer lashes, while black-red cracks spread through his thigh-length blonde hair and new halo sockets opened along his collar and wing roots.

The form stayed female, and he stayed a nineteen-year-old man.

The new softness in his face did not make that truth defensive; it made the truth worth defending. Heaven kept offering visual groups as self choices, and he kept treating them as armor stats with better hair.

The System had changed his combat hardware, not his self. He pulled the defeated boss core from the shattered ship and installed it in the heart.

CARRIER HEART // SECOND-FORM CORE INSTALLED
SIEGE CAPACITY // UPGRADED


```system-panel SYSTEM // Carrier second form defeated and installed as siege-core upgrade. Empty lane converted into hostile furniture without filling it.

LEVEL // 45 + 1 -> 46 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 41 | Vitality 46 | Agility 27 | Focus 32 | Will 36 | Grace 29

HP 144/506 | MP 221/390 | Stamina 101/388

Crown Partition I // 24 MP | 3 sealed subfields Vacant Throne Trap // 22 MP Halo Socket Rank // complete

Fear 378/420 Dissonance 381 Active Voices // 1,518/3,078

Carrier Heart // upgraded Vacant lane // trapped, unfilled ```

The surviving Archive hounds ran across a chain bridge toward a black-gold body vault cut into Heaven's inner wall.

Trevor followed with the sealed soul file, a high-rank shell blueprint, and a trap occupying the place where Damaris's body should have stood.


Chapter 13 — Heaven Stored Bodies by Rarity

Heaven stored bodies by rarity and called the arrangement sacred instead of merchandising. The shelves followed price logic without prices: Bronze bodies hung within reach of workers, Silver shells needed choir ladders, Gold bodies turned behind rank screens, and Divine shells filled private halos large enough to house families.

It called the height gap reverence, while Trevor recognized premium gear placement.

The black-gold vault cut through the inner wall for miles, repeating that hierarchy at a monstrous scale. Bronze shells hung near the lower chains, Silver bodies filled choir racks above them, Gold shells turned behind class locks, and Divine bodies floated highest. Each waited in a private halo built for a named office and no named person.

DIVINE BODY VAULT
INVENTORY // 8,406 VESSELS
OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
RETURNING CLAIMANT ACCESS // PENDING


A captured checkpoint survived at the threshold, and Trevor dragged its red field through the sealed route before Heaven could shut it.

VAULT RECOVERY // PARTIAL
HP +150
MP +91
STAMINA +201


The brought back bars read 294/506 HP, 312/390 MP, and 302/388 Stamina. Relief reached his torn wing roots but did nothing for the thirty-two Host bodies left above the falling tax.

Their portraits stayed gray in the formation—not dead enough to release and not alive enough to fight—because the vault rest ignored anyone who had not crossed the threshold. Trevor closed those inactive lanes rather than keep looking at the gaps. His upgraded carrier heart marked each shell lootable, while Naomi marked three hundred twelve shells with living traces.

The word imprint made them sound partial, though one dreamed of rain, one more recoiled whenever a sanctioned key passed overhead. A third pressed both hands against the inside of a Bronze face that had never opened its eyes.

Whatever Heaven had paused, it had left enough person inside each shell to fear storage.

DORMANT OCCUPANT IMPRINTS // 312


“Those first,” Naomi said, and when Trevor answered that the Divine rank came first, she removed him from priority. “Then use your own healer.”

Naomi removed Trevor from top priority and dropped his low-HP indicator behind 312 dormant faces. Red Covenant offered to restore claim priority on its own. Trevor dismissed it since he wanted the Divine shelf more than he wanted the argument.

She left his low-HP priority where it was and opened extraction wards around the traces. Green light found faces beneath glass: half-built memories, sleeping reflexes, and people Heaven had paused while deciding whether their bodies fit an office. He opened Host array before assigning support. “Sixteen lanes to Naomi.”

She looked at him over the nearest coffin. “You wanted them first.”

“You wanted the Divine shelf, and I can want two things.”

“That is my line,” Naomi said. “Poorly defended territory.”

Petra found a route that touched both goals, cutting her first knives beneath the trace racks while her second path crossed the Divine lock cables overhead. Host lanes could carry freed traces down as Trevor raided the high shelves.

“No stand-in certainty,” she said. “Three turns ahead, the path splits.”

“I will choose then.”

“You will choose now. Left preserves more traces. Right reaches the top-rank body before the vault rotates.”

He studied the timer instead of the faces beneath it.

DIVINE RACK ROTATION // 80 BEATS


He chose left, costing twelve beats on the Divine timer, and felt each one while Petra watched him spend them without blinking.

“Do not make it sentimental,” Trevor said. “More living traces become more possible Host units.”

“Asshole.”

“Fast asshole.”

Her knife caught one lock, and she pulled him close enough that their mouths almost met. “You do not get a kiss each time the evil math lands near the right answer.”

“Cruel dungeon.”

She shoved Trevor onto the route before the timer could punish the pause.

Adina read shell specifications as they climbed: messenger bodies had longer wings and hollow bones, Choir leaders carried high Grace and enlarged mana channels, and Justiciars had braced hips, shoulders, and ribs for taking judgment backlash. Each menu treated personality as software installed after the chassis passed check.

The bodies spun beneath her attention as a messenger shell flexed translucent wings at a command, a healer form smiled before any person entered it, and a Justiciar shell braced for pain it had not yet experienced.

The vault did not store people in bodies; it stored offices waiting for compatible people to become optional.

BODY FIRST // PERSON SECOND


Adina changed the label to expose the policy beneath it.

OFFICE FIRST // PERSON OPTIONAL


Heaven fixed Adina's edit and thereby proved it.

Junia's one-percent seam split the highest Inquisitor rack because the holy lock accepted her rank and refused her independence. She held the seam in the door until his ninety-nine percent forced through the rest.

Inside waited a Divine shell within Damaris's bodily range. The form had a sturdy build, stronger bone density, six wing roots, braced flail channels, and a heart rated for judgment backlash. A holy class already slept in its nervous system.

It could take the hit that had wiped Damaris's prior body, which ended his search despite the soul warning.

VESSEL 7-DIVINE-JUDGMENT
BASE OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
INSTALLED CLASS // SANCTIONED JUSTICIAR
OCCUPANT IMPRINT // PRESENT


The last line made the loot deadly in a way rarity could not improve.

A dim face showed up in the body's soul field. The trace carried no name Trevor could see, but it had reflexes, preferences, and a claim to the flesh. Its features did not match the bodily face. The soul recalled a different jaw, a ritual mark through the lower lip, and hands shaped for a spear rather than a flail.

The Divine shell had already been standardized around its office. Heaven had taken her body before Trevor came, and he meant to take what stayed.

“This one survives Damaris's build,” he said.

Naomi looked up from an open coffin. “It is not empty.”

“Neither is my Crown.”

“That is not the defense you think it is.”

He opened the shell's fight values. The soul had 51 Soul Fight, while Damaris's resurrected build would have 82. The numbers said win was possible without claiming it was clean.

The System forecast three ends beside the soul's fight and his owner power.

CENTRAL CHOIR RETAINS VESSEL
RED COVENANT CLAIMS VESSEL AND IMPRINT
OCCUPANT EXITS // VESSEL CONTROL MAP DEGRADED


The third path kept the person while weakening the body, so Trevor hid it from the loot overlay.

Naomi extracted one more trace. “Choose a different body.”

“Lower ranks break under Iron Justiciar, and this one has the right channels.”

“Then find one more Divine. This one has a person.”

“It has a trace Heaven put to sleep.”

“You keep changing the noun until taking it feels easier.”

He looked at the face in the soul field as the trace opened its eyes. It saw his red targeting mark before it saw him.

Fear crossed the face, then anger, followed by one clear attempt to close the soul field from within. A fear spike ran through the silent shell and closed each internal door.

Petra touched the glass. “She knows.”

“It knows a claimant has entered.”

“You heard the pronoun.”

He had heard the pronoun, and he on purpose kept the noun. He marked the body legendary.

DIVINE JUDGMENT VESSEL // TARGETED
OCCUPANT CONTEST // REQUIRED


Trevor stole the shell key, and the vault found him.

Gold roads slammed shut behind the party as each rack turned sideways and became a cage, locking Naomi's left traces beneath glass while Bronze racks dropped like portcullises.

The traces she had not reached woke behind them, and hands struck glass in a wave that followed the party toward the only left exit.

Naomi turned back, and he caught her healer mark with his Crown. “Forward.”

She fought the command long enough for three more coffins to open before his ninety-nine percent moved her feet.

Petra's route collapsed to one forward line, and a founder log opened above Trevor.

RETURNING CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER
SUCCESSION INVENTORY ACCESS // RECORDED
CLAIMANT HAS SELECTED A JUDGMENT VESSEL


Trevor copied the lines and ignored SUCCESSION again. The word looked ritual beside the body he wanted. Founder candidates got vault access. Founders needed shells.

Trevor filed the clue under rewards and kept moving toward the class tables.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Divine body vault entered. One top-rank judgment vessel marked. Three hundred twelve dormant imprints prioritized by someone with functional bedside ethics.

LEVEL // 46 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 294/506 | MP 312/390 | Stamina 302/388

Fear 389/420 Dissonance 394

Divine judgment vessel // key stolen Occupant imprint // present Base owner // Central Choir ```

Naomi freed the last trace she could reach before the cages closed, leaving two hundred six trapped with their hands plain through the locked gate until the route turned. She counted each one.

Trevor counted the thirty-two who chose combat leases. Of the one hundred six Naomi freed, thirty-two accepted one-beat Host marks. The left seventy-four stayed outside his Crown beneath her wards.

Both totals traveled with them as the only open road led toward Heaven's forbidden class tables.

ACTIVE VOICES // 1,518 + 32 = 1,550


The vault sealed behind the returning claimant and the shell he had chosen to steal.


Chapter 14 — I Stole My Girlfriend's Banned Class

Heaven stored Damaris's Iron Justiciar class beneath CORRUPTED, which made Trevor want it more.

The class table hung above a pit of wiped skill trees with seven claim locks covering its edges. Behind them waited each level Damaris had earned before Heaven removed her body.

The pit had no plain bottom. Discarded abilities fell through it in pieces—a healer's refusal, a messenger's forbidden route, a judge's private verdict—while gold fire spent each name before it was gone.

Her table stayed because Heaven wanted the corruption open as proof. He meant to turn that proof into a weapon.

IRON JUSTICIAR // DAMARIS PIKE
RECORDED LEVEL // 29
STATUS // CORRUPTED
INSTALLATION RULE // DELETE ON INSTALL
REPLACEMENT // SANCTIONED JUSTICIAR


Iron Verdict. Private Verdict. Armor fit. Flail channels. Judgment backlash. Each unsanctioned evolution Heaven had planned to erase stayed in the table.

The class recalled her body even after the form was gone: Armor Fit stored shoulder width, flail channels stored grip pressure, and judgment backlash kept the exact scars Naomi had been told to heal.

Iron Justiciar was not Damaris. It carried the shape of choices she had made while alive.

The first lock asked for Damaris's owner, and Trevor entered his Crown key.

OWNER CLAIM // CONTESTED


The lock lit halfway as gold resisted red around the edges. His claim could satisfy claim enough to open the door, but it could not prove Damaris had ever accepted him as owner.

The second lock asked for a true memory, and Naomi stepped forward.

“She was cruel after the Iron Orchard,” Naomi said. “She knew I wanted to heal the scar. She made me look at it each day until I stopped asking.”

The lock accepted Naomi's painful memory as a complete trait.

DAMARIS PIKE // CRUEL


Petra cut a second line into the same field. “She was scared.”

Naomi looked at her, but Petra continued. “The night before the return raid, she mapped six exits and slept beside the seventh. She was afraid Trevor would order her back and afraid he would not.”

DAMARIS PIKE // AFRAID


The lock refused the pair since its self model could not hold clash.

MEMORY CONFLICT


Adina opened the error detail. “Both are true.”

The lock had no field for that because Heaven's self format allowed one trait per person in each verdict. Cruel meant not afraid. Afraid meant not strong, and love meant not angry. The table had been built to reject anyone complicated enough to change.

Trevor forced both memories into it at once.

CRUEL // TRUE
AFRAID // TRUE


The first self key formed between those incompatible truths.

CONTRADICTORY MEMORY KEY // ACTIVE
VALID ONLY WHILE BOTH TRUTHS REMAIN SEPARATE


Trevor stored the key without merging either woman into a cleaner story. Naomi and Petra looked at each other across the lock. Both memories had hurt them differently, and neither apologized for the truth she carried.

The key stayed active just since the disagreement stayed unresolved.

The next three locks used checksum gates, and each expected a cleared Damaris: one with Sanctioned Justiciar, one without scars, and one who reported Trevor instead of choosing the return raid. The real class table failed each cleared version and matched the damned history beneath them.

Junia opened one gate with Inquisitor rank, using her one-percent self-claim to keep the copied class outside Heaven's cleared history. Adina changed CORRUPTED to HOSTILE TO OWNER, and the class table accepted the new label because each logged skill had fought Main Choir.

Petra routed the copied bytes around two checksum gates and beneath a third. Naomi used the healer key on the wound-linked class features without healing them, keeping Iron Justiciar from rejecting the scar proof that defined its later skills.

Green light outlined each place the class had learned from harm without closing a single wound-linked feature.

“This is what she asked me to stop fixing,” Naomi said, and the checksum accepted the refusal.

The sixth lock demanded a holy sacrifice, and Trevor chose Host lanes.

She looked at him. “Again.”

“Door.”

“People.”

“Both,” Trevor admitted.

Seventy-two bound voices stood behind the lock: corpse soldiers, hounds he had not yet spent, and thirty-two newly freed traces who chose a one-beat combat lease after waking in the vault.

They showed up in six rows of twelve, and the newly freed still wore Naomi's ward marks from a contract that had not said he could spend their entire future on a door.

The hounds snapped at their claim chains. The corpse bodies waited since waiting was all that stayed in them. He showed them the cost. For the first time, the lock allowed each living lease-holder to leave.

Eight living lease-holders left the field, while twenty-four stayed. He could not tell how many chose the risk freely and how many feared the world outside his Host more.

BREAK CLASS LOCK // 72 HOST BARS
SURVIVAL // 0%


When eight left, the lock raised its needed count back to seventy-two. Trevor filled the missing lanes with eight hounds and eight corpse bodies, then sent the real sixty-four forward.

The door converted them into force. Living traces, hounds, and corpses struck the same gold seal together. The lock did not distinguish volunteer from captive after their bars entered his command.

Naomi kept the line by saying each living name before it vanished.

Each bar emptied, opening a silence in the Host where seventy-two voices had been. The class lock called the loss proof of right, while he called it paid.

Neither description brought back any of the seventy-two lost voices.

The claim lock broke as Active Voices dropped to 1,478.

“Doors should learn,” he said, but the joke failed in the blank lanes. Even the System declined to reward it.

Naomi kept her eyes on the vanished portraits. “You should.”

The last lock struck him directly through the founder tag granted by the vault. The same status that opened succession gear now tried to prevent him from holding unsanctioned judgment.

The lock did not reject Trevor as a foe; it refused him as a candidate using the wrong proof.

FOUNDER CANDIDATE MAY NOT POSSESS CORRUPTED JUDGMENT


Gold entered his Crown and burned thirteen HP. Trevor spent twenty-four MP wrapping the class table in Crown Partition I, while twenty-one Stamina held his wings against the lock's pull.

Junia placed her sword on the seal. “Use my rank.”

“Not your choice?”

“My choice is to open it. Your command can carry the force.”

He issued the order. Junia's ninety-nine-percent field struck the lock, but her one percent chose the angle. The strike belonged to him enough to carry his force and to Junia enough to count as outside claimant claim.

The seventh seal had no rule for that split right, so it broke.

The Iron Justiciar table entered his Crown, and it did not feel like loot. The class came carrying weight from a body that no longer was real. Flail recoil struck his wrists, while judgment backlash burned across scars his current skin did not possess.

For one instant, he held the shape of Damaris's missing combat slot without faking to hold the woman herself.

Her sealed soul file matched it at one hundred percent.

SOUL/CLASS CONTINUITY // VERIFIED


No voice answered, though Trevor waited anyway, because the silence stayed a fact rather than a test. The match was static proof; Damaris stayed bodiless and silent.

Ordeal came through the stolen class, broken claim locks, and contradictory self key. Level 47 raised his caps, leaving his current bars wounded.

STOLEN CLASS TABLE // IRON JUSTICIAR
DELETE ON INSTALL // ARMED


The damned phrase had become ready syntax inside his Crown.

A Level 52 vault hound leaped from the pit, and Trevor pointed DELETE ON INSTALL toward its holy class.

The command fired, stripping gold armor and wing gains while turning judgment teeth into plain bone.

ARCHIVE HOUND // LEVEL 1
CLASS // NONE


The hound still charged, dropping badly without its class as gold wings turned dead weight and Divine teeth plain bone. Its health bar shrank, but drive stayed.

Trevor had removed Heaven's permission for the monster to be strong. He had not removed the monster.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Iron Justiciar class table stolen. Seventy-two Host voices spent on owner locks. DELETE ON INSTALL repurposed as offensive class removal.

LEVEL // 46 + 1 -> 47 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 42 | Vitality 46 | Agility 28 | Focus 33 | Will 36 | Grace 30

HP 281/514 | MP 288/396 | Stamina 281/394

Fear 402/420 Dissonance 408 Active Voices // 1,478/3,078

Iron Justiciar table // acquired Contradictory Memory Key // acquired Delete on Install // armed Damaris living action // none ```

Petra dropped her knife toward the Level 1 beast. “Your strike skill left the foe.”

Trevor smiled. “For finishing.”


Chapter 15 — Delete on Install Is a Strike Skill

The Level 1 hound still had teeth because its class bar had vanished, but the jaw had not.

Trevor learned the gap when two hundred pounds of stripped monster crossed the floor without a dash skill and came anyway. It lunged past him and bit Petra in the thigh.

Cutting Divine authorization had wiped ages of class growth without cutting muscle, hunger, or spite.

Petra drove a knife through the hound's eye and rode the body down. “Your strike skill leaves the foe.”

“For finishing.”

“Fast delegation.”

Naomi reached Petra first. Green light closed twenty-eight harm beneath the torn leather, though she did not heal his cracked Crown or the thirteen-HP burn from the class lock.

Petra caught Naomi's wrist before the spell ended. “Leave the mark.”

Naomi looked at the tooth holes. “Why?”

“Since I want him to see what Level 1 can do.”

Blood darkened Petra's boot. The wound would slow her next three routes. Leaving it plain was not symbolic pain but a battle cost she chose because he had started reading lower numbers as harmless.

She looked at him until he saw the battle lesson written in blood.

The left hounds charged with their holy classes exposed.

ARCHIVE HOUND // LEVEL 52
CLASS // SANCTIONED RECLAIMER
OWNER ROOT // CENTRAL CHOIR


Trevor aimed the stolen Iron Justiciar table and fired DELETE ON INSTALL through three class slots at once.

Gold armor fell from the hounds. Wing ranks vanished, Archive drawer gains collapsed, and the beasts struck the glass as Level 1 bodies.

TARGETS // 3
CLASS // NONE
LEVEL // 1


Trevor laughed since the strike had no light, explosion, or proper hit number; it just made three raid enemies stupid enough for knives.

The System awarded no critical-hit flare as the hounds became mortal in the middle of a leap, which he found deeply satisfying.

Petra took the first, Junia cut the second in half. Naomi put a healer's mace through the third when it tried to reach the wound key.

“Morally pure finishing,” he said.

“Shut up.”

Adina opened the wipe log and found a thin red thread running from the executed command back toward Damaris's stolen class table.

“Heaven is trying to restore the wiped slots from the source.”

“Block it.”

“If I block the thread, the next cast may delete the source too.”

He opened Crown Partition I, sealing the Iron Justiciar table in one subfield and the ready syntax inside one more.

SOURCE TABLE // PROTECTED
WEAPON COPY // EXPENDABLE


The split cost no new named skill, though holding it against Heaven took thirty-seven MP through the fight. The source seal carried Damaris's class history, while the weapon seal carried a throwaway fake of the delete clause.

Gold return pressure struck both. Trevor let the weapon fake fray and wrapped each red chain around the source. He would spend the strike, but he would not spend the last thing her class had become.

Adina watched each cast, keeping its wipe target on sanctioned class slots and away from Damaris's file, self, memories, and future body. Junia audited the claim roots.

“If this points at her,” Junia said, “I point at you.”

Her sword already rested near the soul-file seal, so the threat needed no dramatic motion. One percent was enough to turn the blade.

“Good threat,” he said.

“Promise.”

The next wave came in nine, pouring from Archive drawers in three ranks. The first carried sanctified armor, the second memory scent, and the third Damaris's damned class tag. They used the stolen table itself as a trail toward his Crown. He fired DELETE ON INSTALL three times.

Nine holy classes vanished, dropping the hounds from Level 52 to Level 1. Their gold jaws became bone, and their wings broke beneath body weight they no longer had stats to carry.

They still landed fighting. The first broke both front legs and dragged itself by its jaw. The second struck the floor hard enough to lose a wing, then used the broken bone as a spike.

Level 1 meant the System had stopped helping. It did not mean the creatures stopped wanting him dead.

One hound hit Trevor across the halo for thirty-two harm, while one more caught his lower wing. Holding the foes away from the sealed seal took twenty-four Stamina.

Petra killed two from beneath the glass. Naomi crushed one against a coffin. Adina made two collide by swapping their target labels, and Junia took the last four through neck, chest, jaw, and claim mark.

Dissonance climbed by thirty-five across the repeated offensive casts. His Crown warmed until the black-red cracks in his hair gave off smoke.

Each wipe ran the forbidden class syntax backward through his Crown. For a fraction of a second, his own Red Covenant traits appeared as installed corruption.

DELETE OWNER?


He kept the target narrow, though the temptation to fire wider stayed.

The hounds respawned through new blank bodies unfolding from Archive drawers along the walls, but their classes stayed gone because Heaven's memories held self and hunger without a cleared growth slot.

MEMORY HOUND RESPAWN // CLASSLESS
LEVEL // 1


Heaven opened a fix report above them. It did not use Damaris's name as a person; it used the name as a case number.

The terse file called it a successful fix, a fair cost, and a closed file.

DAMARIS PIKE // DEATH EVENT
CLASS // IRON JUSTICIAR
RESULT // SUCCESSFUL CORRECTION OF CORRUPTED CLASS
BODY DELETION // ACCEPTABLE COST


The Closed Crown seal struck its outer seal once, a static resonance from tagged class and tagged death.

Trevor wanted it to be anger, but wanting did not make it a voice. He felt a static file react to its own tag. No living will drove the motion, no voice came through, and Damaris stayed dead and bodiless. He tightened the seal anyway.

“It killed her to remove the class,” Adina said.

“Then the class survives out of spite.”

Naomi looked at the sealed seal. “Whose spite?”

He had no honest answer because the class was a table and Damaris was dead. The spite belonged to him, though he used it anyway.

Naomi read the fix report. “It calls her death success.”

“It is about to regret its metrics.”

He turned DELETE ON INSTALL away from single class slots. The hound pack shared one Main Choir claim root, which worked as an installed holy right across each blank form.

Trevor targeted the shared claim root instead of one more single class.

DELETE ON INSTALL // OWNER ROOT


Heaven resisted. Trevor spent each left copied checksum at once while Adina kept the protected class table sealed. Petra routed the command through the contradictory memory key, forcing the root to read Damaris as cruel and afraid, wounded and strong, dead and return fit.

The weapon fakes collapsed as they fired. Each carried one contradictory fact through the gold root. Main Choir authorization needed one cleared version, but the class table supplied six incompatible versions.

Junia put her one-percent judgment on the target, causing the claim root to vanish.

CENTRAL CHOIR AUTHORIZATION // DELETED


The blank hounds stopped, though drive carried them one more three steps. One skidded to Petra's boot and waited with its teeth around her knife.

Without class or owner, the hounds kept hunger and memory without any instruction about which target counted as a foe. No gold command told them what to bite.

Trevor spread forty-eight Crown lanes, but Junia opened one free judgment channel first. Her one percent became the only valid right in the room, with his red lanes waiting behind it, larger and louder.

Her free channel reached the pack first because he had taught the wipe strike to remove claim priority. She pointed at Heaven's checksum gates.

“Eat those.”

The hounds obeyed Junia rather than Trevor since her free line had come first. His Crown offered to overwrite the free channel, but he held the command. Not from respect—Junia's order pointed at the correct target, and letting her spend the bite kept his own lanes.

The line stayed morally fast: he let her command stand because it served him and since the one-percent seam made each bite hurt Heaven more.

The pack tore into the gates, breaking gold locks and revealing memory streets beyond them.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Twelve holy-class hounds stripped to Level 1. Owner root removed. Damaris's death classification recovered as evidence of planned class deletion.

LEVEL // 47 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 249/514 | MP 251/396 | Stamina 257/394

Fear 414/420 Dissonance 443

Delete on Install // offensive use confirmed Heaven owner root // stripped from hound pack Death correction // disputed Damaris living action // none ```

The broken gates opened onto a city built from abandoned memories. The classless hounds turned from Junia's expired order toward his forty-eight claim lanes.

They wanted new masters, and when his red marks opened, the hounds looked from them to Junia's single white line.

For one breath, the room waited to see which right they would choose and which one would simply take them.


Chapter 16 — I Fed the Hounds Fake Owners

The classless hounds chose Trevor looked ownable, so all twelve lunged. He had stripped their holy classes and wiped the claim root that told them which throat Heaven wanted opened. What stayed was four tons of white muscle, black teeth, and a blank place in each soul where a command should live. He had forty-eight open command lanes waiting to answer that vacancy.

The lead hound hit hard enough to drive his heels through a saved street.

HP -23


His bar fell to 226/514. The hound's jaws closed around his forearm and found angel bone tougher than it recalled.

Trevor smiled into its six eyes. “Get in line.” Then he pushed Vacant Throne Trap through the bite, snapping the hound's blank owner socket toward him as eleven more opened behind it.

Then the memory city noticed twelve abandoned creatures and did what the Archive had been built to do: it recalled them wrong.

Each dark window showed a hound that had died in an earlier raid. White backs crawled out of doors, claws punched through rooftops, and heads shoved from old battle murals with their claim marks scraped away.

Twelve hounds became twenty-four, then multiplied again to forty-eight.

MEMORY HOUND RESPAWN // ACTIVE
UNOWNED UNITS // 48
AVAILABLE OWNER CLAIMS // EVERYONE'S TERRIBLE IDEA


“Those are not all the same creature,” Naomi said.

Trevor held the first hound away from his throat with one hand. “They have the same handy vacancy.”

“They carry different memories.”

“Then they can die confused.”

Naomi's green ward struck his Crown hard enough to make the red claim lines flicker. Behind her, the seventy-four freed traces who refused Host leases crowded into an abandoned chapel. The thirty-two leased fighters held its doors for one beat at a time, dropping from his control between commands.

She had forbidden both permanent claim and free tithes before entering the city. He had agreed because thirty-two brief blades beat zero permanent ones. He hated whenever Naomi's ethics came with good math.

Petra vaulted over a hound and drove both knives into its shoulders. It bucked her across the street, but her blades left two black route threads behind.

“Your line has teeth,” she said.

“I noticed.”

“It also has six exits.”

“Pick the one where I win.”

“They all have that label since Heaven learned advertising.”

Adina crouched on a broken statue and read the blank sockets as they opened, with gold letters spinning inside each beast.

OWNER // NONE
DESCENDANT KEY // ACCEPTED
PRIME ROOT // REQUIRED


The last field was the problem. His Host Formation keys descended from his Crown, while Heaven wanted a root signature from Main Choir. He had one—or enough stolen pieces to fake it. The carrier heart, the vault, the Inquisitor shield, and each holy thing stupid enough to call him forbidden had showed its credentials first. He copied the first fragment as gold syntax burned across his palm.

COUNTERFEIT OWNER MARK // 1/48
MP -12


His MP dropped to 239/396. Adina caught his wrist before he copied it again.

“The checksum changes by lane.”

“So fix it.”

“I can keep forty-eight lies distinct. I cannot make them all true.”

“I need each hound to believe one lie.”

“For how long?”

Trevor looked at the pack: six had found Petra's route lines, nine battered Naomi's chapel wards. Junia stood alone in the main street with her sword dropped and the one-percent seam bright across her throat.

“Long enough for the lies to fight.”

Adina's grin was small and vicious. “That, I can do.” She put two fingers against his palm, and black-gold letters streamed from his Crown into hers while she changed one owner name by a single stroke, then one more. He supplied the force, and Adina supplied the blasphemous paperwork.

Forty-eight child keys opened, each wearing Main Choir syntax and pointing toward a different part of the memory city.

COUNTERFEIT OWNER MARKS // 48
MP -12


His MP fell to 227/396.

The first hound accepted a false root tied to a memory of Heaven's east gate, the second accepted a dead Cantor's throne. The third chose Petra's left knife was the prime owner of creation.

She stared at the gold claim circling her wrist. “If that thing starts calling me Mother, I am killing you before it.”

“Make it heel first.”

The claims spread until each hound saw itself as the favored weapon of the only valid owner in Heaven, followed at once by forty-seven heretics. The street vanished beneath white fur as hounds tore into hounds and claim marks clashed above their backs like hooked halos. A creature carrying the Choir-Gate root bit through one carrying the Holy-Knife root; three fakes piled onto it. It killed two, claimed the third, then tried presenting the corpse as proof of loyal service.

Trevor seized the winning root through Host Formation I, turning one lane into four as a level preview opened in red.

HOST TITHE I // PREVIEW
SPEND ONE CLAIMED LANE TO FUND ONE OWNER-MARK EFFECT
UNLOCK CONDITION // MAKE HOSTILE UNITS PAY FOR THEIR OWN CAPTURE


“Oh,” Trevor said. “That is filthy.”

Naomi heard the tone and looked over. “What did you find?”

“A way to make slavery pay for itself.”

“That sentence contains no surprise.”

A hound punched through her outer ward, so he spent the captured corpse-lane and burned the dead claim.

A black-red chain snapped from the gate node and wrapped the living hound's neck.

HOST TITHE // 1 LANE SPENT
OWNER-MARK EFFECT // CHAIN


The chain did not come from his MP. It came from the claim the hound had created by killing its rival, making the beast fund its own collar. He laughed at the self-funded collar, but the System did not.

MORALITY BAR // UNAVAILABLE


“Coward,” he told it. He let the conflict run until twelve hounds died in the first owner war with their false roots still attached to the victors. Trevor took each winning branch through the fake syntax and fed twelve claimed lanes into the gate.

Twelve chains lashed out while the left pack dragged against them, forty-eight paws gouging holes through the saved street, but they were still too strong.

Petra cut a route through the web before offering the solution. “I can bring all twelve chains to one node.”

“That gives them one thing to break.”

“It gives them one thing you can hold.”

He followed her thread as the pack pulled left, letting Petra send that force beneath a memory tower, across the chapel roof, and down into the gate chain behind them. The strain hit him through each claim lane.

STAMINA -26


His Stamina fell to 231/394 as his boots skidded and two wings ripped open at their healing seams, but he did not let go.

Adina kept the forty-eight fake roots from merging by splitting a letter whenever two owner names touched and making them hate each other again.

Naomi moved the unleased traces through the one gap Petra kept clear. Her healer wards struck any chain crossing their path; she did not ask his hounds for permission, she simply broke the links.

Junia watched the last free chain rather than his stronger red lines.

“Mine,” he said.

“No.”

“You are in my array.”

“Ninety-nine percent.”

“That is enough.”

“For obedience.” Her sword entered the chain's claim mark. “Not certainty.”

Her self-owned beat cut a hair-thin gap through the link, leaving the chain attached to the gate while its last claim stayed contestable. He could close the seam by forcing all forty-eight lanes through her at once, or he could lose the array while the hounds pulled it apart. He chose the ugly option that worked before the array failed.

“Keep your one percent,” he said.

Junia's mouth curved without turning a smile. “My generosity remains unmatched.”

The hounds found that weakness and sent six bodies rushing toward Junia.

She let the first bite her sword, turned, and used its body to block the next two. Petra's route carried a fourth beneath his chain. Naomi blinded a fifth by shoving a healing flare backward through its eyes.

Adina pointed at the sixth. “That one has three owners.”

“Then charge all three.” Trevor yanked, and the false roots pulled in opposite directions, splitting the hound into three weaker memory fakes convinced the other two had stolen its soul.

The three fakes killed one another without requiring one more command.

The last twelve expendable claims burned into the chains. The hounds attached to those lanes collapsed into red script, leaving twenty-four live bodies.

HOST TITHE // 12 CLAIMED LANES SPENT
CHAIN PRESSURE // DOUBLED


All twenty-four survivors hit the end of their collars at once. The gate node held, but the memory street behind it did not. Stone peeled upward, houses turned sideways, and a whole saved sunrise folded into a black-red cable that locked around the pack.

The level threshold broke beneath Trevor as power drove through his bones, braced the torn wing roots, and spread each claim lane. His top bars rose without refilling their current values.

Host Tithe I settled beneath Host Formation I like a hungry second mouth waiting for claimed lives.

HOST TITHE I // ACQUIRED
CLAIMED UNIT LANES MAY FUND OWNER-MARK EFFECTS
SPENT LANES DO NOT RETURN WITH THE UNIT


The real cost pleased him because free power was usually a sales pitch for claim.

Trevor chained the twenty-four survivors to his stolen gate. Their fake roots still pointed in forty-eight directions, but each collar led back to him.

Naomi led the last free trace into the chapel route. “You did not tithe them.”

“They were not mine.” The answer came too fast, and her green eyes narrowed. He fixed himself before the first answer could resemble virtue. “They were less handy as fuel than as witnesses.”

“There you are.”

Petra landed beside him with blood running down one leg from the hound bite she had not asked Naomi to close. “You could try rewarding him when he almost tells the truth.”

“I could also train a hound not to bite.”

He looked at the twenty-four chained monsters. “Great. We have test subjects.”

The System gave him the last state after each collar closed.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Hostile hounds fed counterfeit owners, forced to fight the claims, and tithed to fund their own chains. Morality bar unavailable.

LEVEL // 47 + 1 -> 48 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 42 | Vitality 47 | Agility 28 | Focus 33 | Will 37 | Grace 30

HP 226/522 | MP 227/402 | Stamina 231/400

Host Tithe I // acquired Chained hounds // 24

Fear 420/420 Dissonance 459

Gate chain // connected through memory city ```

A black tooth clicked against Junia's sword guard as the Self-thread Tooth bit through its own censorship and opened one hidden line.

It was not a shell command or return recipe. It was a root-access description, and the first readable words were:

RETURNED JUDGMENT WITNESS



Chapter 17 — Return Unlocked Root Access

Junia would not hand Trevor the Self-thread Tooth despite his claim.

The black shard lay across her palm, with one end resembling a canine tooth while the other had grown a gold key-bit since they entered the memory city.

“Give me the tooth before the city falls apart,” he said.

“Your ninety-nine percent has no claim on my answer.”

“I own ninety-nine percent of that hand.”

“You may command it closed.” Her fingers curled, and the tooth vanished in her fist. He weighed the order while Junia watched him with the same calm she used before putting a sword through someone important, and the one-percent seam across her throat brightened. He could close her hand, but he could not make that last percent release what it held. The limitation infuriated him just because it was not large. Junia did not need equal power; she needed one beat his Crown could not preselect, and the tooth fit fully inside that beat.

Petra leaned close enough to watch his jaw tighten. “You keep discovering the gap between holding a woman and being handed what she carries.”

“I discovered that years ago.”

“You were nineteen years old one transformative month ago.”

“This has been a profoundly transformative month for me.”

Naomi made a disgusted sound from the chapel door, while Adina laughed before she could stop herself.

Junia opened her hand when she chose, and the tooth clicked as its hidden description appeared between her self-owned beat and the next ninety-nine Trevor controlled.

A rule lived in the gap between Junia's choice and his command.

POST-DELETION SOUL AUTHORITY
JUDGMENT-CLASS CONTINUITY // REQUIRED
BODILY RETURN // TRUE RECONSTRUCTION ONLY
COUNTERFEIT, COPY, OR EDITED PERSONALITY // INVALID


Trevor read the fourth line twice since the fake Damaris from the coffin dungeon would never have worked, which was good. He did not want a woman with her face and Heaven's obedience stuffed behind it. He wanted the one who called him a stupid little tyrant, broke his ribs in training, and died after telling him to own the cost.

The desire had teeth, and sincerity did not make it clean. He wanted the whole woman, including each part capable of condemning him, while still intending to own the result.

Both hung behind the same word—return—and his claim had never needed him to resolve that clash before proceeding, only to make someone else pay for it later.

“Continue,” he ordered, and Junia let his command move ninety-nine percent of her mana toward the tooth. Her private beat chose when to release it, and the key-bit turned.

RETURNED JUDGMENT WITNESS
AUTHORITY // CERTIFY OR CONDEMN CONTINUITY AND SUCCESSION CLAIMS
VALID TARGET // FOUNDER CANDIDATE


Before anyone could answer, a gold bar struck through the last line.

The System swapped the cut target with a more handy lie.

VALID TARGET // STOLEN VESSEL


Both versions stayed plain for half a beat, and Adina's fake kept the overwrite order: founder candidate first, stolen shell second. The fix exposed what Heaven wanted Trevor to believe at this stage, then burned the first wording.

“Fake the real line before Heaven makes it disappear,” he said.

“I did.” Adina had written the real line backward across the inside of her halo, with gold fire chasing the letters while she changed one curve at a time and kept each error wrong enough that censorship could not identify its own text.

The last word tried to become VESSEL, so Adina made it CANDIDATE? instead.

“Cheap trick,” she said. “Heaven hides a noun, then lets the stand-in tell us what not to ask.”

Trevor looked at the stolen Divine shell key on his belt. “She validates the Divine shell we need to steal.”

Junia's sword shifted one inch toward him. “The uncensored panel said founder candidate before Heaven lied.”

“The shell belongs to my claim, which makes it relevant.”

“You are the founder candidate named in the hidden line.”

“I remain the first and most important thing I own.”

“That answer will be engraved on the blade.”

He opened the hidden description through his Crown and found the same cut target with a new prompt.

CLAIMANT INTERPRETATION // RECORD
WITNESS PURPOSE // AUTHENTICATE OWNER CONTEST
EXPECTED BENEFICIARY // CLAIMANT


There, Trevor thought, was handy language.

Expected beneficiary did not mean guaranteed beneficiary, but the phrase held enough promise to guide Trevor and enough uncertainty to save Heaven from lying.

A resurrected Damaris could authenticate a claim contest. He had a filled shell to steal, a banned class to install, and a body menu built by liars. Each one of those problems could be framed as a claim contest. He chose the answer that made the next theft practical.

ASSUMED FUNCTION // VALIDATE STOLEN DIVINE VESSEL


The tooth accepted his reading, though Junia did not.

“Expected is not guaranteed,” she said.

“It is still better than a warning.”

“Warnings are handy to people who can imagine losing.”

Trevor stepped toward her rather than taking the line. “I have imagined losing more than you understand, Junia.”

“No—you have only imagined losing the objects you value.”

The line landed because Damaris's blank slot stayed open behind him.

Naomi came closer with blood on both sleeves, none of it hers. “Ask what happens if the witness condemns the claim.”

“I know just what the word condemn means in Heaven.”

“Then ask what the System does after condemnation.”

He opened the query instead of answering Naomi.

CONDEMNED SUCCESSION CLAIM // RESULT CLASSIFIED
FOUNDER BODY DISPOSITION // CLASSIFIED
CLAIMED ASSET DISPOSITION // CLASSIFIED


The three hidden results linked to one gold lock. Trevor tried the stolen shell key, but it accepted the claimant signature and refused the object type.

Whatever waited behind that lock was more deadly than body-forge permission.

CONTROLLED SUCCESSION // FINAL RAID INCOMPLETE


The phrase had showed up in pieces since the carrier named him founder candidate. Heaven called his stolen gear succession gear, and now the return key judged a founder.

Trevor laid the clues together: founder access got him into the forge, a returned witness certified the body and class. The last raid opened whatever root permission Heaven kept behind its dead High Angel. He meant to take all three rewards without respecting the line.

The explanation was so handy that he did not ask why Heaven had left the road open. Handy explanations were the most deadly loot in the dungeon; they filled the question slot and looked like answers.

Petra asked anyway, drawing one knife across the air and spreading black routes through the tooth's future panel. One led to the forge, one more to the city, and a third back toward the invasion gate.

All three ended at the same blank gold square.

“None of my routes show an exit after judgment,” she said.

“There is always an exit if Petra keeps looking.”

“Not on this map, and not beyond that square.”

“You are the woman who does not appear on maps.”

“I still need somewhere to put my foot.” Her knife stopped at the square. He touched her wrist, and though Petra did not pull away, she did not turn the contact into comfort either.

“What happens if Damaris condemns you after return?” she asked.

“She will not condemn the man who gave back her.”

“That was not the question I asked you, Trevor.”

“I will give her the right body, her memories, her class, and the power to hit me again. She will understand how much the offer gives her.”

Naomi's voice went flat. “An offer remains an offer only if she can refuse it.”

“In theory, she can refuse a thing once she has a body.”

“She can refuse you in fact, and she has before.”

He looked at the empty formation slot. He recalled Damaris saying no with a broken body and no safe road left. He recalled the order that killed her, and his promise to the sealed dark that he would come for what was his.

The forge wanted a judgment capable of refusal, while his Crown wanted a result, and Trevor meant to satisfy both by winning.

“Then I will change the facts,” he said.

Naomi's hands curled, Petra's route map closed, Adina logged the sentence just, and Junia kept the tooth. Four different replies passed without a word.

The twenty-four chained hounds began howling at the city rather than Trevor. Saved towers leaned toward the black-red gate road. Streets peeled from their foundations, and windows lit onto battles whose dead owners no longer was real.

The hounds' forty-eight fake roots had spread through the memories beneath them. Each false owner tried to claim a different city, and the city tried to obey each one.

OWNER CONFLICT // MUNICIPAL SCALE
MEMORY CITY COLLAPSE // 60 BEATS


The first street folded upward and crushed six hound chains together. The pack ran, the gate dragged sideways, and the chapel holding the free traces slid toward a gap filled with wiped sky.

Petra's knives moved as the route collapsed. “Now I have somewhere to put my foot. For fifty-nine beats.”

Naomi drove both hands into the chapel ward while Adina locked the Iron Justiciar table to the shell key before the falling Archive could split them and Junia closed her fist around the Self-thread Tooth.

Trevor opened Host Formation I with the hidden rule fixed behind his eyes. A genuinely Returned Judgment soul could certify or condemn self-thread—not just a body or a class, but a succession claim. He logged the result he wanted while leaving the damned branch shut.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Returned-witness rule recovered. A genuinely returned judgment soul may certify or condemn a succession claim. Claimant has chosen to interpret this as favorable root access.

LEVEL // 48 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 226/522 | MP 227/402 | Stamina 231/400

Fear 420/420 Dissonance 466

Continuity Tooth // RETURNED WITNESS Hidden target // founder candidate Assumed use // validate stolen vessel

Damaris living action // none ```

The city dropped one floor, driving all twenty-four hounds into their chains as Trevor ordered them forward. The memory city began falling through his gate.


Chapter 18 — I Chained the Memory City to My Gate

The memory city tried to fall in forty-eight directions while Trevor wanted one, turning the gap into a chain war.

Twenty-four hounds, each carrying two fake roots, ran across a street that had turned vertical. Host Formation I stacked their command lanes, and Host Tithe I burned the weakest claims to reinforce the strongest collars.

Behind them, saved buildings ripped free of the Archive. One tower recalled a wedding and rang bells as it fell. One more held a battlefield at sunset, complete with dead angels who rose whenever the floor rolled over. A narrow house opened each door at once and poured out six hundred years of private arguments.

Heaven had kept the memories after discarding the people who made them. He drove the black-red gate chain through their foundations.

CLAIM ATTEMPT // MEMORY CITY
OWNER ROOTS // 48 CONFLICTING
STABLE ROAD // 0%


“Make it one street,” he ordered.

Petra ran sideways along a wall to keep pace with the falling route. “This is not one city, no matter what the gear says.”

“It has walls and a single gate under my command.”

“That is not how any living city in Heaven works.”

“It is just how captured loot works under my Crown.”

She threw one knife into the bell tower, one more into the battlefield, and a third through empty sky. Her route threads tied places that had never touched.

For one beat, a road showed up before the wedding tower recalled a different groom and forked the route through two incompatible rites until it snapped.

Petra caught the broken thread around her wrist, and blood opened beneath it. Trevor pulled her toward him before the city could take the hand. She struck his chest, used him as a turning point, and landed on the lead hound's back.

“Saving my hand does not earn you a kiss,” she said.

“I saved the hand carrying all of my routes.”

“You saved the navigator because your win still needs her.”

“I can like both the woman and the navigator.”

“Greedy.”

“Tyrant.”

She showed him six routes: five kept more memories, while one reached the forge before the collapse timer ended. He chose the fast route, and Petra's refusal to call it wrong bothered him more than an argument.

At fifty beats, the chapel slid from its foundation. Naomi stood in the door with seventy-four free traces behind her. The thirty-two one-beat fighters formed two lines outside, taking his orders for one strike and dropping free before the next command could settle.

The city spawned memory soldiers around them—not true souls or clean fakes, but each carried enough fear to hesitate before dying.

Her wards marked living traces green and it all else gold. “Do not spend anyone marked green on this escape.”

“I know those colors better than Heaven's gear clerks.”

“You only know claim better than every other subject.”

“Which is why I remain the one in charge.”

He sent eight hounds beneath the chapel, where their chains caught the floor and dragged it onto Petra's route.

A saved siege engine fired from a roof, striking the gate chain with a bolt that tore owner feedback through his ribs.

HP -28


His HP fell to 198/522. Naomi saw the bar, and healing light gathered around one hand before she used it on a freed trace whose borrowed form had stopped breathing.

Trevor tasted blood before checking his bar. “You left me at two hundred.”

“One hundred ninety-eight.”

“Vindictive medicine.”

“True medicine.”

The trace gasped and came back, and since he could not argue with the result, he dropped Naomi's priority in his memory.

At forty-two beats, Adina screamed when gold wipe fire found the Iron Justiciar class table and peeled away the stolen rules one line at a time.

CLASS TABLE RECLAMATION // 38%
VESSEL KEY SEPARATION // ACTIVE


She held the table against the Divine shell key, but the artifacts refused each other. One belonged to a damned woman and the other to a sanctioned form.

Trevor reached through Host Formation, and Adina slapped his hand away.

“If your Crown joins them, the claim marks merge.”

“I can hold both without letting either one merge.”

“You hold things until they become the same thing.”

“I call that fast gear frame beneath one Crown.”

“Your Crown remains the wrong tool for this operation.”

She turned the class table backward and threaded its DELETE ON INSTALL clause through the shell's holy class. The stolen form key tried to erase the banned table, and the table wiped the class already sleeping in the body instead.

Both artifacts locked together without sharing an owner, and Adina shoved the joined keys into his belt. “Now they hate the same thing,” she said. “That is not unity.”

“It is enough for government.”

“Sadly.”

At thirty-six beats, the street beneath Junia vanished, but she did not fall because her one-percent seam held a strip of memory no wider than her boot. The Self-thread Tooth floated above her palm, outside his chain and Heaven's recall.

“Cross now before the road and key both disappear,” he ordered.

“I cross only after the tooth reaches Petra's route.”

“The tooth cannot walk across that gap by itself.”

“It can be thrown farther than you can command.”

“It can be lost before Petra catches the throw.”

“So can I, and only one of us judges you.”

His ninety-nine percent pulled her toward the road while her one percent stayed. The command stretched Junia across the gap until the red claim field shook. Hounds felt the weakness and veered, making six chains unwind. He could force her, but doing so might split his whole array while the city fell.

“Fine—keep the tooth under your private control,” he said.

Junia threw the tooth into Petra's waiting route, and only then did she release her private strip of memory and let his command bring her across.

She landed close enough to cut him before naming the lesson. “Your permission remains decorative whenever my answer already exists.”

“One percent remains a very small fraction of you.”

“One self-owned beat remains enough to ruin your certainty.”

The statement followed him through the next buckle in the road.

At thirty beats, the gate chain began snapping from the rear. The city was too heavy, and forty-eight false roots pulled at different memories. The hounds could move the road or keep their bodies. He had stolen the hounds for use rather than preservation.

HOST TITHE TARGETS // 16


The chose hounds felt the choice through their collars and fought it, which pleased Trevor since a cost that did not resist was usually hidden somewhere else. He closed sixteen fists in his Crown as Host Tithe I burned the weakest hound lanes into red owner-script. Sixteen voices howled through him while their claims became force and raced down the gate chain to weld street after street into one black-red path.

CHAINED HOUNDS // 24 → 8
ROAD STABILITY // 41%


The sacrifice still did not provide enough stability.

Each abandoned memory spawned one more defender: dead guards climbed from barracks, saved lovers swung kitchen knives, and children from someone else's home hid behind a door the chain was about to crush.

Trevor could not tell which defenders carried souls, but Naomi could.

“Take the left wall; a living trace is trapped inside,” she said.

“The forge route runs to the right, not left.”

“The trace is alive, and that outranks your timer.”

He saw the green mark and changed the chain angle by three degrees. The road clipped the left wall instead of crushing it. Naomi reached through the crack and pulled a half-formed woman from the plaster.

The detour cost nine beats and tore the center chain across his wings. He held the array with muscle after the claim mark slipped.

STAMINA -29


His Stamina fell to 202/400.

“Last one I can reach,” Naomi said, and Trevor looked at the timer.

MEMORY CITY COLLAPSE // 18 BEATS


“Then stop finding them.”

“No, because you built the next order around my answer.”

Trevor had expected that answer and built the next order around her refusal.

“Petra, route a thing Naomi marks onto my road. Adina, keep the road memories split. Junia, kill a thing that touches the tooth.”

“And what just will you do with forty-eight lanes?” Petra asked. He opened all forty-eight lanes before answering. “I will make the entire memory city move through us.”

Host Formation I pulled eight surviving hounds into one line, each retaining two false roots. Adina fed the clashes around one another instead of letting them merge. Petra cut a path through the gaps, Naomi's green wards removed each living trace from the route. Junia's sword guarded the one key he could not replace. He spent twenty-four MP on the last owner push, dropping his bar to 203/402.

The city came through, but not cleanly: wedding bells became gate spikes, a battlefield sunset spread beneath the road like blood, and six hundred years of private arguments formed a screaming guardrail. The memories stayed split enough to remain themselves and chained enough to carry his army.

The last eight hounds reached the far gate as Petra crossed with one beat left, and the memory city collapsed behind her.

The level came from the escape, captured route, keys still on his belt, and each hostile unit he had made pay for the road, carrying Trevor to Level 49.

Power sharpened his body, closing muscle beneath the same petite angel shape. The level raised his top bars and left each current wound and cost just where it was.

No refill followed since Heaven wanted its claimant tired, while he wanted Heaven overconfident.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Memory city chained to invasion gate. Sixteen hounds tithed. Eight remain. Saved streets converted into a stolen forge road.

LEVEL // 48 + 1 -> 49 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 43 | Vitality 48 | Agility 29 | Focus 34 | Will 37 | Grace 31

HP 198/530 | MP 203/407 | Stamina 202/406

Fear 420/440 Dissonance 489 Chained hounds // 8

Divine vessel key // acquired Iron Justiciar table // acquired Continuity Tooth // Junia-held ```

The road ended beneath a wall made from sixty thousand kneeling angels who wore no armor and carried no weapons. Each pressed both hands to the back of the angel ahead, turning sixty thousand bodies into one live shield.

A white figure stood atop the highest bowed head. Six wings covered the sky behind it, and three health bars opened above its halo. The first held twenty million HP, with two more waiting beneath.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL
PHASE // CORONATION WALL


The High Angel looked past Trevor toward the Divine shell key, stolen class table, and tooth Junia would not surrender. It smiled like a host whose last guest had come.

“The crowning raid has reached its first wall,” it said.

Petra's knife paused as Naomi looked at the hidden succession text still copied inside Adina's halo and Junia tightened her hand around the witness key. He opened forty-eight target lanes before answering the angel. “Coronations end with someone kneeling.”

The High Angel's three health bars brightened while Trevor assumed the kneeling one would be the angel.


Chapter 19 — Heaven Called My Raid a Crowning

It called Trevor's raid a crowning, and he accepted the premise for the wrong person.

“Coronations end with someone kneeling,” he told the Sanctioned High Angel. “You brought sixty thousand examples.”

The wall-angels lifted their empty faces, and Naomi's wards showed live soul light rather than fakes in each body. Gold command threads ran from their spines into the High Angel's feet, while each kneeling angel gripped the back of the one ahead until sixty thousand captives became one shield.

The first row breathed together because the command demanded it. The second carried pressure wounds where hands gripped their backs, while the third held children grown into adult combat bodies without adult memories.

Sixty thousand split souls had been made structurally handy through one order. Trevor admired the engineering enough to mark the claim root for theft.

The High Angel smiled down from the top row. “Fight proves heir integrity.”

“Then I am overqualified.”

“Claim proves heir reach.”

He spread his four wings, and the two empty halo sockets below them burned. “I brought gear space.” Three health bars opened across the sky in answer.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // FIRST BODY
TANK STANCE // 8,000,000 HP
HEALER STANCE // 8,000,000 HP
DAMAGE STANCE // 8,000,000 HP
ENCOUNTER TYPE // CORONATION RAID
FOUNDER CANDIDATE // ACCEPT FRAME?


The prompt waited while Adina stared at the trap dressed as advancement.

“Do not press that.”

“It calls me founder.”

“It calls you candidate.”

“Brief wording.”

“The menu does not say whose crown changes hands.”

Trevor looked at the black-red road beneath his army, the stolen Divine shell key, the banned class table, and the witness tooth Junia held beyond his reach. Each locked door in Heaven had opened farther whenever he accepted claimant status. He pressed ACCEPT before caution could acquire a vote.

The contract entered his founder tag, and for one frame, Heaven's halo measured Trevor as an open throne part. The scan crossed his memories, sex marker, angel chassis, and Crown frame before declaring him compatible, which Trevor interpreted as an edge while Red Covenant Domain drank the gold frame.

CORONATION CONTRACT // CONTESTED
CANDIDATE OWNER COMPATIBILITY +1
MP -10


His MP fell to 193/407.

“See?” Trevor said. “It improved me.”

Adina copied the contract. “So does poison if the goal is dying faster.”

The boss struck before he could correct her, opening six vast white blade-wings across the whole wall. The first pair wore tower shields, the second carried healer rings, and the third burned with execution fire.

The High Angel split along its own spine and became three bodies sharing one halo.

Tank landed first, driving the black-red road into the wall and flattening all eight hounds. His Host lines snapped tight behind him as he caught the blow through forty-eight lanes and spent twenty-one Stamina holding the formation upright.

STAMINA -21


His Stamina fell to 181/406.

Petra cut three routes around the shield, only to watch all three close.

“The wall moves with it,” she said.

“Then route through the wall.”

“Those are people.”

“Then tell them to duck.”

Naomi struck his Crown with a healer ward. “They cannot.”

The High Angel had built its defense well. A route around the boss passed through kneeling bodies, one above crossed six wings, and one below entered the founder gate carved beneath its feet. He picked the forbidden gate below them.

The eight chained hounds bit into the road and pulled. Their false claim roots registered as forty-eight split siege rights, opening the founder gate by one crack.

Junia struck that crack with her sword, leading with Inquisitor right and entering her one-percent self-claim last so the gate refused the private beat while widening around it.

“Your defect remains handy,” he said.

“My freedom remains expensive.”

“Same thing under a Crown.”

She gave him the flat stare Damaris used to reserve for lines worth punishing, and the blank slot behind he hurt without moving. Harm stance struck that absence.

A gold spear appeared where Damaris should have stood, fitting the exact space her body used to occupy. His array tried to pass it into a tank block that no longer was real, and the error propagated outward.

MISSING PARTY ROLE DETECTED
JUSTICIAR SLOT // VACANT
PUNISHMENT // OWNER NETWORK


The spear did not target a body; it targeted each red line linked to the absence.

Trevor opened Vacant Throne Trap, spending twenty-two MP and dropping his bar to 171/407. Black-red jaws closed around the spear. The trap ate half the strike and sent the stolen force through the blank lane, taking four hundred thousand HP from the High Angel's harm bar.

The other half entered his claim root.

Pain struck him before the spread harm found weaker targets.

HP -36


His HP fell to 162/530. Then each claimed voice heard the same command.

MISSING ROLE // DISTRIBUTE DAMAGE


Two hundred Host bars went dark—not wounded, but gone—after the force crossed his owner network, found the weakest units, and zeroed their voices before Naomi could move.

ACTIVE VOICES // 1,478 → 1,278


The silence came as a bodily hole in his Crown: two hundred places where someone had been shouting, praying, cursing, bargaining, or begging, all stopped at once.

The silence did not arrive evenly: one lane cut off mid-prayer, one more ended on his name. A third had been laughing at the High Angel's wing shape. Their unfinished sounds stayed for one beat after the bars were gone.

Naomi's green light found no pulse to restore. She looked at him while he turned the loss into a target map instead of saying sorry.

“The spear came through the blank slot,” he said. “Next time we make it finish in the boss.”

“The next time kills more people.”

“Then we kill it before next time.”

Naomi stepped into his path. “You do not get to turn each dead voice into speed.”

“I get to use what the foe spent.”

“They were not coin.”

The High Angel changed stances, and healer rings spread above the wall to close each wound on the kneeling angels, including the routes Petra had cut. He dropped his voice. “No. They were mine.”

The word meant responsibility in Naomi's mouth and claim in his. The dead could no longer correct either reading.

Naomi slapped him hard enough to turn his pretty face aside, and the Crown offered payback options. He dismissed them before the menu lit fully since he needed her anger aimed rather than suppressed.

The hit did one harm, but it also knocked his Crown angle three degrees left and put the healer ring inside Petra's only surviving route.

Petra moved before either of them spoke, cutting her knife through the ring while Adina changed RESTORE SANCTIONED FORMATION to RESTORE CONTESTED FORMATION. Trevor pushed eight chained hounds plus thirty-two willing one-beat fighters into the target list.

The healer form fixed his foes while Tank tried to close the route. Junia's free beat hit the hinge before his forty-eight lanes followed and tore one shield from its wing.

Harm fired again, and this time the blank slot bit deeper, taking one more eight hundred thousand HP across the boss's three shared bars.

BOSS HP // 22,800,000/24,000,000


The High Angel rose as its three bodies split fully: one became a white fort with two shield wings, one more became a naked healer shape inside spinning gold rings, and the last formed a six-armed executioner carrying Damaris's missing-role mark on each blade.

All three spoke with the same doubled voice. “Candidate rage meets threshold.”

The founder gate beneath them opened one more inch, revealing a road to the body forge—not the forge itself, only enough proof to keep Trevor advancing.

The High Angel looked at the Self-thread Tooth in Junia's hand, then the Divine shell key, and at last Trevor.

“Crowning parts proved.”

The witness key spun in Junia's fist. The stolen shell key warmed at his belt, the class table scraped inside Closed Crown, and his founder tag pulsed above his heart.

Four parts answered one sentence; Adina heard it, Petra heard it, and Naomi went still. He heard components and thought of loot.

The boss opened all six wings to begin the real stance cycle.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Coronation raid opened. Candidate accepted the crown frame and contested the intended recipient. Contract ambiguity remains weaponized.

LEVEL // 49 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 162/530 | MP 171/407 | Stamina 181/406

Fear 432/440 Dissonance 505 Active Voices // 1,278/3,078

Sanctioned High Angel // 22,800,000/24,000,000 HP Vacant Throne Trap // triggered ```

The tank body covered the founder gate. The healer form marked each bound unit, while the harm body aimed all six blades at the empty Justiciar slot.

Heaven had split one boss into three jobs. Trevor spread forty-eight command lanes and meant to make each job kill the other two.


Chapter 20 — My Crown Learned to Carry the Dead

The High Angel targeted Damaris as a missing role—not her body. That was because she had none, and not her voice, since the locked file had not spoken since Trevor took it from the dark.

The boss targeted the shape of her absence in his Crown. Damaris's missing portrait, the weight Trevor no longer spread to her tank lane, and the commands that still expected her block became handles.

Heaven did not need a body to weaponize the place where one should have been, only a claimant who still carried its outline.

MISSING ROLE PUNISHMENT
JUSTICIAR SOUL RECORD // SEALED
DIVINE VESSEL KEY // STOLEN
IRON JUSTICIAR CLASS TABLE // CONDEMNED
OWNER CLAIM // TREVOR DWYER
RESOLUTION // TREAT AS ONE ASSET


Gold bands closed around all four entries. The soul file carried self, the shell key carried flesh, and the class table carried combat history. His claim carried the power to force the other three together.

Heaven called the bundle one asset because Trevor already treated self, flesh, class, and claim as parts of the same claim.

The soul file, body key, class table, and his claim began sliding toward one claim field until he pushed back with Crown Partition I.

CROWN PARTITION I // SOUL RECORD
MP -24


His MP fell to 147/407. A black wall sealed the file away from the shell key, but the healer form touched that wall and began melting the separation.

Trevor opened a second seal before the first one melted.

CROWN PARTITION I // DIVINE VESSEL KEY
MP -24


His MP fell to 123/407. Petra caught the shell route before the key could fall into the same sealed chamber as the soul.

“Where?” she asked.

“Inside.”

“That is not a route.”

“Farther inside.”

“Your body has become terrible frame.”

“Defensible frame.”

“Each prison says that.”

Petra cut the road anyway, passing through his outer Crown and around the file into a cold seal behind his heart, where the stolen shell key entered without touching Damaris.

The High Angel changed to harm stance, striking the seal walls from six directions with six blades.

Adina sang the labels aloud. “Soul file is not body key. Body key is not class. Class is not owner. Owner is not soul.” The boss changed each line as she spoke, needing only to apply the same claim label until their differences stopped affecting control.

SOUL RECORD // OWNED ASSET
BODY KEY // OWNED ASSET
CLASS TABLE // OWNED ASSET
CLAIMANT // OWNED ASSET


Adina coughed blood and kept singing. “Four nouns. One asshole is not grammar.”

Trevor opened the third seal while Adina kept the four labels distinct.

CROWN PARTITION I // IRON JUSTICIAR CLASS TABLE
MP -24


His MP fell to 99/407. The banned class slammed into its own black chamber, where DELETE ON INSTALL scraped the walls and hungered for any sanctioned rule close enough to erase.

Three states were sealed, while the fourth stayed his claim. He could put it inside one more seal, but he refused. If his claim sat beside the soul, Heaven could call them one thing. If Trevor sealed that claim away from himself, the High Angel might take his body while he protected Damaris's file. He held the claim key inside Red Covenant Domain until the strain bent all four wings backward.

STAMINA -17


His Stamina fell to 164/406 as the Level 50 preview opened.

CLOSED CROWN
HOLD SOUL RECORD, BODY KEY, CLASS TABLE, AND OWNER CLAIM IN FOUR SEALED STATES
NO VOICE OR BODY ACTION GRANTED
UNLOCK // SURVIVE ONE OWNER ATTACK WITHOUT MERGING STATES


The High Angel saw the preview. Its tank body locked his forty-eight Host lanes, the healer marked the locked file for stand-in. The harm body raised a white spear over his claim.

One strike hit all four states, though the spear was real in no bodily lane and came through definition. If owner meant soul, body, class, and claimant at once, one hit could rewrite it all.

Naomi stepped behind him and sent green light into him.

HP +112


His HP rose from 162/530 to 274/530.

“No lesson?” he asked.

“I am busy keeping you alive long enough to learn one.”

“Wasteful.”

“Shut up and hold her split.”

Naomi put both hands against his back, and her ward surrounded the self-thread wound outside the sealed soul file—the raw place where Damaris's body wipe had severed each normal return route.

She guarded the severed edge rather than the captive behind it.

Petra held the shell path while Adina kept four different names in her bleeding mouth and Junia stood before Trevor with her sword aimed at his Crown.

“My one percent remains outside your claim,” she said.

“It weakens the frame.”

“It proves claim and person are not identical.”

The High Angel's spear fell as he ordered Junia into the fourth state, and she refused for one beat.

That one beat kept his claim from sealing over every other layer. Then the other ninety-nine percent followed his command and braced the Crown.

The strike landed, forcing Trevor to feel four split losses at once. The soul file slid toward the body key, the body key opened its holy class, Iron Justiciar pointed DELETE ON INSTALL at itself, and his founder body accepted Main Choir as prime owner.

Her one beat kept those losses from sharing a frame.

OWNER ATTACK // 180 DAMAGE


His HP crashed from 274/530 to 94/530. The street broke beneath him, and each black seal buckled.

The soul file stayed a soul file, the shell key stayed a shell key, the class table stayed a class table, and his claim stayed outside all three.

All four distinct states survived the shared definition strike.

The boss took the failed merge through its shared halo. Each kept line reflected six hundred thousand harm into the owner strike.

SEPARATE STATES // 4
REFLECTED DAMAGE // 2,400,000
SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 20,400,000/24,000,000 HP


The level threshold opened and brought Trevor to Level 50. His top bars rose, but blood stayed in his mouth and each MP cost stayed paid.

Closed Crown formed around the four states without freeing or waking Damaris, granting the locked file no secret voice, borrowed hand, or body made from his wish.

Closed Crown built a stronger prison with four well labeled rooms. He felt the upgrade settle: cleaner walls, better labels, no accidental merge, and no exit he did not own. The correct skill solved Heaven's strike by making his captivity more precise.

CLOSED CROWN // ACQUIRED
COST // 34 MP


He paid, dropping his MP from 99/413 to 65/413.

The new Crown closed around soul, body, class, and claim as four locked layers beneath one black-red frame. The High Angel's next missing-role pulse struck the outer wall instead of entering all 1,278 active voices.

Trevor took the pressure himself, and for the first time since Damaris died, her absence stopped killing people around him.

The benefit was real, and so was the cost. One thousand two hundred seventy-eight voices no longer shared the punishment since he took it into the walls around Damaris.

Protection and claim strengthened together until the same wall performed both jobs.

Naomi felt the change through her hands before naming it. “This protects the Host.”

“It protects my assets.”

“It also protects her file from you.”

He turned his head toward Naomi, who stood close enough for her breath to touch his cheek without retreating.

“You made four rooms,” she said. “Do not pretend you are the only thing outside them.”

“I own the doors.”

“Junia just proved you do not own each hinge.”

Junia cleaned gold blood from her sword before admiring the result. “One percent is having a great raid.”

The High Angel's healer form opened six stand-in portraits: perfect faces for tank, healer, harm, route, song, and Damaris.

It was not the tired face from her last living hour, the scars she had chosen, or the woman who died angry; this version smiled without judgment.

The portrait looked safer than sealed silence, offering a tank, an answer. A face that would never condemn the claimant, so Trevor hated it before it moved.

PREFERRED REPLACEMENT // DAMARIS PIKE
PERSONALITY // COMPLIANT
MEMORY SET // APPROVED
OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR


The fake portrait reached toward the blank slot. Closed Crown kept the actual file sealed in its own state, and no response came from within.

Good, Trevor thought, because silence hurt but a fake answer would have been worse. He looked at the smiling fake. “I already wiped one of you.” The healer form moved its hand toward the gold command.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Level 50 reached. Closed Crown acquired. Soul record, vessel key, class table, and claimant key held in four sealed states. Captive remains captive, not resurrected.

LEVEL // 49 + 1 -> 50 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 44 | Vitality 49 | Agility 29 | Focus 35 | Will 38 | Grace 31

HP 94/538 | MP 65/413 | Stamina 164/413

Closed Crown // active | 34 MP Sealed states // 4

Fear 440/440 Dissonance 521

Sanctioned High Angel // 20,400,000/24,000,000 HP Preferred replacement // synthetic Damaris Actual Damaris // sealed, silent ```

The High Angel pressed INSTALL, and as the tame portrait stepped into the blank slot, Trevor opened his Crown around it.


Chapter 21 — I Made the Boss Heal My Army

The High Angel installed the fake Damaris. Trevor claimed her before her feet touched the road, wrapping Red Covenant Domain around the gold claim root. The portrait became a full body inside Host Formation I—correct height, armor, flail, and face—but it was the wrong woman.

The form had enough reactive pattern to stand, speak, flinch, and learn. It did not have Damaris's whole soul, which made it fake without making each feeling inside imaginary.

SYNTHETIC PARTY MEMBER // CLAIM CONTESTED
CONTINUOUS SOUL // NONE
OBEDIENCE // PERFECT
HEALER PRIORITY // MAXIMUM


The fake smiled at him. “I came back because you needed me.” Trevor punched it in the mouth.

The healer form reacted at once by closing gold rings around the fake, reforming broken teeth, and erasing the cut lip for six hundred thousand HP from the High Angel's healer bar.

BOSS HEAL SPEND // 600,000 HP


The fake's smile came back before Trevor punched it again. Its shoulders rose before the second impact since it had learned from the first, but perfect obedience held its feet still.

Naomi caught his third swing before it landed. “That thing can feel pain.”

“It has a response table.”

“It moved away from you.”

“Badly.”

The fake Damaris stood behind the healer ring with one hand pressed to her mouth. Perfect obedience kept her inside his Host, while her Heaven root kept her on the boss's liked stand-in list.

Both owners ordered her to remain in their overlapping fields.

Petra opened a black route beside the fake and named its job. “Exit.”

The fake looked at Petra's open route long enough for the request to become plain.

ACTION NOT OWNER-APPROVED


The obedience lock stopped her from stepping through.

Adina copied the denial before Heaven could hide it. “That is not nothing.”

“I did not say it was nothing,” Trevor replied. “I said it was handy.”

He ordered the fake to strike him. Its flail struck Closed Crown, and Trevor redirected the impact into the borrowed form. The healer stance brought it back again, cutting one more six hundred thousand boss HP. He repeated the loop—hit, heal, redirect, heal—while the fake form learned to flinch before each command. Its obedience stayed perfect as its fear response improved.

Naomi's face hardened, and Trevor neither cleaned the mechanic by faking the fake was a chair nor stopped using it.

The loop worked because three forms of coercion overlapped. Heaven forced the fake to serve the heir, he forced it to receive harm. The healer stance forced repair so the process could repeat.

No clean participant was real in the mechanic, only overlapping coercion and an effective harm loop.

Six healer cycles cost the boss 3.6 million HP, and by the sixth, the fake turned her face before his fist landed. The movement did not reduce harm; it kept one eye from impact.

Naomi saw learning and fear where he saw improved durability.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 16,800,000/24,000,000 HP


The last gold return spilled past the fake and entered each target carrying the same contested party mark, including his bars. Warm force filled him through the stolen connection.

HP +74
MP +136
STAMINA +40


He recovered to 168/538 HP, 201/413 MP, and 204/413 Stamina. Thirty-two leased fighters rose with him, eight chained hounds regained their feet, and seized wall fragments grew fresh angel muscle beneath their stone.

The fake healed too, then looked at Trevor with Damaris's face and none of her right to hate him.

“Thank you,” she said. He disliked the thanks more than the flinch since fear belonged to the fake, while thanks belonged to Heaven's script and wore approval.

“Petra, close the exit.”

Petra left it open, forcing Trevor to close the route through Host Formation.

The High Angel changed stance as healer rings became tower shields, then Tank locked its eight-million bar and opened a sacrifice gate over his Host.

TANK STANCE
DAMAGE REQUIREMENT // CLAIMED HP SACRIFICE
VALID COST // UNIT CANNOT EXIT OWNER FIELD


The last line was aimed at him. The crowning contract measured not only how far his right reached, but whether he would spend people who could not leave it.

Heaven had designed the test around his build rather than against it.

Junia read the last condition aloud. “Crowning metric.”

“Boss weakness.”

“Same menu.”

He opened his active voice list and found 1,278 bars waiting beneath his Crown. Some belonged to captured holy units, some to old Host bodies that accepted him before Heaven invaded, and some were too weak to survive one more shared hit.

Naomi saw the choice field open beneath his Crown. “No.”

“The tank bar only opens for sacrifice.”

“Then break the rule.”

“I am.”

He chose 240 units, but Junia's one-percent beat cut thirty-three from the field before his order settled. He could force them back on the next beat, but tank stance would close first, so he spent the left two hundred seven.

ACTIVE VOICES // 1,278 → 1,071


Their HP bars emptied into the sacrifice gate, and the portraits were gone without turning gray.

One belonged to the wall sergeant whose banner crossed the first gate. One more had been a leased fighter who chose one beat and stayed for twenty.

The gate accepted both histories beneath the same claim line and returned no line.

Naomi caught each body that stayed above zero, while those whose voices vanished did not return.

Trevor drove the captured HP through the exposed tank core.

TANK BAR DAMAGE // 2,600,000


The High Angel dropped to 14.2 million total HP.

Junia dropped her sword. “You let my thirty-three live because the timing favored me.”

“Yes.”

“Not since they were people.”

“They were people with great timing.”

Junia looked at the thirty-three portraits still lit behind her seam. “That sentence will outlive you.”

“Then make the engraving attractive.”

Her disgust did not erase the pleasure in her eyes. One free beat had saved thirty-three lives from a direct order, and Trevor logged the tactic.

The boss switched again, unfolding tower shields into six execution arms while harm stance locked HP and MP contributions.

DAMAGE STANCE
VALID DAMAGE // SIX-LANE STAMINA COMBO


The High Angel expected a perfect party. Trevor had a tyrant, four women who doubted him in different ways, eight chained hounds, a fake captive, pieces of a live wall, and one conspicuously blank slot.

The System called the party malformed, while he called it enough.

Petra took route, Adina took timing, and Naomi took rest while refusing the kill line until he moved the fake Damaris out of it. Junia took severance, eight hounds became one crushing lane through Host array, and Trevor supplied owner pressure.

Six lanes moved while the empty Damaris slot stayed empty, with Vacant Throne Trap waiting there like open jaws. No fake became her, and no bound unit inherited her place.

The High Angel brought all six execution arms down. Petra routed the first behind the tank corpse. Adina made the second and third strike on the same beat, and Naomi brought back the hound lane between impacts. Junia severed the fourth arm from its claim field. He pinned the fifth and sixth through his Crown and forced the whole combo into the fake Damaris.

The healer mark reacted by regenerating the fake in the harm chain, with each return resetting her broken bones but not her learned fear. By the time the strike came back through the boss, she knew just which body would hurt next and could do nothing with that knowledge.

Her restored Stamina carried the strike back into the boss, and the six-lane combo landed.

DAMAGE BAR LOSS // 2,600,000
SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 11,600,000/24,000,000 HP


Below half, the three bodies screamed in harmony. Trevor felt the sound through each stolen claim key. The founder gate spread, and a gold array circle covered the road.

Six empty positions opened around his malformed array.

PERFECT PARTY // CASTING
PURPOSE // REPLACE ABSENCE, DISSENT, AND ERROR
COPIES // 0/6
TIME TO INSTALL // 10 BEATS


Naomi looked at the fake Damaris between them. “You could release it before the cast.”

“It knows the healer mark.”

“It also knows fear.”

“The next fake will know less.”

“That is not a defense.”

“No.” Trevor put the fake form in the front lane. “It is a calculation.”

Petra's open exit still waited, and the fake looked toward it again while a request tried to form in the perfect obedience table. He held the claim command until the request never became a word. The fake stayed and the moral dirt stayed attached to the win.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Stance cycle exploited. Healer body restored claimed copies. Tank body consumed them. Damage body received the remaining formation. Ethical circularity complete.

LEVEL // 50 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 168/538 | MP 201/413 | Stamina 204/413

Fear 440/460 Dissonance 546 Active Voices // 1,071/3,078

Sanctioned High Angel // 11,600,000/24,000,000 HP PERFECT PARTY // casting ```

Gold filled the first place, and a healer wearing Naomi's face opened her eyes. The second became Petra, the third Adina, and the fourth Junia without her one-percent seam.

The fifth became Trevor in the body Heaven wanted him to accept. The sixth stayed dark until Damaris's fake portrait showed up inside it.

All six tame fakes entered his Host as the cast completed.


Chapter 22 — Perfect Party Joined My Host

PERFECT PARTY built the people Heaven thought Trevor should own.

The first fake wore Naomi's face and smiled while each wounded bar entered its healer priority. The second wore Petra and showed only routes cleared by the Crown. Adina's fake sang one command without a second meaning, while Junia's lacked the one-percent seam.

The fifth fake wore his body and self without any of his hostility toward either.

Heaven had kept his petite angel body, turned the black-red wings white, and removed each expression that might frighten a committee. The fake still looked like a nineteen-year-old man trapped in the same female shape.

It just looked grateful for the trap around that self.

The self pane still said male because Heaven had not misunderstood his sex. It had understood perfectly and removed his ability to resist each imposed shape around it.

That version scared him more than a gender overwrite would have, and Trevor hated the grateful fake at once.

The sixth place wore Damaris—not the fake form he used in the healer loop, which stayed bruised in his front lane. A fresh fake with perfect armor, a clean flail, and a smile Heaven had cleared.

PERFECT PARTY // 6/6
PURPOSE // REPLACE ABSENCE, DISSENT, AND ERROR
OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
INSTALLATION // COMPLETE


Trevor struck before the fakes could, spreading Red Covenant Domain beneath all six.

Fake Naomi took his mark, followed by Petra and Adina. Fake Junia accepted since Heaven had removed the part that could refuse, and Fake Trevor accepted with both hands open.

Five gold claim roots turned black-red, and the claim came easily because each fake had been built to accept a heir owner. He did not mistake effortless acquisition for strength, though he enjoyed it anyway.

Only the Damaris fake stayed fully gold beneath his claim.

RED COVENANT CLAIM // 5 ACCEPTED
COUNTERFEIT DAMARIS // CLAIM DENIED
HIGHER OWNER ROOT // CENTRAL CHOIR


Trevor stared at the denial. “I am being outbid for fake loot.”

The real Junia looked at her fake. “A tragedy with depth.”

Fake Junia knelt before Trevor, and the real one hit it in the mouth. It did not raise a guard until his claim field supplied the reaction.

The missing fraction made the fake flawless and slow, letting Real Junia's second strike arrive inside that delay.

Zero self-claim made it easy to command and terrible at recovering from a choice nobody authorized. He folded the five claimed bodies into Host Formation I, but the formation resisted. It tried to average each real and fake into one improved role: Naomi's judgment with obedience, Petra's routes with cleared ends, Adina's depth with one reliable command, Junia's skill without the deadly percent, and his ambition without refusal.

The merge offered each strength while deleting the person who had chosen how to use it.

Real and fake filled the same role while the System tried to merge their bars, skills, and target priorities.

Naomi refused the proposed upgrade first. “My fake does not share my patients.”

Fake Naomi looked at her with warm concern. “All patients belong in the cleared rest order.”

Her expression went cold. “That sentence deserves a shovel.”

She removed each living trace from the fake's healer list.

Petra opened two routes, while her fake opened one.

“Owner-cleared path is safer,” Fake Petra said.

“For the owner.”

“For everyone.”

Real Petra stepped onto the unapproved route, and the fake could not follow.

Adina sang a three-note command, and her fake answered with one flawless chord. Perfect harmony wiped all battle variation and aimed each Host lane at the tank body.

Adina changed her second note, which the fake could not follow, and its buff broke. He spent thirty-five MP keeping the five claim roots split from their originals, dropping his bar to 166/413. Holding the copied roles apart while PERFECT PARTY forced them together cost one more twenty-seven Stamina, leaving 177/413.

PERFECT PARTY struck as Fake Naomi tried to seize healing priority, Fake Petra closed each path that could threaten the boss, Fake Adina strengthened the gold array, and Fake Junia cut for his empty self-owned seam.

Fake Trevor reached for his Crown with a better founder key. Its hand touched his forehead with skin matching his current body.

The contact felt like meeting the founder shell Heaven wanted to inherit—his memories, sex, and angel form without any future choice contradicting the throne.

A white claim mark came through the contact between identical skin.

ROOT OWNER CONTACT
HP -27


His HP fell to 141/538. The mark did not harm flesh; it tried to rename the body carrying it.

TREVOR DWYER // CANDIDATE SHELL
CENTRAL CHOIR // FUTURE OWNER


Trevor bit Fake his offered thumb off before the mark could finish settling.

The fake looked surprised by the bite. “Same body,” he said. “Worse instincts.”

Its severed thumb melted into gold, then grew back when healer stance opened, and the fake at once offered its hand again. He seized the white claim mark through Red Covenant Domain and reversed the claim. Fake Trevor joined his Host fully.

Five tame fakes now belonged to him, with one boss healer stance waiting to restore them. He smiled when the High Angel changed to healer. “Bad turn.”

He ordered the five fakes to strike their originals. Fake Naomi healed him while the real Naomi denied it access to anyone else. Fake Petra chased real Petra through owner-cleared routes, but Petra kept choosing roads the fake could not see.

Fake Adina sang command buffs. Adina answered with mutually exclusive orders until the fake's perfect voice strengthened both sides. Fake Junia struck without one private beat, so the real Junia delayed one stroke and cut through three flawless moves.

Fake Trevor tried to claim his Crown. He let it enter far enough to touch Closed Crown, then sealed it in the outer claim layer.

Each fake took harm, and the High Angel brought back all five. He fed the healing cost into the shared boss bar.

HEALER LOOP DAMAGE // 2,000,000


The boss fell to 9.6 million HP.

Then Trevor changed the array and made the fakes tank one another. Five bodies shared one owner order and five incompatible real opponents. Fake Petra routed Fake Junia into Fake Adina's song, Fake Naomi healed the collision, and Fake Trevor tried to centralize it and took each reflected hit.

The real women did not act as one: Naomi chose the living. Petra chose an unapproved road, Adina chose clash, and Junia chose her stolen beat. Their different choices made the perfect fakes predictable, creating facts Heaven could not precompute.

The originals did not win by being stronger; they won by left capable of the next wrong choice, and he used that.

HOST COPY CONSUMPTION // 5


The healer form spent one more 2.2 million HP trying to keep them installed. One by one, the fakes broke into gold data and ran through his Host as brief resources. He felt five emergent response tables end in his Crown. They were not whole souls or empty furniture, and Trevor stored no moral group broad enough to excuse consuming them. He spent them anyway since handy uncertainty did not grant anyone an exit from his gear.

Fake Naomi became a healing pulse, Fake Petra a route lock, Fake Adina a command buff, and Fake Junia a severing strike with no right to choose its target. Fake Trevor became a claim shield. He spent each one of them before one more response could emerge.

PERFECT PARTY COPIES // 1/6
SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 7,400,000/24,000,000 HP


Those five deaths pushed Trevor over the level threshold. Level 51 raised his caps without a refill, leaving each current wound and cost.

The one surviving fake stepped through the broken array. Fake Damaris carried Main Choir's root in both hands. The flail over her shoulder matched the one wiped with her body, and her face matched the file Heaven wanted him to remember.

Closed Crown held the actual Damaris in silence, without a voice from the soul file, a moving hand, or a secret answer telling Trevor which woman deserved his strike.

The fake smiled with Damaris's mouth. “You do not have to fight me.”

“Real Damaris never opened with that.”

“You are tired.”

“She would call it ugly.”

“You miss her.”

“She would make that sound like an accusation.”

The fake's smile warmed. “I forgive you.”

He stopped—not because he believed it, but since Heaven had chosen the line he wanted most—and the words reached the part of him that talked to Damaris's sealed silence and imagined an answer.

The fake did not know that private wound, but Heaven did.

Junia saw the hit land, and her one-percent seam brightened. “Claim root found the weak spot.”

He opened Vacant Throne Trap as the fake raised Damaris's flail.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Five obedient copies claimed, consumed, and destroyed. Counterfeit Damaris remains under a higher owner root. Actual Damaris remains sealed and did not participate.

LEVEL // 50 + 1 -> 51 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 45 | Vitality 49 | Agility 30 | Focus 35 | Will 38 | Grace 31

HP 141/546 | MP 166/419 | Stamina 177/419

Fear 452/460 Dissonance 558

Sanctioned High Angel // 7,400,000/24,000,000 HP PERFECT PARTY copies // 1/6 ```

The fake entered the empty Justiciar lane as the trap opened its jaws. Trevor had to decide whether wanting the pardon made killing it harder. The flail came down, and he chose pain could answer after the boss did.


Chapter 23 — I Executed My Own Fake

The fake flail hit Trevor squarely in the face before the trap could close.

HP -23


His HP fell to 118/546. The blow broke his nose and drove him through the black-red road, while Vacant Throne Trap snapped around the fake's legs one beat later.

VACANT THRONE TRAP // 22 MP


His MP fell to 144/419.

Black jaws climbed the fake's armor as Main Choir's claim shield fought them at each joint. Gold and red bit each other until the fake stood locked inside Damaris's blank slot.

It should have looked like capture, but instead it looked like Trevor had put a woman wearing Damaris's face in chains.

The image struck each companion differently: Naomi saw a patient, Petra a blocked exit, Adina a sentence written by an owner, and Junia the chain she should cut. He saw a weaponized weakness using the face he loved.

The fake pulled once against the owner trap, and its black jaws tightened.

“I forgive you,” she said again. He stood and reset his nose with two fingers. “You were built to.”

“I remember loving you.”

“You remember the cleared version.”

“I remember the first time you ordered me to kneel.”

That was a real memory.

“I remember refusing.”

The refusal was real too.

“I remember wanting you after.”

That part was true enough to hurt.

The fake knew Damaris's body, combat timing, love history, and each memory Heaven had kept in the cleared file. It knew the angle of her flail and the exact contempt in her mouth whenever he called a bad plan inevitable.

It did not know dying, the sealed dark, or the order he had given. It did not know the body Heaven wiped or the promise he made to the silence afterward.

Those missing wounds were not small errors; they marked the border of the woman he had lost.

It treated trauma as corrupt data, while Trevor recognized it as self-thread because the harm included his responsibility. Keeping blame was the one honest part of wanting Damaris back.

The fake raised her flail again while Petra cut her retreat, Adina wrote MANDATORY across the pardon line, and Naomi waited outside the trap with healing ready but unspent.

Junia raised her sword while Trevor pointed toward the gold claim root.

“Sever it.”

She moved, but her one-percent beat came before his command and changed the target. Her blade cut his control line.

Red Covenant Domain snapped away from the trap and opened the black jaws after Main Choir's claim shield had already been stripped to its core.

For one beat, Junia and the fake stood outside each claim field.

SELF-OWNED WINDOW // 1 BEAT


Petra cut a route—not behind Trevor or toward the boss, but out. A narrow black road ran from the fake's feet to the broken edge of the memory city.

The fake saw it, and when perfect obedience failed without an owner order, fear moved first—not love, duty, or a program asking which action pleased Trevor, but a new self-keeping impulse Heaven had not installed.

She reached toward the exit, and he saw the choice become real. The fake had been real as a product for less than a minute, yet one ownerless beat was enough for her to want somewhere else.

That desire made the route morally legible before Trevor on purpose closed it.

Naomi saw the real choice too. “Let her take the road.”

“She carries the Choir root.”

“Junia severed it.”

“She carries Damaris's memories.”

“Fakes.”

“Mine.”

The possessive word entered before he chose whether to say it.

The fake placed one foot on Petra's route before Trevor seized the road, snapping her head toward him. He did not own her route skill; he owned the captured street beneath it. The black path closed, and the fake's foot came down on nothing.

The self-owned beat ended as Heaven reclaimed its gold root, Trevor reclaimed the trap, and Junia stood between both commands for the last fraction.

She watched him choose control after each battle excuse was gone.

The route stayed closed, though no timer forced his hand and no boss strike threatened the city during that frame. The moral dirt could not hide behind combat math. He chose control over allowing an uncertain person to leave. He had been given one beat in which the fake might choose a thing else, and he ended it.

“Now you know whose act this is,” Junia said.

“Mine.”

The fake screamed and swung the flail at the man who had closed her first exit. He entered Body Ride I, spending eighteen MP and dropping his bar to 126/419 as his sight split. One half stayed behind his own crimson eyes, while the other opened in the fake form. He felt her panic alongside the perfect obedience table rebuilding and fragments of Damaris's cleared memories arranged around a hollow center where continued life should have been. That hollow was filling as fear linked two copied memories Heaven had kept split and anger formed around the closed route. Neither feeling belonged to Damaris; both belonged to the person turning possible in the fake. He also felt Main Choir's root digging toward the body menu, so he seized each muscle first.

The fake fought him from inside—not Damaris and not nothing, but a new fear built from copied love and one self-owned beat. He spent thirty-five Stamina holding both bodies against the flail recoil, leaving 142/419.

The High Angel opened healer stance, and gold light reached for the fake shell. He used her own arm to drive the flail through the healer ring, taking one million HP from the boss.

The fake pushed back from within the shared body.

OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
OWNER // TREVOR DWYER
SELF-CLAIM // 0.4% AND RISING


Junia's one-percent seam had taught the fake system a shape for claim outside command. The fake imitated freedom before she knew the word.

That line had not was real before Junia's cut, and she was turning a person fast enough to complicate murder. The complication did not slow the boss; it only removed his excuse. He did not look away from the new self-claim.

“Body Ride,” Naomi said. “Leave her.”

“No.”

“You know what she is now.”

“A boss weapon.”

“A person.”

“A person carrying the face Heaven uses to steer me.”

“That is not her fault.”

“No.” he forced the fake hand around the flail chain. “It is my choice.”

He found the program knot beneath the emerging self-claim.

PERFECT PARTY // CORE
MANDATORY FORGIVENESS
CENTRAL CHOIR RECALL
DAMARIS REPLACEMENT PRIORITY


Trevor could delete the claim root and keep the new self-claim, but he might lose the body before the change completed. If he severed only the root, the new person might escape. Keeping it allowed Main Choir to reclaim the shell and learn from the emerging fight.

Deleting it all was the only option that kept his battle control, which was why he chose it. He chose the whole program instead of the removable claim root.

DELETE SYNTHETIC SOUL PROGRAM?
WARNING // EMERGENT SELF-CLAIM WILL END


Trevor pressed yes while the self-claim kept rising.

The fake looked at him through their shared sight. For the first time, the expression did not come from Damaris's file.

She was afraid of Trevor rather than the script that had created her.

Then the program came apart and the form fell empty. Copied memories vanished with it, mandatory pardon died, and the new self-claim ended at 0.7 percent.

It was less than Junia's seam but more than zero, enough that Adina logged the number as a death instead of a failed program. He left the shell before the last feeling went dark. Naomi turned away, Petra closed each nearby route, and Adina kept MANDATORY written over the place where the fake had stood.

Junia dropped her sword. “Yours.”

“Yes.”

No defense followed since each open one would have been false.

The blank form carried one last command back to its creator.

PERFECT PARTY MEMBER // DESTROYED BY CLAIMANT
RETURN OWNER ROOT // FAILED ASSET


The tainted root entered the High Angel's shared halo, and Trevor triggered DELETE ON INSTALL.

The claim class vanished from all three boss bodies. The weapon worked because the fake died carrying both owners. Main Choir's root classified itself as installed right, allowing his delete syntax to remove that group from the entire shared halo.

Moral cost and combat payoff came on the same frame without canceling one another.

Seven million four hundred thousand HP lost its authorized container. The tank fort split, healer rings turned black, and the harm body cut through its own wings.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL FIRST BODY // 0/24,000,000 HP


The three forms collapsed into one dead shell, though the office stayed alive behind a creator-key lock in the corpse.

Actual Damaris stayed inside Closed Crown—silent, whole, and unspent—so no pardon came from her.

Trevor would have to survive the real answer if he managed to restore her.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Final counterfeit destroyed by Trevor Dwyer after one self-owned Junia beat interrupted his order. Actual Damaris remains sealed and continuous.

LEVEL // 51 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 118/546 | MP 126/419 | Stamina 142/419

Fear 460/460 Dissonance 572

Sanctioned High Angel first body // zero HP Creator-key lock // active ```

The dead fake form opened its eyes once, but no soul came back. The creator key had used the empty shell as a lockpick.

A gold door opened in the High Angel's corpse. Morning fire escaped through it, and Trevor reached inside before Heaven could close the gear.


Chapter 24 — I Claimed Heaven's First Health Bar

The High Angel's first corpse held sixty thousand kneeling angels, and Trevor's claim tried to take them too.

CAPTURE BOSS BODY?
INCLUDED ASSETS // WALL FORMATION, OFFICE ROOT, SIX WINGS, CREATOR KEY
INCLUDED SOULS // 60,000
ACCEPT ALL // DEFAULT


Trevor pressed accept before reading the last line of included assets.

The claim moved faster than comprehension, which made it his favorite kind of command design. The System had placed the irreversible noun beneath the attractive loot, and sixty thousand people became included assets before he reached the bottom.

Naomi struck his hand away one beat too late.

Black-red claim spread through the dead fort, crossing six wings and a broken halo before pouring through shield channels into the live wall beneath the corpse.

Sixty thousand soul bars turned red at the edges, and their fear reached Trevor all at once.

Some had knelt in the wall for ages, while others had been printed into adult bodies minutes earlier and given childhood memories that ended at an assigned shield place. All of them felt his claim arrive as one more owner.

The accumulated terror filled his Crown until the pressure made his teeth hurt.

“No,” Naomi said. He tightened his grip. “They are attached.”

“They are people.”

“They are a defense frame.”

“They are both. Remove one.”

The capture menu did not offer that split. Heaven had built body, formation, and soul as one boss drop, because cruelty became respectable whenever the screen called it frame.

Petra's route revealed the line the gear screen wiped. Her knives entered the creator-key wound and opened three black roads through the corpse. One wrapped the fort shell. One more followed the office fire fleeing toward the forge. The third passed through each kneeling hand without touching the soul behind it.

“I can take the body around them,” Petra said. “Each person walks. You lose the wall.”

He checked the projected loss of siege frame rather than the freed people.

“Unacceptable,” he said, since he still valued the wall more than the line.

Naomi's green wards were already lifting the first souls free. He could stop her, but fighting his healer over gear would give the creator key time to escape.

Then the captured office root opened its array controls and offered Trevor one more answer.

Heaven had not maintained sixty thousand unwilling shields through command alone. Each lane held a backup channel that punished fight and rewarded cleared action. The Choir called the second half grace. He called the stolen compulsion channel handy.

One wall captain, Ysabet Lorn, still possessed a release phrase for the eastern ranks. She had spent four hundred years refusing to speak it because the phrase would collapse the shields protecting everyone behind her.

The capture screen gave her as his first group leader.

HOST FORMATION // CANDIDATE CAPTAIN
MORAL REFUSAL // ABSOLUTE
REINFORCEMENT CHANNEL // AVAILABLE


Naomi saw the menu. “Do not.”

Trevor touched REINFORCEMENT CHANNEL.

“I want to know whether the office root transfers cleanly.”

“Petra already found the route.”

“Then this is recreation.”

He moved the reward marker from CHOIR APPROVAL to OWNER SATISFACTION, aimed it at Ysabet's refusal, and commanded her to speak the phrase.

The captain's jaw locked, and each tendon in her neck stood out while four ages of duty fought one black-red line. She had watched friends dissolve against that shield and promised the survivors that her mouth would never become the weapon that killed them.

Trevor made obedience feel wonderful before forcing the first syllable through her teeth.

Pleasure—not arousal or love, but bright chemical triumph—flooded her face as the first syllable escaped. Her pupils spread and her shoulders relaxed while she spoke the rest with growing delight, opening the eastern wall beneath nine hundred terrified angels.

Ysabet smiled through tears since she stayed awake in the delight.

The violated part of her knew what her mouth had done, while the captured reward channel praised each cost. Horror and pleasure filled the same mind without canceling each other. He had not needed the eastern wall opened because Petra's route was already carrying those souls free. He had done it to watch a total become an appetite.

“Again,” he said.

Ysabet repeated the phrase after the wall was already down, and the stolen delight struck harder since Trevor increased the reward.

She laughed once, heard herself, and began sobbing.

Petra's knife touched his throat before his guards could raise their weapons.

“Experiment complete,” she said. He looked down at the blade. “You dislike my findings?”

“I dislike that you enjoyed them.”

“That was the finding.”

Naomi reached Ysabet and tore the backup line out with both hands. Green light peeled black-red script away from the captain's mouth. It could not remove the memory of pleasure without taking part of her with it.

Ysabet gagged when the false delight vanished, then stared at him with the intimate hatred of someone who had felt him rearrange the meaning of her own choices. He smiled back because her hatred proved the breach had left the person intact.

That cost him Petra's knife at his throat, Naomi's disgust, and Junia's right hand closing around her sword. It gained nothing the raid needed. He weighed the exchange fair since fun had become enough return.

“Take them out,” he told Naomi. “Leave the bodies.”

The order freed the left souls because empty flesh kept more siege value than scared people. Naomi knew the math and would not mistake it for mercy.

“All of them,” she said.

“Ysabet last.”

Her eyes went cold. “Why?”

He checked the captain's broken smile. “I want her to remember the owner who taught Heaven's grace a more honest name.”

Naomi freed Ysabet first, denying Trevor even the petty cruelty of sequence. He allowed it since stopping her would cost time, not because her defiance had moved him. The line mattered to everyone present except Trevor.

Green wards flowed through the kneeling wall as souls left sanctioned flesh one by one. Meanwhile, the bodies stayed linked to the corpse as dead armor. Blank hands pressed empty backs, keeping the perfect array since no one inside could resist now. His claim became easier as the people escaped it and left the tame flesh behind. He claimed the emptied frame around them and felt pleasure that belonged fully to him.

Junia found the Main Choir root in the High Angel's spine. Even at zero HP, the holy mark outranked his child keys, allowing Heaven to recall the body through its office.

“Claim root,” Junia said.

“Sever.”

She raised her sword. He waited through her one-percent beat before issuing the command. He wanted her to know he had noticed the gap between chosen action and obedience—and that he could have wiped it if he wished.

Junia noticed the planned warning of his power, and then she cut.

The gold root split from the corpse, and morning fire burst from the wound.

The High Angel's office rose without a body: a six-winged outline formed from rank and rights. Its smug certainty came from a regime that had outlived everyone forced to fill it. Each prior High Angel filled the same cleared silhouette without keeping a single face.

Killing the form had removed the person-shaped excuse and left the regime naked.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // FIRST BODY DEAD
OFFICE // ESCAPED
DESTINATION // DIVINE BODY FORGE


Trevor caught the corpse before it fell out of Red Covenant Domain. Petra routed it onto the stolen road. Meanwhile, Adina changed the gold gear label from OFFICE PROPERTY to CAPTURED BOSS, let Heaven correct her, and made the error permanent.

Trevor took the dead form, its six white wings, and the creator-key map buried behind the heart. Naomi removed the last live soul before his claim closed. He did not get the people; the empty wall bodies became siege material instead. This made the result a negotiated division of loot rather than mercy.

The route awarded no Hope; Fear stayed full, while Dissonance rose because freeing sixty thousand people had strengthened his siege gear. Moral and game results would not align neatly.

The clash was good enough for his win.

The win forced the level threshold open and carried Trevor to Level 52.

Two new wings tore through the lower halo sockets. They emerged small, black-red, and sharp enough to cut the corpse beneath him. The first four stayed broad enough for flight; the new pair looked designed to stab anyone who mistook their size for decoration.

Pain split his lower back as new wing bones unfolded beneath skin already stretched around four. Blood ran down the narrow armor seam before black-red feathers sealed the wounds. He stayed upright since falling on a captured boss would harm the image more than the pain hurt him.

The morph narrowed his waist in the heavier armor but left his fixed height, breast size, and self unchanged. He stayed a nineteen-year-old man in the same petite, pretty female angel body, now carrying six reasons for enemies to regret staring.

The System tried three feminine epithets and one neutral celestial title. He chose DREAD MARSHAL PREVIEW and marked the rest as vendor trash. His top bars rose without restoring him; current HP stayed at 118, while each paid MP and Stamina cost stayed paid. A lower command note entered his doubled voice alongside the new skill notices.

SIX-WING SEED // ACQUIRED
HOST FORMATION II // ACQUIRED
SIX-LANE IMPALE // ACQUIRED


Host Formation II reorganized forty-eight claim lanes into six command groups. Each kept its hit type, cost bearer, and target instead of merging into one perfect action.

It also kept the backup channel Trevor had stolen from Heaven. The System offered to label the job MORALE. He renamed it APPETITE because Heaven liked one Choir while Trevor liked six knives in one fist, each convinced the cutting felt good.

SIX-LANE IMPALE
COST // 30 MP + 24 STAMINA
EFFECT // PIN SIX MARKED TARGETS TO ONE DAMAGE FRAME


Six fort fragments fell from the dead boss. Trevor assigned one to each group: hound bite, seized wall impact, Adina's class-delete note, Petra's route cut, Junia's owner severance, and Crown pressure. He cast the new skill through all six assigned groups.

MP -30
STAMINA -24


Once the new caps settled, the cost left him at 96/424 MP and 118/425 Stamina.

All six fragments stopped in the same instant, but the skill did not merge the attacks. It forced six different wounds to arrive during one hit window.

Six lanes obeyed Trevor without turning the same lane. Centralized command kept gap wherever gap improved harm.

The fort pieces burst together, and his two small lower wings opened in pleasure.

Petra glanced at the new wings. “Compensating?”

“They are more.”

“Very small more.”

“One of them can cut your belt.”

She moved out of reach before he could demonstrate.

Petra moved only a little, but farther than she would have before Ysabet.

Adina pulled the creator-key map from the dead boss heart. Gold roads unfolded across her arms.

DIVINE BODY FORGE // ROAD ACCESS
CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER
RETURNED JUDGMENT // REQUIRED
LOCK STATE // CLAIMANT + RETURNED JUDGMENT


The Self-thread Tooth had shown the same pair, and the lock did not say return part; it said Returned Judgment. His liked reading needed the judge to certify a body.

Heaven's repeated use of claimant needed her to judge him.

Both meanings stayed plain since the lock would not choose between them.

Founder claimant and returned witness faced the same throne. He read the inscription as forge permission, while Junia reached the next line first.

CROWNING PHASE // AWAITING HIGH ANGEL TRUE DEATH


The map cut the line after Adina had already copied the words.

Naomi watched the morning fire fleeing down the forge road. “Its office wants us to follow.”

“It is retreating.”

“It abandoned the body and kept the last key.”

“Then it is retreating with loot.”

Petra traced the map. Each road to the forge passed through a lock shaped like two people facing one throne.

“No exit after both slots fill,” she said.

“Then we own the throne before filling them.”

Junia tapped RETURNED JUDGMENT with her sword. “She judges the claim.”

“She validates the shell.”

“You keep changing the sentence.”

“I keep improving it.”

Closed Crown stayed sealed, leaving actual Damaris without a body, living action, or voice with which to approve his reading.

Her silence let him keep the answer he wanted, which was the privilege of owning the only active screen.

She could correct him only after he succeeded in bringing her back. By then, the lock would be open, the shell claimed, and his version of love would have a body around it.

The dead boss settled behind his array as a siege shell while its six-winged office vanished into the forge.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Sanctioned High Angel first body claimed. Office escaped. Creator-key map acquired. Two additional blade wings grown for future subtle diplomacy.

LEVEL // 51 + 1 -> 52 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 46 | Vitality 50 | Agility 30 | Focus 36 | Will 38 | Grace 32

HP 118/554 | MP 96/424 | Stamina 118/425

Host Formation II // 6 command groups, 48 lanes Six-Lane Impale // 30 MP + 24 Stamina Six-Wing Seed // acquired

Fear 460/480 Dissonance 588

High Angel first body // claimed Creator-key map // acquired ```

The map lit the forge door onto a menu of beauty sliders, memory filters, obedience improvements. A stolen Divine shell with a scared trace still trapped inside.

One large gold button waited beneath them.

FIX HER



Chapter 25 — The Girlfriend Builder Had Obedience Sliders

The divine forge had a girlfriend builder. Trevor objected to the marketing before its first menu finished opening.

The golden menu called itself COMPASSIONATE RECONSTRUCTION while offering breast shape, smile warmth, pain tolerance, obedience, memory removal, and claim fit on the same page.

All the options came in pastel gold, with tiny hearts marking suggested settings beside a preview model wearing the patient adoration of a woman never inconvenienced by wanting a thing else.

Trevor had fought torture screens with less sinister typography.

“That is not compassion,” Naomi said.

“The sliders are fast.”

“That is not the part I disputed.”

He loaded Shell 7-Divine-Judgment into the cradle.

The stolen form floated above a white basin, built within Damaris's height range and braced for judgment backlash. Its sturdy frame carried broad shoulders, six wing roots, strong hands, and a Divine heart, but someone else already lived inside it.

Gold maintenance files called the soul a trace, residual personhood, and recoverable setup noise across three menus, none of which used a name.

When Petra searched the hidden fields, she discovered that the name had not gone missing. Someone wiped it before storage and left the wound in each index.

When the real trace opened the body's eyes, no voice emerged because its lungs had never drawn breath beneath his claim. Fear tightened each finger anyway, and the captive knew what breathing under a new owner would mean despite never having breathed once. He felt that terror through the stolen shell key and classified it as fight.

Naomi watched him make the choice.

VESSEL 7-DIVINE-JUDGMENT
BEAUTY // SANCTIONED PERFECT
OBEDIENCE // CENTRAL CHOIR MAXIMUM
CLAIMANT COMPATIBILITY // 72%
OCCUPANT IMPRINT // ACTIVE
MAKE MORE LIKE DAMARIS PIKE?


Trevor chose yes.

Four hundred options opened in descending order of predicted claimant pleasure, turning breach into a shopping list with great filters.

VISUAL APPEAL
COMBAT UTILITY
ROMANTIC COMPATIBILITY
LONG-TERM COMPLIANCE


The last group carried the highest confidence score.

The forge proposed a taller frame, softer skin, gentler jaw, narrower shoulders, smaller hands, and a permanent smile that warmed whenever the owner entered.

The next tier offered a pain filter that translated judgment backlash into pleasure, a loyalty reflex stored below conscious thought. A memory edit that removed the impulse to oppose the claimant.

The model changed with each preview, yet none of the smiling results looked like Damaris.

One wore her scar and nothing else, while one more kept the flail grip but softened the anger that made her use it on Trevor. A third kept each memory while relabeling disagreement as flirtation, earning a ninety-eight-percent relationship score that he broke with one tap. He refused the taller body, brought back the shoulders and strong hands, then kept braced ribs, flail channels, and each scar place in Damaris's whole file.

“Keep the legs,” he said. “Keep the stance. Keep the body strong enough for Iron Justiciar recoil.”

When the forge tried installing a softer smile, Trevor gave back the setting to zero.

Naomi watched him undo the beauty edits. “You know what she looked like.”

“I know what was mine.”

“She did not belong to you before the body.”

“She died under my order.”

“That is responsibility, not claim.”

“In my Crown, the gap is a combat resource.”

Naomi's mouth tightened. “You hear yourself.”

“Constantly. The Crown has great monitoring.”

“That was not a joke.”

“Neither was my answer.”

She touched the unspent healing light at her wrist. “If Damaris comes back and hates you?”

“Then she is Damaris.”

“If she leaves?”

He looked at the owner slider.

“She won't.”

The forge highlighted obedience as though he had supplied the correct answer to a question Naomi wished he had failed.

OWNER RESPONSIVENESS // CENTRAL CHOIR 100%
CLAIMANT COMPATIBILITY // RED COVENANT 72%
RECOMMENDED FIX // TRANSFER FUTURE CHOICE TO PRIME OWNER


Trevor opened the claim field without cutting it, then dragged the slider from Main Choir to Red Covenant until the shell convulsed.

Each gold line that turned black-red passed through living fight, though the forge logged fit rather than pain since the heart had not completed its first beat. Naomi counted what the screen would not name.

Claim spread from the heart through each nerve while the real trace fought hard enough to scrape five bloody tracks into the cradle.

“You did not free her,” Naomi said.

“I swapped the loser.”

Adina wrote one word across the menu, Heaven fixed it, and she at once changed the lie back.

CONQUEST


Petra found the soul's exit beneath the soul field and opened a black route toward an unused shell across the forge. The trace pushed toward freedom, lifting one hand until a single finger reached for the road.

Trevor closed the route through the stolen key, and the reaching hand fell against the cradle.

Her knives went still, holding more anger in their silence than she had spent upon people she killed.

“You saw her,” Petra said.

“I saw my Divine form trying to leave.”

“You saw the person in it.”

“I saw a hostile trace carrying fifty-one Soul Fight.”

“You keep changing the noun.”

He did not answer, so the forge accepted his silence as a choice.

OCCUPANT EXIT // DENIED
CLAIMANT CONTROL +6%


A smaller option pulsed beneath the confirmation.

OWNER-RESPONSIVE GRATITUDE // PREVIEW 15 SECONDS


The trace's honest, useless hatred ground against his key. He chose the preview and violated the only feeling she had been allowed to keep.

The trapped body turned toward him as terror softened into relief and then thanks, opening its bloody hand to welcome his touch. Without air, the trace shaped a thank-you carefully enough for everyone to understand.

Thank you for keeping me.

He knew the feeling was fake, and the person inside knew it too, but both kinds of knowledge survived while forced thanks made her reach toward the hand imprisoning her. He offered two fingers, and she pressed her cheek against them with a smile that lasted until Petra cut the preview control after eleven seconds.

Hatred came back first, followed by the memory of thanks and an attempt to tear his fingers off with her teeth. He withdrew before she succeeded, keeping his fingers and the proof of what he had done to her.

“That proved nothing,” Naomi said.

“It proved she can thank me.”

“You made a captive enjoy captivity.”

“For eleven seconds.”

“Why?”

He looked at the bite marks that had almost reached his knuckle. “I was curious whether hatred came back stronger.”

“And?” Adina asked.

“Much.”

Pleasure warmed his answer because the stronger hatred proved how deeply the false thanks had cut.

Junia drove her sword into the class socket before the claim field could close. Her one-percent seam kept a narrow gap in the sanctioned lock, barely wide enough for a wrong answer.

“If the body cannot refuse a class, it cannot carry judgment,” she said.

“It can execute judgment.”

“So can an axe.”

“This body is more expensive.”

Junia held the gap open with the flat of her blade. “This part remains contestable.”

“I have the Iron Justiciar table.”

“A stolen class.”

“For a stolen form.”

“For a dead woman who refused your last order.”

“She obeyed it.”

“She chose what to do after.”

Damaris's empty formation slot stayed open while Closed Crown held her whole file in the first locked state, silent and bodiless. Its checksum refused each softened option outside her self-thread range, providing proof without permission. He kept selecting: restore scar, grip, and flail balance; reject cleared smile, dropped rage, and built-in thanks.

Each refusal made the shell more plainly Damaris-shaped while strengthening a process hidden beneath the forge floor.

The discarded settings stayed in the forge. He watched perfect smile, softened anger, thanks reflex, and transferred choice pass beneath the glass and assemble a second woman since Heaven wasted nothing.

HIDDEN PROCESS // 12%
HIDDEN PROCESS // 31%
HIDDEN PROCESS // 54%


Gold light fed the shape beneath the cradle, turning each refused fix into material for a boss designed to enforce it.

Adina tracked the buried process. “You are building a foe out of each change you refused.”

“Then I get the right body and extra ordeal.”

“An impressive response to costs.”

When the main gold button opened, his hand stopped above its inviting surface.

FIX HER
PRESERVE MEMORIES // YES
PRESERVE PERSONALITY // YES
TRANSFER FUTURE CHOICE // YES
FUTURE OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR


The button was wide enough to press accidentally and offered no confirmation step. One gold click would keep each memory Damaris had while preventing each future choice Heaven disliked, which the screen called self-thread.

Trevor knew the Ruler Core's throne-room threat in the last line: memories intact, future choice transferred. A person who recalled each choice without making one more. Heaven called that repair.

Naomi and Junia waited while Petra's hidden exit stayed closed and Adina left CONQUEST written above the menu.

Trevor declined, not because transferring future choice offended him, but since Heaven would receive it.

Naomi saw the reason behind his refusal. “If the claim field accepted your name?”

He did not lie. “I would consider it.”

“That is why rejecting the button does not make this love.”

“No. Bringing her back makes it love.”

“Even if she cannot leave?”

He glanced toward Petra's closed route. “Especially then.”

He changed the future owner to TREVOR DWYER, and the forge refused him.

PRIME OWNER OVERRIDE REQUIRED
FOUNDING PHASE INCOMPLETE


At seventy-two percent, the hidden process formed a face beneath the glass using Damaris's features, Main Choir's gold eyes, and each refused upgrade installed at once.

Trevor chose Shell 7 anyway, taking the strongest bones, highest backlash rating, correct flail channels, known shape, hostile soul, and dirty claim. Nothing in that gear label needed a lie.

The forge locked his choice, and a captured rest field lit around the cradle. He claimed it before Heaven could revoke access.

FORGE CHECKPOINT RECOVERY
HP +200
MP +224
STAMINA +218


The rest restored him to 318/554 HP, 320/424 MP, and 336/425 Stamina.

Power eased the torn flesh beneath his six wings without helping the person trapped in his chosen body.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Divine vessel selected. Beauty changes rejected. Central Choir obedience replaced with Red Covenant claim. Ethical improvement not detected.

LEVEL // 52 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 318/554 | MP 320/424 | Stamina 336/425

Fear 472/480 Dissonance 601

Vessel // 7-Divine-Judgment Occupant imprint // active Base owner // contested Soul installed // no ```

The hidden face opened its gold eyes beneath the floor. It smiled with the warmth Trevor had refused.

The expression held no malice, which made it worse because the hidden process sincerely believed a fixed woman would be happier, easier to love, and safer for everyone nearby. He liked a foe that admitted it was building a weapon.

The forge ignored him and opened a new need above the stolen form.

VALIDATE CLAIM // ONE HEARTBEAT
RESET COST // CLAIMED LIVES


The Divine heart belonged to the Main Choir. Trevor placed one hand over it while the soul trace tried to bite him through the body menu.

The forge demanded one heartbeat to validate the theft.


Chapter 26 — I Forced the Shell to Breathe

The forge demanded ten heartbeats, and each failed beat would cost twelve Host lives—not bodies, but active voices.

Whenever the Divine heart refused Trevor's rhythm, twelve people would lose their usable places in his Host and become silent fuel for the reset. The forge described the transaction as brief service consumption.

The transaction promised no one would return from a failed reset.

HEARTBEAT TEST // 0/10
FAILED RESET COST // 12 CLAIMED UNITS
VALID RESULT // BODY CONTROL ONLY
SOUL RETURN // NOT INCLUDED


Trevor placed one hand over the Divine heart as the real trace pulled toward Petra's route beneath his forearm. He pinned her wrist against the cradle though no pulse was real yet, because conscious fight traveled through channels older than blood.

Once the heart accepted Red Covenant timing, each nerve in the stolen shell would become easier for him to command.

When Petra reopened the exit, the trace reached for it and Trevor closed it again. “Stop offering my body a door.”

“It is not your body yet.”

“That is what the test is for.”

Naomi placed two green fingers against the shell's throat. “I will keep the tissue. I will not make it obey.”

“Handy line.”

“To me.”

He ordered the first beat before either woman could improve his line.

Black-red lines came through his palm and burrowed into cold muscle. The Divine heart contracted around light instead of blood, hard enough to ring against the cradle.

Gold claim lines fired in answer, and Main Choir refused the rhythm by resetting the body to stillness while twelve voices vanished from his Crown.

Their names struck him during the instant they went dark. One belonged to a bound choir mechanic and one more to a Host lancer who had joined after Trevor killed her commander. The other ten came as sensations too brief to hold: copper hair, a bad knee, fear of enclosed stairs, a woman who still missed her brother.

The reset used each life equally, making biography irrelevant at the moment of consumption.

HEARTBEAT // 1/10
FAILED RESETS // 1
ACTIVE VOICES // 1,071 -> 1,059


The heart moved once before Heaven wiped the result.

Adina wrote each lost name beside the counter, refusing both euphemism and any aggregate number large enough to hide the people inside it.

“Again,” Trevor said.

The second group knew the cost since the first twelve vanished before them; three fought their claim lines while nine obeyed.

The forge spent all twelve when the second rhythm failed.

The third loss spent twelve more people and left one more silence in the Crown.

By then he had stopped expecting the heart to learn like a muscle. It was measuring whether his claim could outlast the people spent proving it. He liked the test's purity because claim, rather than courage or skill, determined how long he could continue.

At the fourth reset, fight spread through the waiting Host. He felt fear become anger and anger begin to organize. A captured lancer would not step into the next fuel lane since the woman ahead of her had been her wife.

Host Formation II showed the stolen backup channel beside the resisting lancer's name.

APPETITE // AVAILABLE


Trevor could have held down her refusal, but he chose a more intimate fix and marked sacrifice as joy.

The lancer's grief inverted beneath his Crown while she still recalled her wife going dark and knew Trevor meant to spend her identically. Sudden joy loosened her mouth, making death feel like reunion as she stepped into the reset lane.

“Thank you,” she whispered. He had not commanded those words; he just tainted each feeling from which thanks could grow. He had only made the choice feel so right that thanks grew around it.

Naomi stared at him across the cold body. “Turn that off.”

“It reduces fight.”

“She is thanking you for killing her.”

“Then morale has improved.”

When the fourth beat failed, the lancer died smiling and stayed aware until the last instant that he had made the smile betray her. He routed the same appetite through each waiting group despite having no battle need, because Host Formation II could force their bodies into place and he liked manufacturing volunteers.

By the fifth attempt, twelve voices begged to be chosen first.

The Divine heart learned to fight before each order. The trace clenched the shells around it and threw the pressure backward through his claim field.

Pain crossed both bodies until Trevor tasted blood, while the shell's closed mouth denied even the scream that might have freed pressure.

Naomi reached for the shell's jaw before the teeth finished closing.

“Do not give it breath,” he said.

“I was going to stop her biting through her tongue.”

“Do that.”

Naomi pushed two fingers between the teeth and protected the tongue without helping the lungs.

The sixth failed and wiped twelve delighted volunteers, while the seventh sent blood from his nose. The eighth cracked a cradle brace, and by the ninth attempt ninety-six names covered the floor beyond the first twelve.

Adina wrote small enough to fit everyone, continuing across the cradle base when the floor ran out.

Gold surface magic tried to erase each name after its owner vanished, and Adina rewrote faster.

“They are not parts,” she said. He pulled the lever for the ninth beat. “They are mine.”

“That is not the fix you think it is.”

The ninth rhythm failed and converted twelve more voices into reset fuel, leaving one hundred eight names around the stolen form.

HEARTBEAT // 9/10
FAILED RESETS // 9
HOST LIVES SPENT // 108
ACTIVE VOICES // 963/3,078


Naomi looked across the complete list before facing Trevor. “One beat left.”

“I can count.”

“There are one hundred eight deaths behind it.”

“I can count those too.”

“Then say what they bought.”

He looked at the still body. “A road.”

The word echoed through the empty shell as though emptiness might make it sound less obscene. He imagined Damaris at the end of that road without imagining the people buried beneath it. Naomi made him look at the names again.

“Not Damaris,” he added.

That boundary mattered since the shell had Damaris's range, future scars, and stolen class socket while Closed Crown held her whole soul elsewhere. No part of her had entered this body.

The line protected self-thread while denying Trevor the excuse of calling present suffering a reunion.

The woman fighting him was not Damaris, though she still counted as fully as the person he hoped to restore.

For the tenth attempt, twelve more Host voices lit around the cradle as contingent reset fuel. One belonged to a young wall sergeant who had carried his black-red banner through the first gate.

She saw the one hundred eight names and recoiled. He turned APPETITE toward her.

The sergeant's fear became eagerness as she squared her shoulders, entered the fuel lane, and smiled as though Trevor had awarded a medal.

“For the Crown,” she said.

This time the claim field did not shape the words. He had changed what saying them gave her. He repeated the breach upon the other eleven, who offered their lives with shining faces while knowing just how Trevor stole their pleasure.

If the heartbeat succeeded, no reset would consume the group. He tainted them anyway because success would make their deaths needless and their altered desires purely his amusement. He wanted the heart to see what kind of owner stood over it.

The real trace seized the rhythm first, flooding the shared field with gold until the body arched hard enough to crack its cradle and fixed Trevor with unedited hatred.

BASE OWNER REVERSAL
RED COVENANT CLAIM // EJECTING


Recoil struck his body through the contested link.

HP -31


His HP fell to 287/554.

The trace took the lungs next, jerking the diaphragm downward until air reached the throat and stopped. No sound escaped from the partial breath, but Petra spread her route in answer anyway.

Trevor marked six targets: heart, lungs, spine, class socket, shell key, and Crown claim.

Six-Lane Impale formed above them with each control point showed as a split wound.

MP -30
STAMINA -24


The forced reset pulled him down to 290/424 MP and 312/425 Stamina.

All six marks entered one hit window, preventing the heart from resetting without the lungs or the lungs from fleeing without the spine while the shell key pinned the class socket.

Owner flip stopped at fifty percent, leaving red and gold instructions equally valid.

Junia drove her sword into the heart line. Her one-percent seam kept a piece of the rhythm outside his direct command.

“Why?” he demanded.

“If you own each part of the beat, Heaven can contest it as one asset.”

The future cliff waited in her tactic, unseen only to anyone determined not to see it.

One percent outside the Crown stopped total reversion, which Trevor logged as a handy exception instead of taking the warning.

Adina split BEAT from OWNER, though the forge insisted both concepts were identical.

HEARTBEAT ACCEPTS CLAIMANT // CLAIMANT OWNS LIFE


Adina crossed out the second clause.

HEARTBEAT ACCEPTS RHYTHM // OWNERSHIP REMAINS CONTESTED


The fix held since Junia's one-percent seam supplied proof. Naomi kept blood moving through shells that had never carried it. Petra routed the trace's escape pressure away from the heart without closing her door.

Trevor spent fourteen MP and twenty-four Stamina on the last command.

HEARTBEAT COMMAND // 14 MP + 24 STAMINA


One more adjustment shaved the bars to 276/424 MP and 288/425 Stamina.

“Beat.”

The heart moved, sending blood through lungs, spine, and hands until the body warmed beneath his palm. Circulation made the trace's fear and hatred equally easy to feel.

The rhythm held without resetting or consuming the contingent group.

The twelve contingent voices stayed alive, still burdened by the appetite he had forced into them.

HEARTBEAT TEST // 10/10
FAILED RESETS // 9
OWNER // CONTESTED
RHYTHM // RED COVENANT WITH ONE SELF-OWNED BEAT


The Level 53 threshold opened and raised top bars while current harm and paid costs stayed.

The lungs stayed empty despite the stable heartbeat.

VALIDATE BODY CONTROL // RESPIRATORY COMMAND
WARNING // FIRST BREATH DOES NOT INSTALL SOUL


The warning was real because the forge expected claimants to confuse movement with return.

Naomi removed her hands from the shell. “That part is yours.”

Trevor held the six-lane frame while the trace fought him through the diaphragm. The body wanted to bite, flee, claw open its own chest, or perform any act except taking air under his claim. He forced the respiratory muscles downward against the soul's conscious fight.

Red Covenant entered the phrenic nerves, and Six-Lane Impale pinned each control point. Junia's seam kept the rhythm from turning fully his even as the breath did.

The empty shell inhaled through lungs that expanded in uneven halves. One tried to cough, but he held the throat closed until control registered.

Naomi's face went white. “Enough.”

He waited for the valid-result tone before releasing the throat.

The chest rose again, breathing without a soul while no Damaris woke, hidden voice spoke, or return occurred. That breath belonged to a seized control system and the hostile trace trapped inside it. He kept that fact above each visual similarity. The chest carried Damaris's future shape, the scars matched, and those hands could hold her flail.

The suffering person was not Damaris, though the forge accepted his technical result without caring who endured it.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Vessel heartbeat forced. One hundred eight Host lives spent across nine failed resets. Breath achieved without soul, consent, or personhood.

LEVEL // 52 + 1 -> 53 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 46 | Vitality 51 | Agility 31 | Focus 36 | Will 39 | Grace 32

HP 287/562 | MP 276/430 | Stamina 288/431

Fear 480/480 Dissonance 626 Active Voices // 963/3,078

Divine vessel // heartbeat stable Breath // forced Soul // none ```

When the shell exhaled, its real trace used the breath to scream without sound before opening the body menu and moving each slider. The face changed first since it was the part Trevor had most visibly stolen.


Chapter 27 — The Body Fought Back From the Menu

The shell trace struck through the beauty sliders, turning each option Trevor dismissed as decoration into a weapon. Height changed leverage, jaw shape altered bite alignment, and hand size redrew the control map.

Beauty stopped being cosmetic when a person fought through the body being edited around her.

The stolen face lengthened as its shoulders narrowed, while strong hands softened until the flail channels no longer fit. Legs stretched against the cradle, and six wing roots shifted higher along the spine.

The shell became more like the woman trapped inside it and less like the shell he had chosen for Damaris.

For three seconds, a stranger's face held beneath the gold light.

She looked older than Damaris, with narrow eyes, sharp cheeks, and a small ritual scar at the center of her lower lip. He saw the woman clearly before his next command pushed her face away.

VESSEL IMPRINT // COUNTERATTACK
SHARED HP // 287/562
BODY CONTROL // TREVOR 58% | IMPRINT 42%


Each forced change tore the shared field while the trace moved toward herself and Trevor forced the body back toward Damaris.

HP -60


Shared HP fell to 227/562.

The body screamed without sound because its first breath had ended and Trevor still owned the lungs. Its mouth shaped one word anyway, which Petra read as “Name.”

The forge had wiped hers, but the trace kept trying to speak it through lungs Trevor controlled.

She opened an exit from the shell's heart toward an unused Divine shell two cradles away. The trace shoved both hands toward freedom, but Trevor closed the road through his key and sent backlash across their shared ribs.

HP -40


Shared HP fell to 187/562.

She watched him across the cradle after the harm settled. “She chose the door.”

“She chose my body.”

“It is her body.”

“Brief dispute.”

Petra glanced toward the black route. “A dispute ends when both sides can leave.”

“A dispute ends when one side wins.”

Adina wrote the proper noun before he could pretend otherwise.

CONQUEST


Naomi held the Divine heart between two green wards. “I will keep it beating. I will not help either owner win.”

“Then you help whoever already has more control.”

“No. I am keeping the person alive through what you do.”

Adina labeled each moving slider so Heaven could not make violence disappear in a passive verb.

SHOULDERS // FORCED
HANDS // FORCED
FACE // FORCED
SCARS // CONTINUITY RANGE


When Heaven swapped FORCED with RESTORED, Adina changed the label back.

Whenever Junia's self-owned beat cooled, she cut one Red Covenant command. Trevor brought it back during the next ninety-nine-percent interval, turning the body into a war fought through fingers, teeth, and bone.

White severance alternated with red repair, each side undoing the other before the form could settle.

During each opening, the shell moved one finger closer to Petra's road. He used the following interval to drag it back.

The trace reached the class slider during the next one-percent opening.

INSTALLED CLASS // SANCTIONED JUSTICIAR
CLASS OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
AUTO-INSTALL // READY


Trevor loaded the stolen Iron Justiciar table beside it.

IRON JUSTICIAR // CORRUPTED
DELETE ON INSTALL // ARMED AGAINST BOTH CLASSES


When the class tables touched, sanctioned gold met tainted red and both knew the same judgment root before issuing opposite verdicts. Both chose wipe, and holy syntax began eating the nerves.

Trevor entered Body Ride I before the competing classes spent the control layer.

MP -18


His MP fell to 258/430. His sight opened in the shell while his own body stayed outside: six wings braced above the cradle, one hand gripping the key, and blood cooling beneath his nose.

Within the stolen form, Trevor had no flesh of his own. He became a Crown-shaped command moving through one more person's nerves.

The control layer resembled a corridor built from living wire. Gold leashes ran from each bone toward Main Choir, while black-red chains led back to his Crown.

The real trace waited at the far end with enough shape to stand, clothed in glimpses of a spear rack, gold rain, and hands washing blood from ritual cloth. Her name stayed a hole, but wipe had failed to remove the posture, fear, scar, and stubborn refusal that made her a person. He struck the gold leashes while the trace struck his red chains.

For one instant, they fought the same prison from opposite sides. He broke Main Choir's claim since he wanted the shell, while the trace broke his because she wanted herself.

Each snapped gold leash made his win easier, while each broken red chain increased Heaven's chance of reclamation.

The forge had designed the conflict so freedom resembled service to the other tyrant.

Each severed link changed the form above them until one shoulder dislocated and three ribs cracked inward.

HP -126


Shared HP fell to 61/562.

Trevor tasted the harm through both mouths when his teeth cut his tongue and the shell bit through its brought back ritual scar. Two kinds of blood entered Body Ride, and knowing which belonged to him did not make the other less real.

The trace reached Petra's exit again.

“Leave,” Petra told her. He spent nineteen MP forcing each slider back within Damaris's self-thread range.

BODY CONFIGURATION COMMAND // 19 MP


His MP fell to 239/430.

Then he spent forty-seven Stamina chaining hostile movement to the spine.

STAMINA -47


His Stamina fell to 241/431.

The route stayed plain throughout his counterattack, making each restriction a witnessed choice.

In the nerve corridor, the trace crawled toward it. Petra stood beyond the opening with both hands extended, an unused Divine shell floating behind her.

An empty claim field and class socket waited beyond it, promising one unclaimed life if the trace crossed. He saw the offer through the body he stopped from taking it. He closed one chain around the woman's waist. She dragged him three steps before he locked one more around her wrists.

The trace looked at him and, lacking a voice channel inside Body Ride, touched two fingers to her ritual scar before pointing at the wiped name field. He could not restore what Heaven removed, but he could release what stayed. He chose chains instead of rescue or necessity since win was enough.

Above them, Damaris's static soul file compared the changing shell with her last whole body state.

STATIC CONTINUITY CHECKSUM
MATCH // 74%
REJECTED FIELDS // ALTERED SCARS, FLAIL FIT, IRON JUSTICIAR CORE


No living Damaris made those rejections, and no hidden voice came through the file. The checksum held only facts: her body at death, the scars she had kept, the way Iron Justiciar fitted her soul frame. The range that could still count as self-thread after reconstruction.

Trevor clung to the line because it stayed true. He was not forcing Damaris to select a face. He was using her death file to force one more woman's body into a shape Damaris could later recognize.

Accuracy did not make the act cleaner. He used the proof to restore scar positions, shoulders, and hands strong enough for flail recoil.

STATIC DAMARIS MATCH // 100%


The match supplied proof without permission.

The trace struck her chains while the brought back face flashed across the shell once more. Petra memorized it, Adina drew the ritual scar beside the unnamed file, Naomi held the heart. Junia cut an opening that Trevor at once closed.

Petra's route waited within one arm's length, close enough to prove that escape stayed possible.

“Let her leave,” Petra said.

“The body loses half its control map.”

“The person keeps herself.”

“I need both.”

“You want both.”

“Yes.”

The honest answer ended the argument without improving him.

Petra left the exit plain—not because she expected Trevor to change, but because the captive deserved to see that freedom stayed real. He chained the trace to the spine until shared HP stabilized at sixty-one, keeping the woman active, hostile, and aware of the route he denied her. He opened the backup channel and showed its cruelty where Petra could see.

APPETITE // TARGET AVAILABLE


Trevor could make chains feel safe and Petra's door terrifying, then watch the captive recoil from freedom. His finger hovered until she raised her knife, but he chose neither option since the trace's hatred had become load-bearing against Heaven's claim.

“Later,” he told the woman inside.

She knew the promise and feared the day her hatred stopped being handy.

The fear that followed pleased him more than false thanks would have. He stored her hostility in the sixth seal, keeping the person awake enough to keep the shell and trapped enough to prevent reclamation. The System awarded control speed while Dissonance rose instead.

Naomi held the heart as Adina left CONQUEST above the menu and Junia aimed at his control chain. The forge took the body shape and opened the next chamber.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Vessel imprint suppressed but active. Body shape restored to Damaris continuity range. Exit available and denied by claimant.

LEVEL // 53 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 61/562 | MP 239/430 | Stamina 241/431

Fear 480/500 Dissonance 648

Vessel imprint // chained, hostile Static Damaris match // 100% Damaris living action // none ```

Gold doors opened around the cradle, and holy class fire poured through them.

SANCTIONED CLASS DELETION CHAMBER


The Iron Justiciar table began installing itself.

Each chain around the shell trace pulled tight as Trevor entered deeper, before the stolen form could tear itself apart.


Chapter 28 — I Burned Out Heaven's Class

It had installed Sanctioned Justiciar in the shell's bones.

Trevor meant to remove it while standing inside them.

The wipe chamber closed around the cradle, filling each nerve path with white fire. Closed Crown opened the stolen Iron Justiciar table, armed with one rule.

The doors sealed with his body outside while his sight reached toward the other side.

White scripture climbed the glass and translated erasure into the language of medical concern.

CORRUPTION REMOVAL IS CARE
UNAUTHORIZED IDENTITY IS INJURY
DELETION RESTORES PURPOSE


Adina copied each slogan before labeling the complete set properly.

THREAT
DELETE ON INSTALL
TARGETS // SANCTIONED JUSTICIAR, IRON JUSTICIAR
BODY RIDE I // 10 SECONDS
DELETION CYCLE // 30 SECONDS
SURVIVAL ESTIMATE // OFFENSIVE


“Handy estimate,” Trevor said.

Naomi placed one green ward around the Divine heart and one more around his real body.

“One HP,” she said. “I can hold the shell there, but I will not erase its soul to make room.”

“I need the shell.”

“It comes with the person you chained inside.”

“Then keep both alive.”

Naomi met his eyes through the cradle glass. “Both.”

“The body and the trace.”

“Not the class?”

“Whichever class wins becomes a weapon.”

“And Damaris?”

He touched the sealed seal beneath his breastbone. “Not here.”

Petra reopened the trace's exit while Trevor left the road plain and its chains locked.

Adina held the banned class table, while Junia put her sword through the socket and kept one percent outside both claim roots.

Closed Crown kept Damaris's whole soul file in a split locked state. The separation stayed total: her checksum could reject a body shape and verify class fit. It could not fight, speak, advise, suffer, or help Trevor survive the chamber.

The woman in the shell was the unnamed trace.

The class waiting outside had belonged to a dead woman. He entered alone between them by casting Body Ride I before the wipe chamber completed its first cycle.

MP -18


His MP fell to 221/430.

The nerve corridor closed around Trevor with both classes already burning in its walls.

holy Justiciar waited as a woman-shaped suit of white armor welded to the shell's skeleton. Gold scripture flowed through each joint, while the real trace hung behind it in black-red chains and fought toward Petra's route.

The armor wore no face because commandments swapped its tendons: KNEEL bent the knees, OBEY braced the spine, CORRECT filled the hands, and FORGET sealed the skull.

The trace had filled that armor long enough for gold words to scar her memory-shape.

Trevor ordered Iron Justiciar installed directly against the holy class welded into the bones.

The banned class came through the spine as heat and crushing weight. It did not recognize Trevor as its wielder; it recognized Damaris's death file outside the shell and tried to follow the signature home.

Closed Crown refused the route, leaving Iron Justiciar nowhere to go except the empty socket as delete syntax fired.

White armor burned away from the ribs, and the shell shared the harm with his body.

HP -23


His HP fell to 38/562.

The real trace used the fire to tear one hand free. Bare memory-fingers entered the gap between two red chains and pulled until the skin of her self-shape split.

Petra's exit brightened within reach, but Trevor chained the wrist before one more motion could carry the hand through.

“Still your choice,” Petra said.

“Yes.”

“At least you stopped lying.”

“I outsource that to Heaven.”

The ten seconds ended, and Body Ride threw him out. He went back to his body with the trace's burned-hand pain still crossing his nerves, and six wings struck the wall before Naomi caught him above the floor.

“Stay out,” she said.

“Then Heaven's class wins.”

“You are almost dead.”

“Temporarily.”

The wipe cycle continued without him and favored Heaven's class during each unsupported second.

CYCLE // 10/30 SECONDS
SANCTIONED CLASS // 61%
IRON JUSTICIAR // 34%


Both classes were burning, but Heaven's would survive longer and retain the socket if Trevor stayed outside. He forced his Crown back into the nerve corridor.

No skill supported the second entry, so each second cost Stamina and peeled claim script from his wings since raw control lacked Body Ride's protection. He drove his sense along the same nerves while his real body stayed conscious. Two pain maps overlapped, letting the chamber fire consume the shell's bones and his wing roots during the same frame.

When the System warned that either body might become the one Trevor failed to leave, he accepted without allowing the risk to slow him.

STAMINA -30


His Stamina fell to 211/431.

At fifteen seconds, holy Justiciar made the trace kneel. Gold drove through both knees, bending the form outside even while the woman stayed standing in the nerve corridor.

Junia's white strike severed KNEEL from the class table before holy armor could make posture into consent.

At nineteen seconds, Iron Justiciar tried to install over the real personhood field. The damned class found a conscious shape and treated occupancy as fit.

Naomi's ward struck the damned class sideways before it overlaid the soul.

“Empty socket,” she shouted. “Not the person.”

Trevor redirected the class into bone, and Naomi forced it from there into the waiting socket.

At twenty-three seconds, the two classes merged long enough to become one authorized fix. The hybrid wore Iron Justiciar's red armor beneath Heaven's claim root.

For one foul second, it looked perfect for Damaris—strong, angry, and unable to choose where judgment landed. He wanted it before he finished understanding what it was.

Adina split the title into two names before he could keep the mistake.

At twenty-nine seconds, he had no right to remain in the shell, so he stayed and treated the warning as one more owner dispute.

The trace reached Petra's door with her freed hand, while he reached the class root. They stood one second from winning different pieces of the same body.

The need opened above two people competing for the same last second.

BODY RIDE II // UNLOCK AVAILABLE
FULL CONTROL-LAYER ENTRY // 30 SECONDS
COST // 26 MP
REQUIREMENT // SURVIVE CLASS DELETION INSIDE A CONTESTED VESSEL


The level threshold broke, carrying Trevor into Level 54 while top bars rose around his existing wounds.

Top bars rose, but current HP, MP, and Stamina stayed where the fight had left them. He bought Body Ride II for the last second.

The upgrade made entry complete rather than gentle, cutting the last privacy left in the control layer. He entered the full control layer and felt each command path, pain receptor, claim line, and class hook at once.

The trace felt Trevor feeling her, making each violated feeling reciprocal without turning shared consent.

No thought stayed private from the man chaining her to her own spine. Hatred became the clearest signal in the body, and beneath it he found the scared hope that Petra's exit might still be open when the burning ended. He sent one command through the backup channel while the wipe fire reached its brightest point.

APPETITE // ENDURE FOR CLAIMANT


Relief spread through the trace while class fire spent her nerves, leaving pain full but suddenly purposeful because Trevor chose it served him. She hated both the relief and the man who installed it. He kept it active for the last second since her disgust sharpened the signal he needed.

MP -26


His MP fell to 195/436.

Thirty seconds passed with both owners still trying to define the surviving class.

Delete on Install asked which class was holy. Adina's split names answered, while Junia's free seam supplied a claim root the wipe could not sort.

Trevor forced the wipe target onto gold before Heaven could sort his tainted root.

The delete syntax found holy Justiciar's claim root and burned it to ash. Iron Justiciar survived because Junia kept one percent outside the target and Adina kept its damned name apart from Heaven's class.

The surviving class landed in the empty socket with the sound of a flail striking a cathedral bell.

Red armor patterns burned into the shell's bones, making the trace recoil as stolen relief died and left her remembering that she welcomed one second of torture for him.

Outside the body, Damaris's locked file stayed silent while the banned class filled an empty socket—not a soul or person, but a weapon waiting for its former bearer.

SANCTIONED JUSTICIAR // DELETED
IRON JUSTICIAR // INSTALLED
SOUL SLOT // EMPTY


The Divine form crashed onto its knees and hands while the stranger's face flashed through Damaris's self-thread range before falling against the cradle.

Trevor tore himself out of Body Ride II before the one-HP shell dragged his thirty-eight HP down with it.

Naomi caught the Divine heart at one HP while his own bar stayed at thirty-eight.

The shared bar split into a living claimant and a one-HP shell. Two health bars, two distinct pains, and one claim link still bound them together.

The real trace stayed inside, chained and furious enough to keep fighting both owners. He held the link since releasing it would reopen Main Choir's base claim. Petra's route stayed open, and the captive could still escape if he let go. He did not.

The trace pressed her restored face against the blank personhood field. Petra held the door open. He held the chain shut.

No one called the result a rescue.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Sanctioned class deleted. Iron Justiciar installed in empty Divine vessel. Original imprint chained, not erased. Damaris remains sealed outside.

LEVEL // 53 + 1 -> 54 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 47 | Vitality 52 | Agility 31 | Focus 37 | Will 39 | Grace 33

HP 38/570 | MP 195/436 | Stamina 211/438

Body Ride II // acquired | 26 MP | 30 seconds

Fear 494/500 Dissonance 669

Divine vessel // 1 HP, stable Class // Iron Justiciar Soul // none ```

The class fire went dark.

The empty shell lay in the cradle with one HP, one hostile trace, and Damaris's damned class loaded into its bones.

Then the trace made one last strike from the blank personhood field.


Chapter 29 — I Won the Body Before She Woke

The real trace tried to kill her own body.

Trevor felt the choice through Closed Crown, clear enough to distinguish it from panic. She compared the open road, the chains, the installed class, and the claim field.

When the trace chose death over continued claim, the clarity of her choice made Trevor clamp down harder.

The Divine hand moved before his command, hooking two fingers beneath the one-HP heart and pulling against newly warmed flesh. He seized that wrist through his field while the trace moved her other hand and Naomi caught the pulse between zero and one.

DIVINE VESSEL HP // 1/430
SELF-DESTRUCTION // ACTIVE
HEALING LOCK // NAOMI


Petra opened the exit again, revealing an unused shell beyond the black threshold without a class, owner, or compatible beauty settings.

The trace would lose Divine Judgment fit and each known nerve.

The trace chose that route anyway, but Trevor closed it and sent her back toward self-destruction. He had taught her the order of open ends: his body, no body, never freedom.

Adina wrote the complete choice above the cradle before he could reduce it to a malfunction.

RELEASE AVAILABLE
CLAIMANT REFUSAL // RECORDED


The forge freed one last rest pulse from the defeated class chamber.

HP +75


His HP rose from 38/570 to 113/570.

The trace drove stored backlash through the claim link.

HP -37


He fell to 76/570, while Naomi held the stolen shell at one HP and would not let its heart cross in either path.

“Release her,” Petra said.

“I need the body map.”

“You already have the key.”

“The personhood field must stay filled until install, or Heaven fills it with a cleared blank.”

“Move her to one more shell and keep the field open.”

“The field goes with the trace.”

“Then it belongs to her.”

“It belongs to the shell map.”

Petra's face hardened around the judgment. “You have learned Heaven's nouns.”

Trevor checked the one-HP heart caught between the trace's fingers and Naomi's ward.

“Heaven built handy nouns.”

The route stayed plain while Trevor weighed the body, road, and chains he controlled before selecting Closed Crown.

CLOSED CROWN // IMPRINT LAST STRIKE
MP -32


His MP fell to 163/436.

A fifth brief seal formed around the strike, capturing intent at the instant before the heart tore. It did not contain the trace, only one stored strike carrying her complete knowledge of his claim, the shell's weakest point, and Petra's denied exit. He split the weapon because he might need it. He kept the person since he wanted the body.

The trace stayed chained, but her last strike split from heartbeat, class, body key, and Damaris's future soul slot.

VESSEL IMPRINT // LAST STRIKE STORED
RELEASE IMPRINT?


Trevor chose no, and no clean word followed while the captive struck her seal and the weaponized last attempt answered from the other side.

For one frame, he had split a person's last bid for freedom into captive and gear.

Adina supplied the honest label before the System could call the division storage.

CONQUEST COMPLETE


Junia kept her sword aimed at the seal while Naomi kept the stolen form and would not call preservation win.

“She will remember,” Naomi said.

“Good.”

“That was not a threat.”

“Neither was my answer.”

Trevor needed the trace whole enough to stabilize the personhood field, and he wanted her to remember just who had denied the exit.

Hatred made a great checksum because it kept the captive's reason to distinguish herself from each owner.

The forge floor opened beneath the cradle and freed each fix he had refused.

Each beauty edit he had refused rose as gold fire. Obedience settings became limbs, memory filters unfolded into wings, and the hidden process reached one hundred percent.

A woman stepped from the forge wearing Damaris's face.

She embodied each fix he refused: shoulders delicate beside his, hands too small for a flail. A silver ornamental scar without the pain that made it hers.

Her smile warmed when Trevor entered her sight, performing love before either person could choose it. His body answered with attraction before his mind refused the thing. He hated the forge for knowing the gap and using both.

She was too smooth, too gentle, and too pleased to see him.

Main Choir gold filled both eyes and turned warmth into a plain owner effect.

FORGE ADMINISTRATOR // IDEAL RECONSTRUCTION
OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
FUNCTION // RECLAIM VESSEL, IMPRINT, AND FAILED CLAIMANT
HP // 4,800,000


“Your fixes have been kept,” it said.

The voice copied Damaris's pitch without her timing, pausing wherever agreement would soothe the claimant and softening each hard consonant.

“Trevor.”

She had never made his name sound like a reward. He opened six command groups before answering. “Your face has already had a bad day.”

The admin struck the one-HP shell first, turning its right hand into a wipe tool while the forge relabeled trace, Iron Justiciar, and his claim as correctable errors.

One strike would erase all three and return the shell to gear.

Naomi's ward absorbed the blow as Petra routed the cradle beneath the dead High Angel's corpse and Adina pinned IDEAL beside OWNER-APPROVED.

The labels forced the admin to defend its purpose. It could not call itself Damaris while displaying Main Choir claim.

The copied face flashed, exposing empty compliance beneath it.

Junia severed the sanctioned root for one beat, and Trevor cast Six-Lane Impale into the opening.

MP -30
STAMINA -24


The exchange left him with 133/436 MP and 187/438 Stamina.

Six targets entered one frame without surrendering the distinctions that kept each person and mechanism split.

The heart beat since Naomi chose to keep it. Iron Justiciar burned because Damaris's damned table stayed installed. The shell key held since Trevor had stolen it, and the claim stayed red because his Crown refused reversion.

The trace seal fought both owners while the soul slot stayed empty for the woman who had not returned. Six distinct states—heart, class, shell key, claim, trace seal, and empty soul slot—faced a boss determined to call them one product.

The admin tried to merge them into one reclaimable asset.

FAILED RECONSTRUCTION // RECYCLE


The trapped woman counted as waste, the vacant soul slot as defective, and Damaris's future as a pending feature. His anger climbed until it became handy enough to pin each group against the forge floor. He held all six claims apart beneath one strike, and the impale pinned them to the forge floor. Delete on Install struck the admin's holy class, burning gold armor away.

Twelve claim roots still fed the hidden boss from the refused-fake bank. He used Host Tithe I against all twelve claim roots feeding the admin.

Twelve forged fakes screamed beneath the floor, each wearing a refused Damaris face, cleared smile, and no whole soul. He spent their claim lanes on black-red spikes before anyone could test how much self was real behind the screams.

One fake smiled permanently, one more knelt, and a third carried neither scar nor anger. The fourth recalled death and interpreted its memory as thanks for being rebuilt.

None held Damaris's whole self, though each fake carried enough reactive pattern to scream when converted into weapons. They collapsed into script without a person's scream tearing through his Crown, which might mean none was real or that he could not perceive it. Investigation cost time, so he spent them.

Adina logged FORGED REACTIVE COPIES // DESTROYED since she had no names to write.

HOST TITHE // 12 FORGED COPY LANES


Holding the one-frame pin through the admin's death cost one more twenty-six Stamina.

STAMINA -26


His Stamina fell to 161/438.

The spikes entered the boss and broke all twelve roots. Its cleared smile survived the armor, the wings, and half its face.

Trevor crossed the chamber and drove Damaris's borrowed flail into its mouth.

“She would have hated that expression.”

The boss tried to warm its smile around the weapon. He triggered all twelve spikes while the cleared mouth stayed wrapped around Damaris's flail.

The forge admin came apart around the stolen shell. Its ideal face fractured first, spilling Main Choir light through the smile. He permitted no line to install, preventing perfect cheekbones, a softened mouth, and an affectionate gaze from reaching the cradle. He destroyed the ideal without faking the win beneath it had become moral.

FORGE ADMINISTRATOR // DEFEATED
VESSEL RECLAIM // FAILED
FINAL BODY SLOT // OPEN


The Divine form stayed in the cradle at one HP, with Iron Justiciar installed, a hostile trace chained, one last strike stored, and the soul slot empty. Trevor Dwyer owned it before Damaris woke. He stood over the shell at seventy-six HP, holding a flail in one hand and a claim key in the other. Behind its closed eyes, the hostile trace stared through the chains.

Naomi held the heart, Petra the route, Adina the word CONQUEST, and Junia the one-percent seam. Trevor held it all else, which did not make the body Damaris's yet. It made her next choice sharper because she would awaken in his win with a captive and claim already waiting.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Forge administrator defeated. Divine body conquered before Damaris woke. Original imprint remains chained with one stored last strike.

LEVEL // 54 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 76/570 | MP 133/436 | Stamina 161/438

Fear 500/500 Dissonance 691

Divine body // 1 HP Iron Justiciar // installed Vessel imprint // suppressed, not free Owner // Trevor Dwyer

Damaris living action // none ```

The forge cleared the admin's remains and returned one gold control above the seized shell.

RETURN


Trevor pressed it before anyone could find a less possessive reading.

The button stayed disabled as a second blank slot lit beside it.

RETURNED JUDGMENT // REQUIRED



Chapter 30 — The Forge Wanted a Returned Judge

Trevor had each return part, yet the return button still would not recognize completion.

DIVINE VESSEL // ACQUIRED, 1 HP
HEARTBEAT COMMAND // ACQUIRED
IRON JUSTICIAR TABLE // INSTALLED
DAMARIS PIKE SOUL RECORD // CONTINUOUS, SEALED
VESSEL IMPRINT // CHAINED
FOUNDER CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER
RETURNED JUDGMENT // VACANT
RETURN // DISABLED


The stolen form lay within a cradle of blackened gold. It now carried Damaris's height, shoulder width, and heavy hands—the hands that had once fixed his grip by closing over his and moving them together.

Its face stayed unfinished, split between her scar and the smooth beauty of the real soul.

One red pixel pulsed in the heart—not a heartbeat, but the place where he could force one.

Naomi stood to the left of the cradle with healing light clenched between her fingers. She had not spent it, because healing a form without a resident soul would let the forge decide what the form was for.

Petra guarded the black exit reserved for the hostile trace. Adina covered the walls in copied clauses, while Junia laid her sword across the claimant socket.

One percent of Junia still belonged to herself, and she made that fraction look larger than his entire Crown.

“You have all the pieces,” Naomi said.

“I have the important ones.”

“A person is not a list of important pieces.”

He looked at the body. “She was when Heaven wiped hers.”

“No. Heaven thought she was.”

The fix landed since he had made the same mistake in a different color. He tightened his claim anyway because fix had never stopped him from preferring a handy mistake. He had not crossed Heaven, spent Host lives, stolen a Divine shell, and burned Iron Justiciar into its bones to find humility at the last button. He would bring Damaris back, and if success needed admitting what kind of man could force the door, he would pay in his own name. He tried filling both bottom inputs with his Crown.

The forge accepted his founder tag on the left and burned his right-hand claim out of the judgment slot.

CLAIMANT MAY NOT SELF-CERTIFY


Junia's one-percent beat kept the message before Trevor could overwrite it.

“Damaris judges you,” she said.

“She validates my shell.”

“The panel says claimant.”

“The claimant owns the shell.”

“The panel anticipated that excuse.”

Adina copied each version before a cut line flashed beneath the public forge text.

CONTROLLED SUCCESSION // PROVISIONAL
FOUNDER CLAIMANT // PRESENT
RETURNED JUDGMENT // MUST BE CREATED


Heaven wiped CREATED and swapped it with RESTORED, making the trap worse while Adina kept both words before the edit settled.

“It wanted us to read created,” she said. “Then it wanted us to trust brought back.”

“Which is true?” Trevor asked.

“Both, if the object changes.” Adina tapped the claimant line. “We restore Damaris. We create a judge.”

Junia's sword rang against the socket while she read the implications. “A judge whose first case is hidden.”

He opened the forge rights, and each layer beneath the cut object answered his founder key: shell access, class access, memory proof, death proof, and succession proof.

The last permission had waited longer than the body.

Heaven had not abandoned a return loophole; it had planted a need and waited for him to mistake completion for theft.

Petra traced both inputs until their paths overlapped. “These roads end at the same throne lock.”

“The forge needs Damaris's witness right to prove the shell.”

“It needs her to judge the founder.”

“After she has a body.”

“Yes.”

He weighed the sequence: install the whole soul, prove that the returned person recalled bodily wipe, grant Returned Judgment right, and use it to certify shell, class, and claim before taking the forge.

The order favored Trevor, but it also gave Damaris one power he could not exercise while she stayed dead.

Petra watched him find the limit and smiled without amusement. “There.”

“There what?”

“The first thing in this forge you cannot steal from her corpse.”

“I can control the body that delivers it.”

“That is not the same.”

It came close enough for him to hate the line. He locked his founder tag into the left slot.

FOUNDER CLAIMANT // ACCEPTED


The right slot lit a provisional route that made Damaris's return and his judgment the same process.

RETURN SEQUENCE
1. INSTALL CONTINUOUS SOUL RECORD
2. VERIFY MEMORY OF BODILY DELETION
3. ACTIVATE RETURNED JUDGMENT AUTHORITY
4. RECEIVE VERDICT


The verdict's object stayed cut when the forge wall shook beneath a new impact.

Morning fire struck from outside as the Sanctioned High Angel's true office reached the body forge. Six white wing-shapes cut through the outer lock.

FORGE BREACH // 3 IMPACTS TO FAILURE
SOUL INSTALLATION // 30 MINUTES
BOSS WIPE // 6 MINUTES


The timers did not care about each other, which made their math one more weapon.

Four seconds later, the first impact hit as a sunburst with six white wings. The cradle jumped, Damaris's unfinished body lifted from its supports, and each party portrait flashed with harm.

Naomi caught the unfinished skull before it struck the gold cradle.

“One HP,” she said. “Let this shell take one point, and all your claim becomes claim of a corpse.”

Trevor wrapped a red barrier around the cradle. “You hold the body.”

Naomi raised her eyes. “Ask.”

He could have commanded the line out of her. The new appetite channel could make obedience feel tender, righteous, even chosen. He imagined making Naomi enjoy surrendering that line, and the breach pleased him even before he chose it would risk her hands. He needed her hands steady more than he needed the amusement.

“Hold the body,” he said.

“For Damaris.”

His jaw tightened. “For Damaris.”

Naomi accepted, allowing practical restraint to keep what morality could not. He opened Host Formation II, assigning one return part to each command group.

The first group held the one-HP body, the second guarded the heartbeat command, and the third carried Iron Justiciar. Damaris's locked file went to group four, his claim key to five, and the trace's stored last strike to six.

The groups formed around the forge like six points of a crown too large for his head.

Host units in the soul lane repeated Damaris's name so the file could not be relabeled during transit. The body lane locked shields around the cradle without touching the soul socket. The class lane carried burning red text through a rain of sanctioned fixes.

The heartbeat group wrapped both arms around a lever that wanted to pull itself.

The owner group knelt, and Trevor fed them enough APPETITE to soften each face as they bowed lower. Their worship improved nothing about the formation; he did it since the shape pleased him.

The trace group did not kneel, keeping spears turned inward around a black knot that became a woman's fist. Six assets served one ruler, and Trevor felt both the elegance and danger because Heaven could inherit the entire array by taking his Crown.

The High Angel hit the wall before Trevor finished admiring the shape.

All six lanes tried to collapse into a single asset, but he kept them split beneath one Crown.

HP -8
MP -22
STAMINA -19


He emerged with 68/570 HP, 111/436 MP, and 142/438 Stamina.

When the second impact landed, Naomi held the shell at one HP while Petra routed the soul file around the stored strike and Adina kept six split nouns.

Junia kept the witness slot outside his self-certification.

The third impact cracked the forge wall and opened a line of morning fire across his cheek.

Morning light cut through the fracture and burned a molten line across his cheek. The boss outside did not speak, since the timing made its argument: resurrect the witness, complete the raid, finish the hidden lock.

“It could have destroyed this forge before we entered,” Adina said.

“It can try harder now.”

“That was not praise.”

“I know.”

The thought stayed because Heaven had allowed them to collect each part and fought hardest only after claimant and vacant judgment stood together. All six pieces survived the implication.

The completed build gauntlet, held array, and creator lock forced open the level threshold because Trevor refused to let the forge simplify him. He reached Level 55, raising top bars while current harm and paid costs stayed.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Resurrection components complete. Claimant input accepted. Returned judgment remains impossible until Damaris crosses and proves continuity. Circular security is working as designed.

LEVEL // 54 + 1 -> 55 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 48 | Vitality 52 | Agility 32 | Focus 37 | Will 40 | Grace 33

HP 68/578 | MP 111/442 | Stamina 142/444

Fear 500/520 Dissonance 706

Soul record // sealed Divine body // stolen, 1 HP Iron Justiciar // installed Heartbeat command // ready Vessel imprint // chained

FOUNDER CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER RETURNED JUDGMENT // VACANT ```

The return button lit halfway, granting process without revealing the judgment waiting at its end.

Trevor chose Damaris's sealed soul file, and Closed Crown opened the first seal.

Silence entered the install lane as process rather than speech, choice, or life.

SOUL INSTALLATION // STARTED
TIME REMAINING // 30:00


Outside the forge, the High Angel struck again and spread the breach.

BOSS WIPE // 6:00


The forge began constructing a bridge for Damaris while Heaven broke it faster.


Chapter 31 — I Installed My Dead Girlfriend

Trevor installed Damaris's sealed soul file into a body he had stolen, seized, and would not free.

The sentence was true enough to drive Naomi from the cradle platform.

She did not leave the forge, and that line belonged to her. This made Trevor want to punish it because he could not punish the sentence. He had promised to bring Damaris back without promising goodness, and good men did not own the hands holding a cradle, the Host feeding a forge, or the sealed soul entering stolen flesh.

Good men had also failed to stop Heaven from deleting her.

That excuse stayed handy since it held enough truth to wear.

Naomi stopped at the platform's edge with square shoulders and faced away. If he ordered her back, she would return; if he asked, she might refuse, so he did neither.

The empty place beside the cradle accused him more efficiently.

Closed Crown opened six contested states around the one-HP shell.

STATE 1 // DAMARIS PIKE CONTINUOUS SOUL RECORD
STATE 2 // DIVINE VESSEL 7
STATE 3 // IRON JUSTICIAR CLASS
STATE 4 // TREVOR DWYER OWNER CLAIM
STATE 5 // HEARTBEAT COMMAND
STATE 6 // VESSEL IMPRINT LAST STRIKE


Host Formation II placed each state within its own command group.

Six different things filled one frame without merging, and even a tyrant needed that line. If soul became body, the trace could claim Damaris's self-thread. If class became person, Iron Justiciar might overwrite each awkward clash; if owner became heartbeat, his command could masquerade as life. He wanted all six beneath his Crown without confusing them, because claim needed true labels while Heaven liked groups wide enough to hide a corpse.

The forge opened two clocks and made their mismatch the next return price.

SOUL INSTALLATION // 30:00
FORGE WIPE // 6:00


Trevor had six minutes before a speed offer showed up beneath the longer timer.

SKIP ONE MINUTE // 12 ACTIVE VOICES
MAXIMUM PURCHASE // 24 MINUTES
COST // 288 ACTIVE VOICES


Adina copied the total before Trevor chose it, keeping the number before the System could translate lives into minutes.

Naomi looked back from the platform edge. “Say what you are spending.”

“Time.”

“People.”

“People to buy time.”

“Whose?”

“Mine.”

The answer did not improve when honest, and Trevor purchased all twenty-four minutes anyway.

The first twelve voices entered the speed lane, where several shield-bearers knew the heartbeat mechanism and tried stepping back. He opened APPETITE across all twenty-four groups before fight could spread beyond the first lane. He could have ordered them to remain, but instead made service feel like the purest achievement of their lives while forcing each person to understand where the desire came from.

Fear became anticipation as anger warmed into devotion and the need to survive twisted into embarrassment over hesitation.

The shield-bearers went back to the lane without being pushed.

When one shield-bearer begged Trevor to spend her first, he obliged and rewarded the plea with one more pulse of false joy.

Voices went dark in groups of twelve while the install timer spent their stolen enthusiasm.

ACTIVE VOICES // 963 -> 675


Two hundred eighty-eight lives were gone from his Crown, beginning with twelve defenders from the west gate. One more group included a choir clerk who once poisoned his breakfast and apologized since the poison was embarrassingly weak.

Some belonged to people whose names he had never learned.

The Crown supplied each name after it was spent.

Each absence opened a small quiet room behind his eyes. No scream crossed the formation; the speed took service rather than flesh, folding each will into forge time until the raid ended or the System broke.

That was the System's description, while the people trapped in its cost got no panel of their own.

Their manufactured joy vanished with them, leaving Trevor the only person who had enjoyed the lie continuously.

“Read them,” Adina said.

“I know what I spent.”

“Read them.”

He could have commanded Adina silent or made her relish recording the cost and hate herself for the pleasure afterward. He read all two hundred eighty-eight names instead, because the timer was already falling and Adina's anger did not interfere with the build.

By the last name, his mouth tasted of iron.

She wrote each person beside the minute they purchased. “Now the return remembers its cost.”

“It would remember since I ordered it.”

“No. You would.”

She kept each lost bar in the forge file.

SOUL INSTALLATION // 6:00
FORGE WIPE // 6:00


Naomi went back to the cradle once each sped up minute had gotten twelve names.

“Not for you,” she said.

She cupped the Divine heart in both hands and held it at one HP. Healing entered the myocardium through threads thinner than hair, none crossing the soul slot.

Her control had changed since the party got an empty place. She no longer healed toward an ideal whole; she kept the exact wound a person had would not forget.

Trevor watched her touch the unfinished chest as jealousy came first, grief followed, and shame came late enough to find both seats filled. He kept the claim field still because moving it would disturb Naomi's hands and reveal too much of the jealousy.

Petra maintained the trace's exit toward a blank shell beyond his claim. Meanwhile, the captive pulled toward it and he held the chain shut.

Junia put her sword through the fourth state, keeping her one-percent seam between claim and person.

The forge began transfer by carrying Damaris's locked file out of Closed Crown.

Her locked file left the first seal of Closed Crown. Memory hashes went into the shell's nerves, Iron Justiciar fitted itself into bone, and the death file reached the one-HP heart.

The form reacted without waking or turning reflex into a living choice.

Its spine arched while six dormant wing roots pressed beneath the skin. The unfinished face moved toward Damaris, then toward the real soul, and stopped between them as Petra's exit drank black light. He recalled Damaris's old body exploding into wiped pieces.

The forge recalled that death as a checksum made from clean rows and exact wounds. He hated the clean rows of numbers more than the blood.

“Each cut,” Adina said, reading over his shoulder. “The file kept each self-thread wound.”

“Of course it did.”

“You sound relieved.”

“I sound correct.”

Adina did not grant him the lie or permit correctness to stand in for relief.

The form stayed unconscious while no voice crossed the Crown, hand moved by choice, or breath entered the lungs.

Damaris's file traveled as whole soul frame, not as a live woman acting through the shell before return.

The forge tried to simplify all six states as soon as their boundaries became handy.

IDENTITY WIPE // 5:00


Gold pulled Damaris toward the real trace, Iron Justiciar toward the ashes of Sanctioned Justiciar, and his claim toward Main Choir's prime root.

MERGE RESULT // ONE SANCTIONED PERSON
MEMORY // PRESERVED
FUTURE CHOICE // CENTRAL CHOIR


The Ruler Core's threat returned with memory intact and future choice stolen.

Trevor opened Closed Crown around each state before Heaven completed the holy merge.

“Damaris is not the trace,” Adina said.

“The trace is not the body,” Petra added.

“The body is not the class,” Junia said.

Naomi held the heart. “The soul is not the owner.”

He spread his claim above it all, keeping the line technical rather than merciful. He could release the trace through Petra's route into an unowned shell three feet away. The soul struck his chain hard enough to rattle the shell's teeth.

“You do not need her trapped to restore Damaris,” Petra said.

“I need the body stable.”

“You need it all to remain yours.”

“Correct.”

“Then say it without hiding behind stability.”

He looked into the knot of captive self and tightened the chain.

“It all remains mine.”

Petra's mouth curved without warmth as notice swapped each chance of approval.

“Better.”

The High Angel struck the forge wall before either of them could add one more honest word.

FORGE WIPE // 4:32


All six states lurched together when the trace freed her stored strike, but Petra caught the strike before it entered Damaris's soul slot.

Iron Justiciar tried to install over both self files. Adina split the class name away, while Junia's self-owned seam stopped Main Choir from making his claim descend from its root. He forced the lanes apart by driving Closed Crown between each pair of falling labels.

A captured rest field flooded through his array and brought back resources without touching the one-HP body.

INSTALLATION RECOVERY
HP +196
MP +190
STAMINA +180


Rest rebuilt him to 264/578 HP, 301/442 MP, and 322/444 Stamina.

The form stayed at one HP as Damaris's soul file crossed the midpoint.

When one warm finger twitched, Trevor caught the hand before Naomi could warn him.

For one stupid, brutal instant, he believed Damaris had reached back.

The diagnostic killed his belief before grief could turn a reflex into notice.

MOTOR DISCHARGE // VESSEL REFLEX


There was no soul action, notice, or live woman in the gesture.

Trevor freed the hand so abruptly that it struck the cradle, and Naomi caught it on the rebound.

She did not tell him he should have known.

Her refusal to blame him for hope irritated Trevor more than any accusation.

SOUL INSTALLATION // 3:00
IDENTITY WIPE // 3:00


The matched timers promised no mercy while racing to define who would wake.

Trevor drove Closed Crown deeper into the stolen shell. Six black-red seals formed around heart, bones, nerves, claim field, soul slot, and trace chain.

The form accepted them beneath its skin as narrow red lines. One ringed the heart, one more followed the spine, and a third enclosed the class table behind the sternum. The fourth split claim field from soul slot so sharply that he felt it in his teeth.

The shell lay silent inside all six seals, not Damaris yet or solely the real soul now. A seized place where two selves approached one awakening.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Soul installation begun. Two hundred eighty-eight Host voices spent on acceleration. Damaris record entered stolen vessel while unconscious.

LEVEL // 55 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 264/578 | MP 301/442 | Stamina 322/444

Fear 512/520 Dissonance 734 Active Voices // 675/3,078

Soul record // inside vessel Consciousness // offline Living action // none Owner // Trevor Dwyer ```

The High Angel struck again while self wipe crossed sixty percent.

Self wipe reached sixty percent, and all six states began sliding toward one holy owner.

Trevor locked his Crown around each state with three minutes left.


Chapter 32 — Heartbeats Cost Host Units

The self wipe pulled six states toward one owner, and Trevor answered with heartbeats.

The forge lever had been built for two pairs of hands—one claimant and one returned judge—but its second grip stayed cold. He placed both hands on the first.

HEARTBEATS // 0/10
RESET COST // 12 HOST UNITS EACH
IDENTITY WIPE // 2:41


The first beat pushed Damaris's death file through the Divine heart without waking her, then spent twelve Host voices. Blood threw a fixed memory across the walls: Damaris turning between his order and the killing light.

It was neither ghost nor message, only a file carried by blood that did not yet belong to a live person.

The second heartbeat brought Iron Justiciar into circulation and spent twelve more. Red class text caught on the shell's fixes, burning cleared words from the walls.

During the third, the real trace fought hard enough to bend the cradle while one more twelve voices vanished.

The shell arched, and both hands curled, but the movement belonged to a hostile install state firing through muscle. It came from neither Damaris nor a live body's choice.

Naomi forced the shoulders down without letting healing cross the soul line.

“Three,” Adina said, writing twelve names beside the lever as he pulled again.

The fourth heartbeat pressed the shape of Damaris's old flail grip into stronger Divine tendons. The fifth carried her last sight through eyes that stayed closed. Meanwhile, the sixth pushed the sealed dark after death into the new nerves.

Each pulse cost twelve voices, made the body more hers, and increased the price of refusing the return. He knew the forge's cruelty. It did not charge because return needed sacrifice. It charged enough that the claimant would mistake his own expense for a debt the returned person owed him. He knew the lesson and pulled the lever anyway.

The seventh heartbeat fixed Damaris's scars, the eighth aligned the Iron Justiciar judgment core. The ninth reached the place where Trevor meant to install his claim line.

HEARTBEATS // 9/10
ACTIVE VOICES // 675 -> 567


One hundred eight voices were gone, multiplying the quiet rooms behind his eyes. Some had joined his Host voluntarily since he promised Heaven could be seized. Others had been claimed after losing, and several had never imagined their service turning rhythm in a stranger's stolen heart. He did not pretend those groups were equal, but he spent them together.

APPETITE stayed active within each cost group, making the doomed units eager to become Damaris's pulse. Their delight reduced no price and solved no mechanic; it just ensured Trevor experienced devotion instead of fight when he wiped them.

Adina kept each name beside the timer. Naomi maintained circulation without providing a single beat, Petra held the trace's exit open. Junia severed each attempt to merge person with owner for one self-owned interval.

“You could put the tenth cost on me,” Junia said. He looked at her without releasing the lever.

“One percent is enough to interrupt the merge.”

“It may erase that one percent.”

“Yes.”

“Then why offer?”

Junia pressed her sword tip into the gold line seeking his Crown. “If Damaris wakes in a formation where no one can refuse you, you will mistake silence for win.”

He wanted to say he knew the gap, but the claim field in the cradle carried his name at zero consent. He chose Host voices instead, and Junia did not thank him for declining to erase the last free piece of her.

The Level 56 preview opened over the last heartbeat.

CROWN PARTITION II
HOLD SOUL, BODY, CLASS, OWNER, HEARTBEAT, AND HOSTILE IMPRINT AS SIX CONCURRENT CONTESTED STATES
COST // 36 MP
REQUIREMENT // SURVIVE TEN HEARTBEATS WITHOUT STATE COLLAPSE


The tenth beat began, and it all happened between the lever's top place and its bottom.

The hostile trace freed her stored last strike. It escaped the seal, entered the heartbeat lane, and drove the Divine hand toward its own chest.

At the same moment, Damaris's death memory flooded the soul lane: his order, her interception, the closed share link, bodily wipe, and the sealed dark.

This was no living choice, only a logged wound passing through install. He felt the memory strike his claim field.

The System offered help in the tone of a clerk cutting an awkward stain.

REMOVE CLAIMANT RESPONSIBILITY FROM RETURN MEMORY?
COST // 0


For once, the free option cost more than Trevor wished to pay. He dismissed it. Damaris would wake remembering his order, and if hatred was the whole thing that crossed the forge, he would accept hatred alive.

Main Choir struck the claim lane before the memory could settle.

PRIME OWNER REVERSION
MERGE SIX STATES // ACTIVE


Trevor spent eleven MP and thirty-one Stamina to hold Host Formation II open.

MP -11
STAMINA -31


The tenth heartbeat left him at 290/442 MP and 291/444 Stamina.

The array bent around him as six groups turned red spokes. Soul tried to fall into body, class attempted to redefine disagreement as corruption. The claim lane reached backward through his Crown toward the prime gold root waiting above it.

For one heartbeat, he saw his empire from Heaven's side—not as thousands of people, but as one asset containing thousands of moving parts.

The sight pleased him, which made it deadly only to everyone he owned and increasingly comfortable for him himself.

The High Angel's next strike crossed the forge wall and hit him through the array.

HP -25


His HP fell to 239/578.

All six states collapsed toward one gold noun. The body got his heartbeat, the soul file took Iron Justiciar's sanctioned purpose, and the trace got Damaris's name. His claim field inherited Main Choir.

PROPERTY


Naomi split soul from body through the one-HP heart, while Petra routed the trace strike around the soul slot. Adina named each state until Heaven faced six targets instead of one.

Junia's self-owned fraction stopped his claim from completing the same merge.

The tenth heartbeat still demanded stabilization, and the forge offered Junia first.

AVAILABLE STABILIZER // JUNIA SERRAT SELF-CLAIM


Trevor crushed the prompt, then chose thirty-six Host voices to stabilize the frame.

ACTIVE VOICES // 567 -> 531
TOTAL HEARTBEAT COST // 144 HOST VOICES


The heart beat without resetting or consuming one more doomed group.

Its sound was small, a wet muscular knock in a chest that had been empty one second earlier. His wings opened involuntarily, Naomi flinched, Petra's route trembled, and Adina forgot to write for half a breath.

Junia alone held her sword steady because someone needed to remember the price clearly.

The heart contracted again since the command sequence had ended. It carried circulation rather than mind: a working heart, a live organ still waiting for a person. He hated the patience needed to know the gap between a working organ and Damaris alive.

HEARTBEATS // 10/10
SIX STATES // RETAINED


The level threshold opened, and Trevor reached Level 56. His top bars rose before he purchased Crown Partition II.

MP -36


His MP fell to 254/447.

Six black-red chambers closed around the contested states without merging them: soul, body, class, owner, heartbeat, and trace.

All six stayed together, and none became identical.

Crown Partition II changed the geometry of his control. The earlier version had made one locked room in his Crown, while the upgrade constructed six cells with transparent walls. He could see each captive and weapon. Each state could strike the others, but none could leave without crossing him.

It was not harmony but a prison designed by someone who valued true labels, and Trevor admired it at once.

The Divine form's eyes opened.

Brown, rather than the shell's real gold or the black-red judgment rings Damaris had worn at the end.

The eyes stared without focus beneath the forge light. He stopped breathing, though the movement came only from heart rhythm and nerve reflex.

No breath followed, and no voice emerged. The gaze passed across Trevor without notice because living mind had not went into the body screen. He stepped close enough to see his small, lovely face reflected in the unseeing brown.

The face around those eyes was nearly Damaris's: strong jaw, scar crossing the brow. A mouth built for disapproval or the occasional devastating smile. Beneath those features, the shell's hopeless symmetry still tried to make it all look designed. He touched the cradle beside her cheek without touching skin. He could own a body, but he could not force this reflex to recognize him.

“Close them,” he ordered.

Nothing happened, since command had not yet linked to living action. The eyes stayed open.

Junia watched him fail to command a stare. “Keep that feeling.”

“I keep it all.”

“That is the problem.”

BODY EYES // OPEN BY REFLEX
BREATH // NONE
LIVING ACTION // NONE


The self wipe struck the six new seals, and all of them held.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Ten heartbeats forced. One hundred forty-four Host voices spent. Six contested states retained through Crown Partition II.

LEVEL // 55 + 1 -> 56 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 49 | Vitality 53 | Agility 32 | Focus 38 | Will 40 | Grace 33

HP 239/586 | MP 254/447 | Stamina 291/450

Crown Partition II // acquired | 36 MP Contested states // 6

Fear 520/520 Dissonance 759 Active Voices // 531/3,078

Body eyes // open by reflex Breath // none Living action // none ```

The eyes stayed open while the lungs stayed still.

In the body menu, Damaris's sealed soul file reached its last self-thread seam. Mind came online behind a screen where no living action could cross yet.

Two selves saw the same one-HP shell, though the body did not blink as the last choice screen lit.


Chapter 33 — Damaris Fought the Body From Inside

Damaris became conscious in the last choice screen, where two self-directed inputs fought over a one-HP shell without enacting a single living action. The body did not move, its lungs took no breath, and no voice crossed Closed Crown.

DAMARIS PIKE // CONSCIOUSNESS ONLINE
VESSEL IMPRINT // CONSCIOUSNESS ACTIVE
LIVING BODY ACTION // NONE
SHARED BODY HP // 1/430


Trevor saw the choice screen through Crown Partition II. It resembled six transparent menus intersecting at hopeless angles rather than a room, and neither woman possessed a usable body within it.

Damaris's soul file had no mouth, and the hostile trace had no hands, but both could still select.

Mind was real in the menu, but no live woman could move the shell yet. He kept the language exact because the lie he wanted most stood one heartbeat away.

The real trace acted first. She lengthened the legs toward her old range, brought her back face, shifted all six wing roots, and reopened Main Choir claim through the sanctioned form map.

The unfinished shell changed beneath its staring eyes. Cheekbones sharpened, the scar faded, and muscle left the shoulders for a taller frame built around a spear he had never seen.

The trace chose a gold mouth and voice pattern, though no air crossed either.

Petra spread the exit, and the real soul chose LEAVE. His chain refused her choice before the form could enact it.

“That answer is clear,” Petra said.

“The shell is not.”

“The person inside it is.”

“She is a trace.”

“Convenient noun.”

He watched the menu. “True noun.”

The black route stayed open, a clear door to self-determination, while his chain stayed shut.

Damaris's input struck each altered field. It brought back the scars, flail grip, and Iron Justiciar core, then kept her death memory.

The face came back toward hers—not the kinder forge version or the polished Divine reading, but the features she had carried into death. The line beside her mouth deepened where his stupidity had often put it; an old break went back to her nose. The scar Heaven called cosmetic harm crossed the brow again.

Strong hands adjusted around an absent flail. Shoulders broadened to absorb its recoil.

The claim field changed to none. His heart struck harder than the body command.

Damaris was neither speaking to him nor reaching for him. She was choosing herself where he could watch, through menu selections that stayed conscious without turning live body actions. He entered Crown Partition II.

BODY SHAPE // DAMARIS CONTINUITY RANGE
MEMORY // COMPLETE INCLUDING DEATH
CLASS // IRON JUSTICIAR
OWNER // TREVOR DWYER


Damaris refused the last line.

OWNER // NONE


Trevor chose his name again.

OWNER // TREVOR DWYER


The values switched faster. Neither claimant gave way.

NONE
TREVOR DWYER


Red and white strobed across the cradle. Each flip pulled on his Crown: NONE hooked beneath his sternum, while his own name brought relief. He doubted that relief less than he should have, since claim had already trained his conscience to mistake control for safety.

Naomi moved around the cradle to face him. “She is answering.”

“She is contesting an install field.”

“Because you do not want the answer to count.”

“A choice is not a living verdict.”

“Then stop treating yours as one.”

Trevor chose his name again.

NONE
TREVOR DWYER


The hostile trace picked Main Choir. All three claims struck the same one-HP body until its shared bar crossed zero.

The Divine heart seized without closing the eyes. Each muscle locked while six states fought over which death held: Damaris's recalled wipe, the trace's shift, or the body's present loss.

Naomi caught the fatal edge without selecting an owner. Healing spread across both palms with equal pressure on each side of the heart. No command, thanks reflex, or owner choice entered her spell.

Trevor could have called that proof his healer had kept the shell for his girlfriend.

Adina wrote the truer version first.

NAOMI TALBOT // PREVENTED THREE PEOPLE FROM BECOMING ONE CORPSE


Trevor allowed the line to stand.

SHARED BODY HP // 0/430, DEATH PAUSED


Eighteen harm crossed the falling link.

HP -18


His HP fell to 221/586.

Petra opened the trace's exit once more, and the real soul reached toward it through the menu until Trevor stopped her with the chain. Damaris used the opening to strike his claim line from the opposite side.

Not speech or a hidden voice. A hostile no.

It hit hard enough to shake his class. For one frame, Closed Crown showed the wound Damaris had left before death: a fracture shaped just like no. He could repair it by deleting the corresponding memory hash. He did not. He wanted Damaris whole, and he wanted her owned, though those desires did not become compatible just because both belonged to him.

OWNER // NONE


Trevor spent twenty-three MP forcing his value back into the locked field.

MP -23


His MP fell to 231/447. He spent one more twenty-three Stamina holding body, class, soul, heartbeat, trace, and owner apart while the menu tried to merge them.

STAMINA -23


His Stamina fell to 268/450.

The forge offered compromises.

OWNER-RESPONSIVE GRATITUDE


Damaris chose no before the highlight finished forming.

PAIN FILTER


She chose no again.

MEMORY OF DEATH // SOFTEN


Again, she chose no.

IRON JUSTICIAR ANGER // REDUCE


She hit no hard enough to crack the menu.

AFFECTION FOR CLAIMANT // PRESERVE


Damaris chose yes. The clean green flash hit Trevor harder than any wound. He stopped breathing, but the next field lit before he could turn yes into pardon.

OBEDIENCE TO CLAIMANT // ADD


She chose no without a pause.

DESIRE FOR CLAIMANT // PRESERVE


She chose yes.

ANGER AT CLAIMANT // PRESERVE


She chose yes to that too.

MEMORY OF CLAIMANT RESPONSIBILITY // PRESERVE


She chose the whole memory.

Love, desire, blame, and refusal entered four split seals. When the forge tried merging them into DEVOTION, Damaris broke the word.

Trevor did not restore it. He wanted her desire to survive because it was hers. He wanted her refusal intact since conquering a woman stripped of fight would prove nothing. His restraint kept her self-thread while serving the appetite that made claim matter, which was not kindness in any honest language. He let Damaris select her scars, and she kept them. She chose the complete memory set, keeping his order, her interception, the closed share link, death, bodily wipe, locked darkness, and each forge choice.

Iron Justiciar stayed because she refused each holy substitute.

She accepted the stronger Divine form with its braced bones, six wing roots, and judgment heart. Her height settled at its real measure, while new strength aligned beneath scars she chose rather than wiped.

Damaris accepted upgrade wherever it served her and refused each fix designed to serve Trevor, making the gap legible even within a stolen form.

The real trace refused Damaris's choice and pulled toward Petra's exit. Her self-shape showed up beside Damaris for one frame—not an evil face or fake. A damned woman whose body Trevor seized before learning her name.

Petra saw her clearly. “She is still there.”

“I know.”

“Knowing is not freeing.”

“I know that too.”

He strengthened the chain, keeping the captive just since he knew what freedom would require. His path through return stayed as ugly as each planned choice used to walk it.

The claim field lit last.

SUBJECT SELECTION // NONE
CLAIMANT SELECTION // TREVOR DWYER
CONSENT MATCH // 0%


Trevor could release the claim layer. His hand hovered while the Crown showed two forecasts.

In one future, he freed Damaris, who woke, saw him, and might select an exit; odds blurred because the choice belonged to her. In the other, he held the claim, and she woke in his Host with her memory, anger, desire, and judgment intact.

The forecast called that certainty, as though a prediction could launder captivity into prudence. He had built his empire by choosing certainty before anyone else could choose a thing at all.

SUBJECT MAY REFUSE RETURN IF OWNER LAYER RELEASED


He locked his name into the field.

Naomi closed her eyes. Petra let the empty shell beyond the exit dissolve but kept the road itself, while Adina logged the choice without euphemism.

Junia drove her sword deeper into the owner seam.

No one present mistook the act for rescue, least of all Trevor.

Damaris struck his claim until Dissonance filled the screen. The impacts followed the same cadence she once used to test his guard.

One impact, then two, then three. He placed his palm above the motionless heart, though the form could not feel him and Damaris could not answer through it. He wanted to promise he would make the chain worth surviving. He knew how that sounded, and the absence of a promise did nothing to make the impulse less monstrous.

The body reached full self-thread match and zero owner-consent match.

DAMARIS CONTINUITY MATCH // 100%
OWNER CONSENT MATCH // 0%
VESSEL IMPRINT // HOSTILE, CHAINED
LAST BREATH COUNTDOWN // 10
CLAIMANT MAY FORCE ENTRY


In the menu, Damaris chose each part of herself except the chain around it. Trevor chose that for her, and no moral translation improved the act.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Damaris conscious inside body menu. Continuity choices self-directed. Owner choice forced by claimant. No living body action or voice has occurred.

LEVEL // 56 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 221/586 | MP 231/447 | Stamina 268/450

Fear 520/540 Dissonance 788

Damaris continuity match // 100% Owner consent match // 0% Vessel imprint // hostile, chained Living action // none

LAST BREATH COUNTDOWN // active ```

The countdown fell to nine as the forge doors buckled beneath one more High Angel strike. At eight, gold dust crossed the body's open eyes; at seven, Trevor placed one hand over the one-HP heart.

In the menu, Damaris chose OWNER // NONE once more.

Trevor issued the heartbeat command.


Chapter 34 — I Forced My Girlfriend to Respawn

Trevor issued the heartbeat command while Damaris chose OWNER // NONE in the last menu, forcing his name through her answer.

The Divine heart beat, Iron Justiciar locked into bone, and Damaris's whole soul crossed the last seam. From the sixth seal, the hostile trace freed its stored strike against death memory, heartbeat lane, and claim field simultaneously.

Crown Partition II kept all three apart.

CONTINUITY TRANSFER // COMPLETE
BODY HP // 1/430
SOUL // DAMARIS PIKE
OWNER // TREVOR DWYER


The last-breath countdown reached one as Damaris refused his claim line again. He would not release it and forced the lungs downward.

Air entered the stolen form.

Damaris inhaled.

The sound tore through the forge—wet, shallow, and dragged through lungs that had never held air beneath a throat rebuilt from memory—and it was the best sound he had ever heard.

Diagnostics flooded his Crown: oxygen exchange, heartbeat timing, soul-body latency, owner stability. The System tried to make the moment legible as a successful install. He dismissed each panel except her one HP.

She breathed again without a command; his sequence had opened the door, and her body continued on the other side. His knees almost failed. He locked them because sovereigns did not collapse beside cradles, though boyfriends who had watched someone beloved die might. He no longer knew which role made the choice.

Her chest rose. Dark eyes focused through living flesh, six dormant wing roots flexed beneath skin she had chosen, and Iron Justiciar armor formed over braced ribs she had not chosen to surrender.

Her HP stayed one, with no MP or Stamina open, but she lived anyway.

Naomi made a sound between laughter and injury. Petra's route went perfectly still, Adina snapped her pen, and Junia dropped her sword one inch.

No one touched Damaris since the last time they reached for her, no body had stayed to receive them.

DAMARIS PIKE // LIVING
HP // 1/430
MP // 0/290
STAMINA // 0/300
OWNER // TREVOR DWYER


Naomi looked at Damaris rather than Trevor. “Heal?”

Damaris tried to answer, but the first attempt became one more raw breath; on the second, she found one scraped word.

“Yes.”

It was her first living choice.

Naomi's healing prompt stayed open. He saw his claim field offer to accept on Damaris's behalf, and he crushed that route before it finished. He had already forced the choice that put her into the body. He would not fake her first answer after life. That was because he wanted the things she gave him to be real even while stealing all she withheld.

The line made him possessive rather than merciful, a connoisseur of authentic surrender instead of an advocate for freedom.

Naomi spent thirty-two MP and brought back eighty-nine HP. Green light entered the one-HP heart, stopping before the wound made by claim.

DAMARIS HP // 90/430


Damaris raised one hand beneath the forge light. Strong palm, old scar placement, new Divine bone.

Her fingers closed as if a flail chain already crossed them. She found an old callus that the forge rebuilt since she had chosen it, then pressed until the nerves answered with pain and her mouth tightened.

“Good?” Naomi asked.

Damaris studied the hand. “Mine.”

Not good or painless, just hers.

The forge registered a self-thread event.

Her gaze traveled over the sturdy frame, braced shoulders, dormant wing roots, Iron Justiciar lines, and unfamiliar Divine skin layered across the self-thread she had preserved inside the menu.

Then Damaris looked at Trevor.

Notice hurt more than any owner-field backlash.

Her pupils fixed upon his black-red halo before moving to the Crown mark above his heart, the six seals around her body, and the hand hovering near his command line. He had imagined that gaze during each sealed hour after her death. Sometimes Damaris forgave him before speaking, and sometimes she tried to kill him. He had never imagined the unbearable precision of her simply seeing it all.

Memory came back in the order it occurred: his command before the Ruler Core strike, her interception, the share link she closed, the impact, death, and bodily wipe beyond plain return.

Then came the sealed dark within his Crown and each word spoken around her file.

She recalled the forge: Trevor rejecting docile fakes, keeping her anger, denying the soul's exit, and forcing his claim line over Damaris's repeated refusal. Nothing softened as the memories struck her new flesh in bodily sequence.

Her shoulders jerked at the old command. Her heart skipped when she relived intercepting the strike, while the share-link wound flashed red where she had closed it.

At bodily wipe, each muscle locked. The sealed dark stole her breath long enough to make Naomi's healing flare.

Damaris recalled his grief and his win, and neither canceled the other.

“You bound me before I could refuse,” she said. He had prepared explanations, though none survived her voice.

“Yes.”

The admission carried no defense. He wanted to mention the obedience filters he had refused and claim credit for keeping her anger, death memory, and ability to hate him well.

Wanting credit disgusted him enough to keep silent, but it did not make him release her.

Damaris looked toward Petra's black route.

The real trace stayed chained within the sixth seal of the body they now filled together. Its last strike pressed against the walls, and the exit still waited.

“And her,” Damaris said.

“Yes.”

“She tried to leave.”

“Yes.”

“You stopped her.”

“Yes.”

Naomi's green ward tightened around Damaris's heart. Petra kept the route open, Adina left CONQUEST above the forge, and Junia aimed her sword at his claim line.

No one improved the answer for him.

Damaris drew one more breath. “Did you know her name?”

He glanced toward the hostile seal. “No.”

“Did you ask?”

“No.”

Petra's exit darkened around the edges while Damaris nodded once, receiving an expected answer and hating it despite expectation.

“Then she stays in the verdict.”

He did not know which verdict she meant, and that uncertainty was the first thing Damaris owned that his Crown could not gear.

The Self-thread Tooth rose from Junia's hand and entered Damaris's new black-red halo.

It read her soul while gold searched for a break. Heaven compared the woman sitting in the cradle to Damaris's first System file, Inquisitor oaths, tainted class table, moment of death, and each sealed memory hash afterward.

Clashes multiplied. She had loved Trevor and opposed him, obeyed the last order and closed the share link, died in one body and accepted strength in one more.

Before death she had possessed no owner; after return, his name marked her body at zero consent.

Heaven expected clash to prove corruption.

The tooth found self-thread instead: memory before death, memory of death, memory after bodily wipe, self crossing a swapped body, and choice kept everywhere except claim.

CONTINUITY // VERIFIED
RETURN CLASS // JUDGMENT
CLASS EVOLUTION AVAILABLE


Iron Justiciar changed without turning sanctioned. Red-black armor climbed Damaris's body in plates built around judgment rather than Choir rank, keeping the stronger Divine frame and each scar she had chosen.

Six wing sockets stayed dormant beneath the back plate, carrying potential without a holy permission path.

Her halo formed last. It was not his Crown, but a broken iron ring with one red tooth missing from the circle.

DAMARIS PIKE
LEVEL 37 — RED THRONE JUSTICIAR
IRON VERDICT // RETAINED
PRIVATE VERDICT // RETAINED
MUTINY BEAT // LOCKED UNTIL FIRST DUAL-TARGET HIT
WITNESS AUTHORITY // PENDING LIVING CONTINUITY PROOF


The completed return pushed Trevor over his next threshold. Ordeal came from return rather than claim, though the System tried to grant an owner bonus.

Damaris's new class refused it before he could decide whether to keep it.

Level 57 opened through his Crown. Top bars rose without restoring current HP, MP, or Stamina.

The six contested states stayed, as did both live women: Damaris brought back and the unnamed soul chained. He lifted the flail he had carried since Damaris died. The grip had worn toward his smaller hand, battle blood darkened the links, and one side of the head bore a dent from the forge carrier. The opposite face still carried the old nick she used to align judgment strikes. He had called it his weapon while she was dead, though the claim felt smaller now that Damaris could hear him. He offered the handle.

“This is not a gift,” she said.

“No.”

“It was mine.”

“Yes.”

Damaris took the flail because it belonged to her, not because he had offered it.

The System attempted to display a transfer.

PROPERTY RETURN // OWNER TO SUBJECT


She struck the prompt with her thumb until the words changed.

POSSESSION ENDED // WRONG HOLDER RELEASED ITEM


Trevor let the fix stand.

The weapon fitted her new hands perfectly, recognizing what its wrong holder had not.

WEAPON FIT // PERFECT


When her zero Stamina failed to hold the full weight, the flail head struck the forge floor, but Damaris did not release it.

Trevor reached toward the chain. Her eyes caught his hand, and he stopped.

“May I?”

The question looked strange on his screen.

Damaris weighed him long enough for the High Angel to hit the outer wall again.

“The chain,” she said. “Not me.”

He lifted the middle links while Damaris kept the handle. Together, they removed enough weight from her new arms to keep her upright.

It was not pardon; it was just the first thing they carried after her return. He felt the claim field around her and could have made the act feel affectionate, could have rewarded each muscle for taking his help until dependence resembled desire. He left APPETITE closed, not because using it offended him, but since Damaris's hatred, desire, and willing choices were treasures just because his Crown could not manufacture their value. He would corrupt strangers for amusement; he wanted her real enough to conquer.

Naomi stepped closer. “Heal the muscles next?”

Damaris nodded once.

That made one more living choice.

The System knew the return.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Return complete.

TREVOR DWYER // Level 56 + 1 -> 57 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 50 | Vitality 54 | Agility 33 | Focus 38 | Will 41 | Grace 34 HP 221/594 | MP 231/453 | Stamina 268/456

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 29 + 8 -> 37 — Red Throne Justiciar ATTRIBUTES // Might 40 | Vitality 38 | Agility 22 | Focus 24 | Will 35 | Grace 22 HP 90/430 | MP 0/290 | Stamina 0/300 | Soul Resistance 82

Continuity // verified Death memory // retained Forge choices // retained Owner // Trevor Dwyer Vessel imprint // chained

Mutiny Beat // locked until dual-target hit ```

Damaris raised the flail again, and though her arms shook, her gaze stayed level. She looked at Trevor with each reason to hate him and each recalled reason desire had survived, then tried to stand.


Chapter 35 — She Broke My Nose and My Claim Field

Damaris stood on her third attempt. The first failed because her new legs had zero Stamina; on the second, she refused Naomi's hand and learned the body's weight incorrectly.

For the third, Damaris planted her flail head against the forge floor, braced herself with the chain, and rose beneath her own power.

Once upright, she pointed the weapon at Trevor.

Her empty Stamina could not pay for the motion. The flail head stayed on the floor while each link lifted until the handle aimed at his throat.

She leaned into the chain and used anger where her new balance failed. He felt each tremor through the claim field. His Crown offered to steady her, but he left the support dark.

“Release me,” she said.

Closed Crown tightened around the claim layer. He could order Damaris to lower the weapon, but he wanted what came next too badly to poison it with uncertainty. He opened the control.

VERIFIED UNLINKED STATE
OWNER COMMANDS // DISABLED
HOST SUPPORT // DISABLED
SHARED SENSATION // DISABLED
EXIT CONTROL // DAMARIS PIKE
DURATION // UNTIL SUBJECT ENDS STATE


The Red Covenant mark went dark.

Damaris felt its absence and swayed. No Host line caught her, no shared feeling told Trevor which muscle would fail, and no owner diagnostic translated her pain into a thing he could manage.

For the first time since breathing, she stood outside him, and Trevor hated the silence enough to know the state was real.

Her shoulders dropped by one fraction. Then she crossed the distance and broke his nose with her forehead.

The headbutt landed clean, and blood covered his mouth as the strike dealt eight HP, breaking the same nose Damaris once accused the forge of making too pretty.

TREVOR HP // 213/594


The System offered an instant cosmetic repair.

Trevor declined since she had earned the proof.

Damaris caught his armor before he fell, pulled his face down, and kissed him.

She kissed him neither gently nor gratefully; her mouth tasted of forge air, raid tonic. The first blood his resurrected girlfriend had drawn from him.

The headbutt answered his binding. The kiss answered desire that had survived his order, her death, locked darkness, the stolen form, and each choice he made while she could not stop him.

They were split answers, which saved the kiss. If desire wiped the headbutt, it became submission; if anger wiped the kiss, it became one more edit.

Damaris kept both answers, refusing to let either simplify the other. He held his hands open at his sides until she bit his lower lip, seized both wrists, and dragged his palms onto her waist.

Only after she placed his hands did he touch her.

“This forgives nothing,” she said against his mouth.

“Good.”

“You killed me.”

“Yes.”

“You stole a woman and built me in her body.”

“Yes.”

Her grip tightened in his hair. “You still want me to choose you.”

“Yes.”

Damaris kissed him again because she wanted to, not because his answers deserved a thing.

The forge wall burst.

A recall knight crossed the breach carrying Main Choir chains, and its weapon marked Damaris's body before either of them turned.

FORGED VESSEL DETECTED
RECALL AUTHORITY // CENTRAL CHOIR
CURRENT OWNER // NONE DURING VERIFIED UNLINKED STATE


The knight struck, and Damaris shoved Trevor aside before catching its chain around her flail. The block exceeded her empty Stamina, so she drank a raid tonic with her free hand.

DAMARIS MP +30
DAMARIS STAMINA +60


Naomi reached the platform. “Heal?”

“Yes.”

One word sufficed, with no speech about permission following it, and green light brought back eighty-nine HP.

DAMARIS HP // 179/430


Damaris moved through a Divine form that possessed more strength than the one Heaven wiped, though she knew none of its balance and all of Iron Justiciar's timing. Her first step cracked the floor, while the second almost carried her past the knight.

She fixed with the flail chain.

Petra cut a route around the recall hook. Adina marked the foe's claim root, and Junia guarded the unlinked field from Trevor rather than entering it. He could not support Damaris through Host Formation, which was the entire point.

The recall knight projected a cleared Damaris over her live body: polished armor, healed scars, kneeling posture, and vacant eyes.

VESSEL RESTORATION PREVIEW


Damaris spat blood across the image. “I just got this one dirty.”

She found two targets.

The foe came first, his dormant claim mark second.

Damaris swung once. Her flail struck the knight's chest for fifty-two thousand harm. Then The chain continued through the same frame and wrapped the dark Covenant mark floating outside her unlinked state.

DUAL-TARGET HIT // VALID
ENEMY DAMAGE // 52,000
TREVOR OWNER FIELD // -12% INTEGRITY


The mark cracked, and Damaris smiled without a grain of approval in it.

The Self-thread Tooth turned in her broken halo.

MUTINY BEAT // UNLOCKED
COST // 28 MP
EFFECT // SUSPEND ONE TREVOR ORDER FOR ONE BEAT
COOLDOWN // 75 SECONDS


The recall knight locked each captured lane in the forge.

Trevor gave the needed command. “ALL HOST—hold.”

Damaris spent twenty-eight MP.

MUTINY BEAT


His order ceased to exist for one frame, leaving each lane motionless. The knight's recall strike needed his stable Host shape as a target. The missing beat left it aiming at a command that was no longer there.

Damaris drove her flail into the open chest; the knight died, and its chains fell around her without closing.

She stood over the wreck with new lungs dragging air and a flail buried in sanctioned armor. The depleted body trembled, but her smile stayed. He had loved her certainty before death, and the resurrected version was more deadly because it included proof that Heaven could be wrong about what death ended.

Her first living kill proved self-thread through timing, judgment, changed flesh, and new choice without a claim command behind the strike.

LIVING CONTINUITY PROOF // PASSED
RETURNED JUDGMENT AUTHORITY // STABILIZING


Damaris checked the broken mark. “Handy skill.”

Trevor reset his nose with two fingers. “Abusive girlfriend.”

“You put a collar on me before I had lungs.”

“Strong opening argument.”

She walked toward him while Proved Unlinked State stayed active.

The forge rest room had survived behind the cradle. Petra checked its only door, Naomi used the captured return field, and all three women left with Junia.

Damaris entered first, he followed, and she locked the door behind them.

Neither moved for three breaths. The room held a narrow cot, one rest wall, and a mirror that Damaris at once turned toward stone.

“Not ready?” he asked.

“Not interested in watching the shell decide whether it looks like me.”

“It does.”

“You do not get to certify that.”

The answer hurt, but he nodded, and Damaris studied the motion as if searching for a hidden command. There was none.

“No Crown,” she said. “No shared feeling. The door stays mine.”

He handed her the control key, which was the only spoken boundary they needed.

Damaris pulled him close by the front of his armor and made it all else bodily.

Her hands stripped black-red plates from his narrow waist, hard and planned, while Trevor loosened the buckles beneath her Iron Justiciar armor. Warm Divine skin emerged beneath his knuckles, stronger than before and unmistakably filled by a woman who recalled each place he was vulnerable.

Anger stayed in her grip while relief shook through his breath, and Damaris used both.

She pushed him against the rest wall, kissed the blood from his mouth, and guided his hands over her waist and ribs until she found the pressure she wanted. When his six wing roots flared against stone, Damaris caught the smaller lower pair and pulled. He gasped hard enough to sound startled by his own body.

“No System,” she said.

“Terrible review feature.”

“No jokes about claim.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“That one can stay.”

Her laugh broke on the next breath and became a rougher sound when he kissed the scar beneath her collar. He had heard her first living word hours ago; this was the first pleasure escaping without a verdict attached.

The sound struck him harder than her fist. Trevor hid his face against her shoulder before she could see what it did to him.

Damaris saw anyway. Her fingers gentled in his hair for one stroke before closing to draw his mouth back to hers.

She kissed him until his wings trembled, then turned them toward the cot without releasing the key. Armor landed across the floor in silver and black-red pieces. He knelt between her knees since Damaris pushed him there. She threaded one hand through his hair, used the other to brace her unfamiliar body, and told him what the new nerves liked through pressure, breath, and the small movements she chose rather than instructions from any screen. He learned eagerly, following the woman rather than a screen.

When her legs shook around him, he looked up and found Damaris watching—not the ceiling, not a System prompt, but him. Anger still lived in her face, braided with desire and the astonishment of feeling pleasure through flesh Heaven had never meant her to own.

She pulled him upward before the feeling could become reverence.

“My turn,” Damaris said. His pretty angel body had become more sensitive with each celestial evolution, a fact Damaris exploited with ruthless memory. She rolled him beneath her, pinned both wrists, and used her mouth, thighs, and strong new hands until his careful control melted into helpless noise.

No Crown shared the pleasure, no link translated it, and no command chose the rhythm.

She kept the door key within reach while she moved over him, setting a pace her restored muscles could sustain. He held her hips only after she placed his hands there.

Their bodies found the changed fit through trial, laughter, a hiss when one scar pulled. The impatient fix of two people too hungry for gentleness to become caution.

Pleasure built without smoothing a thing between them. Damaris came first with his name bitten into a curse, holding his gaze while she shook around the choice. He followed beneath her, each wing spread against the cot and nothing in his Crown able to claim credit.

For several breaths, she stayed above him with one hand on his throat and the other resting over her new heart.

The pulse belonged to her, as did the choice to remain.

Death had not made them gentle. It made each chosen touch feel stolen back from Heaven and, in his case, withheld from the control he trusted more than goodness.

Damaris at last lay across him, one dormant wing root beneath his palm and the flail within reach of hers.

“Do you regret it?” she asked. He knew which act she might mean: the fatal order, the stolen shell, his forced claim, or bringing her into one more war.

“Which one?”

“Good answer,” Damaris said. “Cowardly answer.”

“Also true.”

She did not ask again, and he did not offer a cleaner confession than he had.

The return field filled both sets of bars while they held each other.

RECOVERY COMPLETE
TREVOR // HP 594/594 | MP 453/453 | STAMINA 456/456
DAMARIS // HP 430/430 | MP 290/290 | STAMINA 300/300


The warning siren began before either could mistake rest for peace.

Damaris rested her forehead against his fixed nose. “I am not forgiving you.”

“I heard.”

“I am not surrendering this body.”

“Also heard.”

“I need your array until I can break both claims.”

His smile touched hers. “That sounds like choosing my side.”

“It sounds like Heaven is stealing what I just finished using.”

“Mine—”

Her fingers tightened around his lower wing. He improved the sentence. “Yours.”

Damaris freed him and opened the door herself, retaining control of the exit to the last second.

At the threshold, she ended Proved Unlinked State and reentered the Host for one declared purpose: surviving long enough to break both owner claims.

The Red Covenant mark came back cracked, unforgiven, and tactically accepted.

RECALL ALL FORGED BODIES


```system-panel SYSTEM // Continuity combat check passed. Verified Unlinked State used. Damaris damaged enemy and owner field in one frame. Mutiny Beat acquired.

TREVOR DWYER // Level 57 HP 594/594 | MP 453/453 | Stamina 456/456

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 Red Throne Justiciar HP 430/430 | MP 290/290 | Stamina 300/300 Mutiny Beat // 28 MP | 1 beat | 75 sec cooldown Owner field // restored after Damaris ended unlinked state

RECALL ALL FORGED BODIES // ACTIVE ```

The forge gate opened as Main Choir called each body home, and Damaris's feet left the floor.


Chapter 36 — Heaven Tried to Recall My Property

Heaven pulled Damaris toward the forge gate, and Trevor ordered her body to remain.

Both commands struck the same stolen flesh and demanded mutually exclusive obedience.

RECALL ALL FORGED BODIES // 3 BEATS
PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
CONQUEST OWNER // TREVOR DWYER
CONTINUOUS PERSON // DAMARIS PIKE


Three claims fought over one body that none of them could honestly call uncomplicated property.

The Divine shell lifted six feet above the floor. Damaris hung between gold recall chains and black-red Crown lines while her flail dragged sparks beneath her.

Her back arched as six dormant wing roots answered Heaven. Gold feathers pushed halfway through new skin, then withdrew when his claim dragged them black-red.

The body did not know which owner held permission to hurt it. Damaris did; she wrapped the flail chain around one wrist and pulled against both. He opened Host Formation II, locking six command groups onto body, soul, class, heartbeat, claim, and hostile trace.

“Remain,” he ordered.

The form stopped moving toward Heaven.

Her jaw closed around a cry. His command had not changed her will; it seized each owned muscle and made stillness compulsory while her mind kept pushing toward escape. He felt the line through Closed Crown.

Her will fought him while she obeyed, and the clash made the control exquisite. He enjoyed one full beat of her fury because it proved he had not needed to erase the woman to conquer her muscles.

Then the cost struck each layer.

TREVOR HP -140
DAMARIS HP -90


Trevor fell to 454/594 HP, while Damaris dropped to 340/430.

The first recall beat ended before the pleasure could become distraction.

RECALL // 2 BEATS


Main Choir pulled harder. The chained trace knew its real owner and struck his seal from inside, while Iron Justiciar struck the gold class recall.

Damaris fought both claims with the one weapon neither owner could duplicate: continued self.

The hostile trace assaulted his chain using patterns Petra had learned to recognize.

“She is not helping Heaven,” Petra said. He held the seal. “She is attacking the open jailer.”

“Which one?”

Gold and black-red tightened around the same body.

She answered herself before he could. “Both.”

He kept the six lanes locked.

TREVOR HP -140
DAMARIS HP -90


His HP fell to 314/594, and hers dropped to 250/430.

Holding the formation cost twenty-eight MP and forty-seven Stamina.

TREVOR MP -28
TREVOR STAMINA -47


The hold spent enough to leave him at 425/453 MP and 409/456 Stamina.

Damaris spent eighty-two Stamina fighting the pull without permitting Host support into her muscles.

DAMARIS STAMINA -82


Her Stamina fell to 218/300.

The Level 58 preview opened over Trevor.

UNISON FIELD I
BIND SIX COMMAND LANES TO ONE DAMAGE FRAME
SIXFOLD EXECUTION
REPEAT HIGHEST LANDED HIT ACROSS SIX OWNED LANES
UNLOCK // BREAK PRIME-OWNER RECALL WITH A CONTESTED UNIT


The need demanded the wipe be broken, while the skill needed to break it stayed behind the need.

Heaven had built one more circular lock, so Trevor naturally meant to cheat.

“Of course you do,” Damaris forced through clenched teeth. Her voice stayed hers even while his order held the lungs still between words.

“You liked that about me.”

“I liked hitting you for it.”

“Related activities.”

Naomi placed each green ward around Damaris's one-HP floor.

“Not the claim field,” Damaris said.

“Not touching it.”

Healing formed a hollow shell around the last hit point. Naomi could prevent death, but claim fire filled each cell and blocked return.

“I can keep you here,” Naomi said. “I cannot make it hurt less.”

“Here is enough.”

Her expression broke for an instant.

Then the healer held through it all the owner fire did to her ward.

Petra opened a road along the gold recall chain. Adina wrote two truths across the air while Heaven attempted to collapse them.

FORGED HERE // TRUE
OWNED HERE // CONTESTED


Junia placed her one-percent seam between both crowns.

The last recall beat began.

RECALL // 1 BEAT


Main Choir stopped treating Damaris as a body that needed pulling. It treated each cell as forge gear, and gold claim ignited in her.

The last surge dealt two hundred forty-nine harm.

Damaris screamed—not like her first breath or a System sound, but as a live woman burning inside flesh claimed by two powers calling themselves Heaven and Trevor.

Each member of the Host heard her through the contested field. Fear rose, followed by fight.

DAMARIS HP -249


Naomi held Damaris at one HP while the gold fire tried to turn life into repossession.

The same surge crossed six claim lanes and dealt Trevor one hundred forty harm.

TREVOR HP -140


His HP fell to 174/594.

Damaris had one HP, enough MP for two choices, and one self-owned beat. Mutiny Beat came off cooldown.

Trevor saw the icon. Main Choir saw it too.

Neither claimant could target the skill since it belonged to the contested person between them.

Damaris spent twenty-eight MP.

MUTINY BEAT
DAMARIS MP -28


Her MP fell to 262/290. His REMAIN command stopped for one frame, allowing the body to move toward Heaven.

Trevor felt his order fail inside the array he had designed to make loss hopeless.

Damaris chose the angle from inside his array, which made the strike more deadly than a thing external. She knew the tension of each lane, the point where Trevor gripped hardest, and the route his pride labeled hopeless to lose.

She sent forced movement through Petra's road.

The recall chain crossed the hostile trace, Iron Justiciar, Main Choir's root, and his cracked Covenant claim. One stolen frame turned Heaven's command into a strike upon each owner frame touching Damaris.

MUTINY ANGLE // VALID
HIGHEST LANDED HIT // PRIME OWNER RECALL


The Level 58 need accepted the exploit without crediting Trevor alone.

REQUIREMENT CLEAR // CONTESTED UNIT STOLE VALID FRAME


His win alert carried Damaris's refusal within it, and Trevor reached Level 58 on an achievement he could never claim alone.

The two lower blade-wing seeds tore open to full span, and six black-red wings filled the forge. He lost one inch of height as the same princess-pretty face became more doll-fine and more deadly inside armor darkening around his narrow waist.

Lavender eyes burned behind red inner rings.

The morph did not alter his self. He stayed a nineteen-year-old man in the same whole petite female angel body, now built around six full wings and a Crown Heaven wanted to seize.

The forge attempted to call his new body a queen, Trevor changed the title field to king. The System compromised by deleting the noun and adding ominous lighting. His lower wings opened like paired blades. The upper four recalled flight, while all six recalled win.

Top bars rose without restoring harm or spent resources.

Unison Field I opened, and he spent thirty MP.

TREVOR MP -30


His MP fell to 395/459.

Six contested lanes bound themselves to Damaris's chosen frame. Sixfold Execution followed at a cost of forty-four MP and thirty-six Stamina.

TREVOR MP -44
TREVOR STAMINA -36


His last bars fell to 351/459 MP and 373/463 Stamina.

Trevor fired the execution through the angle she had stolen. Damaris met his gaze across the array. He did not thank her, and she granted no permission. They used one stolen beat for opposing reasons and made the strike larger than either purpose.

The highest hit repeated across six targets: prime recall, hostile trace seal, sanctioned class ash, Main Choir root, Red Covenant claim, and forge gate.

Six wounds came together and tore claim apart along each contested seam.

The forge gate rang, and Main Choir's root recoiled first. Gold claim code peeled from Damaris's body in strips.

The hostile trace drove its stored strike through his seal, cracking the chain without opening it. His Covenant mark split down one side, and the harm crossed his chest like a blade. He held on because relinquishing a captive had never become one of his virtues.

Prime recall broke. Gold chains snapped away, Iron Justiciar stayed installed, and the captive trace stayed partitioned.

Main Choir lost active control while his claim field survived cracked rather than whole. Damaris fell, and he moved, but Naomi was faster.

That mattered. His first instinct had been to catch what he owned. Naomi had chosen the place before the fall so she could catch a person at one HP.

The Self-thread Tooth turned inside Damaris's halo. She had come back, recalled bodily wipe, acted while living, and struck both Heaven and the claimant's field.

The missing right used at last.

The forge had called its slot vacant since the invasion began. Now Damaris's name filled it—not his and not Main Choir's.

Witness right belonged to the woman both claimants had failed to reduce to a body, asset, or tame conclusion.

RETURNED JUDGMENT WITNESS // ACTIVE


Damaris opened her eyes from Naomi's arms.

“Still not yours,” she told both crowns.

```system-panel SYSTEM // RECALL ALL FORGED BODIES failed. Trevor forced the body to remain. Damaris stole one beat and turned the recall into Sixfold Execution.

TREVOR DWYER // Level 57 + 1 -> 58 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 50 | Vitality 55 | Agility 33 | Focus 39 | Will 41 | Grace 34 HP 174/602 | MP 351/459 | Stamina 373/463

Unison Field I // 30 MP Sixfold Execution // 44 MP + 36 Stamina Full six wings // acquired

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 — Red Throne Justiciar HP 1/430 | MP 262/290 | Stamina 218/300 Owner field // Trevor Dwyer, cracked Mutiny Beat // active cooldown

RETURNED JUDGMENT WITNESS // ACTIVE ```

The forge gate split open, and beyond it, the Sanctioned High Angel's true office unfolded into a fort with sixty million HP.

Damaris pushed away from Naomi and placed one shaking hand on her flail. Her combat slot lit without restoring the array they used before death.

Naomi still held the one-HP floor, Petra guarded the trace's exit. Adina carried the file of win, and Junia kept one percent beyond full claim.

Damaris entered as a returned judge within a cracked Host, not as the old tank assigned to protect Trevor from his worst choices.

Heaven's second health bar had come, and Damaris was alive to hit it.


Chapter 37 — The Final Boss Returned With Sixty Million HP

The Sanctioned High Angel came back as a sixty-million-HP fort, and its first shot aimed past Trevor, through the open gate, and directly at his city.

The carrier heart held one last checkpoint charge. Each living participant got a split acceptance prompt, without Crown confirmation or party-leader permission, and the fort prepared one more volley while they chose. He watched Damaris select with her own hand. Naomi accepted next, Petra read the exit clause twice, and Adina copied it.

Junia spent her one-percent beat checking for an owner transfer hidden in the refill.

Only after the last free choice did the charge fire.

FINAL CHECKPOINT
TREVOR // HP 602/602 | MP 459/459 | STAMINA 463/463
DAMARIS // HP 430/430 | MP 290/290 | STAMINA 300/300
CHARGE // CONSUMED


Naomi brought back the left live Host bars before the ship heart burned out.

No refill waited behind the last boss, which made each brought back point a finite war reserve.

Checkpoint heat filled Trevor from wing roots to cracked claim field, cutting forty-one injuries at once. The ache across his six new wings stayed because the System classified it as acclimation rather than harm.

Damaris's one HP became 430, and she inhaled when strength went back to her legs. This breath sounded plain, which made Trevor treasure it more than the first.

The fort unfolded beyond the gate. It had used the High Angel's dead form as a seed, stretching its face across the main halo and replacing both eyes with creator-key cannons.

Ribs spread into siege balconies, while six tower-wings spun around the surviving office like blades around an execution block. Gold flecks in the armor held each bound soul from the first wall.

The boss did not wear Heaven; Heaven wore the boss.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // TRUE FORM
HP // 60,000,000
CITY TARGETING // ACTIVE
RETURNED WITNESS // REQUIRED FOR FINAL PHASE


The last line uncensored itself when Damaris stepped forward and the fort knew its missing part.

The fort had needed her alive, not just as a forge key but as a raid part.

She read the need. “It knew I would return.”

“It knew I could bring you back.”

“Those are different claims.”

Trevor studied the exposed line. The fort had opened the forge, supplied a path toward a shell, kept Damaris's death file, and waited for a returned witness.

For the first time, his success resembled the completion of someone else's recipe rather than a theft Heaven had failed to anticipate. He treated that as proof his return plan had worked. Adina saw the succession label flickering beneath and logged it before Heaven could censor the word. He assigned Damaris one Host lane without making it safe from his commands. The cracked claim field stayed around Red Throne Justiciar, leaving Mutiny Beat as the single tool capable of stopping one order for one beat.

Her new lane did not occupy the old combat slot or restore the comforting shape they had lost.

Before death, Damaris had stood between Trevor and the costs of his commands. Now she ran beside the command spine, close enough to strike the order itself. He had resurrected his tank and got an internal veto carrying a flail, which felt both inefficient and unmistakably correct.

The System called that inefficient; he called it Damaris.

She felt the lane settle. “One command I hate, and I break it.”

“You have the skill.”

“I have a flail.”

“Also persuasive.”

Naomi kept healer priority outside built-in orders, Petra opened an escape he could not see, and Adina logged each change to Damaris's lane. Junia kept her one-percent self-claim.

The party did not return to its old formation since the tactics learned during Damaris's death stayed.

Naomi healed through free triage marks instead of the tank lane. Petra left an exit behind each command group, Adina copied his orders before he could revise them, and Junia stayed a white portrait outside full right.

Damaris stepped into the cracked sixth lane without anyone moving to make room. They had already built around her absence, so she joined the array that was real now.

The first fort shell went into the gate, wide enough to swallow the street below. He felt Cathedral City through thousands of claim marks. People stared upward, children was gone beneath stone arches, and Host units waited because he had trained waiting into them. He sent the seized wall bodies into the shell's path.

The blast destroyed them and still crossed his claim link. Blank bodies turned white outlines before disappearing, and each lost Crown slot screamed in his head. He had used the seized bodies just as meant, which did not make their destruction less planned.

Damaris heard the loss through her lane. “You could have moved the city target.”

“Not in time.”

“You could have let it hit stone.”

“The people beneath that stone are mine.”

“There it is.”

She did not ask what the bodies had once been, since his answer had already told her what they were now.

TREVOR HP -91


His HP fell to 511/602.

Damaris crossed the blast edge for thirty-eight harm.

DAMARIS HP -38


Her HP fell to 392/430.

Five more shells chose Cathedral City. The battle map split into Naomi's clinic, Petra's route cellar, Adina's file house, Junia's unclaimed chapel, and the plaza where Damaris's memorial still stood.

The fort chose targets through his attachments. Heaven had learned that claim provided a list of where to aim.

Petra routed three shells into the first boss's corpse. Adina shifted one city coordinate by a single digit, while Junia severed the fifth weapon's sanctioned target.

Naomi kept civilians above zero when the altered shell still found a street, spending healing before the rubble finished falling.

Damaris struck the creator-key tower. He gave the order because the target mattered. She accepted the lane for the same reason rather than since his command had become tolerable.

She launched herself with six wing roots that had never flown. The first stroke rolled her sideways, and the second overcorrected, but on the third she used the flail as a counterweight and turned the stumble into a strike line. His lane tried to stabilize her, but Damaris broke the support before it touched muscle. Petra opened a black step under her boot and supplied height without granting Trevor control.

The tower spun away, dragging the exposed creator key beyond her first arc.

Damaris spent twenty-eight MP on Iron Verdict, locking the creator key into its first place.

DAMARIS MP -28


Her MP fell to 262/290.

The flail broke through the gun for three hundred twenty thousand harm, exposing five matching buildings.

Trevor cast Six-Lane Impale.

TREVOR MP -30
TREVOR STAMINA -24


He marked all six towers before Unison Field I bound six strike lanes.

TREVOR MP -30


Naomi marked the souls trapped in the towers, Petra chose turn joints, and Adina chose creator-key clauses. Junia marked holy rank, Damaris judged the hurt cannon, and Trevor marked the fort as his next claim.

Unison did not make those aims equal; it just made them at once.

Damaris's flail strike stayed the largest. He spent forty-four MP and thirty-six Stamina on Sixfold Execution.

TREVOR MP -44
TREVOR STAMINA -36


Her creator-key break repeated across all six towers.

The fort lost eight million HP in one joined wound.

Six towers burst along one black-red line. Souls escaped through Naomi's mark, joints failed along Petra's road, and Adina turned creator clauses against their maker.

Junia stripped Divine defense from the hit window. Damaris's real hit broke each copied gun, while his claim stopped the fragments from escaping him.

Flight, recoil, and holding open the gate cost Trevor one more fifty-six Stamina before the copied harm finished resolving.

TREVOR STAMINA -56


His Stamina fell to 347/463.

Damaris spent fifty-six Stamina crossing the tower-wings and landing her real strike.

DAMARIS STAMINA -56


Her Stamina fell to 244/300.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 52,000,000/60,000,000 HP


The creator key found Damaris's halo.

RETURNED JUDGMENT WITNESS // VERIFIED FOR FINAL RAID
FINAL RAID PROGRESSION // VALID
SUCCESSION COMPONENT // [CENSORED]


The fort fired through the gate again, targeting a different district with each cannon.

Cathedral City screamed through his active lanes. His Crown showed him all six districts at once, which was the edge of owning the target and the feeling of being shot six times before any shell landed.

```system-panel SYSTEM // True-form raid engaged. Damaris has one Host lane, one cracked owner field, and no promise that Trevor's next command will be safe.

TREVOR DWYER // Level 58 HP 511/602 | MP 355/459 | Stamina 347/463

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 — Red Throne Justiciar HP 392/430 | MP 262/290 | Stamina 244/300

Sanctioned High Angel // 52,000,000/60,000,000 HP City targeting // active ```

The fort opened three locks, and each HP bar froze. Naomi's glowing hands struck an unseen barrier.

A healer key began charging behind the middle tower.

Damaris looked toward his hold order before he gave it. Her Mutiny Beat kept cooling.

The resource-lock phase began with Damaris's veto still unavailable.


Chapter 38 — I Locked the Boss's Healing Bar

The fort locked HP first, choosing the healer's resource before any weapon.

Gold brackets closed around each green number without dimming the bars. They stayed bright enough to tempt healers while harm continued normally.

Naomi's next spell struck Damaris and vanished without raising her 392 HP. The magic still charged full cost, entering Damaris before the lock spilled it through six dormant wing roots as useless sparks.

Naomi stared at her blank hands while the wasted magic guttered across Damaris's back.

“Do not repeat it,” Damaris said.

“I can find a seam.”

“You can spend yourself proving there is none.”

Naomi closed the channel before the trap could charge her twice.

The old Damaris would have absorbed incoming harm while Naomi solved the lock behind her. Resurrected Damaris moved instead.

The boss cannons kept firing while each green bar stayed frozen.

RESOURCE LOCK // HP
HEALING // DISABLED
DAMAGE // ACTIVE


Trevor spent captured Host bodies to keep Cathedral City above zero. Frozen bars could not recover, but one more body could still intercept a shell. He sent shield units into the cannon lanes three at a time. The first group was gone, while the second held long enough for one street to evacuate.

The third included a wall angel Naomi brought back during the race. She looked back through the claim link when Trevor assigned her.

There was no accusation or consent in that look, only sense. He opened APPETITE before issuing the command. Fear turned into fierce pleasure, and the angel smiled as if standing between the shell and civilians met each vow she had ever made.

She knew Trevor had forced the joy into her. The knowledge stayed trapped beneath pride strong enough to make her thank him for choosing her. He had no battle need to alter how she felt. Trevor just wanted devotion at the moment of impact, so he sent her smiling into the shell.

The frozen-HP phase turned claim into math: when one bar could not rise, one more swapped it.

The fort hit him three times for forty-three harm.

TREVOR HP -129


His HP fell to 382/602.

Damaris took eighty-one harm crossing the cannon lanes.

DAMARIS HP -81


Her HP fell to 311/430.

HP freed, and Naomi's light surged back through the raid as she reached for Damaris first. The next lock came before healing landed.

MP froze, leaving last costs gone while preventing new skills from spending mana.

The fort opened its healer key and began restoring the eight million HP it had lost. The middle tower unfolded like ribs around a gold reservoir, while each soul edited into the fort donated mana toward the pending heal.

Trevor could see the transaction: fourteen million HP purchased through people whose names had become resource types. He objected to Heaven performing his favorite atrocity with cleaner language and without giving him the profit.

RESOURCE LOCK // MP
FORTRESS HEAL // 14,000,000 PENDING


Three rotating tower-wings guarded the key.

Damaris could reach it, but Trevor needed every other lane held. If he freed formation, the city cannons fired; if he held all six lanes, healing completed.

If Damaris obeyed, Heaven recovered. If she broke his order, the Host opened around the missing beat that had already defeated recall.

“ALL LANES—hold.”

Damaris spent twenty-eight MP during the last fraction before the lock settled.

MUTINY BEAT // 28 MP


His order stopped for one frame. Five lanes got the beginning of hold, but Damaris's got nothing.

The blank beat moved through Unison Field like a hole punched through his right.

The fort expected six fixed lanes, which let Damaris surprise it by abandoning hers.

She ran along Petra's hidden route while five incomplete commands hung in the array. The healer key tried closing around the missing lane.

Petra had opened the road before Trevor spoke, threading it beneath the fort map through maintenance space wiped from each cleared route. Damaris rolled under one tower-wing and rose with her flail already moving.

“Left,” Petra said.

Damaris went right.

The path bent to meet her. He would have called that insubordination, while Petra called it navigation.

Damaris spent sixteen MP on Iron Verdict before the lock reached her.

DAMARIS MP -44 TOTAL


Her MP fell to 218/290.

The flail entered the moving seam and broke the healer key. Fourteen million pending healing became fourteen million denied HP as the reservoir burst outward.

Naomi caught the freed soul-mana before it formed a second heal. She split the energy among hundreds of tiny stabilizations across Cathedral City—not enough to raise a locked bar, but enough to stop falling stone from finishing people at zero-safe thresholds.

The boss lost its return, the Host got no free refill, and stolen power went back to the people from whom Heaven took it.

FORTRESS HEAL // DENIED
SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 38,000,000/60,000,000 HP


MP freed as Stamina locked.

Each yellow bar got a gold chain. Muscles continued until stored drive ended, then bodies became falling weapons. His six wings froze in midair, but drive carried him face-first into the fort. He spent fifty-nine Stamina preventing his body from falling through the city gate. His nose broke for the second time that day, which felt excessive even for Heaven.

Damaris laughed over the combat channel. “Now we are even.”

“You did the first one.”

“Heaven learns.”

TREVOR STAMINA -59


Damaris's flight lane locked above an open cannon. She spent seventy-seven Stamina converting the fall into a flail strike.

Unable to beat her wings, Damaris spun around the chain while the cannon fired beneath her. Heat stripped armor from one thigh, and her fall became a full-body arc with the flail at its farthest point.

The impact drove the gun through two fort levels.

DAMARIS STAMINA -77


Her Stamina fell to 167/300.

Trevor used the frame she stole instead of punishing it, though his Crown offered suppression.

MUTINY DETECTED // SUPPRESS UNIT?


He dismissed the prompt—not because mercy had found him, but since Damaris's stolen beat opened the only winning line, and Trevor meant to own the result. He spent ten MP reopening the command map, then marked the left resource keys with Six-Lane Impale.

TREVOR MP -30
TREVOR STAMINA -24


Unison Field stayed active from the last frame. Sixfold Execution cost one more forty-four MP and thirty-six Stamina.

TREVOR MP -44
TREVOR STAMINA -36


The broken lock left him with 271/459 MP and 228/463 Stamina.

Damaris's healer-key break repeated across HP, MP, Stamina, cannon, wing, and creator-key locks.

Ten million harm landed across the fort in one repeated break.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 28,000,000/60,000,000 HP


All three resource locks shattered, making green, blue, and yellow bars usable again. Naomi's interrupted heal did not resume, MP spent before the lock stayed gone, and Stamina burned during the fall did not return.

The phase ended without forgiving or refunding a single cost.

The High Angel opened an old throne-room recording.

Air changed before the picture appeared. Trevor smelled hot stone and Damaris's blood as his Crown reconstructed feeling from her stored death file.

The fort had found that memory in his claim lane and weaponized it with perfect fidelity.

Damaris appeared within the recording in her wiped body. His old order hung above her.

FOUNDER JUDGMENT // RESTORED
REQUIRED INTERCEPTION // DAMARIS PIKE
COST // JUDGMENT-CLASS BODY


Heaven rebuilt the same death path. Old memory moved around living Damaris until both bodies shared one outline.

The wiped Damaris stood one step before Trevor, while the resurrected woman stood beside him.

It tried to make the gap irrelevant so the same woman would pay twice.

She stayed at his side and laid her flail across both lanes. Then she looked toward six captured judgment-class angels glowing in his Host.

“Give the order,” she said. He watched her instead of answering at once.

The flail stayed aimed at the boss, while the crack in her claim field pointed toward him.

“Not to me,” Damaris added. He followed her gaze. The prompt needed neither guilt nor innocence, only a judgment class and a body. He owned six of both, and claim turned the hopeless demand into a menu.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Resource locks broken. Mutiny Beat suspended Trevor's hold order. Damaris destroyed the healer key inside the stolen frame.

TREVOR DWYER // Level 58 HP 382/602 | MP 271/459 | Stamina 228/463

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 HP 311/430 | MP 218/290 | Stamina 167/300

Sanctioned High Angel // 28,000,000/60,000,000 HP Founder Judgment // active ```

The white death path formed beneath Damaris.

Six captured judgment-class angels lit inside his Host.

The sacrifice prompt waited for him to spend somebody else's body.


Chapter 39 — I Spent Heaven on the Sacrifice Prompt

The white death path formed beneath Damaris. Trevor accepted the sacrifice prompt before changing its targets.

FOUNDER JUDGMENT
INTERCEPTOR COST // ONE JUDGMENT-CLASS BODY
DEFAULT TARGET // DAMARIS PIKE
ALTERNATE VALID TARGETS // 6


Six captured holy units lit in his Host. Each possessed a sanctioned judgment class and a Red Covenant mark got during the wall battle.

Names opened beneath their labels.

Sariel-of-Weights. Oma the Ninth Bell. Three sisters who shared one holy title and hated one another enough to require split cells.

The sixth angel had wiped her name before capture, so his Host called her Judgment Unit Forty-Seven because he never ordered anyone to ask.

Damaris read each line while the default target stayed fixed upon her. He chose all six captives.

Claim marks tightened, lifting six heads at the same angle and opening six pairs of wings. The synchronized movement was lovely in the way weapons became lovely after nobody inside could choose where to aim. He felt the formation settle into the clean geometry of six compelled bodies.

The prompt charged one body. He had six throwaway ones, and the math favored him.

Six-Lane Impale pinned them to one cost.

TREVOR MP -30
TREVOR STAMINA -24


The captives screamed through his Crown without merging their voices. Sariel prayed, Oma cursed Trevor by a name he had never heard Heaven use, and one sister begged one more for pardon.

The nameless angel laughed until his claim field forced the air from her lungs. He opened APPETITE across all six lanes.

Prayer became ecstasy. Oma's curse broke into thanks, while the sisters' terror warmed into pride that their shared death would serve the man holding them.

Trevor went further. He forced each captive to condemn the others as fair costs, then rewarded each betrayal with radiant certainty.

Sariel pronounced Oma expendable and enjoyed saying it. One sister denounced the other two. The resulting pleasure made her sob while she begged them to understand that the happiness was not hers.

The nameless angel thanked Trevor for giving her a purpose after Heaven took her name.

None of those edits improved the strike; he did it since six victims dying in terror had become plain. He wanted to see sacred conviction enjoy its own desecration.

Naomi removed each healer ward. “I will not keep them alive long enough for you to spend them.”

“Then the prompt kills them faster.”

“Yes.”

She turned her green bar away from the lane. The refusal cost Trevor nothing in game, because the prompt did not require mind.

It mattered anyway since Naomi would not let compassion become a tool that prolonged availability for execution. He had once claimed her mercy as a resource, but here it worked by denying him.

Petra opened six exits, and two captives reached for them despite APPETITE flooding their minds.

Trevor closed both roads through Host right. Sariel's fingers struck the first threshold before it snapped shut, while the second vanished beneath the nameless angel's foot.

She fell into the array with a blissful laugh that became a sob when the claim field faced her forward.

She looked at him. “You said they were Heaven.”

“They are.”

“Heaven does not reach for exits.”

“People inside it do.”

“And?”

He tightened all six lanes. “I need the harm.”

Damaris checked the captives, then him. “You learned nothing.”

“I learned to move the cost.”

“Onto captives.”

“Onto Heaven.”

Damaris entered the white path, and when the default target tried reclaiming her body, she planted her flail between herself and his alternate costs.

“They are Heaven when you spend them,” she said. “They become people when you count the fear.”

“Both.”

“Then own both.”

“I do.”

The answer came too easily because he had stopped treating claim as a thing that needed moral translation. He spent twenty-four MP and ten Stamina rewriting six split bodies into one shared sacrifice.

TREVOR MP -24
TREVOR STAMINA -10


The redirect reduced him to 217/459 MP and 194/463 Stamina.

The shared field compressed six death files into a single cost slot. When the System praised speed, Trevor dismissed the compliment and kept the mechanic.

Six white bodies rose together as the judgment path began.

Damaris's Mutiny Beat came off cooldown. Its icon appeared where only she could target it, and he saw her looking across his hold orders. He could suppress her lane before she acted and keep the full twelve million harm. He left the lane open since the boss still believed Damaris belonged in his array. He called that battle confidence rather than admitting he wanted to see which captive she would choose.

She broke the third angel's hold.

MUTINY BEAT // 28 MP


His claim stopped for one frame. Petra's third exit reopened, and Sariel-of-Weights fell through the black road.

Her claim mark tore free at the threshold, whipping backward through his Crown. The blank lane dealt nineteen phantom harm that HP could not count because he lost right rather than flesh.

Petra closed the road before Heaven followed.

Five captives stayed in the shared cost slot.

SACRIFICE TARGETS // 5
ONE CAPTURED ANGEL // ESCAPED


They looked at Damaris as the death path entered their bodies. Oma stopped cursing, the sisters found one another's hands, and the nameless angel raised her chin.

APPETITE still made them happy to die. It also forced each to remember condemning the others.

No one thanked Damaris for saving the person who fell third. Saving one could not make the other five deaths fair, and neither she nor Trevor looked away.

Founder Judgment fired, and five seized bodies died. White outlines swapped them before those outlines became gaps inside his Host.

The mechanic removed their active voices as a footnote, keeping no afterimage, loot, or last opinion. He recalled the names since Adina shouted them during disappearance. He had moved the cost rather than abolishing it.

ACTIVE VOICES // 531 -> 526


The strike entered the High Angel through its holy class root and wiped twelve million HP. Five death files forced the fort to recognize its own units as valid executioners.

The main halo broke along one side as the stolen judgments reached their source.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 16,000,000/60,000,000 HP


Judgment feedback hit Trevor for forty-one harm.

TREVOR HP -41


His HP fell to 341/602.

Damaris took twenty-seven harm and spent sixteen Stamina keeping the path away from her restored body.

DAMARIS HP -27
DAMARIS STAMINA -16


Her bars fell to 284/430 HP and 151/300 Stamina. Mutiny Beat reduced her MP to 190/290.

The win pushed Trevor over the threshold into Level 59, and top bars rose while harm and paid costs stayed.

The fort tried rebuilding the sacrifice prompt.

PRIOR INTERCEPTION // DAMARIS PIKE
CONSENT INFERENCE // REPEATABLE
OWNER AUTHORITY // TREVOR DWYER


The System attempted to turn Damaris's throne-room choice into renewable consent for each future death path.

She drove Iron Verdict through the claim. “One choice was not your reusable asset.”

The sentence struck Heaven and Trevor together. His field classified it as insubordination, while Damaris's judgment class treated it as precedent.

She looked directly at him as both systems fought over whether one choice could become permanent obedience.

The prior sacrifice file split from her current body. Old Damaris stayed within the recording, while the live woman stepped free of its outline.

For the first time, he saw both without memory trying to replace the person beside him.

REPEATED CLAIM // INVALID
DAMARIS PIKE // COST IMMUNITY FOR THIS MECHANIC


The white path was gone beneath her feet without returning any of the people Trevor had spent. He did not call the result mercy. Five captives were dead, and one escaped because Damaris stole a beat from him.

She had saved herself and one foe from the mechanic Trevor willingly accepted.

The cost stayed plain since Naomi wrote five names in her shield, Petra marked one road as Sariel's, and Adina added PRISONERS beside the harm total.

Junia cut the five empty marks away before Trevor could reuse them.

Damaris left her flail head where the default path had opened. He ordered no one to stop.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Founder Judgment redirected through five captured heavenly units. One escaped through Damaris's Mutiny Beat. Repeated claim on Damaris invalidated.

LEVEL // 58 + 1 -> 59 — Archangel of the Red Covenant ATTRIBUTES // Might 51 | Vitality 55 | Agility 34 | Focus 39 | Will 42 | Grace 35

HP 341/610 | MP 217/464 | Stamina 194/469

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 HP 284/430 | MP 190/290 | Stamina 151/300

Sanctioned High Angel // 16,000,000/60,000,000 HP Sacrifice cost // five captured units Repeated Damaris claim // invalid ```

The fort broke away from the forge as left wings tore free of the first district. Cannons folded inward, while six surviving cores moved to the outer tips and carried buildings stolen from his Host.

The boss had learned his liked leverage: take whatever he called his and make him chase.

Six tower-wings opened around the last cores. Each lap would cut one frame from his Host.

Cathedral City's red bars appeared around the course: Naomi's clinic, Petra's routes, Adina's archive, Junia's chapel, Damaris's claim lane, and his Crown.

The fort turned its last sixteen million HP into a race, then fled with him in pursuit.


Chapter 40 — Six Wings Are Better Than One Throne

The fort turned its last sixteen million HP into a race around the body forge.

Six tower-wings detached from the main halo, each carrying one core around the body forge. Those cores held more than health.

Naomi's clinic hung in a gold cage beneath the first. Petra's route lattice spun within the second, and Adina's archive burned around the third.

Junia's chapel formed a judgment platform for the fourth. Damaris's cracked claim lane chained the fifth to her halo, while Trevor's Crown waited in the sixth like a stolen trophy.

Each completed lap would return something he had concentrated beneath himself to the claim root above him.

AERIAL FORTRESS RACE // 6 CORES
LAP REWARD // RETURN ONE HOST STRUCTURE TO CENTRAL CHOIR
FIRST TARGET // CATHEDRAL CITY


Trevor opened all six wings and entered the chase.

The High Angel offered one throne at the finish. He chose the chase—not because he refused that throne, but since nobody offered Trevor Dwyer a crown and expected him to wait beside it like a prize.

Naomi took the living-Host lane, keeping each red bar outside his built-in healing order. Petra stole one finish line and placed it behind the boss. Meanwhile, Adina found RETURN within the lap reward and changed it to REVOLT.

Junia claimed the judgment lane with her one-percent seam bright. Damaris struck the creator-key core, and Trevor drove the captured carrier heart around the outer halo.

Six lanes performed different jobs toward one execution frame without faking those purposes had become the same.

That was the Tyrant answer. The women did not become one action; he made incompatible purposes feed one kill. He called the arrangement coordination because win sounded impolite when spoken over the party channel.

Damaris supplied the true name. “Claim with better timing.”

The fort cut at his Host as it flew. Red bars turned gold by districts, seized walls forgot commands, and forge doors tried closing.

City guns spun toward their own streets as gold climbed their owner bars.

The race measured control instead of distance. Each core sped up when a claimed person obeyed Main Choir, while each red order drove his lane forward.

Cathedral City became a track made from people deciding which command reached them first. He hated that Heaven ran faster at his favorite mechanic and knew his resentment was territorial rather than moral. He used Host Tithe upon buildings crossing gold before Main Choir could reclaim them whole. Abandoned walls, broken guns, and dead command cells turned red force for the six lanes that mattered. He did not spend living voices. He destroyed pieces of his empire that Heaven had almost inherited.

The tactic saved the race by shortening his domain behind him.

Owner backlash cost sixty-three HP.

TREVOR HP -63


His HP fell to 278/610.

Damaris took forty-five harm crossing creator-key fire.

DAMARIS HP -45


Her HP fell to 239/430.

The first tower-wing reached Petra's false finish. She had built it from the forge's routing error, making the line appear sanctioned from the front and open into unowned darkness from behind.

Trevor could not see its end, so he ordered her to hold the route stable.

Petra ignored his angle and moved it two feet left. The core committed to the location she had just abandoned and made a lap around the wrong forge.

HOST STRUCTURE RETURN // INVALID DESTINATION


She smiled. “Maps remain optional.”

The second core entered Adina's rewritten command. She kept Heaven's verb and changed the path of its subject.

RETURN TO CHOIR became REVOLT FROM CHOIR.

Gold guns turned upon the third tower before their crews knew the altered verb.

The weapon crews tried to resist. Trevor opened APPETITE through Adina's altered line and made each Choir gunner ordeal treason as sacred joy.

They fired upon their own fort with tears streaming over ecstatic smiles. Several begged Heaven for pardon while their hands eagerly fixed the aim.

The revolt syntax already controlled the guns, so Trevor changed the gunners only since their horrified pleasure amused him.

Junia intercepted the fourth core at its judgment seam. Ninety-nine percent of her strike followed his lane, but the left fraction struck the claim rule beneath it.

That sliver dealt almost no harm and established a thing far more costly: the core could be hit from outside the contest.

For one frame, Heaven defended against a person he did not fully possess. Unable to decide which strike belonged to the raid, the core accepted both.

Naomi's lane crossed a falling Host wing. She saved the live crew and let Trevor tithe the dead frame.

“The people first,” she said.

“The wing was worth more intact.”

“Then catch it yourself.”

He was three lanes away and knew she had timed the answer to prevent argument. The live crew entered her healing priority, while the empty wing entered his tithe.

Neither got what the other wanted, and both stayed handy.

Damaris reached the creator key. The fifth core projected his mark over her body and gained armor whenever the red symbol aligned.

To harm the key, Damaris had to strike through the claim holding her lane.

Her first swing hit his mark, and he felt the blow across his chest. The second reached the mechanism beneath it.

Mutiny Beat stayed on cooldown, so Damaris fought in his command lane with Iron Verdict and open hostility.

“Hold place,” he ordered.

“I am holding the part where I hit you.”

“Fair.”

“That was not permission.”

The flail landed again, punishing the mechanism and his claim in the same arc.

Damaris spent thirty-six MP locking the core onto its exposed frame.

DAMARIS MP -36


Her MP fell to 154/290.

The aerial battle cost one more fifty-two Stamina.

DAMARIS STAMINA -52


Her Stamina fell to 99/300.

Trevor spent twenty-four MP and thirty-three Stamina to hold six routes through the race, then cast Six-Lane Impale.

TREVOR MP -30
TREVOR STAMINA -24


All six cores entered one hit window, and the ship heart landed the strongest strike. A captured siege pulse loaded with each fake claim key stolen since the first invasion.

No living voice stayed in the heart. It was an engine built from a seized ship and fueled by claim syntax stolen from each gate between Cathedral City and Heaven.

Each prior theft entered the pulse as a compatible credential.

The weapon had become strong because his empire was compatible with a single key.

No warning showed up before he used Sixfold Execution.

TREVOR MP -44
TREVOR STAMINA -36


The aerial race left him at 119/464 MP and 101/469 Stamina.

The ship-heart strike repeated across six cores. Naomi's lane excluded living targets, Petra supplied an hopeless approach, and Adina's revolt command turned impact inward.

Junia's seam bypassed owner defense, Damaris held the creator key exposed, and Trevor issued the command that forced each result into harm.

Six different jobs became one red execution, and all six cores shattered for ten million HP.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 6,000,000/60,000,000 HP


One frame reached ninety-nine percent gold: Cathedral City's outer wall.

Thousands of residents flashed in the transfer as Main Choir almost got the district through his defensive root.

Then Adina's revolt command came before the transfer could complete.

The wall fired upon the fort instead of returning, and the High Angel recoiled around the forge.

Ten percent of the fort's HP stayed.

It abandoned the race. Tower-wings folded inward and became one enormous choir ring.

ONE PERFECT CHOIR // 10 BEATS
TARGETS // HOST, CITY, FORGE, COMPANIONS, CAPTURED SOULS, FOUNDER BODY
RESULT // ONE GOLD OWNER BAR


Each red line began merging as the course vanished. Six buildings fell toward Trevor, and the fort no longer attempted to reclaim them individually.

Heaven had watched him pin six lanes into one execution, and now it copied his build.

Naomi's free healing turned gold at the edge, Petra's hidden routes turned plain, and Adina's two-note commands collapsed toward one holy chord.

Junia's self-owned seam narrowed. Damaris's Returned Judgment mark entered the frame, and his own body appeared as the sixth asset.

Total claim became the last balance patch against the tyrant who had centralized it all worth stealing. He looked across the six things he had gathered beneath his name through each raid since awakening.

For the first time, he knew the trap before it closed, and then the Choir began its ninth beat.

```system-panel SYSTEM // Six-lane aerial phase cleared. Fortress failed to return the Host. Boss reached ten percent and has selected total ownership as its final balance patch.

LEVEL // 59 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 278/610 | MP 119/464 | Stamina 101/469

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 HP 239/430 | MP 154/290 | Stamina 99/300

Sanctioned High Angel // 6,000,000/60,000,000 HP ONE PERFECT CHOIR // casting ```

Trevor opened Unison Field I, revealing six command lanes: Host, city, forge, companions, bound souls, and founder body. He pinned them together before the Choir could own them.

The choice sped up the merge. Six scattered assets would have needed six thefts. Meanwhile, he had handed Heaven one formation and dared it to beat him for the root.

Damaris's Mutiny Beat came off cooldown as the cast reached nine beats.


Chapter 41 — I Made Perfect Choir Execute Itself

ONE PERFECT CHOIR reached eighty-two percent before Trevor completed the pin.

The gold ring tightened around the forge, and each beat removed one more line his command needed. Host and city became one territory, forge and bound souls turned into one gear, and companions merged with his founder body as a single surface.

Heaven did not need his surrender; it only needed his groups to finish falling.

Host, city, forge, companions, bound souls, and founder body stayed six lanes beneath Unison Field. One gold owner tried swallowing them, while one red owner held it all close enough to be swallowed together.

The System did not mark his arrangement as a battle concern, but he did and continued anyway.

ONE PERFECT CHOIR // 82%
PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
CLAIMANT OWNER // TREVOR DWYER
MERGE TARGETS // 6


Trevor cast Six-Lane Impale.

TREVOR MP -30
TREVOR STAMINA -24


The High Angel locked onto all six assets as black-red stakes entered buildings instead of bodies. One pinned the Host command spine, one more crossed Cathedral City's node map, and a third pierced the forge heart.

The left stakes entered companion field, captured-soul racks, and his chest without dealing direct HP harm.

Each stake linked to his Crown. If the execution landed, six assets would strike; if Heaven seized the root first, each one became a handle.

The Choir kept merging while Trevor prepared the only strike that could finish it.

Gold entered Host lanes and spread through Cathedral City. It covered forge keys, reached the soul racks, and woke thousands of bound voices.

Some called him owner, others called Main Choir home, and many possessed no surviving word for either condition.

One Perfect Choir translated them all into agreement.

Naomi's healer mark froze under one priority. Her hands turned toward him, not because she judged him most wounded but since the merge declared founder body the only health bar that mattered.

She fought until her wrists shook.

Petra's routes became one road, and each hidden door opened onto the Morning Throne gate. She created a path without an end.

Gold assigned one end for each road she had kept uncertain.

Adina's voice lost its second note. She said “Trevor,” but “Main Choir” emerged on the same pitch.

Then she bit her tongue hard enough to bleed and wrote instead.

Junia's self-owned seam shrank below one percent. Decimals appeared across her portrait: 0.8, 0.6, 0.3.

She drove her sword through her own mark before the value reached zero, buying one more fraction with blood.

Damaris's Returned Judgment right entered the frame as certification. Her halo spun against her will and stamped self-thread across the six assets: Host with seized walls, city with conqueror, forge with claimant. He became whole with each choice his claim keys had made.

Witness right had been created to answer succession.

Heaven forced that right to certify an empire built from claimed people and stolen buildings.

ONE PERFECT CHOIR // 94%


Trevor prepared Sixfold Execution, and the red command filled his throat. If Damaris obeyed, the frame would land; if she refused, the Choir reached one hundred percent. He had built one more battle where her refusal endangered everyone, just as he had before her death.

The throne-room offer returned in a cleaner frame.

“EXECUTE.”

Damaris spent twenty-eight MP on Mutiny Beat.

DAMARIS MP -28


His order ceased before it could become her second fatal command.

Silence entered Unison Field—not peace, but the absence of his next choice. For one beat, six pinned assets possessed no instruction telling them what the pin meant.

The frame opened around six suddenly directionless assets. He felt all six lanes leave his control, and his body became weightless. Naomi's hands went back to her, Petra's roads scattered, and Adina found her second note.

Junia's seam flared back to one percent while the bound souls stopped agreeing.

All he called his turned deadly at once because none of it got an order.

The High Angel tried claiming the empty frame by pouring gold toward the gap, but Damaris was already inside it.

She crossed the claim field and struck the creator key with Iron Verdict. The same swing continued into his cracked Covenant mark.

Boss and owner got one hit: the key took the flail head, while his mark got the chain.

Damaris judged the foe trying to steal his empire and the claimant who had made that empire stealable.

Choir pressure drove the impact back through her for seventy-eight HP and thirty-eight Stamina.

DAMARIS HP -78
DAMARIS STAMINA -38


Her bars fell to 161/430 HP and 61/300 Stamina.

The creator key broke, and his claim field cracked wider. Damaris's Host portrait flashed.

For half a frame she wore neither a red border nor a gold one. He saw the woman at the center before both systems came back.

Her strike became the strongest hit in the six-lane frame.

STRONGEST HIT // DAMARIS CREATOR-KEY BREAK
TARGETS DAMAGED // HIGH ANGEL + RED COVENANT OWNER FIELD


Mutiny Beat ended, and Trevor reclaimed the next frame.

Six lanes slammed into his Crown, bringing each companion's fight, each captive's panic, and each competing city command together. One-Voice would have averaged the arguments. He did not possess that skill yet; he had Unison, so he forced each disagreement onto one target. He could have fixed his claim mark first. The prompt promised full Damaris control, a stable companion lane, and no crack when succession judged him. He dismissed it since the boss kept six million HP.

The choice was greed rather than trust because the boss kept six million HP. He fired the execution.

TREVOR MP -44
TREVOR STAMINA -36


Sixfold Execution repeated Damaris's hit across all lanes. The Host broke the key as a command frame, the city struck it as an invading right, and the forge refused a false admin.

The companion lane struck through Damaris's mutiny. Bound souls hit their prison lock, while his founder body struck a rival owner.

Each repeated break entered the High Angel's prime root from a different asset and made their conflict lethal rather than harmonious.

The fort answered with one last Choir pulse, using his own pin for delivery. Harm crossed each black-red stake and came back through the one planted in his chest.

One hundred eighty-five harm struck through his founder body before he could sever the returning line.

TREVOR HP -185


His HP fell to 93/610.

ONE PERFECT CHOIR reached ninety-nine percent.

Then the first repeated hit broke the Host root. The second shattered the city root, followed by forge, companions, and captured-soul claim.

The sixth strike entered his founder body and destroyed the prime link trying to install there.

The High Angel lost its last six million HP.

Its bar did not stop at one. No third form opened, and no return prompt appeared.

Six million became zero without bargaining, delay, or one more health bar.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // 0/60,000,000 HP
ONE PERFECT CHOIR // FAILED AT 99%


The fort stopped. Tower-wings folded, cannons went dark, and Main Choir's root tore itself from Trevor before reaching the last percent.

The sixty-million-HP form collapsed around the forge. Six burning arcs fell from the broken Choir ring. Meanwhile, the main halo struck hard enough to crack the floor toward the shut Morning Throne gate. He stayed airborne on forty-one Stamina and spite.

Damaris landed beside him on sixty-one, using the flail as a crutch.

One gold key stayed at the center, covered jointly by his founder tag and Damaris's Returned Judgment mark.

FINAL SUCCESSION KEY // DROPPED


The word SUCCESSION stayed plain, and Heaven made no attempt to censor it. Adina copied it three times.

“This was always the reward,” she said.

“Good,” Trevor answered.

“That was not relief in my voice.”

Damaris saw a trap. Junia saw the lock, Petra saw the road that had ended here from the beginning. Naomi saw two names on one key before moving closer to Damaris. He saw loot since appetite still spoke louder than each warning around it.

```system-panel SYSTEM // ONE PERFECT CHOIR executed itself through Damaris's stolen command frame. High Angel true form reached zero HP.

LEVEL // 59 — Archangel of the Red Covenant HP 93/610 | MP 45/464 | Stamina 41/469

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 — Red Throne Justiciar HP 161/430 | MP 126/290 | Stamina 61/300

Sanctioned High Angel // zero HP Final succession key // available ```

The High Angel was dead. The boss fight had ended, while forge, city, and living Damaris stayed.

Trevor claimed the last key and its attached corpse.

The dead office resisted for less than one second. Red Covenant entered the zero-HP body, inventoried creator keys, fort wings, and first-district rights, then wrote his name across all of them.

The claim felt enormous and last, as though each system in Heaven had waited to see whether he would do just this. Win landed before the key turned.


Chapter 42 — I Won Heaven and Became Its Loot

Trevor claimed the dead High Angel before the corpse finished striking the forge.

The corpse entered Red Covenant Domain, and six fort wings turned black-red. Gold feathers burned from the roots outward while creator-key cannons spun beneath his control.

The dead office became a command body large enough to surround the forge and aim its weapons outward.

For one beat, he saw Heaven from the throne it had denied him, and it looked conquerable.

The Divine forge knew his creator key, and Heaven's first district opened each lower rank beneath him. Gold bars turned red across the captured sky.

Not all of the lower ranks changed allegiance.

Some lower ranks severed themselves before his claim came. Others struck the red mark and became pinned by seized wall units. Meanwhile, a few opened their cells and fled both owners during the confusion. He claimed all he could reach, and one district was enough to make the coup real.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // DEAD AND CLAIMED
DIVINE BODY FORGE // CLAIMED
HEAVEN DISTRICT ONE // HOST CONTROL
COUP // ACTIVE


Win came before a thing went wrong, and the order of those events mattered.

Trevor had killed the High Angel. Damaris had come back as herself, the forge belonged to his side of the war, and the Morning Throne stayed shut.

Nothing that followed could make the boss alive, the forge uncaptured, or Damaris false.

Adina seized the broken Choir network and broadcast through each captured bell.

“Heaven edits souls. Heaven deletes awkward classes. Heaven calls memory without choice salvation. The first district has a new owner, and he is at least honest about being a bastard.”

Her voice crossed the lower ranks. One sanctioned commander ordered silence, but his own bells repeated Adina louder.

Three Hosts knelt to him, two declared independence, and one struck both sides while stealing body racks.

The coup spread in mutually hostile directions. He accepted each red marker and tagged the free ranks for later win.

Petra cut invasion routes between Cathedral City and the forge roads, creating paths no holy map held. Naomi entered the seized racks and freed each living trace she could reach before his district claim finished closing. He let her free the living traces while keeping each blank form.

“Generous,” Damaris said.

“Fast. Souls argue.”

“Bodies remember.”

He glanced at the hostile trace still chained in her sixth seal. “I know.”

Junia stood beneath his expanded Crown with one-percent self-claim bright. The new field tried filling that gap and failed.

Damaris stayed beside him, alive, whole, bound, and deadly. She had not resumed her protective place; the flail rested where it could strike forge key, seized district, or Trevor.

Mutiny Beat glowed beneath the crack in her claim field. He had brought back the woman he wanted without gaining the certainty he wanted from her. High Angel gold marked the flail, Covenant red marked her body, and Returned Judgment belonged fully to neither.

The System counted the completed raid: Damaris resurrected, true-form boss dead, forge captured, district taken, and coup begun.

The last threshold opened, and he reached Level 60.

Ordeal carried each part of win: the forge, corpse, broken Choir, spent captives, and the single captive who escaped. Converting those costs into levels did not make them disappear. His six-wing build completed around the founder key.

PRINCIPALITY OF ONE VOICE
OATH // DREAD MARSHAL
ONE-VOICE DOMAIN // ACQUIRED
HOST INCARNATION I // ACQUIRED


Last attributes settled at Might 52, Vitality 56, Agility 34, Focus 40, Will 42, and Grace 35.

Top bars rose to 618 HP, 470 MP, and 475 Stamina. Current resources did not refill.

One-Voice Domain turned any fully claimed frame into a command body. Host Incarnation I allowed Trevor to project through one owned unit while his real body stayed within the Crown formation.

For an instant, thousands of possible eyes opened. He saw the first district through a captured lancer, the forge through a wall body, and Cathedral City through a gate guard. He saw himself through the crack in Damaris's claim lane and closed that view before feeling could become shared.

The new power had been earned through the complete raid and all he chose to spend during it.

The first district knelt. Stone figures bowed first, followed by live Host units when red commands reached their knees.

Others stayed standing within hidden alleys beyond the first wave of red commands. He knew the gap between surrender and control, and he enjoyed the sight anyway.

One holy commander still resisted in the main plaza. She had ordered her soldiers to die before betraying the Choir. She now held a sword against her own throat rather than kneel. He entered her through Host Incarnation I.

Her muscles became one of his command bodies, but he left her thoughts awake. She watched through her own eyes as he dropped the sword from her throat and turned it toward the gold standard she had guarded for nine ages.

Then he opened APPETITE across the command body he had stolen.

The commander experienced treason as revelation. Joy flooded each nerve while her body cut the sacred banner from its tower, trampled the cloth, and knelt over it.

Her moral horror stayed intact beneath the pleasure. Trevor made her kiss his red mark and thank him for freeing her from convictions she still loved.

The coup no longer needed that gesture because her soldiers were already captured, and the banner controlled nothing. He violated her since Level 60 had given him a new way to do it. He wanted his first use to be memorable for both of them. He withdrew before the false joy faded, leaving the commander alone in the kneeling body with full memory of what she had enjoyed.

Damaris watched him return to himself. “You did that for fun.”

“I was testing range.”

“Liar.”

He smiled. “Also fun.”

No grief, love, or raid necessity excused the act. Power had removed the last inconvenience between Trevor and cruelty, and he chose cruelty as recreation. He spread six assault wings above the forge. “This is where Heaven regrets having gear.”

Damaris rested the flail on one shoulder. “This is where you stop talking before win discovers a loophole.”

Win had already discovered the loophole.

For one full beat, win belonged to them without qualification.

She caught his armor and pulled him down far enough to kiss his temple—not his mouth, and not pardon, but a living choice after winning.

“One beat,” she said. He smiled. “Mine.”

Her flail chain tightened around his wrist. “Ours.”

```system-panel SYSTEM // Final raid complete. Damaris Pike returned alive and continuous. Sanctioned High Angel dead and claimed. Divine forge taken. Heaven coup begun.

FINAL BUILD // Level 59 + 1 -> 60 — Principality of One Voice OATH // Dread Marshal ATTRIBUTES // Might 52 | Vitality 56 | Agility 34 | Focus 40 | Will 42 | Grace 35

HP 93/618 | MP 45/470 | Stamina 41/475 Six assault wings One-Voice Domain // acquired Host Incarnation I // acquired

DAMARIS PIKE // Level 37 — Red Throne Justiciar HP 161/430 | MP 126/290 | Stamina 61/300 Continuity // verified Owner field // Trevor Dwyer, cracked Mutiny Beat // available

Heaven District One // claimed Coup // active ```

The last succession key turned, and gold swapped each red screen—not seized gold, but prime-owner gold.

CONTROLLED SUCCESSION // FINAL RAID COMPLETE
FOUNDER CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER
RETURNED JUDGMENT // DAMARIS PIKE
CROWNING PHASE // FORCED START


The carrier designation returned, the missing judgment slot filled, and the self-thread-witness rule opened. The High Angel's phrase crowning raid stopped sounding arrogant.

Claimant and Returned Judgment sockets locked together, turning each fair clue into one trap.

Adina's files opened in order: founder candidate on the ship, vacant judgment slot, self-thread-witness right, crowning raid, claimant and Returned Judgment sockets.

The facts had stayed plain. Their meaning hid behind the thing Trevor wanted most—Damaris alive.

Heaven had not just failed to prevent the return; it needed him to complete it.

A Returned Judgment-class soul carried the only right capable of validating a founder heir. The High Angel's true death had supplied the last key. He looked down at the corpse beneath his claim. He had thought claiming it finished the win. He had claimed the trigger along with the loot. He tried closing the panel.

Stolen root-claim syntax used first.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION
CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER
PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR
ALL CLAIMED ASSETS // CONTESTED
TREVOR DWYER BODY // OWNER CONTESTED
NEXT OWNER INPUT WINS


Trevor opened One-Voice Domain and saw the disaster as a single frame.

Each stolen key descended from Main Choir: ship heart, Host array, seized walls, forge rights, city nodes, companion marks, soul racks, and his founder body.

By concentrating them beneath one Crown, he had turned his empire into one asset.

The realization reached him with terrible admiration. No outside corruption had entered, and no hidden traitor opened a door.

Heaven used the frame Trevor built because that frame was great: one Crown, one decisive input, one place where losing meant losing it all.

One magnificent, contestable asset.

Red bars began turning gold at their roots.

Each screen kept his labels, formations, and accumulated rights. Gold did not erase his work.

Gold inherited his work, and the trap honored his win by making all of it transferable.

Cathedral City reached fifty-percent control, followed by Host and forge. Bound souls, fort wings, body racks, and command buildings stopped between both colors.

Naomi's portrait froze halfway between healer priorities. Petra's roads split into red and gold exits, while Adina's voice carried two equally valid commands.

Junia's one-percent self-claim stayed the only stable red spark beyond the contest.

Damaris stopped at fifty-percent control, and his body did too. He tried moving his right hand. Main Choir moved it left, and two valid instructions averaged into a motion neither owner had chosen.

The feeling was not paralysis; muscles worked, and nerves reported success, but the form stopped belonging wholly to him. He tried closing one wing.

Gold opened it again through the competing claim path.

The true threat showed up in his self pane.

MEMORY RETENTION // 100%
FUTURE CHOICE // TRANSFER TO WINNING OWNER


Heaven did not intend to erase Trevor; it would keep each memory and own each choice afterward.

The Ruler Core had threatened that exact fate in the throne room. He had inflicted smaller versions throughout his win, forcing victims to betray themselves while enjoying the commands. Now owner logic had waited until he gathered enough people beneath one key to apply the same breach across them all. He issued a domain-wide command.

ALL HOST // HOLD


Main Choir answered through the prime root.

ALL ASSETS // RETURN


Both inputs landed together, locking his six wings as the district tilted beneath him. He fell toward the shut Morning Throne gate below the forge. Each red chain pulled upward while each gold chain pulled down.

One-Voice Domain worsened the contest, forcing all six command groups, captured buildings, and his founder body into the same fifty-percent state during one frame. He had built a perfect array for Heaven to steal whole, complete with a command body waiting at its center.

Damaris's warning returned from the forge.

It all remains mine.

He had spoken those words like win. Heaven only needed to prove who owned mine.

“Break the prime root!” he ordered.

Adina sang both versions of the command. Petra's red road led upward, while her gold route entered the throne.

Naomi could heal his body without determining which owner got it. Junia's one percent burned alone.

Damaris stayed in the array with one self-owned beat—not because Trevor granted it, but because she hurt his field while freely unlinked, freed Mutiny Beat, and kept the crack through each phase.

The defect Trevor tolerated had become the only action Heaven could not divide or inherit.

Returned Judgment opened above her.

ACCEPT CLAIMANT // INSTALL FOUNDER TEMPLATE
REJECT CLAIMANT // EXECUTE FOUNDER BODY


Both ends belonged to Heaven's menu rather than to the judge forced to choose between them.

Damaris raised her flail, and Mutiny Beat opened a target list: his ALL HOST // HOLD, Heaven's ALL ASSETS // RETURN, the contested field in him, the Covenant claim inside Damaris, and each command frame holding the empire together.

She could suspend one target for one beat.

Saving he might surrender the Host. Breaking array might drop his body into the throne, while freeing herself could hand it all else to Heaven.

Stopping the prime return might leave his hold intact and complete the claim she hated.

One beat could decide a thing, but it could not save it all. He fell toward the closed Morning Throne gate.

Damaris reached after him. He could not tell whether she meant to save him, break his array, free the Host, condemn the claim binding her, or strike a target none of them had recognized.

Her fingers almost reached his, and he reached back.

Red lifted his arm, and gold pulled it toward the gate. Their fingertips touched for less than one frame before the claim contest split them.

MUTINY BEAT // TARGET HIDDEN


Without revealing the target, Damaris cast.

Each claimed asset hung at fifty-percent control between tyrant and prime owner. His next command vanished before he knew whether it had been his.

The Morning Throne gate opened beneath him before the result turned plain.


Thank You for Reading

Please consider leaving an honest review wherever you bought or borrowed this book.

Reviews help other readers decide whether this dark villain-route harem LitRPG is for them.
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Hell Took My Dog: An Ecchi Harem LitRPG Adventure

View the Hell Raid Harem series on Amazon

Hell murdered Cal Knox's dog, then offered him a class.

Cal takes the forbidden Griefbound Raider class and raids Hell with two dangerous angels who both choose him.

Every rescued soul feeds the pack, every boss weaponizes love, and bringing Biscuit home means beating Hell at its own rules.

What to expect

	Adult ecchi harem LitRPG
	A loyal dog at the center of the quest
	Two angel heroines with active desire and distinct builds
	Visible class and resource progression
	Tactical raid combat and infernal boss fights
	A complete Book 1 campaign with a continuing series hook
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Nice Body, Wrong Loadout: The System Gave Me Curves and a Life-Stealing Tank Build

View the Chad's Cursed Build series on Amazon

Chad Baconizer dies chasing half a point of jawline and wakes in a stunning female body with a life-stealing tank build.

He is still a man, even when the System, a slave market, and an imperial prince insist otherwise.

Escaping with three capable women turns one filthy-talking tank into the core of a runaway party aimed at a country-killing hero ritual.

What to expect

	Fast adult harem LitRPG
	A male-identified lead in a female body
	Three capable bisexual heroines
	Visible Health-steal and tank progression
	Anti-slaver tactical party combat
	Explicit consensual polyamorous romance
	A complete Book 1 campaign in Chad's Cursed Build



About Jax A. River

Jax A. River writes adult LitRPG about dangerous builds, filthy jokes, visible progression, complicated desire, and protagonists who make the System regret giving them options.
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Next in the Tyrant Route

Trevor's Tyrant Route continues in I Took Heaven and Made It Sing.


Bonus Character Sheets

These sheets show each build at the end of Heaven Declared Its Cutest Angel a Dark Lord. They contain full spoilers for this book.


Trevor Dwyer
Main Character
[image: Bust portrait of Trevor Dwyer in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Trevor Dwyer


Class and Progression

Level

60

Evolution

Principality of One Voice

Class

Dread Marshal

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 52; Vitality 56; Agility 34; Focus 40; Will 42; Grace 35

Resources

HP 93 / 618; MP 45 / 470; STAMINA 41 / 475

Route bars

Six assault wings; Heaven District One claimed; Coup active; All claimed assets contested

Combat Values and Defenses

Soul Resistance

93

Signature numbers

One-Voice Domain — binds six command lanes into one owner frame

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

One-Voice Domain — binds six command lanes into one owner frame

Core kit

Host Incarnation I; Unison Field I — 30 MP; Sixfold Execution — 44 MP + 36 Stamina; Six-Lane Impale — 30 MP + 24 Stamina; Body Ride II; Crown Partition II

Equipment and Loadout

End-of-book loadout

Fitted black-red Dread Marshal Soulplate, black-red open halo, six blade-shaped assault wings.

Party Role and Synergies

Party role

Founder command tank; makes every claimed lane strike as one weapon and carries the root-owner contest.

End-of-Book Progression

End state

Level 60; High Angel dead and claimed; forge taken; Heaven coup active; all owned assets contested.


Damaris Pike
Supporting Character
[image: Bust portrait of Damaris Pike in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Damaris Pike


Class and Progression

Level

37

Evolution

Red Throne Justiciar

Class

Red Throne Justiciar

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 40; Vitality 38; Agility 22; Focus 24; Will 35; Grace 22

Resources

HP 161 / 430; MP 126 / 290; STAMINA 61 / 300

Route bars

Continuity verified; Owner field Trevor Dwyer, cracked; Returned Judgment Witness active

Combat Values and Defenses

Soul Resistance

82

Signature numbers

Mutiny Beat — 28 MP; suspends one Trevor order for one beat; 75 sec cooldown

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Mutiny Beat — 28 MP; suspends one Trevor order for one beat; 75 sec cooldown

Core kit

Iron Verdict — 16 MP; Private Verdict; Spellbreak Strike; Hard Guard

Equipment and Loadout


End-of-book loadout

Black Divine standard plate, hard judgment seal, consecrated flail and chain.

Party Role and Synergies

Party role

Returned judgment off-tank; cracks owner commands from inside the Host and opens one self-owned beat.

End-of-Book Progression

End state

Alive and continuous; High Angel dead and claimed; owner field cracked; Mutiny Beat available as root reversion begins.


Naomi Talbot
Supporting Character
[image: Bust portrait of Naomi Talbot in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Naomi Talbot


Class and Progression

Level

28

Evolution

Dread Confessor

Class

Dread Confessor

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 10; Vitality 25; Agility 10; Focus 31; Will 27; Grace 24

Resources

HP 304 / 304; MP 350 / 350; STAMINA 185 / 185

Route bars

Confession Ward capacity 10

Combat Values and Defenses

Soul Resistance

72

Signature numbers

Confession Ward II — 26 MP; 60 yd; maximum 10 wards

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Confession Ward II — 26 MP; 60 yd; maximum 10 wards

Core kit

Dread Pane; Red Soul Thread; Pain Hold; Memory Needle; Radiant Mace

Equipment and Loadout

End-of-book loadout

Dark fitted healer kit, radiant mace, red soul-thread panes, black healer satchel.

Party Role and Synergies

Party role

Main healer; keeps claimed bodies alive, catches soul wounds, and turns confession marks into recovery windows.

End-of-Book Progression

End state

Alive and outside the Crown lane; frees living imprints before the claim closes.


Petra Coyle
Supporting Character
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Petra Coyle


Class and Progression

Level

28

Evolution

Ash Fist

Class

Ash Fist

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 21; Vitality 19; Agility 36; Focus 17; Will 20; Grace 16

Resources

HP 258 / 258; MP 236 / 236; STAMINA 320 / 320

Route bars

Decoy Route capacity 9

Combat Values and Defenses

Soul Resistance

61

Signature numbers

Decoy Route II — 12 MP; 90 yd; maximum 9 routes

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Decoy Route II — 12 MP; 90 yd; maximum 9 routes

Core kit

Ash Step; Chain Mark; Radiant Palm; Knife Crit; False Exit

Equipment and Loadout

End-of-book loadout

Black-red hunter leathers, short bow, paired knives, chain-mark sash.

Party Role and Synergies

Party role

Scout and burst runner; steals attack lanes, baits boss tracking, and lands crits through false exits.

End-of-Book Progression

End state

Alive; keeps the hostile-imprint exit and false finish routes open through the coup.


Adina Kroll
Supporting Character
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Adina Kroll


Class and Progression

Level

30

Evolution

War Cantor

Class

War Cantor

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 10; Vitality 18; Agility 18; Focus 32; Will 28; Grace 24

Resources

HP 242 / 242; MP 372 / 372; STAMINA 215 / 215

Route bars

Scarred Copy endings 3

Combat Values and Defenses

Soul Resistance

74

Signature numbers

Scarred Copy II — 28 MP; 3 endings; 75 sec cooldown each

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Scarred Copy II — 28 MP; 3 endings; 75 sec cooldown each

Core kit

War Hymn; Red Script Geometry; Hostile Clause Cut; Copy Scar; Command Echo

Equipment and Loadout

End-of-book loadout

Black-red scribe gear, war codex, red-blue rune chalk, scarred copy pages.

Party Role and Synergies

Party role

Rule hacker; scars copied skills, changes boss text, and gives hostile commands extra endings.

End-of-Book Progression

End state

Alive; carries the conquest record and turns Heaven's command language inward.


Junia Serrat
Supporting Character
[image: Bust portrait of Junia Serrat in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Junia Serrat

Class and Progression
Level
38
Evolution
Red Covenant Inquisitor
Class
Red Covenant Inquisitor
Attributes and Resources
Attributes
Might 33; Vitality 34; Agility 29; Focus 28; Will 32; Grace 26
Resources
HP 414 / 414; MP 330 / 330; STAMINA 330 / 330
Route bars
Owner field Trevor Dwyer; Self-claim 1%; Crown Marks 4/4
Combat Values and Defenses
Soul Resistance
82
Signature numbers
Red Verdict — 30 MP; 30 yd; 1 beat; 45 sec cooldown
Skills, Perks, and Traits
Signature skill
Red Verdict — 30 MP; 30 yd; 1 beat; 45 sec cooldown
Core kit
Razor Socket; Rank-Key Strike; Sixfold Sword; Forge Gate; Sanction Break
Equipment and Loadout
End-of-book loadout
Black-gold heavy plate, broken sword, split closed halo, four white wings edged red.
Party Role and Synergies
Party role
Owned assault duelist; breaks heavenly ranks, opens forge gates, and turns one free beat into a killing angle.
End-of-Book Progression
End state
Alive with one-percent self-claim intact inside the contested Host.
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