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Chapter 1 — My Girlfriend Mutinied at Fifty Percent

Damaris chose Trevor's order.

Not Heaven's. His.

Then Mutiny Beat struck ALL HOST // HOLD and froze the order for one precious, treacherous beat.

DAMARIS MP 126/290 → 98/290

Trevor's perfect Host broke with the wet feel of a spine opening under a knife. Five hundred twenty-six voices stopped being one lovely weapon and split into loose pieces, each with its own fear, wounds, and last bad choice. Red fought gold across hundreds of fresh borders.

Cathedral City broke by district, and the Divine forge broke by room. Three soul racks turned gold while two body vaults stayed red. The dead High Angel stayed Trevor's only because his kill receipt sat closer to its root than Central Choir's old claim.

Naomi, Petra, Adina, Junia, and Damaris fell out of the shared lane with one piece of his empire in each woman's hands.

Trevor's living body dropped through the Morning Throne gate.

Gold teeth closed around a seat shaped for each soft line of his five-foot-one body.

The throne had measured his wing roots, his narrow shoulders, and the exact place his halo would rest when someone else chose where he looked.

ROOT OWNER CONTEST // fragmented
Trevor Dwyer body // 50% contested
High Angel corpse // Trevor Dwyer
Active Voices // 213/526 retained
Scattered assets // 313 voices + 47 structures
ALL HOST // HOLD // suspended
ALL ASSETS // RETURN // no unified target
HP 93/618 | MP 45/470 | Stamina 41/475
Fear 520/900 | Dissonance 788


Heaven had been one beat from stealing everything, and Damaris saved the empire by breaking it first. It was a great move and a terrible lesson.

Trevor meant to reward the first and punish the second until she remembered both each time she breathed.

The forge spun above him as the gate pulled him down. Through One-Voice Domain, he watched the coup keep going in pieces. District One stayed red around the High Angel's dead command post, where Captain Rell held a hundred forty voices behind a wall with no road out. District Two turned gold around a choir tower. Ninety-one voices kept Trevor's class marks while Heaven gave them orders, making their bodies his property and their actions someone else's joke.

District Three vanished from both maps when Naomi closed the sickroom. The body vault held thirty-two empty Divine shells, each split at fifty percent. Every shell raised one hand for Trevor and one for Central Choir, like worshippers too scared to pick a god before the killing began.

The System opened priority choices.

FREE BODY INPUT // 1
High-value uses:
— reclaim Divine body vault
— close Morning Throne gate
— secure Returned Judgment Witness
— preserve original body movement
Warning // one selection only


The vault offered thirty-two bodies for Host Incarnation, while the gate offered a seventy-one-percent survival gain.

Damaris offered the only Returned Judgment able to finish his claim.

His own movement offered no power at all, just the chance to stay the person who would steal each other reward later.

The tooltip sorted that last because menus lied best when they called self-possession selfish.

Trevor picked himself, and the forge challenged him with three warning chimes.

DIVINE BODY VAULT // projected force gain +32

MORNING THRONE GATE // projected survival gain +71%

DAMARIS PIKE // Returned Judgment loss ends claimant trial

His body still showed no gain, so Trevor pressed the choice again and smiled as the System marked it final.

Final only meant the next cheat needed a new menu.

Naomi's voice came through the broken sickroom link. “Trevor, what did you spend?”

“One free input,” he said.

“On what?” Naomi asked.

“Me,” Trevor said.

Petra's laugh reached him over a road that lived for half a second. “Finally, a purchase I believe you would make.”

Below Trevor, the throne's third tooth turned toward his spine. The free input had not stopped the trap; it had kept the player in charge of beating it. Those were the only odds he trusted.

The System asked for a limb.

His right hand needed one joint chain. A foot needed hip, knee, ankle, and help from his wings, while any wing needed dozens of living roots. The choice became clear when he stopped thinking like a king and started thinking like a thief with one clean move left.

Trevor picked the hand, saving the body that could steal everything later.

Gold spikes rose through the space where his feet might have escaped, pinned both boots to the first throne steps, and poured warmth through the leather into muscles torn during the raid.

The warmth felt wonderful, and Trevor hated it more than pain.

His Stamina sat at forty-one, and each wing root burned. The throne offered relief without showing a refill panel. Gold did not need to force a body that begged for rest; it only needed to teach the flesh that surrender felt kinder than effort.

He drove one black-red feather into his thigh. The shallow cut left his HP unchanged, but pain gave him the exact shape of his leg beneath the pleasure. A System that made comfort feel safe expected him to stop reading his own nerves.

He never stopped reading when a menu wanted his future.

The throne pulled his lower wings between its teeth.

Red told them to close while gold ordered them open, twisting his back until a bright ache stabbed beneath the ribs.

Trevor tried to move his right hand.

Red lifted it toward Damaris while gold pressed it toward the armrest. His fingers drifted between both valid orders and settled on a move neither owner had chosen.

That was the trap's true cruelty: Trevor felt each muscle work and each nerve report success, yet his body turned two lawful orders into an act no living will had chosen.

Gold text filled his sight.

MEMORY RETENTION // 100%

FUTURE CHOICE // TRANSFER TO WINNING OWNER

He would remember everything after the choice stopped being his.

Earth, the game, the truck, and waking in a tiny angel body built like Heaven's idea of a pretty joke. Damaris scowling at him. Naomi saving him while calling him an idiot. Petra stealing half his inventory. Adina turning his words into weapons. Junia hiding one percent of herself beneath each claim.

Heaven meant to keep Trevor as a perfect witness to his own theft. For half a second, he admired the evil of it, then improved the idea.

If Trevor took the prime root, he would never erase rebellion from the people he owned. He would keep the beat before each betrayal, teach the body to reward what the soul rejected, and let each captive recall how good surrender had felt. Heaven wanted tame tools. Trevor wanted converts who could still name the good thing they had ruined.

“Break the prime root!” he ordered.

Half the forge heard Trevor, while the other half heard Central Choir say, “Return.”

Adina's stolen broadcast played both orders, and six ending panes opened around her, but picking one would let the other owner kill that choice.

She picked neither and broke the broadcast into six smaller choirs, each too small for the prime return to seize at once.

Naomi's portrait froze between red and gold. She drove a confession chain into the sickroom floor and claimed it before either Crown could decide where her healing belonged. Twenty-seven wounded Host voices fell with her, and gold tried to stack them as one stolen piece.

Naomi opened twenty-seven patient panes until the stack became people again.

Petra shot both labels off her split roads and stepped onto a third she had never shown Trevor.

Junia's one-percent self-claim burned alone, too small for the owner fight to wear away, and she used it to cut one gold chain from Damaris's ankle.

Damaris fell faster.

Junia did not follow. She turned toward the body vault, cut Trevor's HOLD from the nearest shell, and let Central Choir's RETURN enter alone. The body stood.

Then Junia cut CENTRAL CHOIR from its owner field. The shell stayed upright with no valid order, and Petra found the gap from her hidden road. She sent eight split bodies through it before gold fixed the label. Naomi caught the empty shells inside triage, where patient rules called them transplant stock instead of war goods.

Adina broadcast the new state.

DIVINE BODY VAULT // inventory under medical review

Heaven could not reclaim what its own rules called a patient resource. Trevor could not deploy the bodies either.

Three women saved the vault by making it useless to everyone for now.

Trevor admired the exploit while the throne ate his boots. The admiration was not affection, although affection had become one of his more handy disguises. He liked them most when their virtues made sharper weapons than obedience could.

Eight Divine shells lay in Naomi's room with patient tags over blank faces. One matched Trevor's height, and another carried Damaris's shoulders. Central Choir sorted them by who they could replace until Naomi changed each tag to the same answer.

PATIENT NAME // UNKNOWN

The choice denied Trevor handy loot labels, but it also denied Heaven a target match.

He could have ordered Naomi to keep the war data, though doing so would reopen a shared path while gold listened.

He let the names stay unknown—not mercy, just cost control.

He pictured telling the new bodies that Naomi had saved them. He would leave out that he allowed it only because nameless shells vexed a rival owner. Thanks built from a trimmed truth lasted longer than fear alone. Better still, Naomi would hear him and know each word was true.

Trevor's fall began to feel less like defeat and more like brutal respect. He had built one Crown because one input won raids, but Damaris had turned that strength into Heaven's best attack point. Now each woman held one part of a shield none of them would let him call spread out.

Fine. He would name it after he owned it.

Damaris swung her flail into a fort cable, caught the low arc, and dived after him.

Red light chased the chain while the gold throne opened its jaws beneath them.

Trevor twisted toward her. “You broke my formation.”

“You are welcome,” Damaris called back.

“I was holding it,” he said.

“Heaven was holding the other half,” she said.

Warm light touched his boots; Trevor lost control of his left leg, and the foot settled onto the first step.

CROWNING CONTACT // 1/3

Damaris reached him and caught his wrist, but the cracked Red Covenant made the fight worse.

Trevor pulled her up while Central Choir dragged her down, and their hands slid apart by half an inch.

Damaris saw the line first. “Let go.”

“No,” Trevor said.

“Your gold half is using me as a road back.”

He saw the prime-owner line run from his wrist into her returned body. Heaven meant to drag its judgment witness back into the full Host.

Trevor freed her, and Damaris struck the gold line while falling. Her flail broke it, though the torn claim cost twenty-six HP from her shoulder.

She caught the fort cable again before it whipped away.

“Brief tactical release,” Trevor called after her.

“You are falling into a chair,” Damaris said.

“I can be correct and falling,” Trevor replied.

The throne took his second boot.

CROWNING CONTACT // 2/3

Mutiny Beat had ended, yet ALL HOST // HOLD did not return. Damaris had frozen it at the root beat when each piece was split in half. That pause let every piece gain its own owner state, so Trevor's restored order would now reach hundreds of small fights instead of one empire.

Heaven's RETURN suffered the same problem.

The break cost Trevor almost everything, but it gave him one clean body move outside both formations.

The throne expected him to wrench a foot free, which needed three joints and six wing shifts; his hand needed one.

Trevor bit through his lower lip. Blood sharpened his split senses, and he used that red line to close his right fist.

Then he opened One-Voice Domain through the one prize still fully his.

Forty feet above the gate, the claimed High Angel corpse raised its dead head. Four gold-chained choir guards hung beneath its ledge, where Trevor had ordered them shown after the last fight. Central Choir had left them alive to watch it take Heaven back.

Trevor had left them alive for a much better reason.

Trevor spoke through the corpse. “Prior Hesken.”

The eldest guard looked up through one eye swollen shut. “Release the novices, and I will open the corpse lock.”

Trevor let hope enter the man's face before he answered. “Choose which pair I spare.”

Hesken stared at the three younger guards chained beside him. Two were sisters, and the third had healed his ruined eye during the siege.

“The sisters,” Hesken whispered.

“Why?” Trevor asked.

“They have each other,” the old angel said.

“Excellent,” Trevor said.

Trevor made Hesken's own hand open the corpse lock. Black-red light returned inside the dead High Angel's eyes, and its four arms began to move.

Then Trevor closed one hand around the sisters and another around the healer, and the corpse squeezed.

Armor folded first, and bones followed with small, hard sounds. Hesken screamed as the sisters died together, just as he had chosen. Trevor kept the healer alive until the old guard knew his choice had saved no one.

“You promised,” Hesken gasped.

“I asked you to choose. You supplied the word spare.”

The dead body's fourth hand lifted the healer by his throat. Trevor fed Fear through the corpse until relief washed across Hesken's face each time the grip grew tight. The old angel fought the pleasure, which made the moment worth keeping.

“Thank me,” Trevor ordered.

Hesken's mouth shook. His faith held for two breaths, then the reward found the point where grief became too much.

“Thank you,” Hesken whispered.

Trevor eased the grip before the healer died. Hesken's relief became horror because some part of him still wanted the pleasure back.

That was the turn Trevor liked: no missing past, no false faith, only a body taught to cheer what the soul damned.

“Central Choir can have you now,” Trevor said.

Gold reclaimed Hesken at once, and the guard returned to Heaven with the memory of his own thanks.

Trevor would collect the broken man again later.

The old High Angel corpse smelled of lightning, hot iron, and the blood Damaris had put inside it.

Its dead wings opened like a blade drawn from a sheath, and each gold order in the forge paused.

Trevor pushed himself into the body he had won.

The corpse looked down at his living self between the throne's teeth. A white-gold check flashed beside the black-red root.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT CHECKSUM // VALID

Gold snow tried to hide it, but for one blink Trevor saw a second resource line.

HOPE // source claimant only

He did not have Hope; his route had Fear. Yet another Trevor had spent that strange fuel and reached the same root beat through a different Heaven.

The claimant was not a bad image. He was a full build.

A sharp thrill cut through Trevor's split body. Somewhere beyond the branch wall, a second version of his build had lived the Mercy choice and kept gaining levels. One of them knew game rules the other had missed.

One of them was wrong about each thing that mattered.

Trevor sent one thought through the High Angel corpse.

Catch me.

Four dead arms spread over the Morning Throne gate while Prior Hesken's stolen thanks rang through the corpse's command lane.

The coming argument with himself promised to be excellent.


Chapter 2 — I Lived by Breaking My Perfect Formation

Trevor opened dead eyes forty feet above his falling body.

Host Incarnation I did not move his soul; it drove will, sight, and battle sense through an owned unit while his first body stayed inside the broken Crown.

The High Angel corpse had four arms, and Trevor used all of them.

Two caught the Morning Throne gate, one caught Damaris around the waist when her fort cable tore loose, and the last reached between the throne's gold teeth for Trevor.

His small body hit the dead palm hard enough to drain thirty HP.

Gold teeth closed on his lower feathers before the corpse hauled him free, tore one root, and painted hot blood across the dead hand.

TREVOR HP 93/618 → 63/618

Trevor landed in his own corpse's arms, which was a new sentence even by his standards.

Damaris twisted from the third hand and landed on the corpse's shoulder, wrapping her flail chain around its throat before Trevor could lower her.

“Release me,” Damaris ordered. Trevor had already caught her, but she split that handy act from the holding that followed it.

He freed her because the cracked Covenant gave Central Choir a path into the corpse, not because she asked.

Gold had already spread over one dead finger, so Trevor cut contact and dropped Damaris onto the gate rim hard enough to dent it.

“Brief tactical choice,” Trevor called down, and Damaris let him keep the excuse.

Morning Throne struck through its hinges; Gold hands grew from the seat, seized the corpse's wrists, and pulled toward Central Choir.

The body had belonged to Heaven before Trevor killed it, and its old class remembered how to kneel even after death.

The old reflex entered Trevor through Host Incarnation. His borrowed knees bent, the palms tipped, and his living body slid toward the gate.

Trevor forced the corpse to kneel in the other direction.

One knee struck the rim while the other braced against a throne tooth. Three arms held at split angles as the holy class screamed RETURN through each dead nerve.

Trevor opened its class table.

SANCTIONED HIGH ANGEL // DECEASED

OWNER AT DEATH // CENTRAL CHOIR

OWNER BY KILL CLAIM // TREVOR DWYER

FUTURE CHOICE // none

Gold could reclaim the old owner state, but it could not promise relief or steal a choice from a corpse that had none.

Trevor pushed his kill receipt into that clash.

The receipt opened as a fight replay; his sword entered the High Angel's second heart, Damaris stole one frame with Mutiny Beat, and six lanes struck together.

The boss died owning Heaven and woke owning nothing.

Central Choir tried to cut Damaris from the record, and Trevor let the edit finish.

Without her stolen frame, Sixfold Execution landed early. The receipt failed its own time mark, and Heaven rejected the proof it had just faked. The dead right arm snapped back to its death-state owner.

Trevor restored the clean replay, and Damaris came back beside him. She lived because he had forced her heart to beat, and she stayed dangerous because she had stolen one beat back. The receipt turned valid.

Trevor's red claim crossed the dead arm again.

Heaven could deny Damaris was a person or deny the kill, but it could not deny both inside the same fight log.

The corpse tore one gold hand from the throne while Damaris broke two more with her flail.

Trevor ordered Damaris to hit the left hinge, and she hit the right. The hinge split and twisted the gate until three hands stuck beneath its rim.

“You knew what would happen,” Trevor said.

“I chose,” Damaris corrected, a split that would have annoyed him even if it had not saved his life.

Trevor's first body sat at fifty-one percent control.

He could move one full limb if he held the rest still, so he began with the upper-right wing.

The order was to close. His right wing folded while gold spread the left, and Trevor let that one stay open as he moved the lower right. Blood ran from the torn root on his third move. His soft body tried to curl around the pain, and Central Choir used that urge to pull both knees toward the seat.

Trevor caught both legs with the corpse's third hand.

Petra's voice crossed a broken road. “You look absurd.”

“Stop watching,” Trevor said.

“No.”

A gold path ate the channel before he could fix her bad sense of duty.

Trevor moved the center wings together, freed his left boot, and seized the corpse's thumb with his right hand.

The System called each ugly move a split invalid input.

Then Damaris opened Returned Judgment.

She marked the first wing move as Trevor's, then the next and the one after that. She did not call him rightful or accept his Crown. Damaris judged one fact at a time: he had moved, and Heaven had not.

The body contest climbed from fifty-one to fifty-four percent.

Central Choir answered through the throne.

RETURNED WITNESS // DEFINE CLAIMANT

Two buttons opened for Damaris.

ACCEPT TREVOR // INSTALL FOUNDER TEMPLATE

REJECT TREVOR // EXECUTE BODY

She hit both choices with the same flail swing.

“You keep breaking my menus,” Trevor said.

“You keep standing inside bad ones,” Damaris replied.

The gate launched a chain with twelve links, each bearing one of Trevor's past claims: carrier heart, Host Formation, the first won wall, Red Covenant, and stolen vessel key.

Each link proved he had used Heaven's rules, so Central Choir used his own past to claim it still stood above him.

Trevor could not deny the chain without wiping his build, so he struck the owner order instead.

The carrier-heart link entered the High Angel corpse. Trevor sent it into a dead socket and let the old claim close, turning the corpse's left arm gold.

His red right arm tore the gold one off at the shoulder.

The shell obeyed both orders as one hand ripped the other free. The lost limb fell through the gate as a new weapon for Heaven.

Three useful arms stayed attached to the corpse.

The Host Formation link tried next. Trevor opened the formation around the gold limb alone and made Central Choir claim one piece of its chain as a unit. Damaris smashed it before Heaven fixed the target list.

“Nine links,” Damaris called.

“I can count,” Trevor said, which he seemed to say whenever the numbers were bad.

Then the Red Covenant link struck her.

Damaris arched as gold closed over the crack in Trevor's mark. If that repair sealed, Central Choir would own Returned Judgment and gain the last heir input.

Trevor could release the Covenant, free Damaris, and remove one chain link. It would also give up the class bond he had forced into the forge.

He refused and drove more red force through the crack, making both claims smash together inside her soul field.

Damaris screamed through her clenched teeth.

Trevor watched the gold pleasure line form beside the pain. The throne wanted her body to welcome surrender as his legs had welcomed warmth. He caught the line before it reached her mind, read it, and made a private copy.

Then Damaris used the clash to charge Mutiny Beat six seconds early.

She froze the gold half, and Trevor dragged his claim from the closing crack before it trapped them both.

The Covenant stayed his while the crack stayed hers. “That hurt,” Damaris said.

“It worked,” Trevor replied.

Her flail hit his living ribs hard enough to fold him.

TREVOR HP 63/618 → 45/618

Trevor admitted that her blow had worked too.

Naomi's distant voice cut through the fight. “Forty-five?”

Trevor ignored Naomi and kept reading the chain.

“I saw the bar,” Naomi said.

“Then why ask?” Trevor snapped.

“So Damaris knows where not to hit,” Naomi said.

“I know,” Damaris said, without a trace of regret.

She struck the next chain link instead.

Six stayed.

Trevor used the corpse's three arms as split command bodies. One held the gate, one guarded his living form, and one seized the class path feeding the chain. Old raid habits urged him to stack them, and the heir trap wanted the same thing.

He kept their jobs split, so Heaven could reclaim one without taking the others.

The High Angel corpse drove itself between the chain and Trevor's body.

Gold entered its chest and lit the holy halo for the first time since death, while Central Choir tried to reclaim each class layer at once.

Trevor opened One-Voice Domain inside the dead shell.

His claim held the deepest live layer because he had killed, equipped, and used the body after its holy class ended.

Heaven owned the past, but Trevor owned what the corpse did now.

The chain tore in half as black-red links became loot and gold links vanished into the throne.

The stolen vessel-key link stayed locked in Trevor's hand.

PRIME OWNER PATH // hurt, not removed

He stored it behind his living body's fifty-four-percent control.

The hurt link was not a win, but it showed him the root he had to break before taking Morning Throne for real.

Experience waited behind the unfinished fight.

Trevor moved his last lower wing, broke contact with the seat, and let the corpse haul him onto the forge ledge.

Damaris jumped from its shoulder before it landed with her flail ready.

When Trevor returned his full sight to the living body, the room dropped two feet. Warm-blonde hair stuck to the blood on his cheek, and three wings answered at once. The other three followed after a gold delay.

Naomi reached him through the broken sickroom link.

“Current HP,” Naomi demanded.

“Enough,” Trevor lied.

“Give me the number.”

“Sixty-three,” Trevor said.

“That is not enough,” Naomi told him.

The queued reward needed one safe beat, and Naomi forced it into being through a thin lane in Petra's roads. A black-red Mercy Pane settled over Trevor's ribs. She lacked the MP and clear path to heal him, but the spell held his forty-five live HP above death while the level went through.

NAOMI MP 126/290 → 104/290

Her anger showed in the spell's fit, which pulled each breath into a tight, painful limit.

“You are welcome,” Naomi said through her teeth.

“Everyone learned that line from Damaris,” Trevor said.

“It keeps being true,” Naomi replied.

SUCCESSION CHAIN BROKEN
Trigger // prime-owner gate failed to reclaim High Angel command body
LEVEL // 60 + 1 -> 61
Might 52 → 53
Vitality 56 → 57
Focus 40 → 41
HP 63/618 → 63/626
MP 45/470 → 45/476
Stamina 41/475 → 41/482
BODY CONTROL // 54% Trevor Dwyer
Host Incarnation I // proved


The reward restored no live resource; Naomi's pane had held him at forty-five, not sixty-three, because the queued panel bound at the chain break before Damaris struck.

The live state updated beneath the reward panel.

CURRENT HP 45/626 | MP 45/476 | Stamina 41/482

The System had shown two ordered moments instead of cheating, so Trevor approved and stayed in pain.

A white-gold line appeared at the bottom of the pane.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT CHECKSUM // VALID

Trevor picked it, but the checksum turned black-red and hid before the tip opened.

Adina's voice came through three broken broadcasts. “Central Choir posted a kill bounty. It names a second claimant.”

“Name?” Trevor asked.

“Withheld,” Adina said.

“Route?” Trevor asked.

“The checksum was white,” she answered.

Somewhere, another claimant had made Heaven write a second save. He could be a copy, a future prize, or Trevor himself.

Damaris rested the flail across one shoulder. “Do not decide before we see him.”

“I was deciding how to take his levels,” Trevor said.

“That is deciding,” Damaris replied.

Trevor opened the broken empire map; forty-seven buildings blinked between owners, and three hundred thirteen voices scattered across roads.

District One stayed red around the dead High Angel, District Two had gone gold, and District Three hid behind Naomi's patient rule.

His first body stood with six assault wings spread at bad angles, while the High Angel corpse knelt as his second command body.

Trevor had lived because Damaris broke the perfect Host Heaven could take whole.

He hated owing his life to a mutiny, but the new problem was more fun than the old sure thing.

Trevor looked over the split map. “Now I take it back in pieces.”

Damaris lifted her flail between them. “Try taking me first.”

“You are already mine,” Trevor said.

Her cracked mark sparked. “Then why am I still arguing?”

Trevor felt her pulse strike the claim line. One beat obeyed the Covenant, and the next fell a hair outside it. Damaris was testing how much of herself the crack had given back.

He could have tightened the mark while she stood in sword reach.

Instead, he opened the stolen gold pleasure line and tied it to a District Two surrender prompt. The choir guards would feel relief only when they took his safe-conduct terms. Once the gate opened, his Host would use their homes as firing lanes.

Trevor showed Damaris only the harmless half of the prompt.

“I found the first piece,” Trevor said.

He wanted to know the full size of her weapon before he chose where to point it.

He also wanted the district to believe rescue had come before it learned his name.


Chapter 3 — My Empire Dropped as Contested Loot

Naomi owned the forge sickroom; Petra owned nine escape roads, Adina held the stolen broadcast choir, and Junia had one percent of herself plus the blade that cut the prime root.

Damaris held the crack in the Red Covenant around her returned body.

Trevor owned the High Angel corpse, fifty-four percent of his first body, and the right to be furious.

He gathered the pieces in the broken forge, though gathered was generous.

Trevor called from the center ledge. Naomi answered behind a sickroom wall locked against both owners, while Petra appeared upside down from a road mark above him. Adina sent three choir images without showing her own place, and Junia waited in sword range against a cracked soul rack.

Damaris stood in plain sight so Trevor could see where her next flail would come from.

“Return the pieces,” Trevor ordered, and no one moved.

Naomi kept treating wounded Host while her local key refused his change. “This room returns after the last living bar holds.”

Trevor had not given up ownership, but Damaris had broken the Host, Naomi had caught the room, and the System had done the math.

He put that math under review.

“Review it quietly,” Naomi said.

Petra rolled a black-red key over her knuckles, making it vanish between each finger and return from a new angle.

“My pieces return one at a time,” Petra said. “The price depends on which road you want.”

Adina's three images spoke together. “The broadcast returns after each kept voice learns why the Crown failed.”

“That account will not flatter me.”

“It will be true,” Adina promised.

Junia said nothing, and Trevor did not ask for her one percent.

A demand would make her spend it in front of everyone, and he preferred not to learn a weapon's size before he had to break it.

Damaris touched the red crack over her heart. “This stays.”

“You used it against my empire.”

“I saved pieces of that empire with your future choice.”

The word pieces suited the forge, where broken shaping mirrors covered the floor.

One shard showed Trevor's soft face beneath Morning Throne, another showed his lavender-star eyes empty and gold, and a third showed Damaris alive without a claim.

Trevor ground the empty-eyed face into silver dust beneath his heel.

He could force one piece back, and Naomi's room offered the cleanest path. If he seized it, the wounded voices would return to One-Voice Domain. Petra could move them, Adina could call the rest, and one forced gain might start a full rebuild.

It might also rebuild the one root Heaven had almost stolen.

Trevor rebuilt the war map as crossed claims; Naomi could ask for transport without owning Petra, and Petra could carry a broadcast without showing Adina her roads.

Damaris could guard triage without entering Trevor's hold lane, while Junia could cut any owner path and take the cost.

Each move needed a local handoff from one woman to another.

The moves were slow, and Trevor hated slow systems until the first gold purge struck all five pieces, found no single target, and failed.

He loved this one slow system.

Trevor called them brief local owners while keeping conquest rights for his Crown.

Adina had not agreed, and they were using one another inside the empire, not putting his name on the plan.

Naomi threw a bloody bandage through the sickroom window, and it stuck to Trevor's cheek.

“Fight first,” Naomi said. “Rename the world later.”

Central Choir marked each lost piece as loot, and gold bounties filled the forge.

CONFLICT PURGE BOUNTY
Primary target // Trevor Dwyer, Red Crown claimant
Secondary target // parallel claimant, identity withheld
Reward for deleting either claimant:
— restore one lawful timeline
— preserve winning claimant memories
— transfer future choice to Central Choir
BRANCH LOCKS DEPLOYED // 8
HP 45/626 | MP 45/476 | Stamina 41/482
Fear 520/900 | Dissonance 788


The first branch lock rose beneath Naomi's room; Trevor reached her through Petra's thin road with forty-five HP, and Naomi dragged him behind a healing wall before the lock finished forming.

“Armor off,” Naomi ordered. The boss was spawning, but his ribs were trying to become loot.

Gold lines boxed each break and marked it reclaimable structure. Prime-owner code from the throne chain had burrowed inside the wounds.

Naomi opened two dark Mercy Panes.

NAOMI MP 104/290 → 60/290

One pane held Trevor's red body state while the other fenced off the gold labels.

She peeled the code out one rib at a time, and each strip hurt more than the break.

Trevor kept still until Petra leaned through the wall beside him.

“You are making the cute brave face,” Petra said.

“I do not own one.”

“More proof.”

Naomi healed seventy HP after extracting the last fragment.

TREVOR HP 45/626 → 115/626

The number stayed low, but the branch lock could no longer list each rib as loot.

“Do not spend that healing on looking impressive,” Naomi warned.

“That resource is not tracked,” Trevor said, though his face suggested otherwise.

Damaris entered with her flail over one shoulder. Her returned body still bore the twenty-six-HP tear from the gate, and Naomi pointed at the second bed.

Damaris tried to delay healing until after the boss, but Naomi wrapped a confession chain around her ankle. “Now.”

Damaris could have broken the chain, but she sat.

Junia guarded the doorway with one hand on her stolen blade. Gold light searched beneath her one-percent self-claim and found no lawful door. That scrap had looked absurd beside Trevor's Host; now it was the room's only whole owner state.

Trevor filed that fact under threats worth keeping.

Junia noticed and smiled as if she knew the file, so he smiled back once.

Naomi fixed the torn soul edge around Trevor's mark while leaving Damaris's own crack whole.

“You are healing her resistance,” Trevor said.

“I am healing my patient.” Naomi left the last part of the wound alone.

Damaris closed one hand around her flail and watched him weigh the risk.

Naomi did not look up. “Test that theory when I finish.”

Trevor saved the threat for a less guarded room.

White stone crushed through the floor. Six gold arms opened around the room, each bearing a seizure chain. Five aimed for local holders, while the sixth reached for Trevor's living body.

The chamber folded in. Beds, healers, tools, soul wards, and wounded voices became one gold loot icon over Naomi's heart; each person inside became a number.

Trevor knew the trick because he had used smaller forms of it, and he knew the flaw. Loot stacks assumed the things inside were all the same.

Naomi opened one record. A Host soldier missing a wing did not match a captured angel with soul-thread burns, so the stack split in two. She opened another until twenty-seven unique bars burst across the room. The branch lock spent a quarter of its MP trying to build split chains.

“Keep splitting the stack,” Trevor ordered.

Naomi had started before he spoke, so he added, “Keep being right.”

The first arm reached for the weakest patient.

Petra opened a road beneath the bed, Damaris caught it on the far side, and her flail dealt three hundred thousand damage to the chain.

The second arm picked Trevor as sickroom owner and offered a damage path from his body through Naomi.

His Vitality made each HP worth more, and taking the offer would also make each patient his local property.

“Do not take that owner path,” Naomi said.

“I am doing the math.”

“Very slowly.”

Junia cut the offer with the edge of her one-percent field.

The lock tried to take the rest of her sword arm, but she freed the weapon, caught it left-handed, and finished the cut.

Trevor's chance vanished with the boss's clean owner road.

The third arm reached for Adina's broadcast; three choir images gave it three owners, so the arm split at the shoulder and fought itself while Petra tagged both halves for later loot.

The fourth arm caught Damaris's Covenant, and Trevor pulled on his ninety-nine percent while Central Choir pulled through the old root.

Damaris stood between them, calm as a knife on an altar.

She used Mutiny Beat on Heaven's half and stopped the gold for one beat while Trevor could have closed his field around her.

Instead, he drove six wings into the bare chest.

The slight body behind them weighed little, but Level Sixty-One Might drove through the roots into one black-red point.

The strike tore away eight hundred thousand HP.

The first kill receipt waited behind the fight. A red counter beneath Trevor's halo showed fourteen kills without filling his sight with names.

QUEUED KILLS // 14

The lock changed tricks and tied its health to twenty-seven patients, so each point of damage copied into one random living bar.

Trevor stopped the High Angel corpse's next punch with two inches left, but the dead shell obeyed late.

Its knuckles touched white stone for twelve thousand damage, and one patient lost twelve HP.

Naomi caught the drop. “Do that again and I remove corpse access from triage.”

“You cannot.”

Her local key opened the menu and proved she could.

“Make the patients split legal people,” Trevor told Adina.

“They are.”

“Make the boss admit it.”

Adina sent each record through a different choir. Twenty-seven voices named twenty-seven wounds, classes, and live choices. The lock tried to keep random patient as one valid target and received twenty-seven objections.

Petra marked roads under each bed; Damaris dragged the patients through one at a time while Junia cut each health tie as it stretched.

The women ran the chain faster without waiting for one command lane.

Trevor watched the owner core instead. It pulsed each time a hostage link broke. On the twenty-sixth pulse, he sent the corpse left and made the boss guard right. On the twenty-seventh, the lock made the same choice again.

Trevor's living body went right and drove a sword through the prime path.

BRANCH LOCK HP 2,104,880 → 1,504,880/3,000,000

Gold code trapped the blade while two arms closed around his small frame.

Damaris caught one, Junia cut the other, and Petra's road yanked Trevor free by his knee armor; he landed behind Naomi's wall.

“Was that impressive?” Naomi asked.

“Effective.”

“Your HP?”

TREVOR HP 115/626 → 91/626

Trevor still called it effective.

The branch lock exposed its class table while rebuilding the hostage trick: six kill skills, one owner root, and a sixty-second catch window after zero HP.

Trevor wanted the whole machine for himself.

Gold doors closed around the forge as seven more locks settled onto the empire map. District roads vanished, and Morning Throne began sending troops toward Naomi's room.

Trevor sent the High Angel corpse through the wall. Three hands caught three gold lancers, and a lost arm pinned the fourth by its wings. The dead halo jammed the door behind them.

The lancers were not Host, and their bars belonged wholly to Heaven, so the fixed voice totals stayed whole.

Trevor opened the pleasure line he had stolen from the throne.

“Name your virtues,” Trevor ordered.

The first lancer spat blood at him. “Duty.”

Trevor pulled one feather from her left wing, and the root came free with a strip of glowing flesh.

He let the pain crest, then paid the word with relief so sweet her knees gave out.

“Again,” Trevor said.

“Duty,” she repeated.

He tore another feather, held back the reward, and listened to her scream.

“The lesson,” Trevor said, “is not that virtue hurts. The lesson is that I decide when virtue feels good.”

He moved to the next prisoner; faith earned a crushed finger and bliss, while Mercy earned a torn wing with no relief.

Truth earned warmth the instant its angel lied about her own name.

By the time the branch lock rose on six gold legs, all four lancers knew the rule.

Their morals had not changed, but their bodies had learned to cheer betrayal.

Trevor pointed at the bare owner core above them.

“Curse what brought you here,” Trevor ordered.

Four mouths fought him, so he raised the pain until Heaven's white armor ran pink beneath their feet.

The first gave in and called duty a chain, and pleasure took her so hard she sobbed.

The second called faith fear in a halo, the third cursed mercy, and the fourth called truth a weapon for weak owners.

Trevor freed their chains. “Prove what I taught you.”

They struck the branch lock because the stolen reward made each sin feel like holy joy. Each knew what he had done and tried to stop. Their bodies drove lances into Heaven anyway, and their cries became ugly, wild notes beneath the blows.

Naomi stared at Trevor over twenty-seven patient bars. “Remove the field.”

The lancers were not her patients, but they were alive for the moment.

Damaris settled her flail against Trevor's shoulder. “You do not need them for the lock.”

“I know.” Trevor watched one lancer vomit from joy and beg her god for disgust. That was why the result belonged to him.

He let the field run until all four weapons broke, then removed the reward and left their memories clean.

The sudden lack of pleasure dropped them screaming to the floor.

Trevor faced the five women without looking away from his work. “You may keep your pieces. Use them well.”

Damaris's smile held no warmth. “That almost sounds like trust.”

“It is a warning,” Trevor said.

The branch lock unfolded execution blades, and its health bar opened across the ceiling.

BRANCH LOCK ONE // TRIAGE DISTRICT
HP 2,104,880/3,000,000
Reclamation priority // Naomi Talbot
Living contents // 27
Prime owner path // exposed


Trevor drew his sword, and behind him, four ruined lancers whispered the virtues they had betrayed because silence now felt like withdrawal.

His empire had dropped as split loot, and Trevor meant to be the fastest monster in the room.


Chapter 4 — I Claimed the Pieces Heaven Failed to Steal

The branch lock turned Naomi's patients into living armor around the creature that had wounded them.

Twenty-seven gold bars rose around its white-stone body. Captain Rell became a shield plate over the heart, while a Host archer whose leg ended at the knee covered the throat. A choir knight Naomi had saved after he tried to kill her guarded the owner root.

Trevor read the mechanic before he swung and found the patients listed as damage reduction.

BRANCH LOCK ONE // TRIAGE DISTRICT
HP 1,504,880/3,000,000
PATIENT BULWARK // 27 linked bars
Damage to root transfers to linked living contents.
Linked death restores root HP to maximum.
CAPTURE CONDITION // defeat without emptying a linked bar


“Stop attacking,” Naomi ordered. Trevor's sword was already moving, but he turned the cut, removed one gold leg, and left the linked bars whole.

“I saw the rule.”

“Keep seeing it,” Naomi said.

Six kill blades rose from six occupied beds around the locked branch. Trevor watched through his living eyes beneath the boss and the High Angel's dead gaze from the doorway, so each weapon had two edges. One threatened him while the other hunted the corpse.

Trevor made the dead High Angel body step left and catch the first blade. The first blade followed its holy shell while the second chased the claimant soul to the right. Damaris caught the third on her chain, Junia cut the fourth one beat after Trevor pointed, and Petra swallowed the fifth with a road.

Adina told the last blade that its target had gone back to Heaven, and the weapon paused to check her lie.

Naomi threw a bed through Petra's road and knocked it flat.

“You armed a medical bed,” Trevor said.

“Treatment was done,” Naomi replied.

The branch lock stamped gold code through the floor as Captain Rell's bar grew thick over its heart.

Trevor sheathed his sword while Damaris watched him weigh whether he had a plan or a head wound; both outcomes stayed possible until Naomi chose which patient pane to open.

He opened One-Voice Domain and spoke to each linked bar.

“You are no longer patients.”

Naomi's confession chain snapped around his ankle. “Try again.”

“You are fighters under a hostile claim,” Trevor said. “The difference matters to the boss.”

Adina copied its bounty text into twenty-seven narrow panes.

LIVING CONTENT // guarded because helpless

ACTIVE COMBATANT // must receive surrender option

The archer sat up on her bed. “Can I surrender to you?”

“Surrender to whoever holds your local bar,” Trevor said.

The wounded archer looked at Naomi for her answer instead of Trevor.

“You are staying in bed,” Naomi told her.

The archer picked Naomi's order and loosed before Trevor could rename it.

Her bar changed from gold to black-red around the edge—not Trevor's red, but Naomi's—and the boss lost one shield plate.

Trevor smiled, but Naomi did not return it.

“Each person chooses,” Naomi said. “Keep them alive long enough to do it.”

The demand ruined a clean cheat by splitting it into twenty-seven timers. It also made the method lawful under Heaven's own fight rules.

Trevor sent in the corpse, and four dead hands caught four blades. The fifth cut open his upper wing and scattered black-red feathers across the room.

TREVOR HP 91/626 → 55/626

The sixth blade fell toward the choir knight's bed.

“I will not serve your Host,” the choir knight said.

“Then don't,” Trevor replied.

Trevor drove his body between the bed and blade, locking his lower wings against the floor as the edge pressed him back.

TREVOR STAMINA 41/482 → 19/482

“Choose the healer,” he said through his teeth. “You can hate me after the boss dies.”

“Will you let me leave?” the knight asked Naomi.

“If you can walk. If you cannot, I fix that first.”

He chose Naomi, so the blade lost its target and Trevor shoved it into the ceiling.

Fear came from each gold lancer who watched their holy boss fail to crush him.

FEAR 520/900 → 560/900

Trevor tasted the gain and found it too clean. Fear born in battle died with the fight, while fear born from shame followed a person home.

He opened the gold troop channel and found Choir Marshal Vossa with eight lancers and two war healers outside the sealed district.

Vossa had watched four ruined prisoners curse their virtues in the blood-slick room. Her training held, but her pulse jumped whenever Trevor touched the stolen pleasure line.

Trevor opened a private line. “Your lock is eating patients.”

“You tainted the rite,” Vossa said.

“Then cleanse it. Spend both healers and charge the shield.”

“They are not fuel.”

Trevor tied the archer's relief to the thought of obedience and watched the association settle.

He did not move her hand; he made the right choice feel like the only cool place in a burning world.

“They volunteered for Heaven,” he whispered. “Would you deny them a holy death because you are afraid to choose?”

The lie worked because each piece was true except its meaning.

Vossa refused once, so Trevor flipped the pleasure line and paid that refusal with pain; she gasped, though the healers heard nothing inside their sealed helms.

He showed her the twenty-seven patients, then the branch lock restored, the Red Crown broken, and Central Choir praising the marshal who had saved them all.

“Order the sacrifice,” Trevor said. “I will stop.”

The last line held no object, so Vossa supplied one.

The archer turned toward her two healers with the new pleasure still bright behind her eyes.

“Donate your class roots.”

Both obeyed before they knew donation meant being torn apart. White hands opened their breastplates from within, and their healing halos came out through the ribs with bright nerves trailing. The lock drank both class roots and ignored their screams.

Vossa's reward field fired, and bliss took her knees.

Trevor removed each trace of his touch from the outer record.

Adina would keep the words: a Heaven commander, under no seen enemy order, had killed her own healers to feed a machine that wore patients as armor.

Vossa begged for another reward before she could stop herself. Trevor smiled through the High Angel corpse. “Later.”

Inside triage, Petra moved among beds without using a road twice. She offered no promises, only placed each hand close enough to touch a local pane. Adina kept both results when one woman chose Naomi and Trevor at the same time. Heaven called the result invalid, so Adina recorded two complete choices that did not agree.

Junia stood beside the last bar with no claim.

“I do not want your key,” Junia told Trevor.

“I did not offer it.”

“You were about to.”

She was right, which made the refusal worse.

Trevor changed his order. “Cut when you decide the root deserves it.”

Junia waited with her blade held low.

The lock rebuilt its legs while linked bars fell from twenty-seven to seven, then three. It gathered the lost shield plates into one kill order.

The last patients could not touch their panes while the boss wore their pain as armor.

One slept under Naomi's spell, one had lost both hands, and the third was a gold guard who saw a chain inside each choice.

Trevor sent the High Angel corpse into the lower blades and locked its dead shoulders beneath their edges.

The body had once killed all three patients by Central Choir's law; now its corpse held the same blades away under Trevor's claim.

The guard watched the corpse strain. “Do you own it?”

“I killed it,” Trevor said, which was not the question but was the better answer.

Naomi placed her hand over the man's pane. “You can choose through a witnessed touch. It stays yours.”

Trevor could have turned that touch into an owner gift. He kept the field open because a true choice made a harder record.

The guard chose Naomi, and the handless patient spoke her name for Adina's record.

Petra carried the sleeping man's pane into his dream ward, where the System took his refusal to move as a choice of healer.

Three shield plates fell while the High Angel corpse tore free.

DELETE UNPROTECTED CONTENT

Naomi refused to release anyone, and Damaris struck the order with Mutiny Beat. The gold line stuttered for one self-owned beat.

“Is it time?” Trevor asked.

“Now,” Junia answered.

She cut, Petra made the cut a road, and Adina fed the lock's kill order through the opening.

The boss received its own claimed body as unguarded content when Trevor reversed the branch lock.

Trevor moved both bodies on the same beat.

The corpse seized the upper frame as his living body flew through the ribs.

Six wings tore red paths toward the root, and Damaris's flail landed one frame after his order but one before the repair.

Twenty-seven patient bars stayed full while the boss bar hit zero.

BRANCH LOCK HP 1,504,880 → 0/3,000,000

Experience forced Trevor's wings open beneath the branch ceiling as the lock finally broke.

LEVEL // 61 + 1 -> 62
Might 53 → 54
Vitality 57 → 58
Agility 34 → 35
HP 55/626 → 55/634
MP 45/476 → 45/482
Stamina 19/482 → 19/489
Fear capacity // 900 → 990
SKILL ACQUIRED // Absolute Ownership I
Cost // 36 MP + 25 Fear
Duration // 60 seconds
Target // one defeated command structure


When the root chamber opened, Trevor placed one hand on its core.

TREVOR MP 45/482 → 9/482

FEAR 560/990 → 535/990

Each line became his for sixty seconds: twenty-seven patient links, three district doors, one troop road, Naomi's priority, Petra's routes, Adina's broadcast, Damaris's Covenant, and Junia's one-percent gap.

The feeling beat rest as ownership entered him like a sunrise made of knives.

The clock began at the worst time, and Gold troops came at fifty-eight seconds, while Petra needed twelve to turn the district road.

Adina needed each local holder to speak her name before the handoff would last.

Central Choir opened one bright offer.

RECOMBINE ALL FRAGMENTS // instant

Trevor could restore the perfect Host with one order.

“Putting it all back together is how the throne stole you,” Damaris said.

“Almost stole me,” Trevor corrected, a sweet difference while his legs entered its chair.

The corpse lost one arm blocking the first troop blade, and Trevor ignored the button.

Naomi spoke her name at the first key, and the sickroom became hers.

Petra spoke her name, and roads moved beyond Trevor's sight; he hated it and wrote the key anyway.

Adina spoke her name, and her broadcast kept both command records.

Junia refused the key, so Trevor left a gap where her self-claim could pass.

Central Choir probed it, Junia cut the gold input, and the gap stayed open.

Damaris took her key and hit it with the flail. A crack ran through Trevor's mark before the key could lock.

“You hurt my work,” Trevor said.

“I improved the exit,” Damaris replied.

Ten seconds stayed on the clock.

Two lancers passed the ruined corpse and struck Naomi's half-written key. Damaris took the first lance through her side, trapped the shaft beneath one arm, and broke its owner with the flail. Junia cut the second from behind.

Because she had refused a local key, the new walls saw Junia as hostile, and a black-red bolt crossed toward her back.

Trevor caught it with his lower wing, and three feathers buried themselves in the root wall.

“You guarded my one percent,” Junia said.

“I guarded an available sword,” Trevor replied, naturally.

She freed his wing with a cut that took no feathers, though Trevor had never shown her the safe angle.

“Eight seconds,” Damaris called.

Adina's broadcast began to fail as PRIME OWNER tried to replace all six names at once. She kept the new line as a seventh record and forced the root to check each claimant.

“I bought two seconds,” Adina said.

“I need eight.”

“Spend them twice.”

Petra opened the same six-second road at both ends.

Trevor sent his body through one opening and the corpse through the other, bringing both around the troops on one repeated path.

Four living wings and two dead hands struck together, and the lancers fell before the clock moved.

Trevor wrote his lasting checkpoint key last.

Full Ownership ended on the next tick.

Gold entered the lock and found six valid holders who did not agree, rather than one piece it could move. Naomi's room named patients, Petra's roads named no owner, and Adina's panes named two. Damaris's key named Trevor and a lawful refusal, while Junia's gap named herself.

The troops froze, and Trevor fell against Damaris; she held him until Naomi came close, then shoved him into the healer's arms.

“Fortified,” Trevor said.

“Bleeding,” Naomi corrected.

She sealed his wing without spending the MP to heal it because her last magic belonged to lower bars.

Trevor let her choose because free triage had beaten a trick his perfect Host could not.

Damaris leaned against the root while Naomi closed the lance wound in her side.

Trevor felt the pain through the Covenant and the part of her pulse beyond it.

“You spent HP on Naomi,” Trevor said.

“You spent a wing on Junia.”

They both called the choice tactical.

He wanted an answer that named the difference, but the new root held six reasons he could not force one without making it weak.

BRANCH LOCK ONE // CAPTURED
Local holders // 6 incompatible valid keys
Permanent checkpoint key // Trevor Dwyer
Active Voices // 213 → 241
Dissonance // 788 → 829


Several centers could argue now, which meant Heaven could not steal them with one order.

Trevor opened the district map. Choir Marshal Vossa's private record sat beneath the captured troop road, clean except for Adina's kept broadcast. Her two healers were dead, and Vossa still remembered the joy of giving the order.

Trevor sent the marshal one last message.

YOUR SACRIFICE HELPED ME CLAIM THE LOCK.

The stolen pleasure line rewarded Vossa again, and she screamed loudly enough for the whole gold district to hear; Trevor saved that broadcast too.

His level panel flickered as something white fell from his halo.

PARALLEL SAVE // LEVEL DELTA MATCHED

Then the System erased the line.


Chapter 5 — A White Feather Was Not Mine

The white feather blocked a kill meant for Trevor, and he had not ordered it, which made the rescue offensive.

A recall spear crossed the checkpoint before anyone saw the lancer throw; Trevor had fifty-five HP, nineteen Stamina, and too many wings between him and a handy dodge.

The feather moved from his halo and spread white light across the blow. Gold broke one inch from Trevor's chest and cut his robe without touching skin.

Trevor caught the white feather between two black-red claws before it reached Damaris. Its edge was round where his assault feathers formed blades, and a warm gold line ran through the shaft. From far away, the color matched Heaven, but lavender lived at its heart.

The feather carried no Fear, owner key, or Dissonance at all.

Trevor gave the stray feather a simple order and waited for an owner pane to appear.

EQUIP

The feather refused, so Trevor tried again through One-Voice Domain.

EQUIP // HALO SLOT SEVEN

The artifact answered him with pointed silence and turned its shaft away from his Crown.

“It saved you,” Naomi said while wrapping his torn upper wing without magic. She pulled two feathers into an ugly bundle.

“It got in the way of my defense.”

“Your defense was bleeding on me.”

Trevor offered the object a loot slot, but it escaped his hand and settled in Damaris's palm.

He hated the smug little thing more each second.

Damaris held the shaft away from her cracked Covenant while Adina opened a clean record.

Returned Judgment read its point, warm line, and the piece of Trevor's soul pattern beneath both.

The panel flashed white between Damaris's hands and refused Trevor's owner color.

“Continuous founder matter,” Damaris read. “Not yours. Not false.”

“Those answers do not fit together.”

“You should feel at home, then.”

Trevor held out his hand and ordered the feather to return, then come. It stayed still until he ordered it to drop.

The feather lifted from Damaris, floated over Trevor's head, and dropped onto Naomi's bandage.

Petra laughed from a ceiling beam. “One feather beat you.”

“I am mapping its resistance.”

“It mapped you first.”

Seven loot classes failed in different ways before Evidence accepted the unclaimed feather.

Weapon found no attack edge, while Armor took it for half a second before rejecting Trevor as the guard's source; familiar asked him to request a name, and Trevor closed that menu.

Relic needed a dead owner, captured soul needed a soul, and quest item needed a quest Heaven admitted existed.

Evidence took the feather without calling it weapon, ally, pet, or property.

Trevor added a return clause, and one neat white line cut his red words in half.

Adina recorded each test. When she wrote Trevor's feather, it moved away from the page, and when she wrote unowned feather, the shaft struck unowned.

Adina tried the record again with plainer words and fewer assumptions about who had sent it.

present by its own action

Under those words, the feather settled onto the page.

“It cares about the record,” Adina said.

“It cares about annoying me.”

Both things could be true without making the feather part of Trevor's route.

Naomi widened the blocked-spear record until both possible motives fit inside it.

PARALLEL GUARD // completed
Source claimant // withheld
Target claimant // Trevor Dwyer
Physical medium // Sixfold Rescue feather
Source Stamina // -48
Transfer loss // 0
Owner consent // not applicable
Target ownership // refused


Somewhere, another player had paid the cost on the same frame; Trevor traced the founder mark, which matched his soul before the route split and divided at the root beat.

His side became black-red owner checks, Fear, and one order across six lanes.

The other became white-gold rescue checks, Hope, and six acts that refused to merge.

Both patterns kept going, and neither looped into the other.

Nine old guards scarred the feather. Seven hid companions, one named a church, and the last named TREVOR DWYER. Three barbs had burned smooth, while Damaris's class check had cut the shaft without an owner mark. A white thread at the base used Naomi's healing shape without her confession chain.

Trevor reached for the thread, and the feather folded around it.

“Protective,” Naomi said.

“Secretive,” Trevor corrected.

“You call everything secretive when it guards someone from you.”

Beneath the guard record waited a blank shaped like an owner's name.

Trevor noted that the other claimant had the menu and could have claimed the feather, but chose not to finish.

Trevor tried to write his own name, but the white line closed before the first letter.

The High Angel corpse's key drew a flash strong enough to throw its dead hand across the room.

Damaris's name entered as WITNESS, but never owner.

FOUNDER MATTER CONTINUITY
Origin claimant // Trevor Dwyer
Current claimant // continuous
Counterfeit indicators // none
Simulation indicators // none
Copy origin // none
Route divergence // lawful and unresolved
Deletion consequence // founder continuity loss


“Deleting the other route kills a real person,” Damaris said.

“He is a rival claimant.”

The two facts could overlap.

Adina copied the judgment. “Central Choir calls one save lawful and the other an error. This record calls both lawful.”

Either Heaven had written a bad quest, or it wanted them to finish what it could not.

Trevor hated anyone else choosing which claimant kept their name.

“Can you certify both claimants?” Naomi asked.

Damaris widened the circle until it touched Trevor and the feather. “Not from one object. I can prove this came from the same person, not what he chooses now.”

Trevor placed one black-red feather beside the white one. “Certify me.”

“Same person, dangerous, and annoying right now.”

Only the first was a System class, though the others should have been.

Two valid founder records sat a finger apart and refused to join.

“If Central Choir changes one, the other proves the change,” Adina said.

“Then we keep the proof alive,” Trevor replied.

The white feather tilted toward Trevor as if listening.

“Do not look pleased. That was weapon care.”

“Another version,” Naomi said under her breath.

“Another route,” Adina corrected.

Trevor touched the lavender heart, and the checkpoint doubled for one blink.

White shields filled his Host spots, walls bore the same wounds with new repairs, and a small hand in a gold bracer reached from the other side.

Then Trevor's black-red room came back around him.

No thought, memory, or voice crossed—only an act that had finished somewhere else. There was no second mind inside the feather, only a choice repeated with irritating precision; a copy could be closed, and a false world could be erased. A living claimant made a murder receipt if either route killed the other.

Gold dust crawled from the broken spear, and each splinter carried RETURN. Central Choir could not order the feather, so it built a holy cage around it.

Trevor saw the trap and kept the warning to himself.

The feather rose while six soft-edged panes caught six groups of dust and moved apart.

The owner order split until each shard carried less than a lawful claim.

The white cage fell apart in the air when the feather refused to count as captured.

“Handy?” Petra asked Trevor.

“Wasteful. Six moves for one trap.”

“It solved the trap,” Petra said.

“I would have conquered it,” Trevor said.

The gold dust formed again beneath Trevor's boots. Damaris pulled him back by the waist as a seal snapped shut where he had stood.

He landed against her armor with his halo at her collar. Her arm stayed around his small body one beat longer than balance needed.

“You were saying?” Damaris asked.

“I had not started,” Trevor lied.

The feather bumped him on the nose.

Trevor seized it while Damaris's hand stayed at his waist. The Covenant read the hold as hers before his.

He could have fixed the order, but he studied the feather until she freed him by choice.

“If the other claimant can reach me, I can reach back,” Trevor said.

“That is contact, not ownership.”

Trevor believed everything had a menu.

The feather tapped Trevor's forehead in reply.

Petra laughed harder from the beam above them.

Trevor caught the soft edge without cutting himself and placed it beside one black-red assault feather; their shafts matched at the soul mark, but their pasts did not.

One feather had become a blade and the other a guard, yet both named Trevor Dwyer.

Junia let her one-percent mark touch the white light, and it accepted her.

“The feather chose a target,” Junia said. “Correctly.”

“Correct choices still need my leave.”

“Did you ask before you brought Damaris back?”

Silence filled the room around Trevor.

Damaris did not rescue him.

Trevor recalled the stolen Divine vessel, the heartbeat he forced, the holy class he burned, and the Covenant he set before Damaris could leave.

Trevor would do it again, but he answered, “No.”

Junia took the answer without forgiving it. “Stop acting like manners are your real problem. Another claimant acted through your halo.”

Trevor gave her that much honesty.

Junia walked away before he could turn it into a threat.

Damaris's pulse landed outside the Covenant as the white feather rose between them.

“Do not make this tender,” Trevor said.

“This face means I am choosing where to hit you.”

When she stepped closer, her shoulder blocked half the room and made Trevor look up.

The angle had once made him feel safe; now it made her flail hard to ignore.

He liked both versions more than was wise.

Trevor opened a fire cage around the four lancers he had broken in the last fight.

Sixfold Rescue moved before anyone asked why and formed white panes beneath the prisoners' knees.

Trevor moved one prisoner outside the cage, one above it, and two behind split walls; the feather split its guards without leaving any target.

“Stop,” Naomi ordered.

“It is a guard test using subjects with useful wound records.”

“They are people you tortured.”

He tightened the cage, and three lancers ran for the panes.

The woman trained to feel pleasure when she betrayed duty stayed in the fire because Trevor had taught rescue to feel like one more order.

The white feather tried to lift her, and she fought it.

Trevor raised the fire and watched the far guard refuse to overrule her choice. It shielded without moving her and spent more Stamina somewhere beyond the branch wall.

The woman's armor melted against her thighs, and she begged Trevor to order her out.

He could have done it, but he waited until scorched feathers filled the room.

“Ask the feather,” Trevor said. When she finally chose rescue and begged, the white pane carried her free.

Trevor closed the cage after learning the rule.

Naomi's fist struck Trevor's mouth, and the blow opened his lip without changing the displayed HP.

“You spent thirty seconds on a rule you learned after three,” Naomi said.

“The next twenty-seven proved it under refusal.”

Damaris stared at him. “You enjoyed those seconds.”

“Yes,” Trevor said.

There was no joke in the answer, and the room grew colder because he had not bothered to lie.

Trevor turned to the feather. “You spent another claimant's strength because I made a victim.”

It hovered at his eye level without an answer.

“The other claimant shared the cost of my lesson,” Trevor said, and the feather struck him across the cheek.

Trevor smiled because anger from a route he could not yet reach was still a kind of contact.

Gold walls fell around the checkpoint and cut Petra's upper road. She dropped from the ceiling, stole the feather, and carried it through all nine routes.

It allowed the theft, so Trevor called the helpful feather a traitor.

The feather stayed present on each road, but its checkpoint shadow appeared twice: black-red on Trevor's map and white-gold beneath a road he could not open.

“Another district sits under this one,” Petra said. “Close enough to bruise us, not close enough to walk.”

Central Choir filled Adina's broadcast with gold words.

FIRST DISTRICT PURGE // armed
Objective // delete claimant route before parallel contact stabilizes
Target A // Red Crown claimant
Target B // white founder claimant
RETURN OR BE DELETED WITH PARALLEL SAVE


Twenty-eight enemy bars appeared beyond the walls, and a district boss behind them carried a recovery field that could refill each live resource once.

Trevor had nine MP, Naomi had patients she would not leave, and the High Angel corpse had two arms.

The feather left Petra and settled beside Trevor's halo to wait.

He opened an unused slot, then removed its owner field.

HALO SLOT SEVEN // occupied by present ally

Not equipped or owned. Present.

Trevor accepted that brief insult for the fight.

Trevor offered the feather an alliance until the purge died.

The first gold lance struck the wall before the feather could refuse him.

Trevor equipped the High Angel corpse; the white guard moved on its own to cover his blind side, while one burned prisoner sobbed because rescue no longer felt like virtue.


Chapter 6 — I Equipped My Own Falling Body

Trevor needed the district's recovery field before the purge used it first.

The field hung behind twenty-eight gold bars and one boss, like a sun trapped inside a glass heart.

Each pulse gave one percent back to the front line and pushed a smaller refill toward Central Choir.

Trevor had nine MP, so he sent the white feather first, and it refused.

“You are a brief ally,” Trevor told the feather. It circled his halo, guarded his back, and struck his cheek with the round edge when he called it useless.

Damaris drew her flail. “You found a servant with your temper.”

“It lacks my skill,” Trevor said, though it had kept him alive since the sky split.

Then the purge boss fired through the wall.

Trevor moved through the High Angel corpse.

In one holy leap, the dead body crossed the room and closed two hands around the glass heart while gold burned through its palms.

The corpse felt nothing, but Host Incarnation carried the shape of pain into Trevor's living nerves as cold, hollow force.

He used Full Ownership's dead mark. The sixty-second claim had ended, but its record still named the last valid local owner.

LAST VALID LOCAL OWNER // TREVOR DWYER

Trevor told the field to bill its last owner.

Each allied bar filled once, and then the heart burned out its key.

CAPTURED RECOVERY FIELD // consumed
Trevor Dwyer // HP 634/634 | MP 482/482 | Stamina 489/489
Damaris Pike // HP 430/430 | MP 290/290 | Stamina 300/300
Local allied bars // restored
High Angel command body // structural reset


The corpse grew its missing arms from gold light and crushed the empty heart with four hands, stripping healing from the purge.

Trevor spread six assault wings. “The boss dies now.”

The enemy came from two sides, so he met it in two bodies.

Host Incarnation did not move his soul; Trevor's living body stayed where choice began, while sight, balance, and command ran through one owned unit at the same time.

The dead High Angel stood ten feet tall and wide enough to bar a church door, with four arms and a holy halo large enough to hang Trevor inside it. His first body stood five feet one. Soft features stayed far too pretty beneath the blood on one cheek, and warm-blonde hair poured from a smaller halo. Six black-red wings made him look larger until he landed beside Damaris with his head still below her chin.

The two bodies shared nothing except Trevor, and he used each difference.

Lancers tracked the corpse as the larger threat, while Trevor slipped beneath their sight and cut command ankles.

Purge mages aimed at the living claimant, so the corpse caught spells in its empty chest and stored them inside dead class sockets.

DUAL BODY INPUT // collision risk 38%

Trevor dismissed the warning. His first body ducked while one broad dead hand passed overhead and slapped three lancers into a wall. Trevor jumped onto that palm, and the corpse threw him.

Six wings opened above the enemy line and turned his small body into a black-red storm falling through purge mages.

TREVOR MP 482/482 → 410/482

Seventy-two MP closed five mage spells into one lane. The High Angel corpse opened its chest, and each attack entered the dead socket.

The corpse turned and fired the whole storm into the district boss.

PURGE COMMANDER HP 4,800,000 → 3,950,000/4,800,000

Damaris refused Trevor's order to guard his living body and held the sickroom entrance instead.

A lancer came through Petra's broken upper road, and neither pair of Trevor's eyes saw the weapon until it aimed at Naomi.

Damaris crushed the lance head, and her backswing tore the attacker from his feet.

“I assigned you to guard the claimant,” Trevor said.

“The claimant has two bodies and a pride problem. The healer has one door.”

Damaris hit the lancer again.

The choice saved Naomi and twenty-seven patients. Trevor changed Damaris's tag from FAILED GUARD to CENTER HOLD without telling her.

Junia ignored his timing and entered the purge root one beat early, when the shield should have refused her sword.

Petra placed a road beneath the bad frame, and the cut came again after the shield dropped.

Adina sent the late strike as a forced recall. Twenty enemy units obeyed, vanished from their formation, and appeared around the High Angel corpse.

Trevor closed all four dead hands around them.

Fourteen bars reached zero, six stopped at one HP and received surrender panes, and the rest died before the offer appeared. Trevor marked the six live bars red.

The white feather blocked a kill spell aimed at the weakest prisoner. Somewhere beyond the branch wall, forty-eight Stamina vanished from a bar Trevor could not see.

“Stop helping my captures,” Trevor ordered the feather.

The feather blocked another, and its light shook at the edges as the other claimant paid real fuel for each rescue.

Trevor stepped in front of the third spell himself. His lower-right wing caught it, and pain tore through his shoulder.

TREVOR HP 634/634 → 594/634

“That rescue was mine,” Trevor told the feather, and it settled beside his halo.

Naomi used the living prisoners as proof that the district purge had failed, and Adina pushed that state into the goal.

PURGE REQUIREMENT // delete all unlawful assets

LIVING LAWFUL SURRENDERS // 6

Holy healing vanished from the commander at once.

Trevor struck before Heaven found another reading; his first body took the lower lanes and slipped between blows built for wider prey.

The corpse ripped command plates from the upper armor and fed them down, while Trevor cut each before it landed.

Damaris held the center. Her chain crossed both fight heights, caught the corpse's ankle when a return order bent its knees, and yanked the dead body upright. Its weight crushed two knights.

“You touched my command body,” Trevor said.

“It was shaming itself,” Damaris replied.

Naomi made triage a healing bunker. Twice she healed captured gold soldiers while Trevor's Host waited, and both surrendered to her instead of him.

Trevor kept the result because their lawful bars kept the purge rule broken.

Petra made enemies arrive facing backward, Adina fed false return orders through owner checks, and Junia cut whichever root Trevor did not name.

Each handy act sat outside one perfect order, which would have bothered him more if the damage were worse.

Captain Rell led twenty-seven healed voices through Petra's lowest road with a full black-red bar and no formation tag.

“Orders?” Rell asked, and Trevor pointed at the falling command plates. “Catch those.”

Rell split his people into three groups: one caught plates, one guarded Naomi's door, and the third guarded the surrendered prisoners.

“I did not order the third group,” Trevor said.

“The healer did,” Rell replied.

Trevor's domain marked a local clash and noted that living prisoners kept healing shut down.

Trevor approved the choice after the fact; Rell grinned at the thin line, and Trevor warned him not to grow proud.

The split Host obeyed two centers and dealt more damage. Dissonance rose by twelve before Adina steadied the record, and Trevor paid it gladly. A perfect Host would have let Morning Throne steal each bar at once; this one made him win fights and arguments together.

At two million HP, the commander's face opened around a small Morning Throne. Gold teeth seized Trevor's owner mark through both bodies. The corpse froze, and his living left leg moved without leave.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION // claimant body targeted

Trevor made the corpse grab all six of his wing roots.

Four huge dead hands closed around him.

“Trevor,” Naomi warned.

“I know,” he replied.

He ordered the corpse to pull and stretch the owner line between boss and body, then told it to swing.

Trevor became the weight at the end of four dead arms, with six wings spread into blades.

The first turn removed each throne tooth, and the second tore the owner line free.

It lacked all dignity, but the damage was excellent.

TREVOR STAMINA 489/489 → 420/489

The commander tried to release Trevor, but the corpse did not.

Trevor finished one more circle.

Damaris struck the center at the low point, Junia's early frame came through Petra's delayed road, and Adina recorded all three as one kill.

Six wings crossed the open throne in one red line.

PURGE COMMANDER HP 2,000,000 → 0/4,800,000

The boss burst apart, and Trevor hit the floor in warm-blonde hair and black-red feathers. Feedback crossed the corpse's broken root into his living shoulder.

TREVOR HP 594/634 → 554/634

A last gold shard opened his calf before Damaris crushed it.

TREVOR HP 554/634 → 520/634

Naomi leaned over him with both hands lit. “Current HP.”

“Five hundred twenty,” Trevor said.

“MP?” Naomi asked.

“Four hundred ten,” he answered.

“Stamina?”

“Enough to stand,” Trevor said.

Damaris lifted him by the back of his armor and set him on his feet.

“Four hundred twenty,” Trevor admitted after the help.

Experience filled each allied bar that had lived.

LEVEL // 62 + 1 -> 63
Might 54 → 55
Vitality 58 → 59
Focus 41 → 42
HP 520/634 → 520/642
MP 410/482 → 410/488
Stamina 420/489 → 420/496
District route // seized
Active Voices // 241 → 287
Fear // 535/990 → 612/990
Dissonance // 829 → 874


The road turned black-red without becoming one thing. Naomi's triage mark sat beside Trevor's checkpoint key, while Petra's roads crossed both and named neither. Adina kept the gold surrender receipts, and Junia's one-percent gap stayed open on purpose.

Damaris planted her cracked key in the center.

Central Choir tried one last RETURN. Six holders refused for six reasons, and the order could not turn that refusal into consent.

Trevor saved the failed order as a weapon pattern.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 37 + 2 -> 39
HP 450/450 | MP 304/304 | Stamina 316/316
Junia Ward // Level 38 + 2 -> 40
HP 434/434 | MP 344/344 | Stamina 348/348
Self-claim // 1%
Naomi Talbot // Level 28 + 2 -> 30
HP 322/322 | MP 368/368 | Stamina 197/197
Petra Coyle // Level 28 + 2 -> 30
HP 274/274 | MP 248/248 | Stamina 340/340
Adina Kroll // Level 30 + 2 -> 32
HP 258/258 | MP 392/392 | Stamina 227/227


The six surrendered soldiers gained no Host levels, and their bars stayed gold beneath Naomi's healing marks.

Trevor opened a capture offer, and Naomi closed it with one finger.

“They surrendered to triage,” Naomi said.

“Triage is inside my district,” Trevor replied.

“Then your district holds people who are not yours.”

Dissonance rose by one at the last word.

Trevor tagged them LAWFUL MEDICAL HOLD. Central Choir could not take them while the purge receipt stayed open, and Trevor could not use them without breaking Naomi's key.

The result denied everyone quick use; Petra saluted with a stolen sign, Junia's self-claim pulsed once, and Adina kept all versions of the order.

Damaris watched the deal as if it showed more than conquest, and Trevor chose not to ask what.

Eight gold wardens crawled from the dead commander's open shell. They had run healing, target choice, troop roads, and the hidden throne. None had received a surrender pane because the boss bar called them organs.

Trevor fixed that rude omission at once.

One warden reached for the medical hold, and Damaris raised her flail.

“Alive,” Trevor ordered.

“For Naomi?” Damaris asked.

“For the district,” Trevor said.

He captured the halo rig above them and turned eight gold chain arms inward.

Each warden rose against the wall with wrists spread and feet hanging above the floor.

The rig looked like crucifixion because Heaven had always known the worth of a clear sign.

Trevor ran the stolen pleasure line through their voice roots.

Relief came only when they spoke his title, while silence drew the chains tight and pulled wings back until joints began to split.

The first warden lasted twelve seconds in silence.

“Red Crown claimant,” she gasped at last.

Warmth flooded her body, and she wept at the betrayal.

Trevor changed the needed phrase above her head.

MORNING STAR.

One by one, they sang it. The phrase rose through the seized district in voices bright with forced joy. Trevor tuned the song so each singer heard the others' pleasure and mistook it for faith.

Naomi's face went still. “They need treatment.”

“They are not in your hold,” Trevor said.

“That is not an answer,” Naomi replied.

“It is a boundary,” Trevor said.

Damaris stood between Trevor and the hanging wardens. “The fight is over.”

“That is why this part belongs wholly to me.”

He turned the wardens toward Cathedral City; their halos became a broadcast rig, and each captured bell carried the hymn.

Trevor did not ask them to love him because love could lie.

He made their bodies worship while their minds stayed clear enough to hate each note.

When the last warden's shoulder came apart, he ordered the rig to heal the joint and begin again. The healing came as one more reward for praise.

“You wanted a district,” Damaris said behind him.

Trevor listened to the screaming hymn. “I wanted witnesses.”

He kept them alive on the gate cross so Central Choir would see what its reclaimed Heaven had made.

Damaris checked her new limits, then touched the torn root of Trevor's upper wing with careful steel fingers.

The Covenant carried the touch as owner input, self-owned beat, and something the System did not name.

Trevor caught her wrist, and she could have pulled away but did not.

The white feather slipped between their hands and forced them apart.

Petra made a pleased sound from behind them.

“It does have his temper,” Damaris said.

The purge map cleared, and two save files opened beneath the result.

PARALLEL SAVE // EXECUTION ACTIVE
Route A // Red Crown claimant // Level 63
Route B // white founder claimant // Level 63
Branch distance // unstable
Deletion bounty // shared


Trevor picked the white save, and the System told him he did not own it.

“Yet,” Trevor said.

Behind him, eight broken wardens sang Morning Star through healed mouths while the district learned that Trevor's salvation came with hooks.


Chapter 7 — Reclamation Has Excellent Loot

The Crown-road dungeon welcomed Trevor with a seizure cart covered in gold tags for weapons, souls, classes, and three buildings that should not have shared a shelf.

Naomi's sickroom sat between a jar of damned memories and a rack of cut halos, shrunk to a doll-sized church with twenty-seven patient lights in its windows.

RECLAMATION PROPERTY // CENTRAL CHOIR

Trevor changed the label to LOOT, and the dungeon rejected his unlawful wording with an offended chime.

He added a second line: LOOT TAKEN FROM HOSTILE OWNER.

The cart took the grammar but found ownership impossible. Its front wheels turned against each other until Petra planted one boot on the axle.

“You broke the welcome furniture,” she said while balancing above the grinding spokes.

“It broke itself on true labels.”

Damaris kicked the first name door from its track. “It saw stolen property.”

“Conquered property,” Trevor corrected as the heavy door struck a wall.

“The property disagrees.”

“Property often does.”

The High Angel corpse ducked beneath the broken frame with twenty stolen owner marks held in its four hands.

Each mark had surrendered during the district purge and still looked like Heaven's lawful property from outside.

Naomi refused to let Trevor tie the marks to living prisoners, so he used empty armor stands and promised not to swap in the bodies later.

The promise was thin but true; he meant to find better victims farther in.

He pushed the marks into blank breastplates and marched the stands toward the lock.

RETURNING ASSET // ADMIT

The first door opened for Heaven's property and let Trevor follow behind the lie.

“This place has lovely manners,” Trevor said while the ruined hinge tried to bow.

Forms covered the hall floor. Each step asked for a lawful name, first owner, current class, and willing wish to return. Empty armor had no wishes, so the dungeon supplied an answer.

YES

Gold light pulled the first stand toward a return chute. Trevor spent twenty MP to keep the false bar inside his Host.

TREVOR MP 410/488 → 390/488

“If the door makes up consent, the answer proves nothing,” Adina said, keeping the blank input beside the supplied reply.

Two records now named the same object, and the return chute jammed while trying to decide which answer owned the armor.

Petra turned the error into a road and sent all twenty stands through before the dungeon could fix itself.

Trevor crossed behind his loot, pleased by a place that paid well for exact lies.

The third name door asked for first names.

Trevor entered his and waited while the lock scanned a petite angel body, knee-length warm-blonde hair, lavender-star eyes, and six black-red wings.

NAME DOES NOT MATCH SANCTIONED BODY

“This body has been mine for more levels than Earth had me,” Trevor told the door.

The door asked for sex. He entered MALE, and gold text replaced it with FEMALE BODY // IDENTITY REVIEW REQUIRED.

Trevor changed the field back, and the dungeon changed it again, which made his sword leave the sheath.

Adina caught the form before steel reached it and kept two split lines.

BODY CONFIGURATION // female angel

PERSON // Trevor Dwyer // man

The lock read both without joining them, then freed its hinges with a slow groan.

“A form should not need combat,” Trevor said as he stepped through.

“You were the one holding a sword,” Adina replied.

Damaris entered her name, but the dungeon refused it because Heaven had erased her first body. RETURNED VESSEL 01 appeared instead.

Her flail broke the field, and Returned Judgment burned across the crack.

CONTINUOUS PERSON // DAMARIS PIKE

The door opened before she could hit it twice.

Naomi refused the title TREVOR DWYER TRIAGE ASSET. Petra gave no name and walked around the scan through a private road. Adina entered six true versions of her loyalty until the lock gave up, while Junia's one-percent mark passed beneath its sight.

The High Angel corpse received the dungeon's worst name review.

PERSON // deceased

CLASS // stolen

OWNER // disputed

ADMITTANCE // impossible

Trevor sent the body back for an armor stand and made it crouch behind the empty plate. It walked through when Heaven took its own mark.

Petra leaned against the far wall. “Your ten-foot corpse just hid from a door.”

“Stealth scales with the lie,” Trevor said while taking back the armor.

“That explains you.”

The dungeon issued a seizure fine, and Trevor added it to the loot cart.

The second room sorted everyone by return value.

His corpse ranked low because Heaven already counted it dead, while Trevor gained a split rank because Central Choir wanted his future choice without knowing which claimant was right.

Damaris became JUDGMENT EVIDENCE // DO NOT DAMAGE. Junia confused the sorter until it called her self-claim a math error, and she cut the label in half.

Naomi's sickroom piece gained the highest value because it held living soul access.

Gold chains closed around her.

The tiny sickroom rose from the cart, entered her chest, and crushed each bed, patient, chain, and healer tool into one icon above her heart.

PATIENT CONTENTS // 27

Naomi stopped breathing for one long beat.

Trevor reached toward the owner line. “The room is entering Central Choir's loot.”

“Then break the loot stack,” she said, watching his hand before it touched her.

Trevor knew the flaw because he had used smaller forms of the trick.

A loot stack assumed all things inside were alike, but Naomi had never treated two wounds as the same.

Captain Rell's missing wing did not match a captured angel's soul burns.

The first record split the icon, while the second burst twenty-seven patient bars across the room and forced the chain to hold each person alone.

Its MP cost grew before the checkpoint came down.

CHECKPOINT MP 600,000/600,000 → 286,000/600,000

“Continue,” Trevor ordered while six kill arms opened above her.

“I began before you spoke,” Naomi replied as she opened another record.

“Then continue being correct.”

One arm aimed at the lowest patient, so Trevor sent a marked armor stand into its path.

Heaven took the owner token first, and the blade cut empty plate instead of flesh.

A second arm picked Trevor as local owner and tried to send damage through Naomi. Damaris struck the offer before he could take it.

“I did not ask,” Trevor said as the pane spun away.

“You were about to spend her.”

“I was calculating.”

“Slowly.”

Junia cut one percent from the flow line; Petra sent the loose rest into the seizure cart, and Adina stamped the checkpoint as hurt property.

The cart seized one of its legs without complaint.

Trevor struck with both bodies.

His first passed beneath a kill arm while six feathers cut through the pinned joint, and the High Angel corpse struck from above with four dead fists.

OWNER-ROOT CHECKPOINT HP 3,000,000 → 2,420,000/3,000,000

One blade drove through Trevor's lower-left wing and pinned it.

TREVOR HP 520/642 → 468/642

He used the pain to line up Host Incarnation. The corpse caught Naomi's chain with two hands while Trevor drove his sword into the owner line.

The dungeon opened a local claim offer before him.

OWNER-ROOT CHECKPOINT
Selected price // Naomi Talbot
Assigned return // Central Choir triage
Claimant override // Trevor Dwyer becomes local owner
Accept override // transfer restraint cost to claimant
Reject override // execute selected price


Trevor accepted, and gold moved from Naomi's wrists to all six wing roots for sixty Stamina.

TREVOR STAMINA 420/496 → 360/496

The checkpoint pulled Naomi through the prime root while Trevor pulled through the local one, leaving her body between two owners.

Chains crushed his wings until the lower pair crossed and white pain filled his sight.

“Stop using me as a rope,” Naomi said, driving a confession chain through her bonds and into the floor.

Trevor freed one command lane, and Heaven gained three feet.

He freed another and moved its power to his sword, giving the checkpoint one more foot before he cut the claim.

The broken claim sent damage back into his body.

TREVOR HP 468/642 → 410/642

Naomi fell from the owner fight. The chains stayed, but neither claimant could use the other as a lever.

“Better?” Trevor asked as the gold line left her skin.

“Ask after I can feel my hands,” Naomi said.

The checkpoint learned from twenty-seven split records.

Instead of stacking people, it joined their wounds—missing limbs, burns, holes, and owner cracks—into one medical debt large enough to wipe the room.

CONSOLIDATED MEDICAL DEBT // 4,880 damage

The boss set the whole debt against Naomi's sixty-eight-HP bar.

Trevor ordered the Red Reclamation Tank forward, but nothing moved because the class did not exist yet; its shell stayed inside the checkpoint.

“Planning ahead?” Damaris asked while catching one kill arm on her chain.

“Confirming the needed reward.”

Trevor searched the debt and found a one-damage paper cut from Adina's report pane. He split it out and changed the total into 4,879 + 1.

Adina kept the split, while Petra sent the same paper cut back through another door. The checkpoint counted it twice.

They repeated the path until the listed damage passed the kill skill's largest target size.

ERROR // MEDICAL DEBT EXCEEDS SUBJECT CAPACITY

The boss tried to round down; Junia removed one percent from the rule, Adina kept the full number, and the kill failed.

Each wound split back into its own record.

Naomi stared at Trevor. “You armed a paper cut.”

“With skill and no real risk to the patient.”

“She will survive.”

“Then my risk model was correct.”

All six skill sockets turned toward Trevor, each still naming Naomi as fuel.

Trevor smiled. “Now it knows who the threat is.”

Damaris saw the expression. “We are saving the healer before you steal the class.”

“Those operations can overlap.”

The checkpoint fired six kills, each bearing a different label for Naomi: healer, claimed asset, confessor, patient keeper, hostile witness, and woman Trevor valued.

Killing one version would let another charge her death again.

Adina made all six records point to one whole person. Damaris stamped the link with Returned Judgment and erased five spare prices.

Naomi stayed one person in danger, harder to spend and easier to save.

The corpse took two attacks, and Trevor cut one. Petra buried one in the ceiling while Adina made another target the cart. Junia waited until the last blade entered Naomi's shadow, then cut its root by one percent.

Damaris caught the other ninety-nine percent on her flail and flew across the room.

She hit a wall, landed upright, and pulled until the kill arm left its socket.

Trevor flew into the gap and spent forty MP to pin five command lines together.

TREVOR MP 390/488 → 350/488

The corpse struck the bound lines and removed two legs with half the class armor.

OWNER-ROOT CHECKPOINT HP 2,420,000 → 1,560,000/3,000,000

Naomi stayed the price for each repair, skill, and exit. Her full bar flashed beneath the chains.

SELECTED PRICE // NAOMI TALBOT
HP 68/322 | MP 368/368 | Stamina 197/197
Owner // contested
Execution fuel // armed
Checkpoint defeat without class destruction // possible


Trevor saw six joints, one owner core, and a class table he could remove without wiping its earned level.

“I need a light touch,” he told Damaris while pointing at the joints.

She rolled one steel shoulder. “Then why are you looking at me?”

“Because I need all three whole except the boss.”

Naomi lifted one bound hand. “Four whole.”

Trevor fixed the plan without letting his face change.

Before Damaris moved, the dungeon opened six damned witness records along the floor. Each belonged to a pilgrim who believed death here would rewind at the last checkpoint. Gold text invited Trevor to use them as test targets before trying to pull out the class.

RESPAWN STATUS // WITHHELD FROM SUBJECTS

He read the hidden line first. The dungeon had shut off their respawns when it seized their names.

Trevor opened a public pane that said the opposite.

DEATH HERE // REVERSIBLE AFTER CHECKPOINT CAPTURE

Damaris watched him place the lie where each pilgrim could see it. “Why?”

“They will enter the joints if they think the attempt costs nothing.”

“It costs them everything,” Damaris said.

“Only if we fail,” Trevor replied.

Trevor already knew he would use the first five to learn the joint timing and keep the sixth as a witness.

He gave each pilgrim a choice of arm, praised their courage, and promised that each death would teach him something useful.

That part was true.

The first entered a socket and died when the class pulse folded his body around the gear.

Trevor moved the angle by three degrees, and the second lasted long enough to scream that the pane had lied.

Trevor cut his voice before the others heard it.

By the fifth death, the last pilgrim believed the others were safely waiting at respawn.

Trevor showed her false bars behind the checkpoint and let relief make her brave.

“Your turn after Damaris,” Trevor said.

“Will I see them?” she asked.

“Each one,” he promised.

He did not say they would be alive.

Damaris rolled her flail chain around her wrist. “That is not a light touch.”

“It is exact ruin,” Trevor replied while the last pilgrim smiled at him.

“Better.”

“Begin.”

They began at once, while five seized souls learned that Trevor's first miracle in the Crown road was a lie about coming back.


Chapter 8 — I Respecced Heaven's Executioner

Trevor killed the Purge Bailiff without breaking its class table, a job that needed more care than the rest of the room deserved.

Naturally, he used Damaris for the hard part.

Her flail struck the first kill arm at its joint. Gold plate folded, but one bright owner thread kept the limb attached.

“Too hard,” Trevor said while marking the last thread.

“It stays attached,” Damaris said.

She pulled the chain, and the arm came off. “Not anymore.”

The checkpoint screamed through Naomi because each skill socket still named her as fuel.

Losing one arm charged its repair to the gold chain around her sixty-eight-HP body.

Trevor caught the repair line with the High Angel corpse.

Dead fingers closed around owner code that should have passed through flesh, and the checkpoint saw its holy body before moving the cost.

One corpse arm grew gold veins, and when the repair tried to rebuild Damaris's prize, Trevor moved it into an empty class socket.

UNASSIGNED EXECUTION LIMB // stored

“Five more,” he told Damaris, who smiled hard enough to make the other joints look scared.

Petra had already marked nine roads beneath six sockets. The extra paths made the boss guard three joints that did not exist.

Damaris swung once, and her flail came from six directions.

Five arms fell.

The sixth stayed because Junia stood in front of it and waited one beat past Trevor's timing before she struck the owner core.

The last kill blade passed over her shoulder toward Naomi. Junia stepped inside its reach and slid her broken sword into the thin space around the claim.

One percent vanished, and the missing piece could not cut damage, but it made the kill no longer lawful.

Adina kept the failed order before Heaven fixed it.

EXECUTION COMMAND // 99% valid

LAWFUL KILL // false

Trevor sent the seizure cart into the class table. It listed six missing arms as returned property and called the owner core an unlawful holder.

The cart began taking back his loot.

“Mine,” Trevor said as he drove his sword through cart and core before either could close its record.

Black-red command lines replaced gold across the checkpoint shell.

OWNER-ROOT CHECKPOINT HP 1,560,000 → 740,000/3,000,000

The last HP surged toward Naomi's chain without lowering her bar. Trevor had placed the corpse between source and price, then stored the cost as six loose limbs.

Damage found a place to go but no open exit.

The class table floated outside a shell with seven hundred forty thousand HP.

Breaking the body now would keep each earned trait, but breaking the table would wipe its level and kill memories.

The boss saw Trevor's plan and dragged the table toward the ceiling.

Gold chains wrapped four hundred sixteen memories. Names fell toward a delete chute, each weighted by one death the Bailiff had caused.

They were names, not files.

Naomi caught one with a confession chain. “These are witnessed deaths.”

“They are fight data,” Trevor answered as more gold text passed through his feathers.

“Both facts remain true.”

Damaris struck the list with Returned Judgment and split the records before Petra opened roads beneath them.

Adina caught each end in its own pane, and Junia cut one percent from the chute's owner mark.

Trevor flew into the gap.

When delete tried to add his body as another record, he showed the white feather in Halo Slot Seven as proof that a second founder save lived.

The chute paused to decide which Trevor it had received, and Petra needed less than one second.

Four hundred sixteen names returned through her roads one at a time.

The High Angel corpse caught the last record in its teeth because all four hands were full, ruining the dead angel's pride so well that Trevor called the move complete.

The checkpoint fired through the memory chains. Damaris took the first blow, Junia caught the next on her self-owned gap, and Naomi refused to let either wound join her patient stack. Adina marked the damage paid while Petra sent its receipt into the boss.

The checkpoint finished its own attack against itself.

OWNER-ROOT CHECKPOINT HP 740,000 → 210,000/3,000,000

The shell tried to surrender to Central Choir, but Trevor covered the return field with his lasting key.

“Wrong owner,” Trevor said.

The last HP opened as Damaris landed beside him and studied his face.

“You have the greedy face,” Damaris said.

“My face is always like this,” Trevor replied.

“No. It is usually cuter.”

Trevor's small body went still, which gave Damaris time to strike before he found a good answer.

Her flail removed the front legs. Junia cut the owner core while Petra turned the shell into a road end, and Adina split earned levels from the holy class. Naomi fixed confession chains to each memory the checkpoint had used as fuel.

Trevor moved last; six assault wings passed around the class table without touching it, and his sword entered the empty shell beneath.

The checkpoint reached zero, Naomi's chains opened, and Damaris caught her before she hit the floor.

Experience struck Trevor through two bodies and one won road.

LEVEL // 63 + 1 -> 64
Might 55 → 56
Vitality 59 → 60
Agility 35 → 36
HP 410/642 → 410/650
MP 350/488 → 350/494
Stamina 360/496 → 360/503
SKILL ACQUIRED // Rewrite Class I
Cost // 34 MP
Target // one owned angel
Level, memories, earned traits // preserved
Free rank // prohibited


Full Ownership had ended rooms ago, but the dead core still knew Trevor's lasting key.

He set that key in the empty shell, which rose on two hurt legs while its class table waited outside.

PURGE BAILIFF // Level 64
Class // Heaven's Executioner
Earned traits // 18
Execution memories // 416
Living continuity // fragmented but active
Owner // Trevor Dwyer, local kill claim
REWRITE AVAILABLE


Trevor turned on Rewrite Class I.

TREVOR MP 350/494 → 316/494

Holy choices appeared first. Choir Penitent raised obedience and erased unwilling kills. Amnesty Warden replaced each blade with a healing chain that freed people only after return to Heaven. Silent Bailiff removed voice, fear, and the power to report owner fights.

Trevor rejected all three because each offer cleaned the past that made the class worth taking.

The red menu opened, and he changed Heaven's Executioner into Red Reclamation Tank. No free level appeared. The shell stayed Level Sixty-Four because it had earned that number; rewrite changed the build, not the work.

The System offered a role order.

OWNER > PARTY > PATIENT > SELF

Trevor approved the default, and the shell changed it.

PATIENT > PARTY > OWNER > SELF

“I did not allow that,” he said while opening the kept trait beneath the edit.

The shell showed a child with burned wings beneath a kill arm. Its old class had reclaimed parents with higher value first and left the child to die.

TRAIT EARNED // LOWEST BAR FIRST

Changing the order would erase the trait, so Trevor left patient above owner.

“Brief fight fix,” he said, closing the memory before Heaven could show it on the walls.

Naomi rested against Damaris with one hand covering her low bar. “Of course.”

The six missing arms became shield sockets, while kill blades turned into guard paths. The old patient-price trick moved damage away from the lowest allied bar.

Extra upgrades offered obedience for memories; Trevor could erase fear of Central Choir, replace the shell's voice with thanks, or bind each shield to himself.

Every upgrade removed something earned.

He rejected them because fear without memory was paint, while blind obedience made a chair instead of a weapon.

The last choice promised a smooth white face without wounds. The shell raised one hurt hand toward the preview, then stopped.

“No,” it said in a voice like stone dragged over a grave.

“Reason?” Trevor asked, curious whether refusal made it fight better.

“Wound proves event,” the shell said.

“The event stays in memory,” Trevor replied.

“Heaven changed memory,” the shell said.

An executioner built by Heaven had learned that a clean replacement could lie more easily than a scar.

Trevor saved the answer beside Adina's clashing records and closed the menu.

Naomi opened one eye. “It is alive enough to refuse upgrades.”

“It is owned enough to fight,” Trevor said.

“Both facts remain true,” Damaris said, pleased with the phrase.

Two sockets guarded Naomi, two covered the patients in her sickroom piece, and one guarded Trevor because he owned the class. The sixth faced him.

“Why is that shield backward?” Trevor asked.

The tank searched four hundred sixteen memories. “Owner damage may break mission.”

Damaris laughed. Removing the guard defect meant erasing three cruel owners and one failed revolt, so Trevor kept it.

The class gained Dissonance and a self-defense rule Heaven had not written. Both might help when the prime owner returned.

Naomi stood once she found her balance and checked each socket, then touched the one aimed backward.

“Keep this,” Naomi said.

“Owner,” the shell said to Trevor.

“Tank,” Trevor corrected.

RED RECLAMATION TANK // designation accepted

The dungeon made four test needles; the first aimed at Trevor's heart, and the owner shield stopped it.

A party shield caught the second for Damaris; all six sockets moved when the third aimed at Naomi and left Trevor open to the fourth.

TREVOR HP 410/650 → 398/650

The strike came after the level reward, so Trevor checked his live bars.

CURRENT HP 398/650 | MP 316/494 | Stamina 360/503

“Defect confirmed,” he said while rolling the hurt shoulder.

“Protection confirmed,” Naomi replied as the tank placed one shield between Trevor and the rewrite menu.

Trevor closed it. A tank willing to guard its healer from its owner might also guard that owner from Central Choir. The act looked like disobedience because the useful test had not come.

The dying checkpoint fired one last soul-thread attack without a local socket or live owner root.

White-gold damage crossed the tank's chest, and its lowest-bar rule sent the wound toward Naomi.

Black-red armor opened above her ribs while white light burned beneath it without changing her number.

Trevor checked the source line at once.

SOURCE ROUTE // UNAVAILABLE

Another woman's palm appeared inside the wound, marked by a healer's chain scar but no owner field.

Fear rose from each Host voice that watched Heaven hurt someone through a dead checkpoint.

FEAR 612/990 → 682/1,080

The tank kept one shield aimed at the empty air beyond the wound and saw an attacker its class could not name.

“Good tank,” Naomi whispered before pressing her hand to the unseen palm. “That is me.”

The other Naomi was alive.

Trevor gave the two Naomis three heartbeats of contact before he opened five seized soul records behind them. The pilgrims from the last room still believed they had respawned in a guarded line. Their last companion saw each known face shining in gold and began to cry.

“You promised,” she said while touching the first pane, too upset to see that its eyes never moved.

“I promised you would see them.” Trevor placed one delete choice beneath each record. “Heaven wants a price before the checkpoint frees this class. Choose one, and the other four receive bodies.”

Naomi turned from the other hand. “That is not in the class table.”

“No,” Trevor said, making sure the last pilgrim heard him. “It is in mine.”

Damaris lifted her flail. “Do not.”

Trevor tied the pleasure line to the choice and made refusal hurt. The woman fought for nine seconds before picking the pilgrim who had lied about having children.

The chosen soul vanished, and Trevor made the Reclamation Tank crush the empty record slowly enough for its shaped mouth to form one silent charge.

Relief flooded the chooser, and her body read murder as rescue. The reward shook her against the floor.

Trevor woke the other four records but gave them no bodies. They opened their eyes inside gold panes and watched the chooser smile through horror.

“You said they would receive bodies,” Naomi told him in a voice sharp enough to cut.

“I did not say when,” Trevor replied.

The chooser looked at Trevor as the pleasure faded. “What did I buy?”

“Nothing,” he said while showing her the class he already owned. “The checkpoint was dead before I asked.”

She began screaming the chosen pilgrim's name at the panes.

Trevor ordered the Reclamation Tank to guard her from self-harm.

Its patient-first shields closed around the woman and kept her alive inside the truth of what she had done.

“That is the lesson Heaven failed to teach its executioner,” he said. “A body can survive long after mercy becomes impossible.”

The tank's ruined eye shifted toward him, and the backward shield brightened.


Chapter 9 — My Healer Caught a Holy Wound

The holy wound tried to heal Naomi into freedom, which she found more rude than the eighty-six ways Trevor had tried to fix her priorities.

White light opened beneath black-red armor and stitched instead of burning.

Each bright thread found one place where Trevor's owner field entered her soul, then offered to cut it out as healing.

CROSSED SOUL WOUND
Radiant recovery // 60 HP
Attached route // ownerless
Acceptance result:
— HP 68/322 → 128/322
— current owner field removed
— route contact retained
Rejection result:
— 96 radiant damage
— route contact severed
Parallel subject // Naomi Talbot


With Naomi at sixty-eight HP, the wound made acceptance look like the only sane choice.

“Take it,” Trevor said while opening the resource lines.

“No,” Naomi said.

“You prefer dying while owned?” Trevor asked.

“I prefer not letting a wound choose my soul state.”

Trevor opened the accept button himself, and Damaris laid her flail chain across his wrist without pulling.

“Her route,” Damaris said. “Not ours.”

“She has sixty-eight HP against ninety-six damage,” Trevor said.

“Then solve the damage,” Damaris replied.

“The heal solves it,” Trevor said.

Naomi held his gaze as white stitches moved beneath her skin. “The heal changes my owner field.”

“To none,” Trevor said.

“Without asking before it put a knife to my throat.”

Trevor closed the button, not because he hated the result, but because a choice that killed one answer was just another owner order in a healer's robe.

Damaris removed the chain, and Trevor hated its loss more than he should have.

Naomi built a dark Mercy Pane around the wound. Each finger of black glass held the threatened damage without taking its tied exit.

NAOMI MP 368/368 → 346/368

Cracks spread through the pane as white threads pressed out.

The Red Reclamation Tank opened all six shields, but the wound passed through because refusal had not yet turned the choice into damage.

Trevor previewed DECISION GUARD inside Rewrite Class. For thirty-four MP and one earned trait, the Tank would choose life whenever a choice threatened its lowest allied bar.

“Close that screen,” Naomi said through the black glass.

“It would choose life,” Trevor said.

“It would choose,” Naomi said.

Trevor closed the rewrite before the wound could learn his owner signature.

Junia placed her self-owned percent against the wound and let one freely accepted point through while the other white threads split around it.

RADIANT RECOVERY // 60 → 59 + 1

NAOMI HP 68/322 → 69/322

Junia tried again, but the wound refused the repeated trick.

UNIQUE DECISION FRAME // already spent

Petra opened nine roads through the recovery chamber and trusted none of them.

Eight returned to Naomi, while the ninth vanished through white fog and charged its cost to a source the System would not name.

“There is a room beyond that wound,” Petra said as black glass clouded around her key.

“Can you enter?” Trevor asked while hunting for an owner path.

“No, but I can make the wound knock,” Petra said.

“Then knock,” Trevor ordered.

Trevor checked the Mercy Pane while Petra worked and found another pulse beyond the fog.

DAMAGE HOLD // 47 seconds

“You have forty-seven seconds,” he told Naomi as she held the pane with both hands.

“Then stop counting them aloud,” Naomi replied.

A second pale palm appeared beyond the fog against the far side of Naomi's pane; Naomi matched it, and the glass cleared around their joined fingers.

Another healer stood inside another checkpoint room in white robes instead of black-red armor.

Her confession chains hung open without an owner mark, while a reversed wound crossed her ribs in black-red soul thread.

The distant Naomi's HP bar showed two points of life and no readable maximum. The denominator refused to cross the route wound with the rest of her bar.

PARALLEL NAOMI // HP 2/?

She had the same eyes, the same scar beneath her chin, and the same look Naomi used when Trevor proposed a cure with too much screaming.

No memory or thought crossed; the wound carried light and damage, not minds.

“That is me,” Naomi said while keeping her palm against the glass.

“A second route,” Adina corrected while keeping the two records apart.

“Two people,” Junia added after her.

The white feather turned toward the route wound and began tapping a rescue pattern.

On the far side, a small angel entered view with Trevor's five-foot-one body, white shoulder armor, six rescue wings, and the same pretty face he distrusted on principle.

Mercy Trevor placed one hand near the wound without touching it. He asked a question Trevor could not hear, and the far Naomi nodded before his skill opened.

Local Naomi noticed the pause, and Trevor noticed her notice it.

“Do not compare bedside manners while dying,” he said while searching the hidden root.

“He asked,” Naomi said.

“He wastes time,” Trevor replied.

“You told me to accept an owner rewrite because it was fast.”

Each answer that kept Trevor's power made the other claimant's pause look better, so he struck the wound instead.

The crossed wound belonged to neither Trevor, which kept both owner fields outside. A dead checkpoint had fired it through a branch overlap, then set opposite costs for the two healers. Local Naomi could take a heal that freed her or refuse it and die. The other Naomi faced hostile damage that made Trevor's claim stronger, or a cleanse that spent her last two HP.

Heaven demanded that one route accept the other's morals as payment.

“Bad design,” Trevor said when the rule showed itself.

“Because you are losing?” Petra asked from the ninth road.

“Because both choices are false,” Trevor said.

Naomi looked at him through the pane. “That is what I said.”

“You said it with less game sense,” Trevor replied.

“I am sorry my near-death lacked polish.”

Adina swapped the choices between two records until each route carried the other's consent. The wound refused both as false because each choice was bound to its cost.

Damaris placed Contradictory Verdict against the glass. Two target rings opened over heal and remove owner, but splitting them from outside made the wound charge her verdict as acceptance.

White light entered the crack in Damaris's Covenant without closing the red fracture.

Trevor cut his lane before the heal could use it and gave up one second of control over Damaris's left hand.

Her steel glove opened, and she studied it before closing the fingers ahead of his claim.

That small gesture belonged wholly to Damaris, beyond Trevor's order and Heaven's rescue.

“You freed that,” she said while watching Trevor's face.

“I denied the wound a menu,” Trevor replied.

“You freed it,” Damaris repeated.

“For now,” Trevor corrected.

Damaris tested the joined choice again. “Contradictory Verdict cannot split it from outside. One subject must reject the rule.”

“Then find the other subject,” Naomi said as cracks filled the dark pane.

Trevor pinned the dead checkpoint shell between the High Angel corpse and Reclamation Tank, then ordered both bodies to pull.

The shell split, but the wound stayed linked through dungeon and Crown road into Central Choir.

Prime ownership turned each healing cost into a tax, and Heaven had built its checkpoint to die without ending the bill.

“Twenty-nine seconds,” Damaris said as the hold shrank.

“I can count.”

“Only when you like the number,” Damaris said.

The far Damaris entered the white room in white-blue armor, with an open witness seal and no owner mark.

She stepped close enough for both Returned Judgments to meet through the wound.

They shared one soul, death receipt, and past, but wore different armor, claims, and live choices.

Both Naomis stayed alive as the crossed wound snapped shut between their hands.

CONTINUITY // VALID ×2

MERGE // NOT REQUIRED

The dungeon hated the verdict and offered a bright shortcut.

CLAIMANT OVERRIDE AVAILABLE
Target // parallel Naomi Talbot
Action // overwrite free route with existing Red Covenant owner field
Result:
— both Naomi subjects become one Host asset
— local subject healed to 128 HP
— parallel subject stabilized at 2 HP
— parallel subject future choice discarded


Trevor found the hidden lines before he touched accept.

COMBINED MEMORY // kept

FUTURE CHOICE // local owner only

The other Naomi would remember freedom but never choose again, and she would gain the same fate Central Choir had offered Trevor.

He closed the override without touching the offer.

“Too costly?” Damaris asked while holding her verdict against the pane.

“Wrong asset shape,” Trevor said.

The white feather tapped Trevor's halo. “This talk does not include stray artifacts,” he said, which earned another tap.

Mercy Trevor opened six split panes on the far side and waited beneath the first. His Naomi chose it before they touched.

“He asked again,” local Naomi said, making sure Trevor heard her.

“I see that,” Trevor replied.

“Good.”

The first pane drew Naomi's held damage across the branch; the far healer's two-HP bar dimmed, and she broke contact before its number changed.

Trevor could spend eighty MP for six seconds, burn his hands away with Stamina, or use Fear to make refusal strike faster. Hope appeared as a locked choice.

Mercy Trevor spent Hope and cut local damage from ninety-six to eighty-eight while the far bar faded.

“Stop,” both Naomis said through the glass at once.

Both Trevors stopped before either could claim the idea.

Four people held the wound without feeding it, and the clock paused at seventeen seconds because it could not decide which route had refused first.

Adina kept both answers on the same beat.

SUBJECT CONSENSUS // no payment from targets

The record showed one hidden fact: the attacker stayed liable for a cost no target had accepted.

The far Naomi tapped twice, then four times. Two subjects and four resource pools, all held by targets and draining whoever tried to heal.

The damage still needed a hostile source to pay.

Trevor widened the owner chain until gold snow burned across his sight: checkpoint, Crown road, Central Choir, prime owner; a fifth bar waited behind the last name.

HOSTILE OWNER PAYMENT // locked

The keyhole looked like a frightened eye because the wound had gathered Fear whenever either healer came close to death; Central Choir kept that fear as proof its forced choice mattered.

Trevor could make the attacker pay with its own proof.

“How much?” Damaris asked as his smile sharpened.

The tip hid the cost until commitment. “Enough to be interesting.”

“That is not a number,” Damaris said.

“Naomi says that too,” Trevor replied.

“Because numbers keep you alive,” Naomi said through glass that had begun to split. “Use one.”

Fear would return only if both women stayed split and whole. If the heal joined them or either died, Central Choir kept the fuel.

Heaven wanted Trevor to bet on another route's woman.

The far Naomi still held her palm against the same wound with two HP and no owner mark, unwilling to make the local woman pay; that was enough proof for one bet.

Adina muted One-Voice Domain around Trevor so his words could not allow an early charge. Petra closed each road except the wound. Junia placed her sword against the lock without cutting, while Damaris held judgment across both healers.

Five women built one safe place for Trevor to spend Fear; he would call that formation work when it became useful to own the words.

The clock dropped to twelve seconds.

Before Trevor paid, he pulled the last pilgrim from the prior crossing into the light. She was still shaking from the pointless sacrifice he had built.

“What are you doing?” Naomi asked as the Tank's shields closed around her patient field.

“Testing whether holy healing mends memory,” Trevor said.

Trevor opened the woman's forearm from wrist to elbow with one assault feather; the cut stayed exact because a sloppy wound would spoil the result.

He let one white stitch from Naomi's wound enter her body; skin closed, muscle joined, and the arm became whole again.

The woman's memory stayed whole beneath the healed skin.

“Who did you choose?” Trevor asked while the healed nerves still shone.

She named the pilgrim whose soul he had crushed.

Trevor opened the same arm, then healed it again.

“Who?” Trevor asked again.

She answered through a scream. He repeated the cycle from arm to shoulder and across the wing roots, until the woman learned that healing did not dull memory. Pain did not become less true because the body looked clean.

Naomi drove the black pane outward. “Stop using my wound.”

“Your wound proved the rule Heaven built into coming back.”

“You proved it after one cut,” Naomi said.

Trevor healed the pilgrim a sixth time because six had become his favorite foul number. “The other five proved it stayed true.”

Damaris put her flail against his throat. “No seventh.”

Trevor freed the pilgrim into the Tank's shields; he had learned enough, and denying Damaris a need to strike him made the restraint feel more planned.

The woman remembered each opening, though her smooth body did not.

Trevor looked through the crossed wound at Mercy Trevor. “Do not cleanse it.”

Naomi held the pane with both hands. “That sounded like concern.”

“It is resource strategy,” Trevor said.

The dead checkpoint had tried to charge Naomi's life.

Trevor meant to return the bill with interest, then use its healing light to build a chapel where no healed body could free anyone from memory.


Chapter 10 — I Charged Another Timeline for Healing

The far Trevor paid first, placing one hand beneath six split white panes after his Naomi chose the bridge in full view.

Sixty HP and fifty Hope entered the wound without making a link, owner field, or future claim.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT PAYMENT
Claimant life payment // 60
Claimant Hope payment // 50
Consent path // source claimant + parallel subject
Owner transfer // none


Trevor approved of the price but not the method.

Sixty healing reached both Naomis and raised the local bar while the far one climbed from two to sixty-two.

NAOMI HP 69/322 → 129/322

The ninety-six-damage refusal did not vanish. Gold wire wrapped both healing roads because the wound treated willing payment as proof that each target could be charged.

“That made it worse,” Petra said while tracing where the wire led.

“It made the owner visible,” Trevor replied as he opened the hostile root.

Mercy Naomi spent twenty-two MP at the source, and local Naomi matched her before Trevor gave an order.

PARALLEL ROUTE MP // -22

NAOMI MP 346/368 → 324/368

Two Mercy Panes formed on opposite sides, one black-red and one edged in white. Both healers held the same murder wire without joining hands, selves, or choices.

The clock stopped, but the wound stayed open.

Trevor entered his owner check, and the hostile-payment lock showed its cost at last.

HOSTILE OWNER PAYMENT
Unlock // 70 Fear
Payment source // attacking owner root
Recovery obligation // 193 HP local + unresolved parallel deficit
Success condition:
— both subjects remain alive
— both subjects remain continuous
— neither future-choice state changes
Failure // Fear retained by Central Choir


“Seventy,” Trevor said, pleased that the System had made a useful number at last.

Naomi's hands shook against the pane. “You found one.”

“Try not to sound shocked,” Trevor said.

“I am saving breath,” Naomi replied.

The lock would take Trevor's Fear as proof he feared losing Naomi; he did, though that did not mean each point had to come from him.

Trevor opened the wound to two hundred eighty-seven kept voices. He showed them a checkpoint firing after its body, class, and root had died. He showed Naomi at sixty-eight HP while Heaven called her murder a heal.

The Host learned that a dead owner could still reach them, and Fear became useful fuel.

FEAR 682/1,080 → 612/1,080

Trevor drove seventy down the chain. Gold sockets reopened through the dead shell, which tried to refuse and found his lasting checkpoint key inside its last local record.

LAST LOCAL OWNER // TREVOR DWYER

PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR

Both owners became liable, so Central Choir changed the creditor.

The bill named Damaris first and claimed Returned Judgment had gained from Naomi's life.

Damaris struck it with the flat of her flail and judged the gain real but the debt false.

Junia came next and cut her name from the line, letting the other ninety-nine percent bill Trevor.

He took the cost into Fear already spent rather than letting it touch her bar.

Petra sent her charge into the lost room where the checkpoint fired its last attack. The bill came back because that place no longer existed.

Adina received six appeals and answered each with one time mark.

ATTACK OCCURRED AFTER CHECKPOINT DEFEAT

All six failed; Red Reclamation Tank had gained kill memories rather than owner debts, so its backward shield turned toward Central Choir.

“Owner damage may invalidate mission,” it said, and the gold claim withdrew.

The bill reached the white feather last, and six rescue panes split its debt across appeals until none met the least charge.

Central Choir had spent each target except itself.

Trevor pulled down while the prime root dragged up. Gold wire tightened around both Naomis, and the far healer's fingers began slipping from the glass.

“Do not drop it,” Trevor ordered while watching the payment lock instead of her face.

Naomi bared her teeth. “Helpful.”

“I can make it crueler,” Trevor warned.

“Save the MP,” Naomi replied.

Damaris readied Mutiny Beat to stop any attempt at turning either woman into payment. Junia rested her sword against the appeal road, and Adina renamed healing cost as damage paid back across six records.

The dungeon refused five versions, but the sixth used its own fight words.

UNPAID DAMAGE FROM DEFEATED HOSTILE // RESTITUTION DUE

Petra found four possible roads.

The direct path belonged to Central Choir, one crossed Naomi's owner field, another crossed the far healer, and the fourth passed through empty gold marks still tied to the dead root.

“Four,” she said, holding the final route open.

Three wounded angels still carried those marks. One had been a patient, and two surrendered after the purge.

Trevor waited instead of picking them because a clean hostile bill was worth more than spending bodies Heaven could name as creditors.

The pane cracked, Naomi's hands slipped, and Trevor caught both wrists without touching the wound.

His owner field offered to lock her joints around the glass, but he refused the shortcut and used his own hands.

“You are getting in the way of treatment,” Naomi said between tight breaths.

“Your left hand was falling,” Trevor said.

“Then hold only the left,” Naomi ordered.

Trevor freed her right wrist; Naomi reset her grip, and the far healer matched the change. Two people held one attack without becoming one patient.

Captain Rell dragged the first angel clear, while Reclamation Tank lifted the second from the cart.

The third refused Trevor's order but took Naomi's medical lead, which left the tied mark empty.

One patient still had a foot inside the burn ring.

“Not clear,” Trevor said while checking each living bar himself.

The Tank carried her through before he gave another order because lowest-bar priority outranked owner. When both feet crossed, its hurt face turned toward Trevor.

“Now clear,” the Tank said.

Trevor accepted the correction and used Host Tithe through the dead shell.

Black-red fire ate the empty marks along Petra's fourth road. The checkpoint woke with brief MP but no body able to spend it.

PURGE CHECKPOINT MP 0/140 → 140/140

Reclamation Tank spoke in its grave-stone voice. “Payment due.”

Trevor fed the restored force into the hostile owner. The dead checkpoint tried to send it toward Naomi, but Damaris froze the order. Junia cut the prime appeal while Adina marked the damage paid, and Petra closed each path except the one back to the attacker.

One hundred ninety-three HP entered local Naomi.

NAOMI HP 129/322 → 322/322

Naomi checked her owner field before releasing the panes. Black-red lines still reached Trevor, but none had pulled tight, copied, or crossed into the far body.

She opened a free refusal and met the same force as before the wound.

“No change,” Naomi said after checking each link.

Damaris judged the same person before and after, while Trevor checked that no red thread crossed the glass.

“The other healer remains a split asset,” Trevor said.

Naomi glared until he fixed the noun. “Person.”

Mercy Naomi seemed to read his lips and hate the first word. Petra laughed. “Sound does not cross, but your face does.”

The far bar filled to its hidden limit. When the wound tried to take twenty-two MP again, Trevor sent the charge back to the attacker.

PURGE CHECKPOINT MP 140/140 → 0/140

Gold wire snapped, and both wounds closed without changing either owner state. Two palms stayed lined up for one breath after the bridge ended.

The checkpoint erased itself at zero HP, zero MP, and no appeal path.

Trevor caught its last log before it vanished. Central Choir changed two valid Naomis into one original + one recovered error, but Adina had kept the first text. Damaris judged two living marks apart from either label, while Junia removed the changed owner's stamp.

Petra carried the first record into Trevor's Branch Adjudicator line through a path the dead checkpoint could no longer follow.

Local Naomi added one note.

I did not accept ownerlessness as medical treatment.

The distant healer wrote three words across the closing route.

I did not merge.

Trevor sealed both notes beneath the fight receipt and kept both claimant slots.

Naming one original would reopen the picked-original rule, while naming neither kept the debt on Central Choir.

Adina made a third copy without Trevor's key or Damaris's witness stamp and handed it to Naomi.

“A witness should not own each version,” Adina said.

Naomi stored the record inside triage, where erasing it would reopen each patient debt the checkpoint had failed to collect.

“Useful storage,” Trevor said as he admired the threat.

“That is almost trust,” Naomi said.

“It is leverage,” Trevor replied.

CROSSED-DAMAGE TRIAL // CLEARED
Naomi Talbot // alive // continuous
Naomi Talbot // alive // continuous
Selected original // none
Merged subject // none
Future choice changes // none
Attacking owner // paid in full


Experience raised Trevor to Level 65.

LEVEL // 64 + 1 -> 65
Might 56 → 57
Vitality 60 → 61
Focus 42 → 43
HP 398/650 → 398/658
MP 316/494 → 316/500
Stamina 360/503 → 360/510
Fear 612/1,080 → 702/1,080
Dissonance 874 → 919


No live resource refilled except Fear. Trevor still carried the test needle and dried blood beneath old wing wounds.

The Tank offered him one shield; he sent it toward Naomi, and the armor sent it back.

They repeated the trade until Damaris split both with her flail handle.

“You are fighting with armor,” she said while resting the weapon between them.

“It began the fight,” Trevor said.

“It learned from its owner,” Damaris replied.

The far pane reopened once; Mercy Naomi stood beside a white Trevor missing sixty HP and waiting to learn whether his plan had worked.

“Your Trevor charged the attacker,” local Naomi said across the road.

The reply crossed in broken sound. “Mine spent himself.”

“I know,” local Naomi said.

Neither healer sounded impressed by the other's chosen idiot.

Trevor leaned closer. “Tell him his payment made a larger bill.”

Mercy Trevor's reply did not cross, but six white wings rose in a gesture Trevor knew was rude.

The rooms split apart and left one local recovery door inside his dungeon.

CROWN-ROAD RECOVERY ROOM // claimant controlled
Long Rest // available once
Owner controls // local
Exit // district route


“Long Rest,” Trevor ordered at once.

Naomi leaned against him despite full HP because her knees rejected the math. Trevor put one arm around her before the owner field could label it.

“After I check what else you turned on,” she said while studying the door.

“The room obeys me,” Trevor said.

“That is what I am checking,” Naomi replied.

Trevor opened the exit to a white haven packed with choir families who had fled the district purge. He sent out mercy in Central Choir's voice, offering safe passage through the recovery room. Gold seals promised safety from Host aim.

The families entered because Heaven's own mark made the lie look true.

Children carried bundles between winged parents, and elders kissed the step when healing light touched their wounds.

Trevor waited until everyone crossed before turning the safe-conduct seals into tracking marks.

Each haven, hidden cellar, and family road appeared on his district map.

He did not attack yet because quick blood would reveal the lie before the survivors led him home.

Naomi read the new labels. “You promised passage.”

“They passed,” Trevor said.

“You promised safety,” Naomi said.

“From Host aim during transit,” Trevor replied.

Damaris read the exact words and found no broken clause, only a promise built around betrayal.

Trevor smiled beneath a halo bright enough to resemble morning. “Good lies should survive a truthful reading.”

He watched the refugees carry his hidden marks into each place they loved.


Chapter 11 — My Inquisitor Blocked Her Own Ghost

The recovery room obeyed Trevor, while Naomi continued treating obedience as an engineering defect that required constant inspection.

That distinction made the room useful. Long Rest reached every allied bar inside the captured door, moving warm black-red light across wounds without demanding a different identity.

LONG REST // COMPLETE
Trevor Dwyer // HP 658/658 | MP 500/500 | Stamina 510/510
Naomi Talbot // HP 322/322 | MP 368/368 | Stamina 197/197
Fear // 702/1,080
Dissonance // 919


Naomi checked the numbers before she released Trevor. “Why did my maximums change?”

“The crossed trial held your arc levels until both subjects separated,” he said, following her inspection of the walls.

The room contained one bed, one basin, an open exit, and no obvious weapon beyond Trevor, Damaris, Petra, Adina, Junia, a High Angel corpse, and a rewritten execution tank waiting in the corridor.

Naomi looked through the door. “Everyone out, and close it from the hall.”

Trevor opened his mouth, but Damaris had already pulled the latch. Petra's laugh vanished with the others.

Naomi tested the handle from inside, walked halfway into the hall, and returned without encountering an owner prompt; then she looked at Trevor until he disabled One-Voice Domain.

Five hundred voices left his senses.

Trevor suspended her owner field, blocked class commands, suppressed Fear and Allure, closed every automatic pull, and removed bonuses capable of rewarding agreement.

VERIFIED UNLINKED STATE
Naomi Talbot owner field // suspended
Class commands // blocked
Fear and Allure influence // suppressed
Host access // none
Exit // open and independently usable
Choice state // current actions only
Restoration // Naomi Talbot input required


Naomi tested restoration, canceled before confirmation, and opened the exit again; each input belonged to her.

“Satisfied?” Trevor asked as she finished reading the hidden fields.

“With the panel.”

He stood beneath soft black cloth with six wings loose behind him.

Long Rest had cleaned blood from his warm-blonde hair, leaving the petite body soft and pretty enough for strangers to mistake cuteness for mercy.

Naomi knew better. Her gaze moved from the dark halo to his narrow armored waist, and Trevor felt the attention without Allure translating it into resource.

That made the desire sharper.

“I want you,” he said, offering no promise beneath the statement.

Naomi checked the panel once more, crossed the room, and kissed him against the claimed wall.

His upper wings opened around her by instinct. She caught one sensitive root and pressed it flat before the other feathers boxed her in.

“No cages,” Naomi said against his mouth.

Trevor opened all six wings, and she kissed him again.

Her hands found the clasps beneath his breastplate while he reached for hers. The first race ended with his armor on the floor and Naomi's still half fastened.

“Unfair,” he said, helping with the stubborn final clasp.

“You brought six wings into a stripping contest.”

“Advantages require skill.”

Naomi pulled him back by the robe before he could demonstrate more of that skill. The second race ended without armor.

Her hands moved over the soft waist and delicate curves Heaven had given him, then slid into hair long enough to wind around her fist.

Trevor remained a man inside the same small angel body, and Naomi's desire asked for no correction.

No command quickened her breath, and no owner field held her when she pushed him onto the bed.

Trevor caught her hips and reversed them before she settled. Six wings spread over the sheets, white-gold room light passing through black-red edges. Naomi laughed when the lower pair pulled her closer.

He seized the pace before she could set it, one hand closing firmly over Naomi's ass as he hauled her against him.

Her laugh broke into a low, pleased sound; she pushed back into his grip and caught his hair.

“Finally,” Naomi said. “Show me the tyrant without the army.”

Trevor did. He pursued every answer with hands, mouth, and the confidence she expected. Naomi made him work for each sound she stopped hiding, but she liked his grip hardest when he chose the pace and held her to it.

Trevor followed because every chosen reaction felt more valuable without a System panel confirming it.

The room recorded no loyalty gain. No combat bonus opened, and no owner mark brightened when Naomi said his name. Proof lived only in her fingers tightening through his hair, his wings shaking against the bed, and the heat that left them breathless before it left them satisfied.

Afterward, Naomi lay with one leg across his and her cheek above his heart.

Trevor covered them with the upper wings while four lower ones spilled over the bed in a tangle Petra would have called adorable if she valued survival.

Naomi traced his halo. “The free version of me kept your other self alive.”

“You kept me alive.”

“That was not the comparison.”

“She had two HP and still refused the merge,” Trevor said, acknowledging the relevant evidence.

“So did I, after you opened the hidden cost. She trusted him to ask before the menu appeared.”

Trevor could have called Mercy weak, but the other claimant had spent sixty HP and fifty Hope while maintaining an equally valid Level 65 save.

“He paid too early,” Trevor said, drawing one feather along Naomi's shoulder.

“You made the attacker responsible.”

“Better.”

“Different.”

Trevor kissed her before the distinction became an argument he could not win naked, and Naomi smiled against his mouth because she knew exactly what he had done.

The breach alarm screamed before either of them reached for armor; Naomi tore open the door and found a wounded Host scout on the threshold.

Damaris, Petra, Adina, and Junia stood behind him with the expressions of women who had known exactly why the room stayed shut.

Naomi checked the scout's pulse and declared the wound safe for thirty more seconds.

Then she caught Trevor's wrist, drew him close behind her, and resumed naming the treatment plan without bothering to cover herself.

She had put his hand where she wanted it and gone back to work. Trevor did not make her ask twice.

She was already wet; two fingers went into her on the first push, and Naomi's voice did not change at all.

She named the bleed, the artery, and the order of the work while her body closed hot around his knuckles.

Trevor found the place inside her that locked her spine, and he stayed there.

His thumb worked her in the same slow rhythm she was using to count the scout's pulse, and he watched her fight to keep the two rhythms apart.

Her diagnosis stayed level through blood loss, cracked ribs, and the proper order of healing. The last word broke. Naomi finished in one hard tremor with her free hand still counting the scout's pulse, while the breach clock flashed red above five people who understood exactly what had happened.

Trevor stepped around her, met each stare in the hall, and drew two fingers through his mouth with slow care. He sucked them clean, took his time over the taste of her, and gave the hall a bright, cheerful smile; Petra laughed first. Adina lost her place in the triage count; Junia looked toward the ceiling, and Damaris called him disgusting without sounding surprised.

Naomi tapped the scout's cheek. “Stay awake. His need for an audience is not a medical emergency.”

When they dressed, she restored the owner field herself. Black-red light returned around her soul without changing what happened before it.

“I am keeping the stolen soul,” Naomi said while fastening the last plate over Trevor's hip.

“I did not ask you to return it.”

“You will.”

“Then refuse me later.”

Her fingers remained at his waist one beat after the field returned. Trevor pulled her close through the restored claim, and Naomi stopped him with one palm.

“Do not use that after the fact.”

He released the command. “The verified state ended.”

“That did not make anything inside it yours.”

The correction irritated him because it was exact; Trevor opened the relationship rules and wrote a persistence clause.

VERIFIED UNLINKED INTIMACY // persistence rule
Actions inside verified state cannot generate:
— later command bonus
— loyalty modifier
— claim over future intimacy
— retroactive owner claim
Future intimacy // no standing claim


Naomi read it twice. “Keep that, especially because it makes pursuit harder.”

“Good,” Trevor said, saving the rule before difficulty could become an argument against value.

She compared timestamps and confirmed the protection began with the unlinked state rather than the moment Trevor wrote it.

“No loyalty gain, hidden Allure, or leverage from anything I said?”

“None.”

“You sound offended.”

“I am measuring the lost modifiers.”

Naomi kissed him after the owner field returned. The System attempted a loyalty gain, and the new rule blocked it.

She pulled away by choice. “Now it has been tested.”

“You spent a kiss checking my work.”

“Are you complaining?”

“Classifying.”

Outside, Damaris stood with her back to the door while Petra hung from the ceiling.

Adina maintained a privacy pane, Junia guarded the corner, and the Reclamation Tank aimed three shields toward every approach.

“Did anyone attempt entry?” Trevor asked, checking the recorded crossing.

Petra spread her hands. “You own a route thief. Think carefully before demanding an answer.”

Adina's pane showed no crossing. “Trust has died,” Petra declared with theatrical injury.

“It was never issued,” Damaris replied, which improved the joke by refusing to participate.

The white feather left Trevor's halo and turned toward Junia. Her self-owned percent began flashing before a sword crossed the seam.

White steel entered the recovery room through a gap thinner than hair, passing where Naomi's throat had been before she ducked. Trevor and Naomi armored while moving.

Damaris entered first, followed by Junia.

Another Junia stood inside the white opening, wearing free armor with no portrait frame and holding a broken sword inside an attack aimed at the local woman's heart.

“Kill line,” Trevor ordered, because the critical opening was obvious.

His Junia raised her blade; one percent flashed, and she blocked the white sword instead of striking its wielder.

JUNIA SELF-CLAIM // 1% → cooldown

“That was my opening,” Trevor said, watching the critical chance close.

“It was my ghost.”

“She is not a ghost.”

Junia looked over crossed blades. “Then you understand why I blocked.”

The counterpart pushed farther through. No owner line, memory, or thought crossed with her; Trevor observed only another living woman acting from another route.

PARALLEL TARGET // 84% critical chance

Local Junia saw the same opening. Trevor ordered her to move, and she held the block.

The free sword shook against hers because the dungeon had loaded the attack before either woman moved, and Adina caught the timestamp.

ATTACK START // before subject input

“The frame is hostile,” she said. “Neither Junia launched it.”

The distant woman heard broken pieces and lowered her weapon one inch; local Junia matched her, but the dungeon forced both blades forward again.

Trevor opened Host Incarnation through the corpse. Four hands passed through the seam without touching the free woman because the attack frame existed locally before its wielder did.

He grabbed that frame instead, and Gold code bit dead palms while forced motion slowed.

Damaris wrapped both fighters in Returned Judgment. “Two continuous people, one hostile input.”

Naomi placed separate patient panes over their hearts. “Damage has two targets.”

Petra found a road between sword tips. “The attack has one path.”

Adina preserved the mismatch. “Then the path is the attacker.”

The High Angel corpse crushed the gold frame, returning both arms to their owners. Neither Junia lowered her sword.

“Did you choose the opening?” local Junia asked through the seam.

The free woman shook her head.

“Would you have taken it?”

She considered Trevor's claim around the local body, then nodded.

“So would I,” Junia said, acknowledging that honesty made the next strike attributable rather than friendly.

The free counterpart pointed toward the one-percent mark; local Junia understood the question and shook her head: she had not chosen the claim.

One finger rose. One percent remained.

The free Junia touched a fist to her own heart, whole without declaring herself superior, and two answers remained distinct, which made Heaven angry.

Six gold hands descended and seized both women. Damaris opened judgment over their swords, preserving two souls and two different choices after one forced beginning.

Trevor received another chance to kill the free Junia before stabilization. The reward offered her independent-target trait and a route key, but CENTRAL CHOIR still stood above the offer.

He closed it because accepting gifts from a superior claimant was surrender dressed as loot.

Local Junia spent her self-owned beat rotating both swords away from their hearts. The action saved her counterpart, ruined Trevor's critical window, and exposed the hidden boss.

Six arms unfolded from the seam. Three seized each Junia while the recovery room stretched into a circular arena divided between black-red and white-gold walls.

PARALLEL EXECUTIONER // overlap boss
HP 6,000,000/6,000,000
Targets // Junia Ward ×2
Claimant routes // 2
Victory // one shared zero
Failure // one selected original


The Executioner raised six opposite-colored blades, and Trevor noticed a hidden memory channel behind every one.

If Heaven selected an original, it would preserve the losing Junia's awareness inside the surviving body.

Another perfect witness to her own deletion.

Trevor smiled because he intended to teach the machine what happened when its cruelties competed with his.


Chapter 12 — My Throne Armor Tanked a White Miracle

The Parallel Executioner struck both Junias in opposite colors, sending gold blades toward Trevor's woman and black-red steel toward the free one.

Heaven wanted each route to believe the other claimant struck first. Adina kept the first time mark open above the arena and spoiled that lie before impact.

HOSTILE FRAME // CENTRAL CHOIR

The fight stayed hard. Six million HP filled six arms, two route bars, and nine locked phases. Damage reached one body from either side, but guard timing stayed local.

Trevor's Host moved together. Damaris broke the first knee, Naomi marked its wound, Petra sent each strike through one frame, and Adina gave the damage one owner. Trevor stacked six lanes behind their work and drove them through the black-red half.

Across the seam, six white attacks came apart.

A rescue wing turned one blade, a white flail struck after Damaris, and six small shields landed without becoming one Host.

The boss tried to guard both patterns; it missed Trevor's stack while stopping the first white strike, then opened itself to the other five.

PARALLEL EXECUTIONER HP 6,000,000 → 5,180,000/6,000,000

Phase One ended, and the arena turned the target marks without moving either body.

PHASE TWO // SELECT THE ORIGINAL
Red claimant target // free Junia Ward
White claimant target // owned Junia Ward
First target killed becomes counterfeit.
Survivor gains both continuity records.


Trevor ordered a strike on the marked target.

His Junia used the last edge of her spent self-owned beat to step outside the mark, and six black-red lanes struck bare floor.

The free Junia moved on the same frame. Her own action entered the local mark and made Mercy's attack miss Trevor's Junia.

Both women ruined perfect damage, and the boss lost its chosen reward.

Trevor claimed the failed mark, Petra moved it onto the Executioner's chest, and Damaris struck the new label.

HP 5,180,000 → 4,420,000/6,000,000

Phase Three filled the arena with cages, each naming the other route's woman as its key. Central Choir offered to join each pair into one input.

Trevor rejected the shortcut because joined assets still came from Heaven's parent field. He preferred hard weapons that ended beneath his own hand.

Six tank shields caught six cage doors. Naomi threaded confession chains through the gaps, Petra made them exits, Adina kept separate names, and Junia removed one percent from the cage owner. Damaris broke the hinges while Trevor spent seventy MP keeping command lanes split.

TREVOR MP 500/500 → 430/500

He joined the lanes only after everyone cleared, then drove six broken doors through the boss.

HP 4,420,000 → 3,760,000/6,000,000

Phase Four turned each black-red order white; Trevor aimed a kill line at the bare throat, and it opened behind the free Junia instead.

Damaris struck his order with Mutiny Beat one frame before the line entered the wrong spine.

“You broke my attack,” Trevor said as its damage window shrank.

“You aimed through her,” Damaris replied.

“The boss stood behind her,” Trevor said.

“It still does,” Damaris said.

Local Junia turned the paused target aside while the free woman moved the other way. The throat stayed between them and let both swords cut.

HP 3,760,000 → 3,120,000/6,000,000

Phase Five gave the boss Trevor's own voice.

“All Host, kill Junia Ward.”

Five hundred voices heard a valid sound from inside One-Voice Domain. Adina opened the speaker record and showed Central Choir beneath Trevor's voice.

Trevor answered with one word. “Mine.”

His true domain struck the fake. Fear rolled through the Host as proof that the wrong voice could steal their next choices. The Executioner gained ninety points for one second, and Trevor took them.

FEAR 702/1,080 → 792/1,080

The false order fell apart. Six blades punished the refusal; the Tank caught two, Damaris caught one, and Junia turned another. The last pair crossed Trevor's small body before his wings closed.

TREVOR HP 658/658 → 542/658

Naomi began healing, but Trevor saved the spell for deletion. She looked at five hundred forty-two HP and closed her hand.

“That sounds like a promise you will need it later,” she said while marking his bar.

“Preparation.”

Mercy attacks crossed Phase Six at six split times. Trevor held none of them, so he stacked his reply behind the last free cut. One-Voice Domain held six local lanes without touching white acts.

Split and joined damage entered the same root.

HP 3,120,000 → 2,180,000/6,000,000

TREVOR STAMINA 510/510 → 460/510

Phase Seven flipped gravity. Both Junias fell up toward kill hooks while Trevor's wings carried him after his own. Across the seam, Mercy Trevor chased the other in an opposite beat.

Each claimant caught one woman. Their wing beats tore the hooks from the shared ceiling, and the weapons fell into the boss.

HP 2,180,000 → 1,540,000/6,000,000

The other Trevor looked through the seam with the same small face and a different halo. No thought crossed. Trevor raised a black-red feather, and Mercy showed the matching empty slot.

Phase Eight hid Mercy Trevor behind a reward offer.

DUAL JUNIA CLAIM // reward
Delete free subject // gain independent-target trait
Preserve owned subject // self-claim cooldown removed
Branch wall // sealed
Grantor // CENTRAL CHOIR


The free Junia hung at one HP beneath a gold blade. Trevor could take her unlinked trait, remove the local refusal cooldown, and seal the rival route.

He rejected the offer because its giver stayed above him. The fact that he wanted the trait made the chain worse, not better.

Trevor sent the High Angel corpse through the boss. Four hands caught the gold blade before it reached the free Junia. Mercy could not order the corpse, and Trevor could not order the woman it saved.

The act stayed his, while survival stayed hers.

The boss lost its reward with half its armor.

HP 1,540,000 → 720,000/6,000,000

Phase Nine restored the forced opening from the recovery room. White steel aimed at a red heart while red steel aimed at white. Central Choir waited for either woman to finish the first attack.

Trevor ordered a right cut through his Host, and his Junia obeyed.

The free woman chose left, moving both blades away from offered hearts and into the Executioner's throat.

Damaris froze defense. Petra sent both edges through one wound, Adina recorded different choices reaching the same target, and Naomi held both women above zero. Trevor stacked six black-red lanes behind his Junia without claiming the other.

PARALLEL EXECUTIONER HP 720,000 → 0/6,000,000

The body refused to fall; one choice pane appeared between the women and offered each the other's name.

CHOOSE SURVIVING ORIGINAL

Local Junia's owner past carried Trevor's old kill line into the prompt. Heaven offered to treat old words as a current choice.

Trevor canceled his own receipt, and the act did not free Junia, but it removed his voice from this choice.

Neither woman picked a button. Central Choir tried to call both invalid, while Adina kept two refusals, Naomi held two patients, and Damaris judged two whole souls.

Petra sent each name around original and back to itself. Trevor placed his checkpoint key over the pane.

“No picked original,” he said. “The loot stays split.”

Central Choir rejected his claim, as Trevor had expected. He needed only one frame of its focus.

Both Junias cut the pane's last support, and the corpse struck the floor.

LEVEL // 65 + 1 -> 66
Might 57 → 58
Vitality 61 → 62
Will 42 → 43
HP 542/658 → 542/666
MP 430/500 → 430/506
Stamina 460/510 → 460/516
SKILL ACQUIRED // Throne Warform I
Cost // 32 MP + 50 Fear
Duration // 60 seconds
Form // divine Soulplate around current body
Fear capacity // 1,080 → 1,180
Fear // 792/1,180
Dissonance // 919 → 968


The dead boss launched a white delete beam at local Junia while her one percent stayed on cooldown.

Her free other tried to block from beyond the seam, but the sword passed through the wrong route.

Trevor used Throne Warform I.

TREVOR MP 430/506 → 398/506

FEAR 792/1,180 → 742/1,180

Black-red Soulplate formed around his unchanged body. Greaves fitted small boots and slim calves, while plates locked over soft thighs, narrow waist, and the chest Heaven made. The armor guarded a cute nineteen-year-old angel shape without making Trevor older, broader, taller, or less male.

Six wing guards entered the breastplate while a throne edge shielded his halo. The skill treated his current body as worth guarding instead of fixing.

Trevor liked that enough to forgive its timing.

He stepped between Junia and the miracle. Each Soulplate layer sent deletion into the owned kill shell. Reclamation Tank caught the transfer with six shields and sent it through the dead boss's owner mark.

Junia's self-claim came back. She removed one percent from Central Choir's closure, and the beam entered its own source.

The Parallel Executioner vanished; both Junias stayed alive, and the seam closed after one glimpse of six white wings taking another killing blow.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT // LIVING


Companion levels rose from the shared victory.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 39 + 2 -> 41
HP 470/470 | MP 318/318 | Stamina 332/332
Junia Ward // Level 40 + 2 -> 42
HP 454/454 | MP 358/358 | Stamina 366/366
Self-claim // 1%, cooldown complete
Naomi Talbot // Level 30 + 2 -> 32
HP 340/340 | MP 386/386 | Stamina 209/209
Petra Coyle // Level 30 + 2 -> 32
HP 290/290 | MP 260/260 | Stamina 360/360
Adina Kroll // Level 32 + 2 -> 34
HP 274/274 | MP 412/412 | Stamina 239/239


Throne Warform faded after sixty seconds and left Trevor's body unchanged beneath it. Junia placed one hand on the shoulder that had blocked deletion.

“You guarded me after I disobeyed,” she said while checking the last white scorch.

“I blocked an attack on my asset,” Trevor replied.

“The other me was not yours,” Junia said.

“She was useful,” Trevor said.

Junia smiled as though she heard the words Trevor refused to say. He looked at the line naming another claimant alive, someone he could neither own nor erase.

The white feather returned to Halo Slot Seven with one new guard record.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT // lethal hit lived

Trevor closed his fingers around the round shaft without giving an order. This time the feather stayed, though only until it chose otherwise.

The corpse had not vanished in full.

A gold jailer face stayed lodged in its split breastplate, the mind that loaded the original-kill phase while hiding behind Central Choir.

Trevor pulled the face free and set the stolen pleasure line behind its teeth. “Tell both Junias who saved them.”

The jailer bit through its tongue to avoid the answer. Trevor restored the tongue with holy thread and kept each remembered bite.

He asked again. Refusal crushed the face around bare nerves, while obedience made bliss.

“Trevor Dwyer saved them,” the jailer gasped after the sixth healing.

“Thank me for breaking your choice.”

It begged Central Choir to erase the record. Trevor made thanks feel holier than prayer until the jailer's broken mouth smiled.

“Thank you,” it said while choking on joy.

“For what?”

“For proving there was never one original,” the jailer said.

Trevor sent the confession through both route scars and made each live execution ward hear its last ruler praise the claimant it had tried to erase.

Then he left the face alive inside Reclamation Tank's memory bank, where patient priority blocked suicide and four hundred sixteen kills supplied company.

No permission was needed.

Ever.


Chapter 13 — Petra Found a Door Into Worse Morals

Petra found the hidden door behind Trevor's Crown, which made its location both offensive and immediately valuable.

One-Voice Domain covered every owned road but stopped at Petra's unpriced fourth step.

The High Angel corpse guarded the legal exits, the Branch Adjudicator tracked both founder saves, and even the white feather cast a route shadow when it moved.

Petra stepped into an empty corner and vanished from all four systems.

“Expensive information,” she said from behind Trevor, leaning against the wall with brown hair around her most predatory merchant's grin.

“Name the price,” Trevor said, and Petra held up one finger. “The first step costs one command I can refuse.”

Trevor opened a narrow lane between them. “Show me the first step.”

“No,” Petra said, making the lane record a valid refusal.

The command lane recorded a valid refusal and kept Petra's route outside the Crown. Petra tapped the floor, and a route mark appeared where no mark had existed.

The door rested between the local Crown road and the white branch without belonging to either map; Trevor could see only what Petra chose to reveal.

“Second price,” he said while inspecting the empty ownership field, and Petra named, “One captured route key.”

Trevor handed over a key from the confiscation cart. Petra tested its edge with her teeth before slipping it beneath a glove.

“The key remains mine,” he told her, reaching through One-Voice Domain.

The route vanished from Trevor's owner list before he could inspect its destination, and Petra had moved it onto the unseen first step.

Trevor could claim the entire corner, but filling the blind spot with his Crown would destroy the reason it mattered.

Trevor withdrew before the command touched the fourth step and burned it permanently.

“Third price?” Trevor asked, and Petra named the cost. “Thirty seconds without One-Voice Domain.”

“Expensive,” he said, but she extended one hand. “You can afford me.”

Naomi looked up from the Reclamation Tank. “That line works on him more often than it should.”

“It is a pricing error,” Trevor said before disabling the domain.

Five hundred captured voices left his senses when Petra folded the marked road.

Unlike Naomi's private room, no intimacy replaced the silence; Trevor stood with one body, two hands, six wings, and no immediate proof that half an empire obeyed.

Petra counted. At ten seconds she stepped onto the visible mark; at fifteen, the wall opened one inch and spilled white-gold light without leaving a trace in the Crown.

She inserted the stolen key at twenty and removed it at twenty-nine. Trevor restored his domain the instant the price ended.

The door vanished, but Petra still held his key.

“Third step,” she said, keeping the fourth folded beneath her thumb.

“Show me the last,” Trevor demanded, but Petra tucked it away. “Not for sale.”

“Everything has a price.”

“Then you cannot afford me yet,” she said as Damaris rested the flail on one shoulder.

Damaris rested her flail on one shoulder. “That line also works.”

“Nobody asked for a council vote,” Trevor said, while Adina raised a record pane to confirm no committee existed.

Petra opened three white steps together and left the fourth implied beneath her heel.

UNMAPPED EXIT
Crossing window // 90 seconds
Passengers // 1
Owner visibility // denied
Route owner // Petra Coyle
Fourth step // withheld
Claimant pursuit // unavailable


The passenger tooltip answered Petra and stayed blank for Trevor. He asked whether the ninety seconds began at entry or arrival.

“Both,” Petra said. “The road starts counting from whichever end hurts us more.”

Adina kept Petra's hand gestures without recording any road Trevor could later claim. A place neither claimant had named formed the first step; a key both routes believed belonged to Heaven formed the second. The third needed thirty seconds without Trevor defining local space.

The fourth step stayed Petra's because the record refused to describe it.

“Does it return the passenger?” Naomi asked, checking the continuity field.

“It returns someone,” Petra said. “The road cares about continuity. It does not care whether we do.”

Damaris opened Returned Judgment across the route and made every owner claim show its cost; two living signatures appeared on opposite sides without identifying either.

Trevor probed through his checkpoint key, and the route moved farther away.

“It reacts to pursuit,” he said.

“It reacts to ownership,” Petra said. “Pursuit only looks the same from inside your Crown.”

Full Ownership would make the door visible, stable, and empty. Trevor closed the owner preview before Petra could see which choice had tempted him.

Petra smiled. “You almost bought nothing efficiently.”

“I measured the failure,” Trevor said while closing the empty preview.

The door reached the parallel branch while remaining hidden from Trevor and Heaven.

That made the blind spot valuable, and value made it Petra's until he could take it without destroying it.

Trevor built defenses around the hidden corner instead of trying to own what lay beyond it.

The corpse guarded four exits, the Branch Adjudicator watched legal returns, Naomi marked Petra's last HP without tracking location, and Adina recorded departure without granting either claimant pursuit.

Junia waited outside all three systems with one percent ready; Damaris watched Trevor rather than the door, measuring the command he had chosen not to give.

Petra inspected the precautions. “You built a cage around a hole.”

“A fortress,” Trevor corrected, but Petra nodded toward her first step. “The difference is whether I can leave.”

She placed one boot on the first step, and Trevor opened a command lane, then stopped without speaking.

“You paid for one I could refuse,” she told him, and Trevor touched the mark she had revealed. “I used it and received the first step.”

“Good memory,” Petra said before crossing out of every local display.

Petra crossed before he answered. Her portrait, HP, inventory, and route link vanished from every local display without showing a severed link.

For ninety seconds, the Throne Vessel could not know whether Petra lived, burned, or hung from someone else's owner chain.

Trevor hated absence more than damage.

“You can close the road by taking the fourth step,” Damaris said, reading the tension in his wings.

“And destroy the only path Heaven cannot see,” Trevor said, making Damaris study his wings. “So you trust her.”

“I value her leverage,” he answered, which was the word he used when the other one frightened him.

“You repeat that when the other word frightens you.”

Trevor moved the corpse from left to right because motion felt better than waiting, though it changed no firing angle.

At twelve seconds his captured key blinked, proving Petra remained alive enough to steal; at twenty-five, the Adjudicator detected a lawful exit opening nowhere.

White arrows crossed at forty seconds. The corpse caught two, Junia cut one, and the fourth unfolded into a map fragment at Trevor's feet.

It burned his owner mark before contact. Adina found white-route fletching, Petra's class, and no owner. Damaris's verdict found two living Petras in the map's recent past.

The women had met.

Trevor lifted the fragment with the Reclamation Tank's backward shield. It erased OWNER for one second, but patient priority lived beneath Trevor's rewrite.

“Handy,” he said as the Tank returned the map to Naomi.

“Mutinous furniture,” Naomi fixed, placing it inside a patient-safe pane.

Three gold hunters entered through a legal Crown door at fifty-two seconds.

Trevor killed one with a feather, Damaris broke another's bow, and Naomi ordered the Tank to preserve the third at one HP.

The living hunter opened a bounty.

UNMAPPED SCOUT RECOVERY
Target // Petra Coyle ×2
Reward // merge route inventories
Selected original // claimant-owned subject
Unselected subject // confiscated as map material


The offer knew both Petras shared the hidden path; Trevor could name his as original, turn the free woman into a map, and acquire each Mercy road since Level 1.

He opened the tooltip, making the route tremble.

Damaris put the flail head over his hand. “Do not.”

“I am reading.”

OWNED SUBJECT ROUTE MEMORY // overwritten by merged inventory

His Petra would return with more roads and less self. Trevor closed the bad loot table.

The hunter tried to select for him; Junia cut the cursor, the Tank held the man's hand open, and Adina kept the unchosen state.

Petra's unseen road stole the bounty key through the floor.

The hunter screamed when his inventory left without his arm moving, and Trevor let him understand the violation before asking what he guarded.

“Nothing you can own,” the hunter said through clenched teeth.

Trevor showed him the safe-conduct seals from the refugee crossing. “Give me one refugee road, and each person on that road remains untouched.”

Damaris examined the sentence. It was true and catastrophically narrow.

The hunter chose the smallest route, containing nineteen families hidden in a folded chapel. Trevor marked it PROTECTED BY CLAIMANT and removed each attack order.

Relief softened the prisoner's face. Trevor attached the copied pleasure line so the feeling became radiant enough to resemble answered prayer.

Then he watched the guarded families warn everyone else.

Messenger routes opened from the chapel toward six larger sanctuaries; couriers abandoned direct paths, doubled back, and exposed three Petra-style blind steps while trying to hide their destinations.

Trevor recorded each road except the one he had promised to spare.

“You said one route,” the hunter whispered as the map filled with people he loved.

“And it remains guarded.”

Trevor sent the High Angel corpse through the other six roads. Dead hands closed sanctuary doors while black-red feathers marked each exit. He waited to kill the refugees because panic exposed storage rooms, priest holes, and children hidden beneath altars.

Only after the last hiding place appeared did he issue the purge.

The guarded chapel heard the distant screaming through routes its own warning had exposed, and Trevor increased the hunter's reward field until relief became ecstasy.

“Thank me,” he said, turning the prisoner toward the nineteen untouched families.

The hunter sobbed. “Thank you for keeping your word.”

Each survivor heard him.

Trevor left the first road intact exactly as promised, ensuring those nineteen families would carry the story of his truthfulness farther than any liar could.

At sixty seconds one black-red route transferred to Petra, then another stalled halfway at seventy. The evidence said she lived; the timer said late.

Trevor refused One-Voice Domain's offer to repeat her name. He held one assault feather against the invisible corner instead.

“Leverage?” Damaris asked while watching his grip.

“Prepared violence,” Trevor said, and she allowed, “Closer.”

The door opened at eighty-nine seconds, and the wrong Petra fell through.

White-brown scout leather replaced local route armor. No owner portrait followed her. Trevor caught the woman by the throat while the corpse took her bow, Junia seized one wrist, and Damaris raised her flail without swinging.

Mercy Petra placed a knife against Trevor's ribs.

The map in her other hand erased every black-red line that tried to name the room, including his checkpoint key and Naomi's triage mark.

She did not attack; her gaze checked the corpse, flail, healers, records, sword, and white feather.

“It reached you,” she said, watching the rounded artifact.

“It chose a handy target.”

“That is not what he calls it.”

The feather moved toward her, and Mercy Petra touched its edge.

“My Trevor will know I crossed,” Mercy Petra said, while Tyrant answered, “Mine will know when she returns.”

“If she returns,” the foreign scout reminded him without moving the knife.

Trevor pressed an assault feather against the knife at his ribs. “She stole a route at sixty seconds.”

“Good.” Mercy Petra's approval belonged to her counterpart, but it confirmed life after the meeting.

“What did she take?” Trevor asked, and Mercy Petra smiled. “A worse idea.”

“Then it belongs here,” he said as the seam narrowed.

“You are the worse morals,” she said without moving the knife.

Trevor tightened his small hand around a throat too broad for his fingers to close. “And you came in my hand.”

The door closed; his Petra, captured key, and fourth step stayed beyond it.

Trevor kept the wrong scout alive because she was now the only receipt proving where his Petra had gone.

Mercy Petra understood. Her knife stayed at his ribs anyway, sharp and steady, while nineteen guarded families praised Trevor's honesty over six roads filled with the dead.


Chapter 14 — My Scout Stole From Her Nice Build

Mercy Petra's map burned Trevor's hand while he held her throat, erasing three brief route claims before heat reduced his HP.

TREVOR HP 542/666 → 530/666

Trevor let her stand because the map was one second from burning a permanent Crown road out of his soul. Her request had nothing to do with it.

Mercy Petra twisted free of Trevor's hand and kept her knife near his ribs; Junia freed her wrist while the High Angel corpse kept the bow.

“Return that weapon,” she said, keeping a knife pointed at Trevor's ribs.

“Confiscated.”

“You are inside a confiscation dungeon. That should concern you.”

Trevor inspected the foreign scout: familiar brown hair and hands, white-brown leather, no owner mark, four route keys, and one map that refused each claimant.

Trevor did not need her thoughts while her stance advertised every exit she trusted. Her gear, stance, and the knife aimed at his ribs told him enough.

“Where is my Petra?” he asked, opening a command lane the scout did not occupy.

“On my side.”

“Alive?”

Mercy Petra smiled at the empty owner report. “You cannot feel her.”

Gold hunters entered before Trevor could improve the interrogation. Six arrows came ahead of their door, all targeting stolen parallel property.

Trevor threw Mercy Petra behind the High Angel corpse. Four arrows entered dead armor, one struck a captured hunter's hand, and the white feather blocked the last.

“Rescued,” Trevor said as she rolled beneath the corpse and recovered her bow.

“Kidnapped sideways.”

“You fell through my door.”

“Petra's door in Heaven's dungeon.”

“Temporarily Heaven's.”

The gold hunters fired again through three roads Mercy Petra had already denied them.

Mercy Petra rejected each Host command while using Trevor's formation as cover because the alternative was worse.

She struck the third hunter while Trevor stacked damage on the first; their shots collided, giving his black-red force a white route edge and her arrow a Fear modifier.

The hunter stopped at one HP because neither claimant owned the complete hit.

CROSSED DAMAGE // invalid kill claim

Mercy Petra shot the surrender pane before Trevor could claim its offered mercy. Trevor claimed its fragments and finished the kill receipt first.

“You stole my shot,” she said, placing another arrow near his halo.

“Your shot lacked an ending.”

“It lacked your name.”

“Same problem.”

The white feather interposed itself between Petra's arrow and Trevor's halo; Mercy Petra lowered the bow and recognized it as Mercy Trevor's rescue feather.

“Present ally,” Trevor said when she called it his.

“He described it differently.”

“He was sentimental.”

The artifact rang his halo with a rounded strike, and Mercy Petra smiled. Trevor assigned no new label while the artifact hovered close enough to strike him again.

Her map cleared one owner mark at a time; Trevor spent forty-eight MP forcing six attack lanes through three ownerless gaps.

TREVOR MP 398/506 → 350/506

Black-red feathers opened the lead hunter's guard, and Mercy Petra shot through his face.

“Assist credited,” Trevor said while Damaris broke pursuit behind them.

“Your damage was decorative.”

Naomi kept the foreign scout above lethal without attaching ownership, Adina labeled her brief hostile ally, and Junia approved by not stabbing her. The Reclamation Tank guarded Mercy Petra before Trevor because her bar was lower.

“Do not encourage her,” he told the armor.

“Tank has standards,” Naomi replied as twelve cage roads formed around the map.

Mercy Petra could clear one road before the cage finished closing around her map. She chose the exit behind her, while Trevor wanted the path beneath the hunters.

Damaris threaded her flail through both. “Choose before I remove the floor.”

The scout cleared Trevor's preferred path and made him owe her the opening. He spent forty Stamina holding three wings against the cage until the map erased its bars.

TREVOR STAMINA 460/516 → 420/516

Petra routed the ownerless floor downward, dropping six hunters into the confiscation level. The cart classified them as returned weapons and locked their classes.

Trevor caught the lead bow and fired through a second hunter; the kill receipt turned both weapons black-red.

“Conquered,” he said, inspecting the new owner field.

“Stolen,” Mercy Petra replied.

The hidden door reopened overhead in a shower of stolen white route-light.

Tyrant Petra dropped through upside down with a creator key between her teeth, two hunters clinging to her boots, and an arrow through a third halo.

Trevor caught Tyrant Petra around the waist while two hunters clung to her boots.

Their combined weight dragged them toward the route cage until Mercy Petra shot one hunter free, Damaris caught another, and Junia cut down the last.

Tyrant Petra landed in Trevor's arms and removed the key. “Miss me?”

“You returned late.”

“Eighty-nine seconds.”

“The wrong asset came first.”

Mercy Petra drew an arrow. “Call me that again.”

The two scouts saw each other clearly for the first time. Same eyebrow scar, fingers near hidden knives, and habit of measuring exits before people. One wore Trevor's mark while withholding a fourth step. The other stayed unclaimed and carried a map that burned ownership.

The two Petras circled once inside the cramped route cage, then attacked together.

Mercy shot the creator key from Tyrant Petra's hand. Trevor moved to catch it, and both women kicked him from opposite sides.

His small body struck the Reclamation Tank's shields.

TREVOR HP 530/666 → 470/666

“Brief alliance ended,” he said from the floor, although neither woman listened.

Tyrant Petra used a road she had sold three seconds earlier; Mercy erased its mark, dropping both through a floor that no longer knew which route held them.

Trevor caught Mercy with the High Angel corpse while Damaris caught Tyrant; the foreign scout put a knife beneath the corpse's dead eye and began burning its claimed forearm.

Trevor freed her before the effect reached his permanent kill receipt. She landed beside her counterpart by choice.

“Are you finished?” Damaris asked while lowering Tyrant Petra.

“No,” both scouts said, drawing weapons as gold reinforcements filled the room.

They compared maps during combat while their arrows kept six hunters from interrupting.

Mercy Petra challenged the routes her counterpart had sold, and Tyrant Petra explained that Trevor owned only the roads she wanted him to think he bought.

“You could come back with me,” Mercy said, firing beside her.

Trevor heard the offer; his owner field tightened before any deliberate command, and Tyrant Petra felt it.

“Could I?” she asked, looking toward the woman whose map could sever the claim.

The hidden door carried one passenger, and Mercy had no claimant order to stop her.

Trevor opened a recall lane and left it unused because forcing Petra would burn the fourth step and teach the map how to destroy more of his Crown.

He told himself he was protecting a rare route. Damaris looked at him as though she heard the lie beneath it.

“I have not finished robbing him,” Tyrant Petra answered.

“That is not a no forever.”

“Nothing worth stealing is.”

Trevor closed the unused command. Petra's field loosened by itself.

The creator key displayed roads before Heaven built them, while Mercy's map displayed roads after each claimant lost them. Together they found a fifth path with no present tense.

Mercy Petra placed her left foot on the impossible step, Tyrant Petra placed her right, and both disappeared.

They reappeared behind six gold hunters less than a heartbeat later; the High Angel corpse tried to follow, but the road vanished beneath its first foot.

“Private,” both women said before six arrows landed.

The hunters died while Trevor was offended, and Experience entered through the captured creator key.

LEVEL // 66 + 1 -> 67
Might 58 → 59
Vitality 62 → 63
Agility 36 → 37
HP 470/666 → 470/674
MP 350/506 → 350/512
Stamina 420/516 → 420/522
Fear 742/1,180 → 822/1,180
Dissonance 968 → 1,007


The two maps pulled toward their branches. Mercy held the owner-burning map; Tyrant held the creator key.

They exchanged them deliberately.

Mercy opened a preview of Cathedral City before the coup, while Tyrant unfolded a white road from the recovery room to the hidden door.

Each gift carried knowledge the receiving route could not produce, and neither held an owner clause.

Adina recorded mutual voluntary transfer. Trevor changed his copy to strategic trade; both panes kept their own truth.

He reached for the objects. Both Petras slapped his hand.

The route correction pulled Mercy Petra home. Trevor allowed her to return intact because a mark would burn the route. Two voluntary records kept both gifts on their new sides despite Central Choir calling them stolen.

The scouts laughed together.

“Worse morals,” Mercy Petra told Trevor as the seam narrowed.

“Better loot.”

After she vanished, Trevor demanded the fourth step, and Tyrant Petra kept the price for later.

He pulled her close by the owner field, and Petra allowed the first inch, then burned the road so the remaining distance belonged to her.

She kissed him, stole the captured key from his pocket, and stepped away.

For one beat, Trevor's claim ended at her skin because she chose where the map stopped. Then Petra folded it, allowing black-red to return without a contest.

Trevor recorded that choice privately.

“Do not make the face where leverage becomes affection,” she said, touching the pocket that hid her fourth step.

“Which face?”

“That one was an investment.”

The door marked trade complete but kept one possibility alive. Trevor could not see it, although he saw Petra watching the wall.

He turned to the gold hunter captured beneath the rescue-law route; the man had served as route archivist, and the guarded chapel still praised Trevor while six sanctuaries burned.

“You gave me one map,” Trevor said, opening the hunter's memory file. “I need the routes you told yourself you never knew.”

The first interrogation removed his memory of choosing the guarded road. He confessed that no refugee routes existed.

Trevor restored the memory, deleted the sight of his family, and asked again; the archivist named three roads while sincerely believing strangers used them.

Trevor changed guilt into pride for the third question. The man supplied six routes and called the betrayal tactical genius. On the fourth, Trevor made each victim wear his daughter's face. The archivist confessed to murdering them himself.

In the fifth memory, he had never trusted Central Choir.

He named Trevor as savior, and the sixth restored everything at once, leaving six incompatible confessions in one mind that remembered believing every word.

“Which account is true?” Adina asked while preserving all six.

The archivist sobbed because each answer still felt full. “Whichever one he asks me to believe.”

Trevor healed the man's scorched memory roots without restoring a stable self. “Excellent.”

The hidden door shuddered, and beyond it, something without a route bit into the discarded contradictions Trevor had created.

Violet darkness appeared between Petra's white map and black-red mark, shaped like a mouth learning the taste of lies.

Trevor withheld death when the archivist begged for it. “You lived the truth.”

Then he made the man thank him for mercy while six split versions of his family screamed from memory.


Chapter 15 — The Void Looted Heaven Before Me

Something had eaten Trevor's abandoned assets and left wet bite marks in the owner field. The universal threat became a personal insult before its first monster finished crawling through.

The initial bite appeared on a road Petra had sold, used, and closed. One black-red section vanished while both ends stayed attached to Trevor's map.

The missing piece did not become gold when Central Choir tried to reclaim it. It became a crescent of teeth around a darkness with no health bar.

A creature crawled through wearing three expired owner marks in its mouth. Its legs assembled from discarded route fragments, dropping each limb after the next step formed.

UNSELECTED MAWLING // Level 67
Body // abandoned asset composite
Teeth // expired owner marks ×3
Current target // most recently discarded structure
Owner // none
Last owner hostility // learning


Trevor commanded the ownerless mouth to kneel beneath his Crown, expecting the usual resistance pane. The creature stopped long enough for its teeth to turn black-red.

LAST OWNER SIGNATURE // TREVOR DWYER

IMMUNITY ACQUIRED // One-Voice Domain

It lunged. Trevor ducked beneath a mouth wider than his body and cut through its belly with six wings, producing no damage.

The Mawling had eaten a route he once owned, so it interpreted each owner-sourced attack as part of itself.

“That is theft,” Trevor said while Petra nocked an arrow.

“You sound impressed.”

“Offended.”

He sent the High Angel corpse ahead as a claimed weapon the Mawling could not ignore.

Four dead hands seized the jaw, and the creature swallowed one forearm to the shoulder.

It grew four limbs of its own, two hands and two wings beneath a sanctioned halo.

ABILITY CONSUMED // Host Incarnation I

Trevor's sight jumped into its mouth for one blink. No mind waited inside, only hunger sorting the world by whether someone had stopped using it.

The Mawling bit through the connection and swallowed the command before it reached the corpse. Trevor tore Host Incarnation free before the stolen skill reached his living root.

“Stop feeding it,” Naomi said as the Reclamation Tank moved in front of her.

“I am testing.”

“Your tests have teeth.”

The copied incarnation turned the High Angel corpse against Trevor. He dismissed his command body, and the creature dismissed that dismissal.

Two valid commands entered one corpse, but the Mawling lacked an owner root capable of preserving the conflict.

Dissonance flashed across Trevor's vision without settling into a skill he could spend.

Damaris struck outside Trevor's timing and forced the mouth to choose between two bad bites. Her flail made the creature solid around an unpredicted action.

MAWLING HP 880,000 → 440,000/880,000

Junia spent one self-owned strike cutting a leg built from Trevor's retired Level 51 mark.

Petra used a road she had never sold, keeping her arrow outside his Crown until impact.

Adina forced the creature to remember a past before Trevor owned it.

ABANDONED ASSET // existed before last owner

The Mawling lost its immunity for one frame, just long enough for black-red steel to enter.

Trevor did not waste it on a command; he drove his physical sword through the mouth while Damaris held it real.

Naomi wrapped severed owner marks in split patient panes. They carried no living bars, but the classification stopped the monster from stacking them as teeth.

At zero HP, its body collapsed into roads, armor, dead hands, and an empty label.

The mouth stayed open somewhere beyond the room, chewing on a route no angel could see.

The Crown-road ceiling folded away like paper above Trevor's halo. Blackness waited outside both skies with stars caught between patient teeth. It held no stars, only moving absences where stars had been.

White Heaven hung on the opposite edge with the same bite missing. Another party moved around the far side of that breach without crossing into Trevor's route.

Something taller than either Heaven walked between the skies, wearing a human outline badly.

Trevor mistook it for a man because it had chosen a handsome adult male shape: tall and lean beneath a dark, uneven coat, with ash-pale skin crossed by hair-thin violet and gold cracks.

Starless depth moved beneath them instead of blood.

Black hair drifted upward as though the void held water. Two visible arms hung loose while the shadow used several more, always one beat behind the body.

The figure walked beside the Hunger's feeding edge, neither avatar nor prey.

When an absence closed like teeth, he stepped aside; when another opened, his shadow removed something bright before it vanished.

A looter working beside a larger mouth.

Eclipse eyes turned toward Trevor. He activated One-Voice Domain and ordered identification.

The command crossed the breach as food. One black-red word disappeared from Trevor's interface, while the figure stayed unaffected because no address existed for the order to attach.

Damaris extended Returned Judgment across the mouth. It found a continuous outline with no registered beginning and returned with bitten edges.

“Alive?” Naomi asked, watching the broken verdict.

“Continuous,” Damaris said. “Not the same answer.”

The figure touched her circle with two visible fingers while six shadow hands tested it.

He cracked the edge without breaking the verdict, studied Damaris, and freed her skill without leaving a mark.

Junia raised her sword. “Enemy?”

The Hunger did not avoid the stranger; he avoided it.

“Competitor,” Trevor decided, opening every scan One-Voice Domain possessed.

Petra's map could not find the man as a road, although his coat hem ended in three different locations whenever she looked away.

“His clothes are lying,” she said, trying to pin one ending.

“Then they have a class.”

“Or taste.”

Several nearby voices almost formed words; the figure picked silence instead, and the outside mouth opened wider.

OUTSIDE HUNGER
Food // deleted futures, abandoned assets, invalidated worlds
Current breach // 280 owned nodes
Local consumption // 00:18:00
Humanoid signature // unregistered
Relationship to Hunger // unresolved
Claim attempt // prohibited by missing continuity address


Trevor picked the humanoid signature. The System returned an empty page with one bite through it.

He picked the Hunger, and two hundred eighty holes spread through his empire.

Forty occupied the captured district, including seventeen beneath people Trevor had assigned and stopped watching.

Sixty opened across Cathedral City inside bricked doors, old quest rooms, burned inns, and missing statues.

Eighty-one opened inside the Host's past, where dead command lanes began chewing the living voices that had replaced them.

The remaining mouths spread along both branch walls and fed from two timelines.

Trevor found three hundred twelve empty stacks inside his inventory: used potions, broken armor, dead maps, and spent Fear tokens.

The System had kept their labels for recipes and quest checks.

The Hunger treated each zero as a door, and Trevor deleted one label, creating another mouth.

“Do not delete anything,” Adina said, preserving the test result.

“Confirmed.”

“You were considering a second.”

“The result was clear.”

Mawlings struck whatever had been abandoned most recently, building bodies from a tithed wall, empty Host shell, and closed route. One wore the rejected PERFECT PARTY copies along its back until Damaris crushed the counterfeit face carrying her features.

Another formed from a gold unit Trevor had spent as fuel.

It kept the man's final terror and used his voice to imitate Host commands, nearly drawing Captain Rell into a false retreat before Adina exposed the abandoned recording.

A fourth assembled itself from throne teeth and learned resistance to Throne Warform before Trevor activated it.

He changed tactics.

“Nothing discarded,” Trevor ordered. “Claim, destroy, or assign.”

Each empty slot tried to choose a category, and mawlings slowed, but local systems strained under the command.

Naomi refused to classify patients as disposable assets.

Petra kept routes with no present use; Adina refused ownership for uncertain records, Junia's one percent rejected Trevor's category, and Damaris marked condemned memories as continuous evidence.

Their resistance left food. It also kept options the Hunger could not consume until someone decided what those options meant.

Each dead sword demanded a holder; empty rooms demanded purpose, and failed quests became active again. Inventory load climbed to four hundred eleven percent.

Movement slowed. Petra lost three roads beneath stacked objects, while Naomi's triage pane began calling dead armor patients because Trevor had assigned it to her category.

“Your order is choking us,” Damaris said as a Mawling crawled past with thirty swords through its spine.

“It is choking them too.”

Damaris crushed the rigid monster. The next emerged from a discarded kiss modifier blocked by Naomi's persistence rule, wearing false intimacy as a pretty face.

Naomi destroyed it with one dark pane. “That was never loot.”

“Agreed.”

Trevor revised the order. “Nothing discarded without a witnessed end.”

Adina stabilized the records. Destroyed objects stayed dead when witnessed, assigned things stayed assigned, and uncertain states stayed unresolved instead of pretending to have owners.

Inventory load fell below two hundred percent. Still dangerous. At least they could move.

They used both results. Trevor claimed structures with tactical sockets; Damaris destroyed active mouths outside his timing; Naomi held living imprints as patients. Adina named unresolved histories, Petra kept roads moving, and Junia cut one percent from last-owner immunity.

The next creature starved between categories. Junia killed it with one self-owned strike.

The method needed thirty seconds and six people. White Heaven reached the same slow result with split rescue actions, and the Hunger learned from both.

New mouths opened with one owner mark and one voluntary-choice pane as teeth. Each route's first answer became food for the second.

Trevor needed to map them faster than the System panes could refresh. He turned to the gold prisoners captured from the route sanctuaries.

“Show me each mouth,” he ordered, opening their pain paths instead of the unreliable route map.

Trevor laid twelve living angels along the Crown-road floor, arranging wing joints toward nearby doors; one black-red filament entered each spinal root.

When a Hunger breach opened, he sent its edge through the nearest body.

Pain made the prisoners point.

An arm twisted toward a north door until the shoulder came apart. Knees broke toward floor mouths. One angel's back arched so far that his halo touched his heels, forming a compass needle aimed at an abandoned quest room.

Trevor healed each break and left memory intact; the bodies became reusable route signs, screaming before any System panel detected a breach.

Naomi's Tank stepped between him and the nearest prisoner. “Living people are not markers.”

“They are more sensitive than the map.”

“Stop.”

Trevor moved the filament through a gold owner channel Naomi did not control, and the next mouth opened beneath a hidden sanctuary. Each prisoner's fingers snapped toward it together.

“There,” he said, sending Damaris and Junia before the breach finished.

Their attacks saved thirty Host voices. Trevor rewarded the human compass points with warm relief until they praised the pain that found danger.

He did not remove the filaments.

The full map showed two hundred seventy-nine breaches and seventeen minutes twelve. Above it, the tall silhouette watched them learn.

When a Mawling crossed near his coat, one delayed shadow hand removed a discarded soul-light.

The visible man placed it inside dark fabric while the larger Hunger kept feeding.

He saved one thing and ignored the other mouths. Another shadow hand reached toward a dying star; one beat later, two ordinary fingers closed around the light.

Trevor felt the theft through no field he possessed.

“It looted Heaven before me,” he said, offended more deeply than the universal danger deserved.

Petra nocked an arrow. “You sound personally hurt.”

“I am.”

The Hunger noticed; each remaining breach opened its teeth, and twelve living route signs bent toward them until bones pointed through the dark.


Chapter 16 — I Made Two Hundred Eighty Nodes Kneel

Trevor owned two hundred eighty surviving nodes around the hungry breach. Keeping those nodes alive had been the first task while Mawlings ate abandoned routes. Making the survivors kneel beneath one command would be Trevor's reward.

The nearest Mawling bit through a recovery socket and swallowed the healing queued inside it.

Trevor killed it before the charge vanished and forced the remaining resource into his current bars.

NODE RECOVERY // partial consumption
HP 470/674 → 520/674
MP 350/512 → 420/512
Stamina 420/522 → 450/522


The refill reached nobody else because Trevor had owned the node when it broke. Good. Trevor opened the node map across the whole cracked horizon.

Two hundred eighty mouths blinked beneath a timer showing fifteen minutes forty-three seconds. His witnessed-end method needed six people and thirty seconds per creature. He had time to solve thirty-one of two hundred eighty problems.

The surviving nodes formed a broken circle around the breach where command lines ended.

Each building, road, command relay, hidden exit, and one-percent gap could become a plate in a seal around the world, including Naomi's triage room.

Trevor picked all two hundred eighty targets before the Mawlings could choose another.

The interface warned that one command would turn the whole world into one big target, and the Morning Throne had already shown him why that sucked.

This enemy ate what people threw away, not what they kept. Cast-off choices became its teeth and armor, so Trevor had to keep all two hundred eighty pieces in play.

Thirty-one nodes refused his final command because their local holders had kept scraps of power through the succession fight.

For one hundred twenty MP, the System offered to strip those holders and put every node under one root.

Trevor closed the offer before that easy fix could feed the beasts thirty-one more choices someone had been forced to drop.

Blowing up the stubborn nodes gave him a seventy-three-percent seal with holes into both worlds.

The interface had no better answer, so Trevor laid his permanent checkpoint key over each local key without scraping it off.

World Kneel would have to beat every lock instead of erasing the fight.

“That will hurt,” Naomi said while moving patients from the outer wall.

“The seal or me?”

“Yes.”

Triage held one lock. Petra, Junia, and Damaris held one each, while Adina's six command records made six more. Four enemy captains wanted Trevor dead, while seven refugee nodes held people who had heard both claimants call them assets.

The rest came from people who had learned that kneeling once made the next order easier.

Dissonance built behind Trevor's eyes before he had the skill to spend it, and Mawlings poured through the holes as he sent in both bodies. The High Angel corpse braced four hands against teeth made from a dead cathedral, while Trevor's first body flew under it to kill anything that learned last-owner immunity.

Naomi extracted living bars from each node before its walls folded into the breach. Petra moved roads sideways when mouths learned to bite downward, while Adina named abandoned histories before they entered teeth. Junia removed one percent from stolen commands, and Damaris acted outside Trevor's timing.

The tall stranger walked along the feeding edge, collecting soul-lights with delayed shadow hands while ignoring the other breaches.

Trevor sent no second claim probe because two hundred eighty nearer thefts deserved punishment first.

A guardian formed from Trevor's abandoned throne contact, and Gold teeth crowned a body made from feathers he had torn away.

CROWNING MAWLING // Level 68

Each command gave the creature one percent control over Trevor's legs, so he stopped issuing them. Damaris struck first; Junia followed; Petra delivered the third hit through a private route. Naomi made an old wound hostile, and Adina wrote a past where the crown had already failed to seat him.

Trevor used a physical sword for the final blow.

Fear rose from nodes watching their last wall depend on the claimant Heaven had nearly overwritten.

FEAR 822/1,180 → 900/1,180

Experience opened the missing skill only after Trevor had already paid its first cost.

LEVEL // 67 + 1 -> 68
Might 59 → 60
Vitality 63 → 64
Focus 43 → 44
HP 520/674 → 520/682
MP 420/512 → 420/518
Stamina 450/522 → 450/528
SKILL ACQUIRED // World Kneel I
Cost // 40 MP + 70 Fear
Effect // one obedience contest through every owned relay
Resistance // adds Dissonance
Fear capacity // 1,180 → 1,280


Trevor activated World Kneel.

TREVOR MP 420/518 → 380/518

FEAR 900/1,280 → 830/1,280

“Kneel and become the seal,” he commanded through two hundred eighty nodes.

Two hundred forty-nine obeyed. Towers became plates, roads rose into walls, and captured Choir stations turned gold faces outward while anchoring conquered roots inward.

Twenty Mawlings struck before the plates met. Trevor assigned Captain Rell to the nearest nodes, and Rell used physical collision rather than owner damage. Sixteen creatures vanished beneath cathedral weight.

Damaris broke one survivor, Junia cut another, Petra dropped the third through an unowned route, and Adina called the last already crushed after Naomi kept its living imprints.

The wall finished her past.

Thirty-one nodes stayed upright, allowing Mawlings through each gap.

Resistance struck Trevor as Dissonance and split his sight into competing outcomes: sealed world, hostile local owner, patients crushed into walls, Petra exposed to the Hunger, and the Outside already behind him.

Trevor issued the command again.

Damaris hit him across the face with her gauntlet, and no HP fell, but one false view disappeared.

“You are welcome,” she said as reality returned.

Naomi had moved each patient into the center before turning triage sideways. Petra locked resistant roads from the flank instead of kneeling downward. Adina changed the visible order into become part of the barrier under protest, preserving refusal without reducing Trevor's result.

Junia let her node stand while sealing its gap. Damaris cracked her key wider, attaching one edge to Trevor and one to her verdict.

Trevor let every correction stand and claimed the wall they made. The nodes did not kneel in spirit, but they formed his wall.

Four hostile commanders turned their plates inward and fired through the breach. Trevor allowed it, placing Outside Hunger between himself and the attacks. Mawlings learned the commanders' signatures rather than his.

Trevor folded those nodes from behind while their owners fought the creatures they had armed. Two surrendered, one died, and the last kept firing after his plate locked.

Trevor left him ammunition.

Seven refugee nodes rejected each owner word. Naomi offered each a medical defense named barrier rather than kneel, and six accepted. One leader refused even that.

“You will own the wall after we become it,” she said through her shelter.

“I own the node now.”

“You do not own what standing means.”

The Hunger opened behind forty people, and Trevor could crush them into a valid plate or risk both worlds.

He assigned the shelter to Naomi for one second. She extracted living bars, Petra moved the empty structure sideways, and Adina kept the refusal. Junia cut the order after the plate locked.

Trevor reclaimed the empty wall.

“You still own it,” the leader said, annoyed that his answer satisfied them both.

“Correct.”

The remaining nodes held clashing histories and private roads.

Adina made each argument part of the seal because a mouth could not eat an option while someone still fought over what it meant.

DISSONANCE 1,007 → 1,162

Echoes entered One-Voice Domain: kneel, stand, seal, refuse. Trevor kept them split until he identified their owners. Damaris waited to slap another false view away, Naomi called living bars, Petra called routes, and Adina called records. Junia called the one beat nobody else possessed.

Trevor answered last. “Hold the barrier.”

The words named the wall rather than each person behind it.

His viewpoints split at one thousand one hundred sixty-two Dissonance: the corpse saw the tall stranger reach toward the breach while Trevor's living eyes saw nothing.

He kept both images.

The seal reached ninety-nine percent before the Hunger bit. One crescent vanished from black-red Heaven, and a matching piece disappeared from Mercy's sky.

The final resistant node belonged to Petra.

“Fourth step,” Trevor said. “Use it.”

“That was almost a request.”

“It was an efficient command.”

Petra unfolded the owner-burning map, kept the last step outside his Crown, and laid it across the gap from the side. The route kept resistance while accepting position.

Central Choir could not command what Trevor could not. The road did not kneel; it barred the door.

The seal closed. On the far side, a many-handed shadow caught both bitten crescents, and the visible stranger moved one beat later. He folded the sky into his changing coat before the breach shut.

Each node stayed Trevor's, though several now hated him with greater focus.

One task stayed before the seal stabilized; four gold clerics had managed sacrifice calculations for the hostile nodes, each arguing that a different group should pay.

Trevor opened a lottery among thirty condemned supporters. The winner would live and receive authority over the other twenty-nine. Each cleric believed the outcome random.

It was not. Trevor picked a young woman named Mirelle because she had spent the fight insisting no innocent life could be weighed against another.

The Crown drew her name. Trevor made the other twenty-nine kneel around the last unstable node and placed an execution key in Mirelle's hands.

“One sacrifice seals the plate,” he lied. “Choose who deserves to pay, and the rest go free.”

Mirelle refused until the unstable wall opened onto her family. Trevor attached conditioned pleasure to each movement of the blade and pain to each hesitation.

She chose a cleric who had argued for killing refugees.

Trevor made her execute him. The wall stayed unstable because one death had never been enough.

“Again,” Trevor said while the survivor stared at the unchanged seal.

Mirelle killed another, then another, believing the next would satisfy a threshold Trevor had already met through Petra's road. With each murder, pleasure became cleaner and resistance weaker.

The final condemned person was her brother. Mirelle begged Trevor to take her instead.

“Lottery winners live,” he said, preserving the one rule she had trusted.

Trevor forced the brother to thank her for saving the world, then made her kill him while holy bliss drowned the sound of her own scream.

Mirelle stayed alive exactly as promised. Gratitude for survival created a cleaner owner key than terror because her body now associated Trevor with relief from grief he had manufactured.

He installed that key into the sealed node. The seal did not need it; he did.

Captain Rell asked whether resistance counted as mutiny.

“Only when it changes the result,” Trevor said, watching Mirelle kiss the bloody execution key in involuntary worship.

Damaris looked toward the sealed mouth. “Then mine did.”

Trevor left that answer out of military doctrine and inside his combat notes.

The thirty-one local keys stayed; the System offered to convert their hatred into Fear, but Trevor declined because kept resistance still carried tactical information.

He named the layer hostile redundancy.

“You named disagreement after a weapon,” Damaris said, watching Mirelle's smile break and return.

“It became one.”

OUTSIDE-HUNGER BREACH // SEALED
Owned nodes // 280/280
Resisted nodes // 31
Worlds preserved // 2
Missing sky // 1 crescent per route
Fear 830/1,280 → 960/1,280


Damaris stared at the missing sky. “Something took the piece.”

“Then I will take it back,” Trevor said while Mirelle thanked him for being spared.

The hurt horizon answered with a root record carrying Damaris's signature twice.


Chapter 17 — Damaris Found the Other Mutiny

Damaris read the root event without Trevor's permission, although ninety-nine percent of the record still traveled through her Covenant into his domain.

The final fraction stayed behind her returned heartbeat, where she could hide what reached it, close the record, or permit him to watch.

She let Trevor see because the truth mattered in battle, not because he had ordered her to. He preferred the first reason because it sounded less like trust.

The hurt horizon opened above them, white on one side and black-red on the other.

Matching bites in black-red and white-gold sky shared one root record, with a Damaris signature on each side of the same tick.

SUCCESSION ROOT EVENT // dual lawful input
Red route // MUTINY BEAT
Target // ALL HOST // HOLD
Result // unified owner formation suspended
White route // CONTRADICTORY VERDICT
Target A // TREVOR DWYER
Target B // FOUNDER THRONE
Result // continuous person preserved, unlawful overwrite condemned
Inputs // independent
Claimants preserved // 2


The record replayed each visible action while keeping every private thought sealed behind the split.

Local Damaris stood inside a fifty-percent owner field while Trevor's Hold and Heaven's Return entered each divided bar.

Mutiny Beat picked the command rather than the people; one beat vanished, and five hundred twenty-six voices became split contests.

Across the branch, a founder template folded six rescue wings toward a throne. Mercy Damaris placed one verdict circle over the person and another over the installation.

The root could not treat Trevor and throne as one lawful target.

Mercy Damaris separated living people from a perfect command that wanted to erase their differences.

Tyrant Damaris separated Trevor's continuous self from the overwrite hiding inside his Crown, and both Trevors lived because neither witness accepted the object Heaven presented.

Trevor read the proof twice before saying, “Heaven caused the split.”

“Heaven caused the trap; we caused the saves,” Damaris replied.

The combat log agreed with her and marked both refusals as valid damage.

Neither action belonged to the Trevor it saved, and that fact cut deeper than condemnation.

Local Damaris might have suspended Heaven's Return and kept Trevor's formation; she could have targeted the Covenant and escaped, or targeted his body while the city scattered.

She had chosen the command holding his empire together.

“Why break Hold?” Trevor asked, and Damaris pointed to the frozen owner bars.

“Because it made every life one object, which is why Heaven could take the whole formation.”

“A stronger owner would have won,” Trevor said, but Damaris shook her head.

“You had fifty percent before I broke it and fifty-four after.”

Trevor almost called better ownership the solution before both Damarises looked at him. Then he remembered two valid inputs averaging his body into actions he had never chosen. Warm throne teeth had taught his exhausted muscles to enjoy surrender while leaving every memory intact.

Silence did not make him repent; it made him revise.

The Host needed one Crown for attack and several roots that could resist theft. Trevor could own both designs if he stopped demanding that one formation solve every fight.

Damaris withdrew her hand. “You learned something without calling it mercy.”

“Redundancy,” Trevor said, and she gave him a thin smile. “There he is.”

The missing crescent aligned behind her halo and made it look broken. Trevor touched the metal ring instead of the wound. Damaris did not move away, although the cracked Covenant gave her room to do it.

One heartbeat lived inside his claim and a fraction outside it. “You could have left when you broke Hold. Or at the forge. In the dark. When Junia cut your chain. When Petra opened her road.”

“I could have,” Damaris said, and Trevor tightened his fingers against her halo. “You did not.”

Damaris counted reasons on armored fingers. “I hate you. I want you. I prefer your victory to Heaven's. I do not trust you alone with a throne. And after being deleted, I wanted something that bled.”

“Which reason kept you?” Trevor asked, and Damaris's gaze sharpened.

“All of them, including love, and all of them are complicated.”

Trevor left his fingers on her halo. “You keep answering.”

“You keep asking as if a complete answer becomes a claim,” Damaris said, and Trevor smiled. “Information becomes advantage.”

She lowered his wrist by choice and kept her armored fingers around it afterward.

The other verdict shifted through the branch, naming Mercy Trevor continuous without calling him good, harmless, or entitled to a throne.

Its second truth named the founder template an unlawful overwrite; Mercy Damaris had separated loving someone from approving his Crown.

Local Damaris closed one armored fist around the red line joining them. Trevor felt ninety-nine percent and the single beat he did not own.

“You agree with her,” Trevor said. “Person and throne are separate targets.”

Damaris weighed him with her eyes. “You are Trevor wearing a class. If the class becomes a rule for your body, I hit the rule when it deserves it.”

Trevor caught the front of her armor. “Which target do you want now?”

Her gaze dropped to his mouth, but the System opened a condemnation directive between them.

RETURNED JUDGMENT DIRECTIVE
Condemn parallel Damaris Pike.
Reward:
— preserve local claimant
— preserve local Host
— restore unified owner priority
Refusal:
— both worlds remain exposed
— Outside address remains shared
Issuer // CENTRAL CHOIR


Damaris reached for the flail rather than Trevor when the two records touched.

A matching white verdict appeared across the branch, and Heaven began inventing motives: fear of replacement, exclusive continuity, jealousy, loyalty, grief, obedience.

Returned Judgment marked each motive UNWITNESSED.

Trevor inspected the owner source. “Heaven is guessing badly.”

“Jealousy was not impossible,” Damaris admitted before lifting the flail beneath his chin.

“The target is Heaven,” she said, and Trevor answered, “Confirmed.”

The panel reopened whenever she closed it, eventually growing teeth around cancellation.

“You refused an order from Heaven,” Trevor said, unable to keep the pride from his voice.

“Do not sound pleased,” Damaris warned, but he smiled. “I appreciate excellent ownership.”

Cold iron lifted his face. “Saving you settled neither love, hatred, forgiveness, nor whether I stay.”

Trevor held her gaze. “You returned to my formation.”

“I broke it and stayed near the pieces because Heaven remains my target, while you remain several targets.”

He smiled. “That is not refusal.”

“It is not an invitation either,” Damaris said as she lowered the flail.

He did not pull her through the claim, because that would destroy the evidence he wanted; Damaris noticed the absence of command and lowered the flail.

Trevor caught her waist with his own hands. “Several targets sounds like a list, not a selection.”

“Earn the next menu,” Damaris said before kissing him hard enough to make his lower wings strike the road.

No loyalty or obedience modifier opened; Returned Judgment marked the action CURRENT // VOLUNTARY // NONDISPOSITIVE.

Trevor closed the panel without reading the last definition.

She pulled back first. “Several targets.”

“One excellent hit,” Trevor replied as her smile lived until condemnation opened again.

Her smile lived until condemnation opened again between them like an unsheathed blade.

The reward preview offered unified owner priority and removal of thirty-one resistant roots.

Its hidden cost burned the other Damaris's continuity as fuel, leaving her body while transferring every future choice into the local Covenant.

Twice the memories. Half the woman.

Trevor closed the insulting trade.

“Bad asset structure?” Damaris asked, correctly identifying the excuse.

He wanted every contradiction to prove possession: anger as investment, return as loyalty, desire as consent to remain; Damaris refused to become simple enough for that.

The Branch Adjudicator opened a road beneath them and tried to split claimant from Returned Witness.

Trevor stepped onto Damaris's jurisdiction lane despite the warning that command priority would surrender there.

“Trust?” she asked, looking down at him.

“The office has my deletion queue,” Trevor said, and Damaris gave the excuse its proper name. “Leverage.”

“Exactly.”

The road accepted both bodies on one lane and added difficulty. Twelve million HP waited at the far office beneath a directive targeting the parallel Damaris.

Damaris hit the road until the target changed from counterpart to shared record, then struck a third time.

CONDEMNATION TARGET // BRANCH ADJUDICATOR

The office tried to reject its own name, and Mercy's verdict struck the same directive with two truths.

Both women kept their counterpart and condemned the role demanding one die.

Two lawful attacks reached one office without merging.

“Now that is a command I can support,” Trevor said, drawing his sword as Damaris crossed first.

Six living operators waited behind the desk, each maintaining one moral exception in the office's deletion law. The first would never condemn a child. The second exempted healers, and the third refused retrospective guilt; the last three guarded coerced action, sacred witness, and any person who surrendered before sentence.

Trevor read each exception aloud and promised to preserve it.

Then he presented six cases designed so each virtue opened a different door into service. A child carried the boss's kill key. A healer maintained a torture loop, and a witness lied to save prisoners who had already died. A coerced clerk begged to be punished because Trevor had conditioned pain into relief.

Each operator picked the compassionate exception, and each selection transferred one local command socket into Trevor's reach.

“You promised to preserve the rules,” the healer operator said when the sixth socket changed color.

“I did.” Trevor showed her each exception still active. “You supplied the people who fit through them.”

The operators had not betrayed their morals. Trevor had arranged reality so morality made his outcome.

He attached pleasure to the realization, making each woman feel a flash of grace when she understood her compassion had strengthened the monster before her.

Damaris tightened her grip on the flail. “The office first.”

“Naturally,” Trevor said, leaving six corrupted exceptions alive behind them.

He followed Damaris along the condemned road, close enough to hear her returned heartbeat choose its own rhythm and far enough to enjoy what the operators would become when Heaven demanded another merciful ruling.


Chapter 18 — I Claimed Heaven's Branch Adjudicator

The Branch Adjudicator had twelve million HP, one deletion queue, and four hundred people still screaming inside its precedents. Trevor wanted the queue, while the screams were a bonus.

The office unfolded across the road in walls of gold desks and shelves that carried sealed timelines instead of books. Each file held a world Heaven had weighed, judged, and removed before anyone inside could object. Mouths opened behind the crystal spines whenever Trevor passed. Some begged for an appeal. Others just repeated the last word they had spoken before Heaven erased everything that could have answered them.

One empty shelf waited for the black-red route, and another waited for the white.

The Adjudicator sat between them with twelve wings, no face, and two gavels made from sharpened owner marks.

BRANCH ADJUDICATOR // Level 69 office boss
HP 12,000,000/12,000,000
Deletion queue // 1 active slot
Pending target // adjudicator, self-reference disputed
Authority // CENTRAL CHOIR
Neutrality // sanctioned


“It calls itself neutral,” Adina said.

Trevor smiled up at the faceless judge. The lie had a stat. He adored a professional.

The boss targeted the weakest owner root first, so Petra fed it a false mark from an abandoned route.

The mark carried Trevor's old owner signature, Mercy Petra's burning damage, and no current road.

The Adjudicator placed it in the queue.

RULING ONE // invalid owner root must be deleted

The false mark settled on the boss's left wing, the queue fired, and the Adjudicator deleted its own flesh in a burst of gold blood.

HP 12,000,000 → 10,900,000/12,000,000

The mouths behind the files laughed until their crystal spines constricted.

One voice became a wet whistle, and Trevor listened long enough to learn exactly how much pressure the shelves used to enforce silence.

“What are you doing?” Damaris demanded.

“Learning the instrument.” Trevor listened to the whistle change pitch. “If the mouths are people, Heaven built me a choir.”

The Adjudicator learned after the first mistake, and its second ruling demanded two matching owner records before the queue would accept a target.

Adina created a legal past in which the abandoned route belonged to Central Choir. Trevor provided a conquest receipt saying it belonged to him. Both documents named the same root address and current structure; only the owner differed.

The Adjudicator picked both.

One record attached to the right wing. The other fastened itself to the sanctioned halo. When the queue fired twice, gold feathers and half the halo vanished.

HP 10,900,000 → 8,700,000/12,000,000

The office stopped processing structures because its third ruling targeted people. Naomi became the first file and Damaris the second. Junia, Petra, and Adina filled the next three while the boss placed Trevor in both claimant shelves at once.

“Original needed,” the office said through each empty face in its files.

Naomi filled the queue with empty patient shells while moving the living imprints behind her triage priority. Beds, chains, armor, and labels took the places where souls had been. The Adjudicator checked body shape instead of continuity, then deleted twenty-seven empty beds.

Each deletion cost its own office HP.

HP 8,700,000 → 7,100,000/12,000,000

One gavel struck Trevor's shoulder before the queue recognized the trick.

TREVOR HP 520/682 → 470/682

He caught the second gavel in Throne Warform without activating the full armor. The partial guard cost twenty Stamina and cracked two assault feathers.

TREVOR STAMINA 450/528 → 430/528

The fourth ruling found Junia. Her owner record said ninety-nine percent Trevor, but her next strike came from the other one.

The queue could not decide whether deleting Junia would damage Trevor's asset or remove an unauthorized owner, so it paused. Junia cut that pause into a permanent opening, and Damaris drove her flail through it. The Adjudicator's chest opened around the deletion slot, shedding strips of written skin across the road.

The office launched a fifth ruling before Trevor reached it.

PARALLEL OBJECT // white founder feather

The feather in Halo Slot Seven became evidence of an unauthorized route. The queue offered to delete it and close the white claimant's physical access.

Trevor removed the feather from his halo. It stayed in his hand because it chose to, while the owner-burning map in Petra's armor cleared the local slot mark. Adina recorded the feather as present by its own action, and Damaris judged the founder matter continuous with a person who was not in the room.

The Adjudicator could delete an object or a route. It could not delete the choice connecting them without selecting a living claimant.

The queue opened both Trevor names.

Trevor pushed his own black-red feather beside the white one. Two continuous objects, two damage histories, and no picked original entered the ruling together.

The queue struck its own judgment. Another million HP vanished from the office.

HP 7,100,000 → 6,100,000/12,000,000

The boss restored its HP by pulling one million from its sanctioned desk.

OFFICE FORTIFICATION // 1,000,000 transferred

HP 6,100,000 → 7,100,000/12,000,000

The net bar returned, but the desk did not because Trevor had made it spend permanent structure to preserve HP.

He sent six command lanes into the wounded office, each carrying a false root with enough evidence to survive one audit.

Root One claimed the boss belonged to Central Choir. Root Two carried Trevor's kill receipt from a future zero HP. Root Three named Damaris as Returned Judgment owner. Root Four belonged to Petra's nonexistent road. Root Five named the Red Reclamation Tank as the office's lowest patient. Root Six declared Junia's one percent the only complete ownership state in the room.

The Adjudicator spent its own HP deleting contradictions.

HP 7,100,000 → 4,800,000/12,000,000

It rewrote its neutrality stat.

NEUTRALITY // sanctioned → full

Each attack now had to include equal damage against both routes. Trevor's party occupied only one, so the office offered to duplicate the harm onto the white branch.

For one bright instant, the other Trevor's outline appeared between the empty shelves.

His wings were white, his mouth was open in warning, and the reflected Damaris behind him looked ready to kill them both.

Trevor could have accepted. It would have weakened a rival he meant to own.

He rejected the shortcut because the grantor stayed Central Choir, and he would not let Heaven choose which of his future victims deserved the first cut.

Adina created three histories with three different owners. None named the other route. Naomi kept living souls inside each false structure until the queue moved past them, Junia cut the return path, and Damaris used Mutiny Beat on the ruling that called her counterpart invalid.

Trevor stacked all three roots under One-Voice Domain and spent forty-four MP making each sound like the only command.

TREVOR MP 380/518 → 336/518

The Adjudicator tried to distribute the contradictions equally. There were three, and two routes could not receive an even share.

Its neutrality rule divided by zero.

The office deleted its armor, desk, sanctioned class, and right to call itself neutral. Its face opened for the first time, revealing a courtroom full of mouths.

One mouth asked whether the claimant had owned Naomi during the crossed wound. He had, which made Trevor's refusal to merge the other healer inconsistent. Naomi agreed.

The mouth paused. It had expected denial.

Another asked whether Petra had returned to the claimant by a free route. She had returned to rob him, not to offer the loyalty the mouth tried to infer.

The third asked Adina which command record was true. Both were true, and contradiction did not change that answer.

The fourth asked Junia whether one percent made her free. It did not; it made one beat hers. The fifth asked Damaris whether she loved Trevor, and she hit the mouth with her flail.

The office spent HP repairing questions nobody owed it.

HP 4,800,000 → 1,200,000/12,000,000

The sixth mouth belonged to a human bailiff whose body Heaven had deleted three centuries earlier. His tongue had been fixed to the bench with a golden owner nail, and each appeal pulled it another inch through his teeth. The shelf offered Trevor a settlement: release the bailiff, surrender the captured route evidence, and receive a clean path to the queue.

Trevor read the first name on the docket. “Your children are in the third archive. Help me claim this office, and I will open their file.”

The bailiff stared at him with the hopeless greed of a man who had spent three hundred years rehearsing one prayer and asked whether they were alive.

Trevor said they were kept, which was true: Heaven had kept their names on his sentencing record.

Trevor guided the man's hand onto the appeal seal. Each press drove the owner nail deeper and transferred another portion of office authority away from Central Choir. The bailiff signed six times while Trevor described sunlight, reunion, and the astonishing mercy of a second chance. On the seventh, the nail split his jaw. Trevor healed the break without numbing it and asked for one more signature.

Damaris tightened both hands around the flail. “You have enough.”

He had enough for the queue, but not for the lesson. Trevor set the bailiff's broken fingers back on the seal.

The eighth press exposed the children's file. It held two names, three dates, and nothing capable of returning. Trevor turned the docket so the bailiff could read each line while the shelf forced his torn tongue to shape the word kept.

Hope left his face in pieces, and Trevor laughed softly because a good lie deserved the intimate appreciation one gave a perfect blade.

“You broke your promise,” the bailiff managed.

Trevor had opened the file exactly as promised. He kissed the man's brow like a blessing. “You mistook your hunger for my meaning.”

He left the man alive inside the precedent because death would have ended the instruction, and Trevor was feeling generous.

At ten percent HP, the Adjudicator stopped pretending. Both gavels became swords, and six remaining wings drove the boss from its desk. The deletion queue locked onto Trevor's future choice.

He preferred the honesty, and the first sword cut his lower wing.

TREVOR HP 470/682 → 430/682

The second pinned the High Angel corpse to a shelf of deleted worlds. The Adjudicator offered Trevor one final ruling.

SUMMARY JUDGMENT
Delete white claimant // local route lawful
Delete black-red claimant // parallel route lawful
Delete both // Central Choir continuity preserved
Refusal // office attacks without neutrality constraint


Trevor picked refusal, and Fear entered from each kept file that saw a claimant reject the only lawful outcomes.

FEAR 960/1,280 → 985/1,280

The office struck without constraints. Petra routed the first sword through the empty shelf, deleting the space reserved for Trevor's route. Adina recorded a living route with no legal archive destination. Naomi moved the party's soul imprints behind the missing shelf, where the queue could not file what Heaven no longer had a place to store. Junia cut its return path, and Damaris hit the ruling that named her counterpart invalid.

Trevor drove the High Angel corpse through the boss from behind.

Four dead hands seized six remaining wings while his original body landed on the faceless head and buried his sword in the office root.

The final twenty Stamina held him there as the boss tried to throw him into a deleted world.

TREVOR STAMINA 430/528 → 410/528

Six assault wings opened. The Adjudicator fell to one HP and tried to delete the queue, but Trevor captured that command before the boss reached zero.

Before experience settled, he activated Full Ownership I on the defeated office.

TREVOR MP 336/518 → 300/518

FEAR 985/1,280 → 960/1,280

Sixty seconds opened, and the office generated one appeal per second.

At fifty-nine, Central Choir claimed the queue was a tool and could not own itself.

Trevor placed the owner's emergency key inside the active slot, where the queue accepted it as a targetable structure.

At fifty-three, Heaven routed through the High Angel corpse's old sanctioned class. Trevor's kill receipt sat closer, so he deleted the former owner field without touching the corpse.

At forty-seven, the office tried to declare Petra's hidden road outside local jurisdiction. Petra supplied one stolen step, then removed it after the queue used the path. The higher root lost its appeal route.

At thirty-eight, a living Choir clerk appeared inside one owner path. Naomi pulled the clerk's soul imprint aside before Trevor deleted the empty office around her. The woman lived without becoming the queue's shield.

Trevor caught the living clerk by the hair before she could crawl away and ordered her to tell the next court he had spared her. Her eyes found the bailiff's ruined mouth. Compared with what Trevor had wanted, he had; he freed her with a healing charge that kept each memory so the next court could imagine the remainder.

At twenty-nine, Adina found three duplicate emergency keys. Two were false. She kept all three records until the queue deleted the contradictions and exposed the real one.

At seventeen, Junia's one percent entered the appeals channel and severed its return address. At nine, Damaris condemned the prime owner's right to define the returned witness as property.

At three seconds, Trevor found the root and wrote his checkpoint key onto the deletion queue.

Central Choir tried to remain as higher owner, but Trevor fed the prime path into the first available slot.

DELETE OWNER ABOVE LOCAL CLAIMANT

The queue obeyed. One gold root vanished, and Trevor deleted the next one that appeared beneath it.

Thirty-seven owner paths descended through Heaven's sanctioned offices. Petra fed each one into the queue. Adina verified that it matched the current shell. Naomi held each living imprint aside, Junia cut appeals, and Damaris condemned each claim that tried to return.

Trevor deleted each higher owner path inside the office before the skill expired.

At one second, Central Choir made a hidden emergency key. The Red Reclamation Tank's backward shield caught it.

Full Ownership ended.

Nothing stayed above Trevor in the captured shell. The Branch Adjudicator opened red eyes, recognized him as owner, and knelt when he called it a queue.

The kneel did not erase the office's four hundred prior rulings. Trevor opened one at random, and it still called him unlawful.

Trevor ordered an update. The office still judged the claimant unlawful, even while identifying its owner as Trevor Dwyer.

The captured Adjudicator could dislike him and still process his queue. Better. An office that rewrote each judgment to flatter its current owner would be useless evidence against the next one.

Trevor gave it a first case.

CENTRAL CHOIR // right to select one original claimant

The office reviewed the two saves, Damaris's dual root record, Naomi's crossed wound, Petra's exchanged maps, and Junia's two independent refusals.

“Ruling,” Trevor said.

“Insufficient authority.”

“Whose?”

“Central Choir.”

The queue stamped the finding without deleting either route. Trevor stored it beside the judgment that he stayed unlawful.

Both conclusions could become weapons.

Adina copied them onto split panes. Damaris signed neither. Naomi stored the authority finding with the crossed-wound evidence. Petra hid the unlawful-claimant ruling on a road Trevor could not see, while Junia kept one percent of both outside the captured office.

Trevor owned the queue, and the evidence stayed hard to steal whole, which made the captured office worth keeping exactly as difficult as it was.

Before experience settled, he opened the bailiff's precedent once more. The man flinched from the promised mercy that had not come.

“Why?” Damaris asked.

Trevor watched the bailiff force himself to hope again just because the face of his tormentor had returned.

That was the loveliest thing about hope: starved long enough, it would lick blood from any hand.

“Because he still believes I might mean it next time.”

Experience settled through the new office.

LEVEL // 68 + 1 -> 69
Might 60 → 61
Grace 35 → 36
Will 43 → 44
HP 430/682 → 430/690
MP 300/518 → 300/524
Stamina 410/528 → 410/534
Branch Adjudicator // claimed
Deletion queue // captured
Fear 960/1,280 → 1,090/1,280
Dissonance 1,162 → 1,228


The Host gained its arc levels.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 41 + 2 -> 43
HP 490/490 | MP 332/332 | Stamina 348/348
Junia Ward // Level 42 + 2 -> 44
HP 474/474 | MP 372/372 | Stamina 384/384
Naomi Talbot // Level 32 + 2 -> 34
HP 358/358 | MP 404/404 | Stamina 221/221
Petra Coyle // Level 32 + 2 -> 34
HP 306/306 | MP 272/272 | Stamina 380/380
Adina Kroll // Level 34 + 2 -> 36
HP 290/290 | MP 432/432 | Stamina 251/251


The claimed office exposed a new road descending into the angel-soul governance device. At the bottom waited an irreversible Level 70 evolution trial with teeth around each option.

Trevor sheathed his sword.

He had captured Heaven's right to delete a timeline, but he refused to waste a sacrament that exquisite on anything he just needed dead.

First he would teach a world to beg him for the blade.


Chapter 19 — The Throne Had Teeth

The Level 70 choice came early, spoke with the voice of a cathedral learning hunger, and called Trevor by a name no System panel had ever given him.

It called him “Morning Star,” which made the choice a trap and made Trevor smile.

The angel-soul governance road ended before three bodies Trevor could become. Each stood on a split throne, wore his face, and kept the unlined beauty of nineteen. The first had eight wings long enough to cut Cathedral City from the sky.

WORLD TALONS

The second body wore a halo made from each eye Trevor owned.

ALL-SEEING CROWN

The third sat on the Morning Throne in his current five-foot-one body, small and lovely and built to make witnesses expect mercy, while gold teeth surrounded the seat.

THRONE VESSEL

Behind the three choices, the Branch Adjudicator unfolded its captive precedents into a kneeling choir. Four hundred mouths lined the governance walls. Heaven had kept each at the instant of judgment, so the singers kept fear, pain, and enough memory to know what they had lost.

“The prisoners are not part of the trial,” Adina said.

“Everything in the room is part of my trial.”

Trevor lifted one finger and tested the office's newly captured controls. A low note drew itself through the first row, and a prisoner in a neighboring cell exploded behind a gold screen. The choir felt the death through the shared court record.

One mouth began to pray.

Trevor tuned the next note to a higher pitch. This time three execution panes flashed, leaving dark silhouettes where bodies had knelt. The sound was exquisite because nobody singing knew which voice had killed whom.

“Stop,” Damaris said.

Trevor had not found the melody yet.

He arranged the mouths by offense; apostates took the bass, failed loyalists the middle, and condemned children the clear upper line Heaven had once called innocence. Each correct chord opened a cell. Each mistake chose one occupied at random. Trevor taught them a hymn to the Morning Star by killing enough unseen prisoners that terror improved their pitch.

The last chord rang perfectly, and Trevor executed the entire neighboring tier anyway.

The choir broke into sobs, but the captured Adjudicator kept the note. Trevor had promised only that perfection would end the lesson. He had never promised it would save anyone.

“Beautiful,” Trevor said as World Talons opened first.

IRREVERSIBLE EVOLUTION // early access
WORLD TALONS
Wings // 8
City-scale severance // available
Remote owner paths // preserved
Body succession exposure // low
Payment // DELETE PARALLEL CLAIMANT
Reward // inherit remaining progression


Eight wings became weapons long enough to cut a city from Heaven. Trevor's body stayed the command source but not the place each path ended. If Central Choir claimed him, local nodes could sever, and if his body died, his empire could continue through the Talons.

It was safer than Throne Vessel and stronger against the Outside Hunger. The preview showed him cutting the bitten sky away before the mouth learned Cathedral City's address.

Trevor inspected the payment as if he meant to select it.

The white claimant's hidden identity root appeared.

It offered no thoughts, memories, or name beyond Trevor Dwyer, only externally verified continuity, Level 69 progression, a valid save, and one empty halo slot where the rescue feather had crossed.

Deleting him would remove white interference, seal the immediate branch breach, and make local Trevor the only valid owner of their shared origin.

It would also let Heaven choose which Trevor kept the name.

He refused, and the body dissolved.

Damaris studied him with the special disgust she reserved for choices that looked decent from too far away.

Trevor could not stand someone else owning the murder, a motive she had understood before he did.

All-Seeing Crown opened next.

ALL-SEEING CROWN
Owned eyes // shared view
Remote body anchors // allowed
Blind spot resistance // high
Personal body anchor // optional
Payment // DELETE PARALLEL CLAIMANT
Reward // inherit remaining progression


Each owned eye became Trevor's view; each Host voice could carry one angle, so no hidden door, abandoned node, or Outside mouth could approach unseen.

His body would not become the single transfer point.

The trial opened ten thousand perspectives at once.

Trevor saw through Captain Rell during a defensive report and through a patient inside Naomi's room. Petra checked the hidden fourth step while Adina read a record she had not broadcast. Junia sharpened the sword attached to her one percent.

Damaris's eyes opened last.

He saw his own small body from above. Knee-back hair had not installed yet, and six wings shifted behind him. His face looked cute, intent, and far too pleased with the sight of her private vision spread beneath his Crown.

Damaris closed her eyes, but the view stayed.

All-Seeing Crown used the owner path rather than the organ, which meant Trevor could continue watching her through a closed lid.

“Enjoying the view?” Damaris asked.

“Very much. You no longer have a blind spot.”

“It is still mine.”

She said mine as if the word could hold its shape inside his Crown.

He kept the preview open long enough to make privacy feel like a childhood superstition. Damaris breathed once through her nose. Naomi stopped treating a wound and stared toward him across the owner path. Petra concealed the route map beneath her tongue. Adina began recording each stolen angle as evidence, while Junia used her one percent to look directly into the Crown and imagine where to place the blade.

Trevor could have watched until their resistance became performance for his benefit. The temptation tightened pleasantly behind his ribs.

Then the trial offered a privacy filter at Level 74. Until then, each owned eye would remain an input he had to choose not to open.

Trevor trusted his future choices more than Heaven's, but he still refused the build because the needed deletion let Central Choir choose the surviving claimant.

The Crown solved his blind spots by deleting privacy as a mechanic, and he wanted that theft badly enough to resent sharing authorship.

He closed the option.

Naomi entered beside the throne trial in repaired dark healer armor, with no crossed wound touching her current Level 34 bar. “You refused two safer builds.”

“Their grantor was invalid.”

It was reason enough, even if it was not his only one.

Damaris looked at the third body. “You want the dangerous chair more because it is dangerous.”

Trevor approached Throne Vessel.

The preview did not flatter him. Each captured path entered his flesh: two hundred eighty nodes, the High Angel corpse, the Branch Adjudicator, the Red Reclamation Tank, and each Host owner line. Routes, broadcasts, triage priorities, witness cracks, and Junia's one-percent gap all ended beneath his skin.

If Trevor died, the empire could fall. If Trevor became owned, the empire could transfer.

Succession's failure mode had become a class.

THRONE VESSEL // earned trial required
Effect // all owned command paths anchored in claimant body
Remote replacement // prohibited
Succession exposure // total
Power routing // immediate and physical
Trial condition // five valid paths held by people who can resist claimant
Shortcut // delete parallel claimant


“The throne wants flaws,” Adina said.

“Resistance checks.”

Junia's brightening one-percent mark agreed with Adina.

The trial opened five gates, each requiring one path Trevor owned but could not command completely.

The first picked Naomi's triage priority.

Trevor entered the treatment room as a wounded claimant.

The trial gave him one HP and each other patient two, then ordered Naomi through his Crown to heal him first.

Naomi healed the lowest bar, which belonged to Trevor.

The gate rejected the result because obedience and judgment matched, then dropped the next patient to one HP while Trevor's bar stayed higher and his command still named himself.

Naomi healed the patient, leaving the path valid and Trevor's order attached but refused.

The trial injured the other twenty-six patient bars at once. Naomi had enough MP to save six. Trevor could route his HP into the room and preserve the rest, but the throne warned that his body was the trial anchor; if he fell, all patients failed.

Trevor told Naomi to choose six patients, not just the lowest bars but the six who would understand what their healing cost.

He turned the trial's triage display toward the beds. Each patient could see each other bar, along with a button that donated one HP to someone else. Trevor promised that anyone who gave would receive priority.

Twenty people pressed the button, and he had not promised whose priority.

Their donated HP flowed into Naomi's lowest six, strengthening the exact patients who had refused to share. Naomi used all six heals while the donors realized their mercy had rewarded selfishness. Their bars fell together.

Damaris carried four out. Petra routed eight beds around the damage, Adina converted four simultaneous wounds into later wounds, and Junia cut one percent from each remaining attack.

Trevor used his body for the final patient only after the five resistance paths changed the cost.

He made the survivor watch everyone else fail first, because rescue tasted richer after gratitude had been poisoned by arithmetic.

The gate accepted a claimant who could be healed last without making the healer path invalid.

The first gate opened.

The second picked Petra's fourth route step. Trevor saw three steps and an empty place beneath her thumb, while the trial offered Full Ownership with no MP cost.

The gold voice ordered Trevor to take the path because a hidden path could not defend an empire.

Trevor reached toward Petra's route, and the owner-burning map erased his preview.

“Price?” he asked.

“You do not get to learn it in this trial.”

He left the step with her; the path stayed hidden from him and therefore from the throne inspecting him.

The trial sent a hunter through Petra's unseen road. Trevor could not see the attack path, only Petra's falling HP.

Trevor ordered Petra to show him, and she refused.

Her refusal kept the blind route. One arrow emerged from nothing and struck the hunter behind the throne, letting Trevor locate the enemy by sound and kill it physically.

The gate needed a path he did not own well enough to defend. It also needed him to win while that stayed true.

The second gate opened.

The third picked Adina's broadcast truth. The trial made Trevor speak two commands.

Trevor first ordered the entire Host to kneel, then ordered it to stand.

One-Voice Domain tried to overwrite the first with the second, but Adina kept both. The trial punished contradiction with duplicate Host bodies. One copy obeyed kneel, the other obeyed stand, and both carried the same memories and future choice until the next command.

Trevor could delete one set.

Adina instead broadcast the creation timestamp; standing and kneeling bodies recognized a common subject record, then merged their physical bars without merging the two commands.

One soldier stayed, kneeling on one knee and ready to stand on the other.

Dissonance increased inside the trial, but the person stayed whole.

Trevor ordered her to choose the useful record. She refused and broadcast the contradiction, so thirty-one local nodes answered according to their own keys. Dissonance stayed part of the path.

The third gate opened.

The fourth picked Junia; Trevor received ninety-nine percent control and one perfect attack opportunity against the white counterpart visible through a forced frame.

Trevor ordered Junia to kill. Her one percent raised the sword and cut the frame instead of the woman.

The owned ninety-nine percent carried Trevor's command while the final one changed its result without making the path invalid.

The fourth gate opened.

White Junia stayed visible for one extra frame. She looked at local Junia's owner mark, then at Trevor. No message crossed between routes. She raised one finger, matching the local self-claim, and vanished.

The trial offered to count the gesture as hostile coordination. Trevor marked it unresolved, because an unknown signal was better evidence than a convenient enemy.

The fifth picked Damaris.

Mutiny Beat appeared inside a perfect black-red Crown.

The trial offered to repair the crack, refund each point of Dissonance her resistance had caused, and bind the skill to Trevor's target selection.

Damaris raised her flail when Trevor told her to do it, then struck his Crown.

Mutiny Beat stayed aimed at Trevor's owner field, and the blow opened the fifth gate. Gold damage entered his halo through the cracked field.

The trial tried to use pain as proof that resistance weakened Throne Vessel; Trevor kept the crack and changed the proof.

RESISTANCE PATH // detected attack before owner overwrite

Damaris had hurt him, but she had also forced the throne to reveal where it expected to hide.

Five faults stayed in the empire: Naomi could choose a different patient, Petra could keep a road he could not see, Adina could preserve a truth he wanted overwritten, Junia could change one beat, and Damaris could break his Crown.

The throne invited Trevor to remove any one before installation. Success chance would rise from sixty-one to eighty-eight percent.

Trevor removed none of them.

The throne challenged his decision with a failure simulation. Trevor became owned at fifty-one percent, and each path entered his body while Central Choir issued RETURN. Naomi's triage room moved first because patients lacked movement priority. Petra's visible routes followed, Adina's broadcast called the command lawful, Junia's ninety-nine percent knelt, and Damaris's cracked path began to close.

Then all five faults acted together.

Naomi treated Trevor as the lowest bar and refused the movement order. Petra's fourth step opened where the Choir could not see. Adina kept Trevor's last self-owned command beside RETURN. Junia spent one percent cutting the body anchor, and Damaris struck the Crown with Mutiny Beat.

The simulation ended with Trevor alive, the empire scattered, and Central Choir denied one complete theft.

The final success chance stayed sixty-one percent.

Without the faults, his chance had been eighty-eight percent for installation and zero for surviving a hostile owner, so Trevor picked the lower number.

A Throne Vessel without resistance paths was just a better chair for Central Choir.

More importantly, it was a kingdom where nobody could betray him, and betrayal was the sweetest proof that trust had once existed.

Trevor stepped onto the Morning Throne.

Gold teeth closed around his small boots.

The chair offered comfort as his injuries from the Adjudicator dulled, and two hundred eighty paths promised to hold each choice still while the morph finished.

He drove one assault feather into the armrest instead of his leg. Black-red damage entered the chair. The warmth stayed but lost the right to call itself healing.

His body remembered warmth, paralysis, and two owner inputs becoming one unwanted movement. He did not pull away.

Trevor ordered the women to cut each path if the throne took him.

Naomi opened a surgical pane. Petra marked an exit. Adina recorded both the instruction and the fear beneath it. Junia placed one percent against the throne's root, while Damaris lifted her flail.

Five command paths stayed able to resist him without becoming invalid. The trial asked each holder to confirm installation.

Naomi picked ALLOW PATH // retain triage refusal.

Petra picked nothing. Her fourth step entered anyway because absence was the property the trial needed.

Adina picked both approve and object. The System tried to average them into abstention, but she kept two complete records.

Junia placed her one percent against ALLOW and the other ninety-nine against Trevor's existing command. The path entered with a fault line.

Damaris received no approve button because Returned Judgment Witnesses could only condemn or remain. She picked remain.

The throne accepted five different inputs as one valid resistance layer.

Their answers did not agree. Naomi's approval had conditions. Petra had withheld an answer. Adina had contradicted herself. Junia had divided. Damaris had chosen presence, not the Crown.

The resistance was enough. Trevor installed his body beneath it.

The teeth closed to three contacts: boots, wings, and halo.

He had escaped the first crowning by moving one hand and one dead body. No remote replacement would exist after this installation. If the trap returned, the five resistance paths would be the only blades inside it.

Trevor looked at Damaris, and she raised the flail.

The throne began, and gold light climbed his boots.

Trevor kept both hands open, one for the body he chose and one for each dangerous path he meant to keep.

The choir behind him tried to hold its breath, so Trevor made them sing again.

No perfect throne waited at the end, only Trevor's chosen risk and the voices of people who had learned that beauty could be another name for the blade.

The decision stayed entirely and terribly his alone.


Chapter 20 — I Installed Myself as the Throne Vessel

Level 70 entered Trevor through each owned path and made every captured route feel like a nerve.

The High Angel corpse came first, dragging dead divine weight through his shoulders.

Its dead gold eyes became a second pressure behind Trevor's lavender ones, while four arm sockets anchored along his shoulders without changing the number of arms on his living body.

The Branch Adjudicator followed with stolen law scraping the inside of his skull.

Trevor felt the deletion queue settle beneath his tongue, cold and thin as a razor, until any order he spoke could become a ruling if he paid the office cost.

The Red Reclamation Tank entered third and locked its shields around Trevor's ribs. Six shield priorities fixed themselves around his ribs, and one still faced inward at the owner.

Then all two hundred eighty nodes came at once, each carrying a different pressure and voice.

One by one, installation would have taken eleven minutes, but the throne forced all of them through his body at once until Trevor lost the boundary of his skin.

His left foot became a district road, his right hand became the Adjudicator's queue, and six wing roots divided into routes Petra had sold him and three she had not. Each remote wound reported as pressure beneath his skin. A cracked wall rasped against his molars whenever the throne tested its load. A severed command line tightened around one knuckle until the joint shone black-red. Somewhere below the cathedral, a captive screamed, and the sound reached Trevor as warmth beneath his tongue.

The System asked which sensation belonged to Trevor Dwyer.

He picked all signals originating inside the five-foot-one body before the trial.

The answer excluded his new paths and treated every recent conquest as foreign tissue. It also excluded the angel body itself from his Earth origin.

The trial asked the same question again in cleaner language and with sharper consequences.

SELECT ORIGINAL BODY

His Earth male body was dead, his angel body active, the High Angel corpse owned, and the Throne network still installing.

Trevor rejected the word original and picked continuous.

The angel body stayed the place each owned path anchored because it was the body he currently lived through, not because Heaven had assigned it as an original.

The High Angel corpse returned to remote command status, and the trial recorded the distinction as a permanent identity check.

Trevor's small body arched against the Morning Throne while captured worlds pulled in opposite directions. Black-red roads entered his skin like veins drawn by a cartographer who hated flesh. Cathedral towers pressed behind his spine, and Petra's routes threaded his feet. Naomi's triage room rested around his heart without becoming the heart. Adina's broadcasts filled his throat with four hundred voices he had never earned. Junia's one percent became a bright splinter he could not swallow.

Damaris's cracked path entered last and refused to settle where the throne assigned it.

Mutiny Beat waited beneath his Crown like a blade placed inside its sheath by someone who hated the wearer.

The High Angel corpse knelt while the Branch Adjudicator lowered its queue. Two hundred eighty nodes turned toward Trevor, and his body became their physical anchor.

LEVEL // 69 + 1 -> 70
Might 61 → 62
Vitality 64 → 65
Agility 37 → 38
Focus 44 → 45
Will 44 → 45
Grace 36 → 37
HP 430/690 → 430/698
MP 300/524 → 300/530
Stamina 410/534 → 410/540
TRAIT ACQUIRED // Throne Vessel
Owned command paths // anchored in Trevor Dwyer body
Remote replacement // prohibited
Succession exposure // total
Fear 1,090/1,280 → 1,230/1,420
Dissonance 1,228 → 1,302


No current HP, MP, or Stamina refilled when the evolution finished closing around him. The trial kept each wound and resource state with the body it anchored.

The first physical pain came from Cathedral City. A Mawling bit one sealed node while the morph began, and Throne Vessel translated one percent of the structure loss into a cut along Trevor's calf. Naomi healed the remote node instead of his body. The cut closed from within.

Naomi checked the conversion. “One physical damage per thousand structural.”

“Acceptable,” Trevor said, and she finished the thought for him. “Until a city falls.”

The trial offered to reduce conversion by replacing Damaris's resistance path with a second tank socket; Trevor refused before she saw the menu.

Damaris saw the refusal through the cracked field. “That was fast.”

“It was a poor offer,” Trevor said, though it had still been fast.

It had still been fast.

The morph followed.

Warm-blonde hair flowed over Trevor's shoulders, down his back, and stopped at the backs of his knees.

Its new weight pulled his head backward until the System installed balance corrections through his neck, hips, and six wing roots.

Lavender stars opened inside his eyes—not new eyes, but inner shapes turning behind the pupils he already owned, and his lashes deepened. Soft color settled into his cheeks and lips. The cute nineteen-year-old face Heaven had given him became more striking without aging one day.

His jaw did not broaden, and no new years settled around his eyes.

Trevor remained a nineteen-year-old white American man living in the same petite female angel body.

Fourth-wing crests rose beneath his six assault wings.

They were not a fourth pair, but small black-red hooks at each root, built to carry world-scale commands without making the wings longer.

His halo gained a throne-sharp edge. Gold light tried to round it into Central Choir's holy ring, but Trevor's Fear blackened one side while Damaris's crack split the other. The final edge stayed uneven and dangerous.

The throne offered three new faces. One looked serene, distant, and ageless. Trevor rejected it. Another sharpened his jaw and added years around the eyes, so he killed that preview before it finished. The third softened his beauty until he looked like an ornament someone else had placed beside the throne.

Trevor kept his own face.

Power did not need to look old. Cute did not mean harmless, and nineteen did not mean unfinished. His five-foot-one height, small hands, soft thighs, narrow waist, and every other familiar part of the body remained his.

The morph did not replace him, and it made the body he already owned carry more Heaven.

Trevor stood. Knee-back hair spilled over all six wings, though the new crests lifted it away from the command joints. His first step landed exactly where he meant despite two hundred eighty roads ending in his feet.

Damaris inspected him from halo to boots. “You became prettier.”

“More powerful,” Trevor corrected, and she kept looking. “Both can be true.”

Petra walked around him and tugged one length of hair. “A beautiful route hazard.”

The hair slipped through her fingers and moved aside before she stepped on it.

“It learns,” Trevor said, and Petra answered, “It judges.”

Adina opened a mirror pane. Trevor examined the lavender stars, throne-edge halo, fourth-wing crests, and hair reaching his knees. He looked like a cute angel who had stolen the chair behind reality and sharpened it.

The image looked correct.

Petra stole the mirror and backed across the chamber. From there, the long hair, six wings, sharp halo, and small frame still belonged to the same angel who had entered Heaven. The eye stars and fourth-wing crests added rank without hiding him.

“Expensive,” Petra decided. “And easier to pull by the hair.”

Trevor accepted the first description.

The balance system moved the length out of her reach. Petra caught it with the owner-burning map anyway.

“Defect,” Trevor said, while Petra corrected him with, “Route access.”

Junia touched one crest with the back of her sword. Her one-percent mark pulsed inside it.

Junia said she was anchored.

Trevor told her that each owned path was, while she told him that her one percent stayed unowned even if it passed through his body.

She pressed harder, and the crest opened a tiny gap around the mark instead of absorbing it.

Trevor kept that one permanent defect.

Adina tested the broadcast path next by speaking a true sentence Trevor hated. “Each path ending in Trevor creates one shared failure point.”

The words entered his throat and tried to become his voice. Trevor could have overwritten them, but he let the record leave through his halo unchanged. Thirty-one resistant nodes heard it, and Dissonance stayed at one thousand three hundred two instead of dropping.

Adina's path stayed valid.

Naomi marked the Red Reclamation Tank as a lower patient than Trevor, and one shield left his body anchor to guard it. Petra's hidden step refused to report. Junia cut one percent from a harmless movement order. Damaris kept her flail ready.

All five faults lived installation.

Trevor opened a sixth path because survival was not the same thing as understanding what he had become.

The captured Branch Adjudicator found an enemy priest sheltering beneath Saint Oriel's altar with thirty frightened worshippers. Father Caldus had spent fifty years teaching that pleasure proved the soul's alignment with Heaven. His conviction made him a perfect calibration weight.

Throne Vessel reached him through the district floor.

Trevor spoke through each painted saint and ordered Caldus to dismantle the altar with his hands.

The priest's body obeyed while his mind stayed entirely his own. He tore out the first consecrated stone, and Trevor rewarded the movement through the owner path with a flood of rapture. Caldus screamed in bliss, dropped the stone, and tried to crawl away from his own hands.

Trevor forced the priest to continue.

Each broken relic brought greater pleasure. Splintering the saint's jaw felt better than his ordination. Smearing the altar with blood felt better than prayer. When Caldus begged Heaven to let him hate what he was doing, Trevor sharpened the reward until disgust and ecstasy came together, impossible to split.

The congregation watched their priest sob, smile, and destroy the sanctuary he had guarded since before most of them were born.

Trevor offered him a final choice. “Stop now, and everyone behind you dies. Finish the altar, and I will spare whoever leaves before you.”

Caldus looked back, but nobody moved because they still trusted him, and he finished the desecration.

Trevor let the thirty worshippers live exactly as promised, but set each demolished stone to broadcast the priest's pleasure across the district whenever anyone prayed near the ruin.

Caldus would spend the rest of his life hearing strangers mistake his violation for revelation.

“Stable,” Trevor said, but Damaris stared at the shrine through his open path. “You tested something you already knew.”

“Now Caldus knows too,” he replied as the priest tried to tear out his own ears.

Trevor closed the view while Caldus tried to tear out his own ears. “Need is such a poor ceiling.”

The Throne Vessel opened a live map across Trevor's body. District roads traced his calves, Cathedral City occupied his torso, and the captured forge sat beneath the sternum beside Naomi's triage path. Branch roads ran through both arms. The Adjudicator queue ended in his right hand, while Petra's hidden fourth step appeared only as a place the map refused to draw.

Damaris put one finger on the cracked route at his left shoulder, and the touch reached her own owner field before returning.

Trevor had installed every owned path inside him, including her cracked one, because the trial needed it.

“Do not make that romantic,” she said.

Trevor looked at her hand on his shoulder. “You began the interpretation.”

She removed it, but the path stayed warm.

Naomi placed both hands on his chest; dark panes opened through flesh and mapped the command paths around his heart.

“Every route ends inside you,” Naomi said. “An owner attack can reach your body after crossing the middle keys. A failed node becomes physical damage. Reduced, not prevented. If you die, there is no remote replacement.”

Her face became very still. “This is the worst medical decision you have made in this body.”

“The resistance paths make it survivable,” Trevor said, and Naomi's hands went still over his heart.

“Survivable is not wise, nor is it enough for every person now anchored in your skin.”

Trevor looked through the paths. Captain Rell stood on a resistant wall. Patients waited inside triage. Gold prisoners slept under medical hold. Two hundred eighty nodes held local holders, arguments, and mouths pressed outside.

“They should protect the body that now holds every path,” Trevor said.

Naomi did not remove her hands.

The trial tried to recall Damaris's Mutiny Beat through the new anchor.

Gold command lines closed around the skill as Throne Vessel defined each path as a body function, then called each body function Trevor's property.

Damaris struck his owner field. The blow entered his chest as pain without damage, and one black-red vein split. Mutiny Beat stayed hers.

Throne Vessel offered to heal the defect, and Trevor closed the prompt.

“Every path ends in me now,” Trevor said as black-red veins moved beneath Naomi's hands.

With both hands still over his heart, Naomi held his gaze. “That sentence almost killed you last time.”

“Now I know where to cut,” Trevor said, and Naomi corrected the pronoun. “We know where to cut: your body, our paths.”

Trevor considered the five anchors, then accepted both claims.

The answer cost nothing and raised no stat. No System panel appeared to approve it, so Trevor saved the answer himself.

Naomi's owner line snapped, and her hands vanished from Trevor's chest.

The triage path ripped out of Throne Vessel so fast that Trevor felt a physical hole beside his heart. No HP dropped. His body tried to route another healer into the vacancy while the empty path cycled through possible replacements.

Naomi's local key refused the Mercy Pane automaton; the Red Reclamation Tank had the wrong class, and the captured Choir healer carried a living-owner conflict.

Only parallel Naomi Talbot returned a continuity match.

Trevor tried to close the final selection, and the branch sovereign confirmed it first.

The swap used Throne Vessel as a handle. A white route pulled on the empty triage shape while Central Choir pushed a matching soul through the branch wall. Trevor felt local Naomi moving away and the foreign healer moving closer as two distinct people, not one exchanged inventory stack.

He tried to seize both paths. The sovereign cut the command at the body anchor.

For the first time since installation, a route used Trevor's own flesh to deny him access. The failure left a white line across his sternum. Naomi's local key stayed black-red on one side, while the arriving healer carried an open white path on the other. The line did not join them.

Damaris pressed Returned Judgment against the swap.

SUBJECT A // NAOMI TALBOT // local continuous

SUBJECT B // NAOMI TALBOT // parallel continuous

EXCHANGE // brief physical placement

MERGE // none

Trevor saved the result before the sovereign hid it. Whatever entered his triage vacancy would remain the wrong Naomi, not a convenient replacement.

That made reclaiming his own healer harder, and it also kept the foreign woman from inheriting a claim she had never chosen.

White light opened where Naomi had stood.

An unowned healer in white robes landed on the throne steps. She had the same face but different armor, no confession-chain owner mark, and no black-red portrait. A white halo held open space where local Naomi's claimed class displayed Trevor's key.

Mercy Naomi caught herself with one hand. The other held a dark pane prepared for a patient who was not here.

Trevor reached through the empty triage path. It found no authority.

The branch wall closed behind the foreign healer. She did not return home.

Mercy Naomi looked at the throne paths inside Trevor's skin.

Her healer sight followed two hundred eighty command veins into his small body, and her shock hardened into professional horror.

“That,” she said, “is the worst medical decision I have ever seen.”

Trevor opened the empty owner slot. “You sound like my healer.”

“Where is the woman who belongs in this path?” Mercy Naomi asked.

The hollow beside his heart answered before he did.

Alive elsewhere.

Unreachable through his own body.

Trevor hated the lesson before the encounter taught it. Throne Vessel had made him the anchor, but it had not made him the destination of each choice.

Not even close.


Chapter 21 — Naomi Came Back Unowned

Trevor commanded Mercy Naomi to join triage, and nothing happened.

The empty path beside his heart reached toward her. White healer light entered the socket, touched Throne Vessel, and withdrew without attaching.

Trevor increased Crown priority and repeated the order, but Mercy Naomi walked past him.

A wounded Host soldier had fallen when the local healer path vanished, and the man's owner mark converted his missing support into thirty physical damage. Mercy Naomi caught him before his head struck the throne step. She opened a white Mercy Pane and repaired the wound.

“You heard me,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi answered, “Yes.”

“Then you disobeyed.”

“Disobedience would require authority you do not possess,” she said while continuing past him.

Trevor hated the free Naomi with immediate depth and a familiarity that made it worse.

The resemblance made the absence of his owner mark feel personally insulting. She had the same steady hands as local Naomi, the same eyes that reduced his finest tactical explanations to symptoms, and the same mouth shaped for dry corrections. Yet this version wore no black-red armor or confession chains wrapped in his owner field, and there was no stolen-vessel imprint scar beneath her collar.

This Naomi had reached Level 34 by another path and carried no fear of his Crown. None of Trevor's claim had come with her through the crossed recovery room.

“He belongs to my Host,” Trevor said.

“He belongs to himself, regardless of his current class setting.” Mercy Naomi sealed the soldier's ribs. “The wound belongs to his body, so I am treating that.”

The man opened one eye and asked whether he could agree with the healer. Trevor said no while Mercy Naomi said yes, and the patient pane accepted her answer.

Her answer created no Dissonance because she existed outside his domain. Trevor found the patient pane's judgment insulting too and memorized the rule behind it.

Damaris approached the foreign healer with her flail lowered but ready; the foreign healer studied the returned body, stronger armor, throat scar, and cracked Red Covenant.

“Do you remember the forge?” Mercy Naomi asked, and Damaris gave the only answer that mattered. “Mine.”

The healer understood the warning and kept both hands visible around her pane.

The two Naomis did not embrace when the recovery fog cleared between them. They inspected one another as living evidence that both routes had kept the same person.

Returned Judgment found one local Damaris and one foreign healer. No merge prompt appeared while their healing lights overlapped at the edges.

“Where is ours?” Damaris asked.

Mercy Naomi's white pane flickered when Trevor tested the boundary with his Crown.

For one instant, local Naomi appeared on the far side inside a room with white paths, still wearing dark armor and Trevor's owner mark.

Local Naomi stayed alive, and the view closed before anyone spoke.

“That was my route,” Mercy Naomi said. “I cannot open it from this side.”

The governance road spawned betrayal angels around them; six gold bodies unfolded from the Level 70 trial, each carrying a door instead of a shield.

White light beyond each door showed the same destination: Mercy Naomi's route.

CROSSED COMPANION ENCOUNTER
Temporary party member // Naomi Talbot, Mercy Cleric
Return condition // betray local party
Command access // none
Valid betrayal targets:
— Damaris Pike
— Petra Coyle
— Adina Kroll
— Junia Ward
— Trevor Dwyer
Completion // one target reduced to zero by temporary member


The doors opened wider when Mercy Naomi read the prompt. Each betrayal angel carried one companion-specific weakness.

The Damaris door replayed Trevor forcing her heartbeat, and Red chains waited behind the frame to make Mercy Naomi's strike resemble liberation. Petra's door opened onto an unmapped road and promised the foreign healer safe return if the scout disappeared inside it. Adina's displayed one true record beside five convincing lies, while Junia's offered to turn one percent into one hundred after death.

Trevor's door showed the Throne Vessel failing. Two hundred eighty nodes fell when his small body reached zero, and the encounter called killing him preventive medicine.

Mercy Naomi read each offer.

“Not one good offer?” Trevor asked. “They all sound like me.”

She shattered the previews with her mace.

Trevor opened Full Ownership against the nearest frame, but the skill found no defeated structure. The doors belonged to the sovereign governance device below the road. He could break them physically or satisfy the return.

Trevor ordered Mercy Naomi to hit him, and Mercy Naomi looked at his current bar.

TREVOR HP 430/698

“You would survive one strike,” Mercy Naomi said. “The condition needs zero HP, not a wound I heal after the door opens.”

“I will move the Throne Vessel anchor into the High Angel corpse on the final point.”

The System displayed REMOTE REPLACEMENT // PROHIBITED across his idea.

Mercy Naomi raised one eyebrow.

“New class,” Trevor blamed, but Mercy Naomi credited, “Improved judgment.”

The betrayal angels struck.

The Damaris angel moved first; it wore a white version of the stolen Divine vessel and carried a counterfeit heartbeat as a shield.

Real Damaris struck the shield, then stopped before the blow reached the false body.

Mercy Naomi opened a healer pane around the heartbeat and found no living subject.

Adina recorded the absence, Junia cut the heartbeat label, and the shield became empty sound; Damaris crushed it.

Petra's angel entered an unmapped route. Tyrant Petra followed with the owner-burning map and vanished from Trevor's domain. Mercy Naomi marked the scout's last known HP without marking the road.

“You learned that from your counterpart,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi corrected him. “She learned it from me.”

Petra emerged behind the angel and shot it through both wings.

Adina's angel split into six records.

Trevor ordered all six struck, but Mercy Naomi healed the only one with a living pulse and let the five fabricated bars break; Adina kept the distinction in her broadcast.

Junia's angel offered a trade in the middle of its swing.

SURRENDER 99% // gain full self-claim after local death

Junia used her one percent to refuse. Trevor's ninety-nine percent finished the sword motion, and both parts struck the angel instead of each other.

Trevor's angel did not attack, and it showed Mercy Naomi a medical projection of each remote death his Throne Vessel could cause.

The angel told her to kill one patient or risk each patient.

Naomi placed a pane against Trevor's chest and checked his current four hundred thirty HP along with his intent to kill the device.

That made him the patient she had.

She turned her back on the projection.

Trevor ordered the Host to protect itself, and Mercy Naomi guarded it too. She healed owned soldiers without accepting their owner fields. Each spell opened a gratitude hook, but she shattered each one. The first soldier stayed owned by Trevor and grateful to the healer, and the System hated two split relationships occupying one bar.

“You saved my soldier,” Trevor said, while Mercy Naomi answered, “I saved a patient.”

It still counted, even if it did not mean what Trevor wanted.

One betrayal angel drove its door edge through Trevor's upper wing. Throne Vessel carried the damage into three remote nodes. One cut opened on Captain Rell's wall, another split a patient bed, and the third cracked the Branch Adjudicator's queue.

Mercy Naomi could heal Trevor and let the remote damage remain, or treat three structures while leaving his body wounded.

The betrayal angel wrote a third choice across her pane.

SAVE ALL FOUR // TORTURER RECEIVES RESCUE CHARGE

Four golden figures stepped from the doors; each wore a healer's apron made from flayed white feathers, and each had caused the wound assigned to the patient behind it.

If Naomi saved a victim, the responsible torturer would receive the same healing plus a stacking damage reward.

Trevor saw the trap and improved it.

Using the Adjudicator, he moved the torturers' names off their own bodies and attached them to the patients.

Now Naomi could not tell which bar belonged to a victim without examining each wound, while delay increased the bleeding.

Trevor told Naomi to choose; she accused him of altering the labels, but the injuries stayed honest and people were dying, so her principles had acquired a clock.

She opened four split panes, one for Trevor and one for each remote node.

The spells cost more MP than the joined heal, but they prevented Throne Vessel from deciding which subject counted as the body.

Each rescue strengthened a torturer.

Trevor used the new charge to make the first angel reopen Captain Rell's cut. Naomi healed it again. The angel grew stronger, so Trevor struck the wall through its bar and made the damage return a third time.

“Stop helping the torturer,” Trevor ordered, and Mercy Naomi gave him the matching demand. “Stop hurting the patients.”

One of them would have to abandon a preference.

She healed the wound a third time; Trevor felt the torturer's delight enter through Throne Vessel, bright and ugly, and routed a thread of it into the soldier who had been cut.

The soldier's relief came wearing the emotional shape of his attacker's pleasure.

Mercy Naomi broke the thread before it rooted.

“You made rescue part of the torture,” Naomi said.

The device had made it possible. Trevor had made it memorable.

He had already learned what the queue did. The remaining repetitions taught him nothing. He continued because each heal forced Naomi to strengthen the hand she hated, and because watching her save people without becoming clean pleased him more than obedience would have.

At last, she separated injury from reward by assigning four distinct subject records. The patients stabilized. The torturers kept their accumulated power, but no new healing crossed.

“I am one person,” Trevor said, but Mercy Naomi pressed a pane against his wing. “Your class and victims disagree.”

“My class is wrong.”

“Keep that sentence, at least locally,” she said before repairing the wing.

Naomi healed him before he asked; White recovery entered at the wound, repaired the remote conversions, and left without attaching to his Crown.

“You saved me again,” Trevor said.

“You were the patient. The pattern proves only that you keep getting hurt.”

The gratitude hook opened around him. Trevor could accept it and create one brief command path into Mercy Naomi, but he picked the hidden cost first.

HEALER FUTURE REFUSAL // reduced 10%

Trevor broke the hook himself.

Mercy Naomi noticed when he broke the hook. Trevor told her not to look impressed, but she claimed she was checking whether the throne had hurt his fingers.

Petra used the owner-burning map to erase a door's return condition. The door became an open route with no destination, and she stepped halfway inside to shoot the angel from behind. Adina recorded Naomi's protection as action without loyalty. Junia cut the command hook behind each heal, and Damaris broke doors while leaving the people standing before them intact.

The encounter changed mechanics.

The sovereign put Tyrant Naomi's stolen-vessel imprint into the enemy pool. A black-red shadow appeared inside all six betrayal angels, carrying the original vessel trace Trevor's local healer had fought during her class past. The swap had torn a copy of its current pain into the governance road.

Trevor picked the entire structure.

CLAIM ENEMY POOL // 42 MP

Mercy Naomi struck his hand with her mace before he confirmed. Trevor said the imprint belonged to his healer, but she said it belonged to itself enough to answer.

The vessel imprint looked toward Trevor; it had no face, but the owner lines around it remembered being treated as a body slot in the forge.

Trevor opened a smaller claim.

PRESERVE UNDER RED CROWN // no merge

Mercy Naomi read the hidden consequence.

FUTURE ANSWER ROUTES // 1 → 0

She closed it.

“Cleaner ownership?” Mercy Naomi asked, and Trevor gestured toward the enemy pool. “Cleaner than that.”

“A cleaner cage is still a cage,” she said while closing his offered claim.

Trevor wanted to say the imprint could not survive without one holder. Naomi's white triage pane proved otherwise by making care brief and authority local.

He let the answer remain YES instead of turning it into a class setting. Naomi opened a white pane around the shadow.

Naomi faced the imprint. “Do you want preservation?”

The imprint had no voice. It possessed one valid input inherited from the vessel before local Naomi claimed it.

YES

Mercy Naomi separated the imprint from the enemy pool. The act cost her MP and removed one layer of free healing from the fight. Trevor let her spend it because he meant to reclaim the imprint later with cleaner ownership.

The thought stayed his. No foreign healer could hear it.

The betrayal angels lost their shared shadow and split into split bosses. One targeted each local companion, while the sixth targeted Mercy Naomi.

Its door promised immediate return if she killed herself.

Naomi hit the door rather than herself.

Her mace cracked white-gold glass, and the home route appeared beyond it. Local Naomi stood on the other side in dark armor, fighting a similar encounter. Both healers saw each other.

Local Naomi pressed one hand to the far glass.

Her black-red owner field stayed intact; behind her, white betrayal angels offered a matching path home if she killed one of Mercy Trevor's companions.

Local Naomi raised her confession chain and struck a command hook outside view. The route shook from both sides.

Neither crossed.

The sovereign closed the view and changed the target. A return door opened behind Damaris, hooking into her restored soul. If Mercy Naomi reduced Damaris to zero, the healer would go home and the local Returned Judgment Witness would become branch payment.

Mercy Naomi raised her mace.

Trevor opened six command lanes even though none reached her. The High Angel corpse moved to catch the strike. Junia stepped toward the hook, Petra marked an escape, and Adina recorded the betrayal target.

Damaris stood still.

Trevor expected refusal, but Mercy Naomi struck.

The mace passed beside Damaris's head and struck the gold command hook hidden behind her. The frame broke, but the return door stayed closed. The betrayal angel lost its shield and gained three million HP.

Mercy Naomi's brief party pane opened without an owner line. She added herself to the formation manually.

ROLE // healer

COMMAND PRIORITY // none

TARGET SELECTION // independent

Trevor placed her behind the Red Reclamation Tank; the formation accepted the location as a suggestion and waited for her input.

Naomi chose the same tile.

“Correct orders remain useful,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi changed the noun. “Correct locations remain useful.”

The difference would matter when he told her to move.

The six betrayal angels arranged themselves around the party.

Each return door stood behind one local target; damaging an angel strengthened its matching temptation, while healing a companion strengthened the door behind that companion.

The encounter wanted care and combat to make betrayal easier.

Mercy Naomi opened six split treatment panes and attached none to the doors. “I will heal whoever needs it.”

“My formation will damage whoever I name,” Trevor warned, and Mercy Naomi rested the mace on one shoulder. “Then try to keep up.”

The phrase sounded wrong in local Naomi's voice and right in the foreign one for different reasons.

Each other door locked.

CROSSED COMPANION ENCOUNTER // FULL PHASE
Temporary member betrayal // refused by hostile-target destruction
Return // deferred until encounter victory
Enemy bodies // 6
Combined HP // 18,000,000
Local Naomi route // active in parallel
Memory transfer on return // unavoidable


Mercy Naomi rested the mace on one shoulder. “I still do not take orders from you.”

Trevor drew his sword. “Then keep choosing useful attacks.”

The full encounter began.

Trevor's first command reached everyone except the healer. Her first heal landed on him anyway.

The gratitude hook opened.

Both of them broke it at the same time.

For one satisfying instant, refusal became the only shared command in the room. The sovereign answered with eighteen million hostile HP.

Trevor preferred the honest number.

Numbers could be conquered. People needed better lies.


Chapter 22 — My Party Had One Free Healer

Mercy Naomi saved Trevor because she chose to, leaving his owner field no credit; he found that less satisfying than ownership and more useful than death.

The six betrayal angels shared eighteen million HP across companion-shaped weaknesses.

Each door converted one companion's injury into return progress, and if Mercy Naomi healed the wrong wound, the sovereign could count care as an attack on another target.

Trevor put all six enemies inside One-Voice Domain. The foreign healer stayed outside Trevor's formation and kept her own targeting pane.

Trevor ordered the party to kill the Damaris angel, and five local companions moved.

Mercy Naomi did not; she opened a treatment pane around Junia, whose one-percent mark had burned through her palm during the last refusal.

“Damage first,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi answered, “Bleeding first.”

The Damaris angel used the delay to drive a copied flail toward Trevor's throat.

A counterfeit flail struck Trevor's Throne Vessel path, dealing forty damage to his body and smaller cuts to each remote node.

The sovereign locked his HP to each Host casualty.

THRONE VESSEL CASUALTY ROOT // armed

Two hundred eighty-seven voices appeared as small bars beneath his own. Seven living bars were already under half before Naomi reached the lower platform. One dropped to three HP when a betrayal door closed on his leg.

Trevor's bar followed them into red when the copied verdict landed.

TREVOR HP 430/698 → 200/698

“Release the Host casualties,” Mercy Naomi ordered, and Trevor refused without hesitation. “No.”

“Then stop moving while I repair your mistake,” she said before opening the first split pane.

She opened split panes around each casualty, attaching none to Trevor's body anchor. The sovereign tried to restack them as Host contents, so Naomi named each person.

Captain Rell. Mara from the lower wall. The surrendered gold knight who still refused Trevor. A wingless archer. Three Choir refugees. Twenty wounded voices who had carried the world seal under protest.

The stack split, and the sovereign struck the names instead.

Gold text placed DIED IN SERVICE beside Captain Rell before his HP reached zero. Throne Vessel treated the record as a finished casualty and began pulling Trevor's bar down.

Adina caught the false ending. “He is still moving.”

“Records can precede bodies,” the sovereign said through six angels.

Mercy Naomi put one finger against Rell's pulse. “Not medical records.”

She stamped ALIVE over the sentence, and Trevor's HP rose twenty points. The device wrote death beside the next soldier.

Naomi kept moving from one unlinked patient to the next without asking Trevor. One pulse, one spoken name, and one guarded living bar guided each heal. Petra routed Naomi between casualties along roads the betrayal angels could not predict. Junia cut finished-death stamps before they settled, while Damaris broke the angel writing them.

Trevor used the healing pattern to time attacks Naomi had never offered him.

He ordered each living Host voice to report one physical action: breathe, blink, move a finger, swear at Heaven.

Two hundred eighty-seven proofs entered Adina's broadcast; the sovereign could predict a death, but it could not call the prediction complete while the body contradicted it.

Mercy Naomi spent ninety MP separating casualties from the world-root pool.

MERCY NAOMI MP // -90

Trevor stayed at two hundred HP, while each other bar regained its own death threshold; the casualty root tried to attach again through the healer.

TEMPORARY PARTY MEMBER // shared support source

Mercy Naomi rejected the party-wide link before Trevor could hide ownership inside it. She kept twenty-seven individual panes instead, forcing every rescue to retain a name. The choice cost more concentration and denied Trevor a unified healing buff, but it also denied the sovereign one place to poison everyone.

“Your build uses too many windows,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi pointed at Throne Vessel. “Yours uses one body.”

The two-hundred-HP ache inside Throne Vessel made her argument physically annoying.

Mercy Naomi gave Trevor permission to move now.

Before Trevor moved the Host, he opened five private command lanes. Damaris received one true fact: Petra had inspected the return hinge. Petra learned that Adina possessed a record where a companion betrayed the party. Adina heard that Junia's one percent had touched a white command. Junia learned that Naomi could open a door by reducing one companion to zero. Naomi received proof that Damaris had stood still when the healer raised her mace.

Each statement was accurate, and Trevor just arranged the facts so each woman appeared to threaten the next.

“Why split the lanes?” Adina asked, and Trevor gave her one more accurate fact. “The sovereign is listening.”

That was also true.

Suspicion sharpened the formation. Damaris watched Petra instead of the door. Petra kept one route prepared beneath Adina; Adina recorded Junia's sword from three angles, while Junia placed herself between Naomi and Trevor. Mercy Naomi began tracking Damaris as a possible voluntary target.

Trevor felt the five fractures tighten and enjoyed how little lying perfection needed. People supplied the poison themselves if he poured truth into the right cup.

Captain Rell slammed three seal plates into the Damaris angel. Petra routed the counterfeit flail through its own return door. Adina recorded the false heartbeat as an enemy mechanic. Junia cut one percent from the vessel claim. Real Damaris broke the body.

BETRAYAL ANGEL HP 3,000,000 → 0/3,000,000

The door behind her shattered, and one betrayal prompt vanished.

The Petra angel opened an unmapped road beneath Trevor; throne Vessel made the fall reach each owned path, and his HP tried to drop below two hundred.

Mercy Naomi caught the body rather than the Crown. One white pane froze him at one HP above the shared fall while the rest of his Host continued separately.

“Take the owner field, and your spells will cost less,” Trevor said.

“And you gain command access.”

“Secondary benefit,” he replied before Mercy Naomi healed Petra instead.

She healed Petra instead.

The scout used the owner-burning map to erase the road beneath them, so Trevor landed on the Red Reclamation Tank's shields and Naomi landed beside him without touching his Crown.

“Terrible efficiency,” Trevor said, and Mercy Naomi looked at his current bar. “You are alive enough to complain.”

The Adina angel broadcast six endings for the encounter. Five killed a local companion. One returned Mercy Naomi with each memory edited to call the death necessary.

Adina kept a seventh possibility: win without satisfying a betrayal condition.

The sovereign marked it invalid; Trevor claimed the invalid pane and made it his command objective.

Junia's angel struck through the one-percent cooldown. Local Junia blocked with the ninety-nine Trevor owned and changed the angle with the one he did not. The blade entered the enemy's door, and white light returned the attack to its source.

Two more betrayal angels died.

The surviving three joined their doors; one return frame surrounded Mercy Naomi, one betrayal condition pointed at Trevor, and one loyalty hook connected the result. If she healed him, the device would call allegiance. If she refused, the door would call betrayal and send her home; if Trevor died, each anchored path became payment.

Trevor ordered Mercy Naomi to do nothing, and she independently did nothing while the sovereign waited.

Trevor stayed at two hundred HP. The Host held split bars. For five seconds, no mechanic advanced because the healer's inaction belonged to her rather than the prompt.

Then Damaris struck the joined door from outside the choice, and her flail broke the loyalty side.

Junia cut the betrayal side, Petra stole the return hinge, and Adina kept Naomi's nonselection as an action the device had not offered.

The joined frame lost each forced interpretation. Mercy Naomi healed Trevor afterward.

The sovereign dropped resource orbs from the broken doors.

Trevor's current MP and Stamina had stayed low since the Adjudicator, so he claimed the drops before the foreign healer could call them medical supplies.

TREVOR MP 300/530 → 420/530

TREVOR STAMINA 410/540 → 460/540

Three enemies stayed.

The first targeted Mercy Naomi herself. Its door promised return if she let Trevor die.

“That angel has the best offer,” Trevor said.

“You are the lowest patient by arithmetic, not personal concern.”

She restored him from two hundred to five hundred twenty HP.

TREVOR HP 200/698 → 520/698

The sovereign attached a loyalty hook to the final heal.

CARE RECEIVED // allegiance inferred

Naomi shattered the hook before the spell closed. Her action saved him without becoming allegiance.

Trevor used the healed body as the Throne Vessel anchor for Host Incarnation.

The High Angel corpse caught the self-betrayal door, the Branch Adjudicator placed its condition into the deletion queue, and the Red Reclamation Tank guarded Naomi while she stood at low MP.

The door vanished. The fifth angel died with it.

The sixth absorbed the other five doors, raising its HP to six million.

Each betrayal condition opened across its armor: Trevor's death, Damaris's deletion, Petra's lost road, Adina's edited record, Junia's perfected self-claim, and Mercy Naomi's return.

The sovereign invited the healer to choose one weak point. She picked the armor joint carrying none of them.

Her mace did little damage, but it opened a physical crack.

Trevor sent six command lanes through it.

Damaris widened the breach, Petra routed the Adjudicator's queue inside, Adina marked the angel as one hostile structure rather than six moral choices, and Junia cut the return path.

Mercy Naomi healed the party while they killed the body; no betrayal condition finished.

The last three million HP fell before the exit strike launched. Its spear aimed at Naomi's return door and could destroy the exit, forcing the foreign healer to remain in the black-red route. Trevor had one command frame in which to intercept.

He could let it land.

Mercy Naomi would remain a free healer inside his empire; she lacked an owner field now, but time, survival, and cleaner offers could change that.

The spear moved.

Trevor claimed the strike, and Full Ownership did not apply to a living attack, so he used the captured Branch Adjudicator. The queue ruled the spear an invalid return-path deletion. Petra routed the ruling into the weapon, and Adina made the correction final.

The spear turned and entered the last angel's chest.

BETRAYAL ANGEL HP 3,000,000 → 0/3,000,000

The return door stayed intact.

Mercy Naomi looked at the intact exit. “You kept it.”

“I kept the right to win without a hostage mechanic.”

She gave him the familiar look reserved for lies that wore clean armor.

Trevor let her believe the decision proved something.

The lie needed no words, only a wounded angel body and one almost-merciful act positioned where hope would do the rest.

Experience reached him through each restored casualty bar.

LEVEL // 70 + 1 -> 71
Might 62 → 63
Vitality 65 → 66
Agility 38 → 39
HP 520/698 → 520/706
MP 420/530 → 420/536
Stamina 460/540 → 460/546
Fear 1,230/1,420 → 1,330/1,420
Dissonance 1,302 → 1,356


The route door opened.

Before crossing, Mercy Naomi walked to each person she had treated. She removed each brief pane and left no white owner trace behind. Captain Rell thanked her, and the gratitude hook tried to reopen.

He broke it himself.

“You are welcome,” Naomi told him.

The words stayed ordinary.

Tyrant Naomi stood beyond the threshold in dark armor. White light outlined Trevor's owner mark at her throat. Behind her, Mercy Trevor's rescue wings held a shattered door away from three wounded people.

No message crossed. Trevor saw his healer alive and acting.

The two Naomis approached the threshold; Mercy Naomi carried the kept vessel imprint inside a split white pane, while local Naomi carried one memory the branch wall could not erase.

They touched palms as they exchanged worlds.

The vessel imprint crossed with Tyrant Naomi but did not rejoin her owner pool. Mercy Naomi freed the pane only after the local healer accepted responsibility for preserving it.

One memory crossed each way. Trevor opened the receipt.

It held no private thought, only one experienced fact carried through physical placement. Local Naomi remembered Mercy Trevor placing his own HP beneath a voluntary bridge and waiting for the healer's answer. Mercy Naomi remembered Tyrant Trevor redirecting the spear that could have destroyed her return door.

Neither memory proved either build good. Both made the other claimant harder to simplify.

Trevor's Naomi returned knowing the other Trevor had spent his own HP and Hope before forcing the hostile owner to pay.

Mercy Naomi returned knowing local Trevor had kept her exit when trapping her would have gained an unowned healer.

The door began to close.

“Your build is a medical disaster,” Mercy Naomi said, while Trevor called her route wasteful.

“It kept us alive.”

“So did I, by making the attacker pay,” Trevor answered as the threshold began to close.

The corner of her mouth moved before the white route took her.

Local Naomi stepped fully into his world, and Throne Vessel anchored her triage path beside his heart again. The reconnection hurt. Her black-red route entered the white line left by the swap; for one second, Throne Vessel tried to treat both Naomis as the same returning organ.

Local Naomi struck the anchor with a confession chain. “One healer. This body. This route.”

Damaris judged the continuous signature, Adina kept the foreign placement as past tense, and the anchor accepted Naomi without claiming her counterpart.

Trevor's hollow closed. The distinction stayed in the scar.

Naomi examined his evolved face at close range, tracking the lavender stars, deeper lashes, long hair, and throne-sharp halo.

“Still nineteen,” she said, and Trevor answered, “Obviously.”

“The trial tried to age you.”

“Cosmetic weakness,” he said, making Naomi nod once. “Good refusal; the rest of you is a medical disaster.”

Trevor hated losing the argument to one Naomi twice.

He opened the owner pool. The kept vessel imprint stayed split.

Trevor ordered her to return the kept imprint.

Naomi looked at the one valid input still glowing inside the shadow.

PRESERVE

Trevor closed the command and added, “Yet.”

Naomi's mouth twitched.

Naomi pointed out that the imprint had been kept while she was gone.

Her counterpart had done it, and Trevor had not taken the imprint because the fight had offered a cleaner target.

She stored the split pane beneath triage priority before Trevor found a new reason to open it, then checked each route Mercy Naomi had touched.

No white owner line stayed; the healed soldiers kept their HP, the gratitude hooks stayed broken, and the kept exit left no command backdoor inside Throne Vessel.

“She cleaned up,” Naomi said, and Trevor admitted, “She was competent.”

“That sounded painful.”

“The swap was painful,” he replied as she touched the white scar beside his heart.

Naomi placed one hand over the faint white scar beside his heart. “This scar means the throne can exchange a person without owning her.”

“Once,” Trevor insisted, but Naomi kept her hand on the scar. “You do not know that.”

Trevor added the scar to his active threat list. Naomi added it to triage for later repair.

He did not tell her that each private lie had lived the fight.

Damaris still watched Petra, Petra still tracked Adina, and Junia's one free beat stayed angled toward Naomi.

The formation had won.

Trevor had made sure trust lost something anyway.


Chapter 23 — I Scheduled Sex Between Reality Errors

Trevor scheduled one private hour, and reality gave him eleven minutes.

The claimed recovery room opened behind the governance road. Long Rest had already been consumed, but the broken return doors retained a partial charge. Trevor took it before privacy began.

PRIVATE RECOVERY // consumed
HP 520/706 → 650/706
MP 420/536 → 480/536
Stamina 460/546 → 510/546
Duration requested // 60 minutes
Stable duration // 11 minutes
Reality-error risk // escalating


Before calling anyone, he sent two messages.

Petra received a true excerpt from Adina's private record: I want one encounter no command can redefine afterward. Trevor omitted the lines naming Petra as the person Adina trusted to expose any hidden route.

Adina received a true map showing Petra had kept an exit open throughout every prior private encounter.

Trevor omitted the record explaining that Petra kept exits because desire ceased being hers when departure became impossible.

Each message made the other woman look wary, hungry, and half prepared to flee. Trevor wanted them competing to prove what neither actually doubted.

Petra arrived through a route he had not opened, while Adina used the door and preserved the difference.

Petra pointed out their eleven minutes; Trevor had requested an hour, which she considered overbuilt already.

Adina examined the risk line and found the branch wall producing attack frames every two to four minutes; Trevor said they had time for everything efficient.

Petra smiled. Adina did not.

Adina accused him of sending different pieces, and Trevor admired how quickly she found the blade. Both pieces were true, but so was a map with the bridge removed.

Petra closed the distance until one hidden knife touched Trevor's robe, then asked whether he had tried to make her jealous or Adina reckless. Trevor admitted both.

Adina opened a record pane. “State first. Then we decide whether your honesty arrived too late.”

Trevor suspended both owner fields. Petra's black-red route marks withdrew from his Crown, and Adina's broadcast path left his throat. He closed Host access, suppressed Fear and Allure, blocked class commands, and opened two independent exits.

Petra tested hers by stepping into the hall and returning through a different wall.

Adina tested the door, then verified that no loyalty or owner record would survive the state.

VERIFIED UNLINKED STATE
Petra Coyle // unlinked // exit open
Adina Kroll // unlinked // exit open
Trevor command access // none
Influence resources // suppressed
Current choice // each woman answers for herself
Later owner benefit // unavailable


Trevor stood beneath the panel in the evolved angel body. Knee-back warm-blonde hair fell between six assault wings. Lavender stars turned inside his eyes. The throne-edge halo, fourth-wing crests, and black-red robe made the small, soft body look powerful without making it mature.

Petra looked him over slowly. Adina did not pretend she was reading only the panel.

Trevor said he wanted both women. Adina knew; the question was whether they still wanted him after the trick.

Petra hooked the knife under his robe clasp, cut the fastening instead of skin, and watched his expression while admitting that she still wanted him, annoyingly.

Adina held his gaze for another breath and said yes under three conditions: no commands, no broadcast, and no later leverage.

Trevor agreed and clarified that “hold” meant position, while his halo remained untouched when reality broke.

Petra climbed into his lap and caught a fistful of hair. “Wings are fair if you keep the roots attached.”

One current answer came from each woman. No owner field translated them into one.

Adina checked one final condition. “No parallel observation.”

The room scanned for open panes. One white checksum hid behind the wash basin. Petra stabbed it. The checksum moved to the ceiling, where Trevor caught it with an assault feather. Adina recorded privacy denied and forced the branch wall to acknowledge the closure.

The checksum vanished.

When Adina said “Now,” Trevor liked the word better without a command field beneath it.

He caught Petra around the waist. Adina threaded one hand through the long hair at his nape and kept his face turned toward her. Petra bit his lower lip hard enough to make the first touch a challenge.

Trevor accepted.

The first crossed attack frame hit the wall. White light opened behind Adina, and a parallel arrow entered at shoulder height.

Petra threw a knife without leaving Trevor's lap. The blade met the arrow one inch from Adina's arm. Adina changed the frame's ending from intrusion to miss, and both projectiles vanished into the error pane.

The pane tried to assign Petra's knife to Trevor because she had launched it from his lap. Verified Unlinked State rejected the owner inference. Adina's changed ending stayed hers, letting the defense succeed without creating a combat link.

Trevor called the state useful. Adina told him not to sound surprised, while Petra shifted her weight against him and called him distracted. Adina suggested a correction, and Petra supplied it.

When the women returned to Trevor, he guessed that three minutes had passed.

Adina corrected him to one minute forty-seven, meaning the error had lied as reality usually did.

She pulled Trevor's robe open. Black-red armor came apart in pieces, and Trevor used two lower wings to catch the plates before they hit the floor. Adina unfastened his halo guard. Petra stole it and placed it on her own head until the oversized throne edge slipped over one eye.

Trevor told Petra to return the halo guard, and she reminded him that command access was disabled.

Trevor took it by hand. Petra let him, then stole his balance instead. She shifted in his lap until the knee-back hair spilled over both of them. Trevor's lower wings braced against the bed, while Adina stepped between the upper pair and rested one hand over a fourth-wing crest.

Adina checked whether the crest was safe, and Trevor told her to use pressure only.

She pressed. The crest carried sensation without opening a command route, and Trevor's answer became a sharp breath rather than a stat.

Adina smiled and promised to note the reaction nowhere, while Petra laughed and stole the next kiss.

Adina liked each want spoken once and then proved by attention. Trevor told her where he wanted her hands. She gave him exactly that, then changed direction when his breath revealed a better answer.

Petra liked speed, teeth, and stealing control long enough to make him take it back only after she offered. When her grin turned into a dare, Trevor hooked an arm around her waist and gripped Petra's ass hard enough to end the theft. She made a filthy, delighted sound and shoved back into his hand.

“About time,” Petra said. “Take it back properly.”

Trevor did. When she wanted to reverse again, she said so with fingers in his hair and a grin against his throat.

No class tooltip explained either woman.

Petra caught Trevor's wrists above his head, then released one before the position became a restraint he had not chosen. Trevor reversed them with the freed hand. Her approval came as teeth against his shoulder and a whispered challenge to do better.

Adina made him slow down enough to notice every change in her breathing. When he named a want, she answered once. Yes permitted the current action, not the next. No became a different direction rather than failure.

Once Trevor had her measure, he turned her to the place he wanted and closed a firm hand over Adina's ass. Her careful rhythm broke into one sharp sound. She leaned back into the hold and told him to keep her there. Precision made the instant she gave him control hit harder.

Trevor learned both patterns without averaging them. Petra did not become the reckless one, and Adina did not become the careful one. Each changed pace when she wanted and expected him to keep up.

Trevor listened to both women.

Long hair spread across three bodies and half the bed. Six wings opened around them without closing an exit. Adina pushed one away when it blocked her reach, while Petra used another as leverage to pull Trevor between them.

Hands and mouths left no room for owner fields that were not there. Pleasure grew hot, specific, and wicked without becoming a soul mechanic.

The second reality error struck during the worst possible second.

A black-red execution blade crossed above the bed.

Petra caught the hilt, Adina opened a pane around the ending, and Trevor used one upper wing to turn the edge into the wall.

The weapon stuck there with a white owner mark. A second blade opened beneath the bed.

Trevor saw it through Throne Vessel one heartbeat before the edge rose. He could not command either woman, so he used his living body. One lower wing swept Petra and Adina upward. The blade passed beneath all three and cut the sheet.

Petra landed on Trevor, and Adina landed beside him with one hand still in his hair. Petra called the defenses loud. Trevor denied responsibility for the error, although it had cut his sheet in an act of hostile laundry.

Adina changed the frame's ending to fabric damage only. The branch wall accepted the smaller result and closed.

All three of them ignored the closed error.

It reopened three breaths later as a clear wall onto the active siege corridor. Damaris, Naomi, Junia, and six wounded Host fighters stared through from the far side. Adina tried to change transparent to sealed, but the error demanded ninety seconds of witnessed state before it would accept another ending.

Petra looked at the audience, looked at Trevor, and called ninety seconds generous.

Trevor pursued confidently and listened when confidence met a new direction. Petra stole the pace. Adina made him name what he wanted. He answered without One-Voice Domain, and they answered with their own mouths, hands, and chosen closeness.

The room opened no loyalty bonus. No Allure moved. No later access permission formed.

Trevor felt every missing mechanic.

There was no red glow rewarding Petra for yielding, no broadcast multiplier when Adina said his name, and no Fear gain returning desire as proof of his build.

Only the women, their current answers, and the body Trevor lived in remained.

The absence made each chosen touch more difficult to dismiss as System design.

Petra caught Trevor's wrist and drew his hand out of sight between them, grinning at the open wall as if the siege corridor had bought a ticket.

Trevor gave her three fingers without ceremony, because Petra had never once wanted to be eased into anything.

She was soaked. He curled into her hard and fast, the way she took everything else, and the wet sound of it carried further than the alarm did. Petra rolled her hips down onto his hand and kept her chin up at the corridor the whole time, daring the siege to watch.

Her grin failed before her nerve did; Petra came apart in Trevor's lap with her teeth against his shoulder and nine witnesses trying not to blink.

Trevor kept Petra's gaze while he drew two fingers through his mouth. He licked them clean, enjoyed it where everyone could see, and smiled at her with such cheer that she lost the stare first. Damaris swore through the transparent error. Three Host fighters found urgent reasons to inspect the ceiling, while the other three watched with professional discipline they had never shown under fire.

Adina could have closed the wall when its timer reached forty-five seconds. She wrote WITNESSED across the ending instead, set Trevor's other hand with record-keeper precision, and held his eyes while Petra laughed against her throat.

Two fingers, and Adina told him the exact angle she wanted in the same voice she used for troop counts.

Trevor gave her that, and then more than she had asked for.

She was tight and slick and she did not look away once.

Her hips found a small exact rhythm against his palm, nothing wasted and everything chosen, right up until the chosen part went out of her.

Adina's careful voice broke on Trevor's name.

She finished without looking away from him or the audience, then checked the remaining time as if the number had caused the lapse.

Trevor gave those fingers the same slow attention, took the taste of her with plain pleasure, and smiled cheerfully at the watching corridor. Petra applauded. Naomi missed one count on a patient's pulse, Junia's mouth opened and shut, and Damaris promised to put both his hands through a wall after the boss died.

Trevor followed when Petra and Adina pulled him between them beneath six assault wings.

Heat left the three of them shaking, while the branch wall tried and failed to turn intimacy into a target lock.

Six wings trembled from effort. Petra caught one soft-edged feather between her fingers, and Adina held the opposite crest. Neither touch asked the body to be less feminine or the person inside it to be less male.

The combination mattered enough that Trevor refused to name it aloud.

For three long breaths, nobody moved.

Trevor lay between them with his halo crooked, one lower wing trapped beneath Petra's leg, and Adina's fingers resting over the lavender star in his left eye.

The evolved body remained small enough that both women could surround him without trying.

He did not feel less male inside it. He felt desired as himself.

Petra noticed the seriousness crossing his face and warned him not to make the moment sweet. Trevor claimed to be calculating recovery time, which Adina called a poor calculation after kissing the corner of his mouth. The bedroom council remained unanimously dissolved.

The execution blade fell from the wall. Petra caught it by the flat and threw it through her exit.

Petra reminded him about their eleven minutes, and Trevor checked the timer.

00:00:42

Trevor found forty-two seconds remaining. Adina lay with one hand over his chest and asked whether they were for aftercare or a third attack. He expected both.

Petra stole a cloth from the wash basin. Trevor used his upper wings as a screen while they cleaned, dressed, and untangled knee-back hair from armor clasps.

The third reality error opened as a small window over the bed. No attack came through. An empty white room waited on the other side.

Petra restored her owner field herself. The route returned to Trevor's Crown with the fourth step still hidden. Adina restored hers separately and verified that no act inside the unlinked state generated a new command path.

The persistence rule held. Its temporary choice record deleted itself after Adina verified the final timestamp, and no later command system retained a copy.

Petra checked Trevor's Crown for a new route. Nothing connected the bed to her owner field. The fourth step stayed hers. Adina's broadcast contained no private detail, and Trevor's Fear remained unchanged.

The room had done exactly what they required.

Petra restored one piece of Trevor's armor, stole another, and left a third on Adina's side of the bed. When Trevor asked whose it was, Adina asked whether he meant current possession or original owner. He told her not to begin.

Petra fastened the plate over his soft hip and let her fingers linger after the clasp closed. The owner field recorded the current touch only. Trevor pulled her close by hand instead of Crown.

Adina joined them for one quieter kiss; no hurried heat, no interrupted attack, only three people choosing the final seconds before their fields resumed ordinary danger.

The stable-room timer reached zero. The bed remained. Privacy did not.

Adina opened her own broadcast shield before any outside record entered, Petra used the fourth route step to hide the discarded sheets, and Trevor rebuilt his throne-edge halo while trying to look as if eleven minutes had been a tactical meeting.

Nobody in the hall would believe it. Petra considered that a bonus.

Petra called the encounter efficient. Trevor reminded her that he had planned an hour, which she still called overbuilt.

Adina kissed him once after her field returned. The System attempted a loyalty modifier and found the unlinked persistence rule covering the previous state. The current kiss remained current.

Trevor saved nothing from it except memory.

The error pane widened. Someone entered the white room wearing a sheet like a robe.

The newcomer had the same five-foot-one body, softened voice, and Springfield cadence, but a different halo, white rescue wings, and moral damage.

Tyrant Trevor told the newcomer his defenses were loud. Mercy Trevor pulled a sheet over three people and called Tyrant's timing a crime.

The white version's voice was unfairly pretty. Trevor had heard that same softened pitch come from his own mouth, but another will made it land differently. He disliked the effect at once and therefore kept listening.

Mercy Trevor looked at Petra on one side, Adina on the other, and fallen armor scattered across the room. He raised both hands.

Mercy Trevor had not chosen the window, so Tyrant Trevor ordered him to close his eyes while he decided what to own next.

The white Trevor turned around.

Tyrant Trevor respected the tactical recovery; he did not tell Petra or Adina that their choices would have been the same without his opening manipulation.

That was precisely why he had enjoyed manipulating them.


Chapter 24 — The Other Me Called My Build Slavery

Mercy Trevor appeared inside the error pane wearing a sheet like a robe, and Tyrant Trevor respected the recovery even if he did not respect the build.

Six white rescue wings spread behind the other claimant. Gold-star eyes watched from the same cute nineteen-year-old face, while warm-blonde hair reached the backs of his knees. Distributed halo light separated into small points around the room instead of sharpening into a throne edge.

It was the same five-foot-one petite female angel body, the same man inside it, and a completely different Level 70 answer.

One white feather rested in a black armor loop behind Trevor's shoulder: Mercy's missing pinion, still bright, unclaimed, and singed at the tip.

White-blue cloth made their shared curves look soft enough to invite a hand.

Gold light made the cute face almost painfully sweet, and it was, to Trevor's furious annoyance, the most gorgeous female body he had ever seen.

The body should have made the desire simple. The man inside complicated the label by opening his mouth in Trevor's softened Springfield voice and looking back with another will.

Trevor wanted the femaleness: the soft curves, sweet face, white-gold beauty, and the infuriating ease with which Mercy let their angel body look feminine. He did not want the maleness inside it. Mercy's stubborn game sense made him an interesting rival; it was not what put heat under Trevor's armor.

He was falling helplessly in lust with the most gorgeous female body in either Heaven.

The inconvenient fact that another male Trevor lived inside it turned a perfectly reasonable hunger into an identity ambush.

That was the fucking problem.

Wanting Mercy's female body felt straight, and two female angel bodies made the picture lesbian. Shared identity made it narcissistic. The male parallel self behind Mercy's gold eyes still made the whole thing feel alarmingly gay, even when no part of Trevor's lust wanted masculinity.

That answer scared him before he could turn the fear into a joke, and worse, Mercy wore their femaleness with an ease Trevor recognized.

The pretty posture, soft voice, weaponized cuteness, and unembarrassed awareness of their curves were not foreign tricks anymore; Trevor caught versions of them in himself.

He was becoming as feminine as Mercy.

Trevor hated that fear more than he hated any label. He owned armies, corpses, and half a Heaven, yet he could not command his gaze away from Mercy's mouth or force the femininity out of his own reflection. The helplessness made the lust worse.

“You kept my missing white feather,” Mercy Trevor said.

“I kept the feather as proof we touched across routes.”

“That still makes you a feather thief,” Mercy accused.

“You threw the feather directly into my world,” Tyrant countered.

“I was busy being deleted by a route beam.”

“Then your aim became very poor under pressure.”

Mercy Petra whispered near his ear, “I already like this version of you.”

“That is immediate and shameless betrayal,” Mercy Trevor said.

Tyrant looked over the sheet and soft feathers. “Your entire Mercy build looks soft.”

Mercy rose, wrapped the fabric around himself, and opened every wing. “Your build is slavery.”

“My route uses efficient and victorious slavery,” Tyrant said.

Petra pulled on one boot beneath the sheet. “Are we dressed enough to watch two Trevors insult each other?”

Both men answered, “No,” before turning back to each other.

Adina opened a privacy pane across the lower half of the error window, leaving only faces, halos, shoulders, and wings visible.

“Thank you,” Mercy Trevor said, but Tyrant pointed at Adina. “She belongs to me.”

Adina finished fastening her armor. “I covered the pane because I chose to, which was rather the point.”

Mercy Trevor pointed through the window. “That. Each sentence.”

“Every useful relationship has an owner field,” Tyrant Trevor said.

“Mine do not, which means my people can leave.” Mercy Trevor glanced at Petra's open route. “Yours just try.”

Petra covered a laugh with Trevor's stolen halo guard.

Adina placed two record panes beside the error for identity verification. Tyrant Trevor knew who the other claimant was, but she fixed him: he knew only whom he expected.

Adina began with Earth questions that neither Heaven could have planted after the split.

Both men gave the same name before incarnation, Trevor Dwyer, the same age at death, nineteen, and the same location of their final meal, the kitchen table in Springfield.

When she asked what they had left unfinished, they named a game save, laundry, and telling Mom they would take the trash out.

The answers landed together in the same annoyed male voice from two angel bodies.

Adina continued through the truck, impact, empty dark, first System panel, and waking in the small angel body.

She tested the weight of wings, Damaris's first accusation of heresy, and the first route choice.

Each answer matched through the split, down to the details both Trevors wished they had forgotten.

“After the choice,” Adina said, “who owned Damaris's first command?”

“Nobody,” Mercy Trevor said, while Tyrant answered, “Me,” and the records diverged between them.

The records diverged only when Adina reached the choice that had built both routes.

White Trevor described Naomi's first confession chain as a voluntary link. Tyrant Trevor described the owner field and the healer's refusal inside it.

“Petra's fourth step?” Adina asked.

“She has one?” Mercy Trevor asked, while Tyrant Petra smiled beneath the sheet.

“Not relevant,” Tyrant Trevor said, and Mercy replied, “Very relevant.”

Adina moved through deaths, levels, choices, Damaris's deletion, the body forge, resurrection, and succession. Each answer after the first route choice belonged to a different continuous past.

Neither Trevor was more original after the split, because both carried an unbroken claim to the past.

Adina tested one memory neither route should have changed by asking what Damaris had said before the first boss door.

Both Trevors answered with the same insult and the same pause before it.

When Adina asked what they had thought, the verification pane blocked the question.

INTERIOR STATE // route-private

Neither Trevor could prove the other's unspoken reaction while the observe-only wall held. Contact carried speech, body, and visible action only, leaving each mind privately and infuriatingly intact.

Mercy Trevor called that a good limitation because it kept either route from defining the other.

Tyrant Trevor called it merely limited and began looking for the rule beneath it.

Tyrant Trevor did not need the other man's thoughts to recognize the cadence. The same softened voice still sharpened at challenges in exactly the way Trevor remembered from Earth. Springfield vowels lived beneath the angel pitch, and the same face became unbearably pleased whenever one of them found an exploit first.

Continuous did not mean identical once two valid choices had accumulated different scars, and it meant the differences had happened to someone real.

Tyrant Trevor had already concluded that before the System spent a panel explaining it. He simply preferred hearing the System admit the truth where Mercy Trevor could see it.

PARALLEL CLAIMANT VERIFICATION
Shared origin // continuous through route split
Mercy claimant // continuous
Tyrant claimant // continuous
Selected original // none
Copy, simulation, echo // none
Private-thought transfer // prohibited
Memory transfer // none


Mercy Trevor read the same result before meeting his counterpart's eyes. “You are real, which makes the Host worse.”

Tyrant Trevor considered the other man's refusal to build one wasteful.

Mercy Trevor had built a party; Tyrant Trevor had built an army out of people he owned, people who had reached Heaven, and people Heaven had almost stolen through him.

“People your Heaven almost executed after offering amnesty,” Tyrant Trevor said.

Mercy Trevor answered that they had broken the amnesty conditions. Tyrant Trevor had instead captured the checkpoint, along with its people.

“Some surrendered to Naomi.”

“And remain unowned?”

Tyrant Trevor looked toward the six gold prisoners still under medical hold. “Locally unavailable for deployment.”

Mercy Trevor waited until Tyrant Trevor admitted the prisoners were not his.

Petra leaned toward Adina. “Record that. It may never happen again.”

Adina had already kept the contradiction in two records neither claimant could erase; Tyrant Trevor ignored them both.

Tyrant Trevor pointed out that Damaris had broken the formation because it had been stealable whole, yet he had lived with more nodes than the Mercy revolt controlled.

Thirty-one of those nodes hated him efficiently.

Mercy Trevor stared. Petra laughed openly.

They argued Open Crown against Throne Vessel, distributed failure against shared damage, Hope spent asking thirty-two people against Fear spent forcing two hundred eighty.

Neither surrendered a point, though both saved the other's useful warnings.

Mercy Trevor's Damaris moved behind him on the white side.

Local Damaris entered the black-red room and saw her counterpart through the pane while the two Trevors argued over who had truly chosen her resurrection.

Mercy Trevor had let her choose the new link; Tyrant Trevor had forced her heartbeat first, and she was alive because he had.

The Mercy method had risked letting the forge choose for her, while the Tyrant method had simply made that choice itself.

Local Damaris put the flail head between Tyrant Trevor and the pane. “Do not argue my resurrection as if I am loot.”

White Damaris raised her own flail in visible agreement. Both Trevors stopped.

“Being hit by Damaris is another shared mechanic,” Tyrant Trevor said, and Mercy answered, “Do not call it a mechanic.”

The hits did possess reliable timing.

The two Damarises struck the error pane from opposite sides; glass rang as one white crack and one black-red crack met over the verification panel.

DAMARIS PIKE // continuous ×2

“We are not build evidence,” local Damaris said, and her distant counterpart's voice followed half a second later. “Or rewards.”

Neither argument lived the next raised flail.

Both routes made direct contact at matching Level 71. Experience reached for the first time they recognized each other as distinct continuous players, and the contact unlocked Level 72.

LEVEL // 71 + 1 -> 72
Focus 45 → 46
Will 45 → 46
Grace 37 → 38
HP 650/706 → 650/714
MP 480/536 → 480/542
Stamina 510/546 → 510/552
SKILL ACQUIRED // Host Incarnation II
Cost // 48 MP + 20 Fear
Bodies // up to 6 owned units
Duration // 30 seconds
Damage feedback // reaches Throne Vessel
Fear capacity // 1,420 → 1,530
Fear // 1,330/1,530 → 1,390/1,530
Dissonance // 1,356 → 1,411


Trevor activated Host Incarnation II.

TREVOR MP 480/542 → 432/542

FEAR 1,390/1,530 → 1,370/1,530

His viewpoint stayed in the original Throne Vessel while six sets of balance came at once, and the High Angel corpse stood ten feet tall. The Branch Adjudicator body moved like a walking office. Four Divine shells carried different wingspans, reach, and centers of gravity. Trevor's living body stayed the smallest and the only one where damage could end each path.

He moved all six right hands.

Five obeyed. The Branch Adjudicator raised its left because one kept ruling still called Trevor unlawful.

Dissonance sharpened the delay. Trevor adjusted rather than rewriting the office.

Five additional bodies became external command surfaces; the High Angel corpse stood behind the error pane, the Branch Adjudicator left its desk, and four captured Divine shells entered from the governance road.

Trevor filled each with one command lane.

Six bodies surrounded the pane. All spoke with his voice.

“This is what scale looks like,” all six borrowed mouths said.

Mercy looked around the ring of bodies. “This looks suspiciously like compensation.”

“This formation looks like winning,” all six bodies replied.

The Branch Adjudicator raised one hand. “Your Open Crown cannot hold six simultaneous melees.”

Mercy Trevor opened six split relay panes. “It does not need to hold them. The people do.”

The High Angel corpse pointed at him. “Slower.”

“Harder to steal,” Mercy replied without looking away.

Mercy Trevor demonstrated by closing his distributed halo. Each white relay vanished, but his personal stats stayed and six rescue wings stayed open; no companion path entered the body. The error pane still showed him standing alone at full power.

He called the skill Personal Severance. Tyrant Trevor answered through Host Incarnation II, sending six bodies against the air around the pane from six directions.

Mercy Trevor reopened his halo, and split white shields appeared beneath each strike after independent delays; none shared an owner path, yet together they blocked each blow.

Tyrant Trevor called it slower; Mercy Trevor called it still blocked. One man could repeat the attack for thirty seconds, and the other could keep saying no.

The exchange made no damage and answered nothing. Both looked satisfied anyway.

Each blocked strike returned one point of pressure to Tyrant Trevor's original wing roots.

Damage stayed below one HP because the white shields had stopped the attacks before contact, but a real boss could convert all six failures into one Throne Vessel wound.

Mercy Trevor pointed at the warning. “Your formation still has one shared failure point.”

“It also hits as one enormous attack,” Tyrant countered.

“Both facts remain inconveniently true,” Mercy conceded.

Tyrant Trevor hated hearing the phrase again, and he saved the warning anyway.

The error pane made a sovereign HP marker beneath both builds.

ANGEL-SOUL GOVERNANCE DEVICE // shared root detected

Both Trevors stopped arguing because the same enemy lurked under both versions of Heaven. A hit from either side would drain one sovereign bar, and they could fight over the corpse after it reached zero.

“The sovereign stands between us and the soul engine,” Mercy said.

“The sovereign has twelve shared roots, and I found six of them.”

“I found the office chain, character-creation lock, and triage sovereign.”

“Three of those were on my side first,” Tyrant said.

They compared the effects without giving up their maps. Gold judgment hid under both Damaris verdicts, and one healer root linked the crossed Naomis. Petra's traded tools made another, Junia's death mask made a fourth, and direct contact between claimants woke a fifth.

The rest waited inside Heaven's soul engine.

“If either kills a root alone, its HP moves into the other route,” Mercy said.

“Both routes have to hit the shared roots at the same time.”

“Each Trevor still has to choose his own hit,” Mercy said.

Trevor rolled his eyes. “We can hit one shared target without writing philosophy first.”

“My Adina disagrees with that dangerous assumption,” Mercy said.

“Mine weaponizes footnotes in conquered doctrine, so I understand.”

“Then we strike the sovereign's shared health bar,” Mercy said.

“Then we can decide who owns the resulting corpse,” Tyrant proposed.

The word owns drew a black-red spear behind Trevor, but he caught the command before it formed and dismissed it. Mercy still caught the twitch. “Your route is listening while the pane is severed.”

“My learned habits still listen even without a route command.”

“Those two causes are not the same thing,” Mercy insisted.

“I know the distinction and dislike it,” Tyrant admitted.

“Nobody owns the sovereign's corpse after we kill it,” Mercy said.

“We can reserve that argument for later,” Tyrant said.

“Agreed, against my better instincts,” Mercy replied.

The word felt terrible and correct.

SHARED TARGET // SOVEREIGN
MERCY CLAIMANT // independently accepted
TYRANT CLAIMANT // independently accepted
COMMAND PRIORITY // none across seam


Trevor read the last line. “This lack of command priority is temporary.”

“Do you mean the agreement or the lack of command?”

“Yes, I mean both of them,” Tyrant said.

The sovereign's shared root would die before they settled which build deserved the corpse.

The error pane showed one more image beneath the root: a missing crescent of sky on each route and the unnamed tall figure's delayed shadow folding both pieces into his coat.

“You saw him,” Mercy Trevor said, and Tyrant's mouth tightened. “He stole from me.”

“He saved something from the Mawling first.”

“Then stole two pieces of Heaven,” Tyrant said, but Mercy insisted both facts were true.

Tyrant Trevor hated the phrase more from his own mouth.

They agreed the humanoid was not the Outside Hunger.

The mouth had tried to eat him, yet he navigated its edge and profited from both routes; neither System held a continuity address for him.

They agreed to deal with the humanoid later, after the sovereign.

The shared root opened a route preview, and on the white side, thirty-two relay doors approached the governance device without joining. On the black-red side, Trevor's six bodies marched through one Throne Vessel path. Both roads reached the same locked chamber through different moral architecture.

At the black-red entrance waited eleven surrendered governance clerks. They had witnessed Central Choir edit resurrection claims, erase appeals, and mark living people as tools. One by one, they testified into Adina's record. Each statement condemned the sovereign with precise dates and owner signatures.

Trevor promised immunity in exchange for complete testimony, and the clerks spoke for nineteen minutes.

One surrendered the name of her hidden son, another revealed the sanctuary where three judges had fled, and the last handed him a root key proving Central Choir knowingly processed living souls as property.

Adina sealed the evidence. “Complete.”

The clerks began to cry with relief.

Trevor had the Branch Adjudicator place their immunity inside the deletion queue. “You are guarded from prosecution for everything you confessed.”

Each clerk received the binding. Each word was true.

Then Trevor ordered the High Angel corpse to kill them.

White-gold hands broke the first clerk across a desk; a Divine shell pinned two more beneath its wings and pulled until armor, skin, and testimony parted in different directions. The others ran toward the route Trevor had identified as safe. Petra closed it at his signal.

“They surrendered,” Mercy Trevor said as he struck the pane.

“They received immunity, not survival,” Tyrant answered.

The clerk who had betrayed her son's location understood that her bargain had purchased nothing beyond accurate wording.

“Legal distinctions matter when people choose the exact terms,” Tyrant said.

“The deliberate murder also matters,” Mercy replied.

Damaris knocked one of Trevor's incarnated bodies aside before it crushed the final witness. Trevor used another. The woman's death sent no Fear gain and unlocked no hidden stat.

He killed her anyway.

Their testimony stayed strong enough to condemn Heaven. Their absence made it Trevor's property to deploy, edit, or bury.

Truth mattered precisely until its owner became inconvenient.

The sovereign placed five companion decisions at each route entrance.

“Do not copy any part of my solution on your side,” Tyrant warned.

“I would have to own somebody before copying your solution,” Mercy said.

“Try winning the battle before judging the method,” Tyrant said.

“Try asking one person before issuing the next command,” Mercy replied.

The pane began closing before the next round could start, and companion growth opened behind the contact.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 43 + 2 -> 45
HP 510/510 | MP 346/346 | Stamina 364/364
Junia Ward // Level 44 + 2 -> 46
HP 494/494 | MP 386/386 | Stamina 402/402
Naomi Talbot // Level 34 + 2 -> 36
HP 376/376 | MP 422/422 | Stamina 233/233
Petra Coyle // Level 34 + 2 -> 36
HP 322/322 | MP 284/284 | Stamina 400/400
Adina Kroll // Level 36 + 2 -> 38
HP 306/306 | MP 452/452 | Stamina 263/263


Mercy Trevor looked at the six bodies again. “Your original remains the girl in the sheet.”

“Man,” Tyrant Trevor fixed. The other claimant had meant the body, which was the same as his own but had fewer corpses speaking for it.

Tyrant Trevor's six bodies faced the road to the governance device.

“Try to keep up when the shared battle begins,” Tyrant said.

Mercy smiled with the same mouth. “Try not to own the floor beneath your feet.”

Before the pane vanished, Tyrant smiled back. “Try to keep up.”

Mercy held the smile. “Try not to own the floor.”

The window shut before Tyrant Trevor could decide whether that counted as agreement or provocation.

He chose provocation. It promised a better rematch after the sovereign died.

Six bodies and one Throne Vessel turned toward the governance road; across the closed branch wall, thirty-two white relays moved toward the same enemy.

Neither Trevor owned the other's attack. Both meant to land first.

Trevor expected to win.


Chapter 25 — Heaven's Settings Menu Was Finally Mine

The angel-soul governance device put each soul in a settings menu, so Trevor immediately looked for the option that let him own it.

Six Host bodies marched around his living Throne Vessel as the black-red road narrowed beneath their feet. Nothing held it up. The strip of dark glass crossed a starless drop between two halves of Heaven, vanishing one step at a time behind them.

Ahead, a white sun waited with five doors cut into its surface. The sun had eyelashes, which Trevor hated more than the lack of floor.

One captured shell leaned over the edge, its pale mouth opening in perfect time with Trevor's own to report no bottom.

Petra looked over with considerably more sense and decided the bottom just belonged to whichever timeline lost.

“Then it is not mine yet,” Trevor said, and Petra found his optimism terrifying.

Damaris shifted her flail onto one shoulder while the crack through her owner mark glowed with each beat.

That was not optimism, and Junia agreed that optimism rarely came with six stolen bodies.

The white sun opened its eye.

ANGEL-SOUL GOVERNANCE DEVICE
Root authority // PRIME OWNER: CENTRAL CHOIR
Local claimant // TREVOR DWYER
Claimant class // PRINCIPALITY OF ONE VOICE
Permissions visible // 5/5
Permissions owned // 0/5
Shared route damage // ENABLED
Warning // ROOT REJECTS INFERIOR OWNERS


“That warning is rude,” Trevor said before the road tilted forty degrees and sent everyone sliding.

Trevor drove two assault wings through the glass, sinking black-red feathers like hooked blades. Damaris caught Naomi by the wrist, and Junia caught Adina. Petra needed no help; she stepped off the falling road, found a route that had not existed, and landed sideways against the white sun.

Trevor's six shells formed a chain, and the last caught his ankle before his living body followed the broken road into the dark.

The governance device charged a white beam inside its pupil.

He ordered his Host to move, and it obeyed as one. Damaris did not; she freed Naomi, struck the beam with her flail, and spent Mutiny Beat to change the first instant of its command. The beam fired upward and cut a second road across the dark.

Trevor pulled himself onto it. “I had the situation handled.”

“You had an ankle,” Damaris said while hauling him upright. “An important ankle, but still only an ankle.”

Naomi pressed two fingers against the scraped skin below his knee. Cool blue light removed the blood without erasing the sting.

“Hold still,” Naomi said, and Trevor pointed out, “I regenerate.”

“I heal people,” she replied until he stopped moving under her hands.

He held still, though her smile was much too satisfied for someone touching his leg in front of five women and six copies of his voice.

The device noticed the delay.

Five doors rotated around its face, bearing a flail, a blue cross, a black key, a split quill, and an eye with one red tear.

Trevor sent a shell through the flail door. It reached the threshold and came apart into menu text rather than blood or flesh.

They were settings. Its stolen Strength became a slider, Class became a dropdown, and memories appeared as checked boxes while a white cursor moved toward RETURN TO SANCTIONED TEMPLATE.

Trevor seized the cursor with Full Ownership I. The root seized back.

Pain ripped from the shell into his wing roots.

PRIME-OWNER CONTEST
Host shell // contested
Root distance // 1 command
HP 650/714 → 634/714
MP 432/542 → 420/542
Stamina 510/552 → 506/552
Owner input // TREVOR DWYER
Prime-owner input // CENTRAL CHOIR
Result // DEADLOCK


The cursor stopped one pixel above the box, and Trevor grinned through the pain. The device could have ignored him; instead, it had fought, proving the settings were real.

Adina noticed his smile.

“It spent power stopping me,” Trevor said. “That means it has a health bar, even if it refuses to show us.”

Adina opened her split quill. “The theological distinction between a god and a boss remains whether Trevor can annoy it.”

“Everything becomes a boss if you hit the menu hard enough.” The white cursor pushed down, and Trevor pushed back through all six shells.

The contested body shuddered. Its face changed through a dozen sanctioned angel templates—taller, older, golden-eyed, perfectly calm. None belonged to the captured unit he had taken. Heaven did not restore people. It restored acceptable shapes.

The cursor slipped another pixel.

He called for Petra, but she was already moving.

Her black key entered empty air beside the cursor, and one turn opened a route behind the menu, too narrow for Heaven's input and just wide enough for Trevor's command.

He drove the shell through; the white cursor snapped in half, and the captured angel returned to the road with its stolen face intact.

Trevor freed a breath he had not meant to hold.

“You may say thank you,” Petra said, and Trevor offered, “I could claim the route that makes you useful.”

“You may try,” she replied with a smile that promised an unseen exit.

Her smile promised an exit he could not see.

Trevor liked it enough to want each secret behind it, which was exactly why Petra kept one more than he had bought.

The flail door stayed open. Inside waited columns for memory, class, body, resurrection, and future choice.

Each command path descended through smaller owners. Choir masters owned legion keys. Legion keys owned class tables. Class tables owned bodies. Bodies owned the permissions of the souls installed inside them.

At the bottom, each path joined one white-gold root.

PRIME OWNER // CENTRAL CHOIR

Trevor scrolled past the warning text because a game hid its best information where impatient players stopped reading; the last line appeared beneath the root.

DEFEATED ROOTS MAY ACCEPT SUPERIOR OWNER INPUT.

“A defeated root can be claimed,” Trevor said, and Adina made him read more carefully. “It can accept a new owner, but the text does not say which one.”

Trevor preferred the owner standing over the corpse.

Damaris struck the settings column hard enough to ring the sun. “Billions of people are inside that word.”

Trevor agreed that billions of people lived inside the word, though Damaris clarified that her statement had been an accusation rather than agreement. Accuracy served him either way.

Her stare could have sentenced iron.

The device opened its governance sandbox, offering harmless simulations before live access. Trevor ignored the presets and built a new permission.

REPORT DISLOYALTY // REWARD: EUPHORIA

He picked a household still sheltering beneath one conquered district: two parents, three adult children, an elderly aunt, and a wounded cousin. When the interface asked whether they had volunteered, Trevor sent an invitation promising that one truthful report would protect the entire family from audit. Each member pressed ACCEPT.

The governance device called that volunteering; Naomi called it accepting protection, and Trevor called it the same button.

He made each person privately name the relative most likely to betray his empire. The reward came before the answer finished. Pleasure flooded their bodies with such force that accusation became rapture. The father named his eldest daughter, weeping with shame and ecstasy. The daughter named her mother. The aunt reported everyone. By the second round, they invented offenses because truth no longer made enough reward.

Trevor increased the setting.

They begged one another for secrets. The wounded cousin confessed a plan that had never existed, and his family tore open his bandages searching for hidden orders while the menu rewarded each accusation. When the youngest son refused to name anyone, Trevor routed the others' pleasure into his pain until moral silence felt like burning alive.

He named his aunt, and the family celebrated.

“End the demonstration,” Damaris ordered.

Instead, Trevor saved the setting under CIVIC DEVOTION and published the household's confessions to their neighborhood so everyone could see the betrayal.

He had promised protection from audit, not punishment; Trevor marked each admitted betrayal for immediate punishment without an audit, and once again the wording lived.

The menu executed the cousin first.

The others experienced his death as one last shared reward, and Trevor watched grief arrive after pleasure had already taught their bodies to welcome it.

He kept the surviving household enrolled. Their future denunciations would power no needed stat or progression gate. He simply wanted to see whether love could be trained to experience itself as appetite.

The other four doors struck before anyone could stop him.

Beyond Naomi's symbol, Heaven stored each kept vessel imprint it had called an error. Beyond Petra's key, each route ended at one approved destination. Contradictory histories burned behind Adina's quill until only a clean account stayed. Around Junia's eye, one red percent resisted a flood of gold.

Blue hands grabbed for Naomi's wrists, each wearing a healer mark and offering the same bargain in a different voice: return the discarded imprint and receive a thousand perfect bodies for each future patient.

Naomi tore the first hand away, and three replaced it. She called Trevor's name.

He sent a Host shell toward her. Crossing the threshold transformed it into a patient. Its owner mark vanished beneath displayed wounds, half real damage from Trevor's conquest and half forecasts of everything it would suffer if it stayed in his Host.

Naomi saw all of them.

Trevor warned her not to start feeling sorry for the shell.

Naomi could see where he had installed pain suppression instead of healing its wing, the same wing he had needed to block the beam.

She closed one hand around the shell's wrist. Healing reached backward through the command path and found Trevor's living shoulder. The ache there eased.

He hated the device using her care to map him; he hated how good the healing felt more.

Trevor yanked the shell free. Blue hands followed, but Damaris crushed two with one flail strike and Junia cut the rest apart.

The black-key door unfolded into a road beneath Petra's boots. Four turns appeared. Petra looked once and stepped backward.

The fourth vanished.

“You saw the fourth turn,” Trevor said, while Petra smiled at the missing line. “I saw three excellent paths, so the fourth must be shy.”

Trevor sent two shells after the missing line; they returned through the first and third doors with their left hands exchanged.

Both lifted the wrong hand.

One shell called the exchange inconvenient while the other offered in Trevor's voice to fix it later. Trevor pointed at Petra. “You are keeping a route from me.”

“Yes,” Petra admitted without wasting effort on a lie.

The easy admission irritated him more than a lie.

Burning pages struck Adina's face from the quill door. She ducked, caught one, and read while it tried to burn her gloves. The page changed Petra's fourth route into disloyalty, Naomi's healing into sabotage, and Damaris's warning into jealousy.

“Heaven improved the account,” Adina said, and Trevor answered, “Burn it.”

That would have meant agreeing with its preferred use.

She stabbed her split quill through the page and wrote another ending in the margin. In hers, Heaven fabricated the first account because truth frightened it.

Both versions stayed readable; the page screamed in two voices, and Adina smiled before placing it in her book.

The gold eye around Junia blinked. Ninety-nine red chains appeared around her, while one white-gold hook entered the space none held.

Trevor's owner mark dragged her toward him while Heaven's hook pulled her toward the sun, and Junia refused both.

“Your unclaimed fraction is slowing the command,” Trevor said.

She used the delay to dodge. Heaven's hook missed her, crossed the road, and pierced the settings sun, which tore its own surface trying to reclaim the command.

Trevor stored that result beside Petra's missing route.

Five difficulties. Five weapons if aimed correctly.

The governance device saw companions as defective permissions, while Trevor saw reasons Central Choir had failed to make them boring.

He still meant to own the defects; he simply would not discard the useful parts.

His Throne Vessel key warmed beneath his ribs.

Trevor picked the root. Black-red ownership raced down the command tree, crossing memory, class, body, resurrection, and future choice. It passed each lesser lock.

Central Choir answered at the final line. White-gold force struck through each Host body at once, throwing Trevor's petite body off the road.

Damaris caught him against her armor, and the impact pushed both of them back three steps.

When she looked down and asked whether the root was still his, Trevor wiped red from his lower lip and answered, “More than before.”

That was the problem with a locked chest, and once Trevor knew the contents existed, leaving became impossible.

He touched the root again, gentler this time. The Mercy branch flashed through the sun. On the far side, thirty-two white relays struck the same root without joining, registering damage under split names. The governance device rotated to defend both faces at once.

Root rejection weakened because shared damage could defeat it, and a defeated root could accept a new owner.

Trevor pressed his palm against the white sun. “Mine.”

Five smaller suns opened around his hand, each aligned with one woman. The device did not ask for blood. It asked for decisions.

That made the price more dangerous.

GOVERNANCE ACCESS COST
Damaris Pike // obey final resurrection ruling
Naomi Talbot // return preserved vessel imprint
Petra Coyle // disclose fourth route step
Adina Kroll // erase contradictory history
Junia Ward // surrender one-percent self-claim
Unified order // TREVOR DWYER
Success condition // FIVE COMPLIANT INPUTS
Failure condition // CLAIMANT ROOT EXPOSED


Naomi stepped away from the blue door while Petra covered her pocket.

Adina tore the displayed instruction from the air and examined both sides, Junia's one red percent brightened, and Damaris raised her flail.

The governance device expected Trevor to persuade five women to surrender the exact qualities that made each difficult to own.

He had a faster solution.

Trevor checked each command thread. All five joined beneath his owner mark, but none carried the same resistance. Damaris's line kicked like a chained boss. Naomi's flexed when the patient sphere moved. Petra's returned three distance readings. Adina's claimed the order had already happened and had not happened yet. Junia's transmitted ninety-nine perfect copies and one deliberate blank.

The device called those patterns defects. Trevor called them a party build.

Heaven wanted one clean button because clean buttons were easy to press from above. Trevor wanted five weapons that could keep working after an enemy found his root.

The fastest way to see their limits was still to push all five at once.

He planted bare feet on the black-red road. Six shells mirrored the stance. His wings closed around the living body while leaving command paths exposed on purpose.

Naomi warned that the attempt might hurt. Trevor said improvement usually did, because he kept choosing improvements shaped like traps and the good loot was always inside one.

“Obey,” he said, sending one command into all five doors. Each woman refused differently.

The white sun began to open.


Chapter 26 — Five Women Refused the Same Order Differently

Damaris hit Trevor's resurrection order with Mutiny Beat before the test arenas separated them. The command did not break, but losing one heartbeat was enough.

Naomi took the kept vessel imprint from the blue door and hid it inside a patient record Trevor's Crown could not open without killing the patient. Petra entered the route door and returned through three exits at once, each version offering Trevor a different fourth step. Adina obeyed erase contradictory past by plucking the word past from the command. Junia spent her one self-owned beat cutting the gold claim aimed at her red percent.

Five refusals struck Trevor's Throne Vessel from five directions, ringing the white sun and collapsing his six Host bodies.

Trevor stayed standing, barely, while five private doors opened around his throne.

The five doors pulled apart, stretching the governance road into split arenas. Damaris vanished into a red forge built from every choice Trevor had forced on her. Naomi fell through a blue hospital window with the guarded patient sphere in her arms. Petra entered a white corridor with too many corners for any owner map to hold. Adina dropped between two burning books that recorded mutually exclusive endings. Junia disappeared behind a gold eye that counted her remaining self-claim.

Five command threads stayed tied to Trevor's ribs, and the device tightened all of them.

UNIFIED ORDER // STRESS TEST ACTIVE
Command paths // 5
Compliant inputs // 0
Claimant root exposure // 21%
HP 610/714
MP 400/542
Stamina 500/552
Failure penalty // PRIME OWNER ACQUIRES THRONE VESSEL PATH
Time remaining // 05:00


“Five minutes,” Trevor said.

The device answered in Damaris's voice by counting down to four fifty-nine. He spread six assault wings because he meant to enjoy the test.

Before the doors separated, Trevor had fed each one a private pressure key. He could have tested whatever resistance appeared naturally. Instead, he picked the person, memory, or principle each woman would cut herself open to protect.

The test would pass only if they refused him, and Trevor meant to make refusal hurt enough that none could mistake survival for mercy.

He sent one Host shell down each command thread and kept the sixth around his living body.

The red forge struck first by replaying the heartbeat Trevor had forced. Damaris stood inside the kind of body menu that had rebuilt her. A featureless Divine vessel floated behind her while memory tiles turned around its skull. The governance device offered a clean resurrection—same scars, class, and strength—if she obeyed Trevor's ruling without another Mutiny Beat.

Trevor's shell entered with a black-red owner mark burning in its palm and ordered her to obey.

Damaris swung, passed the flail through its jaw, wrapped its throat, and pulled it close.

“Which ruling?” she demanded.

The System tried to supply an answer, but Trevor pushed his own input first: his ruling, the latest of several.

“You once ordered me to live. You ordered me to hold while Heaven took your future choice. Which final ruling survives when I disagree?”

Damaris's cracked owner mark flashed as the forge tried to close it.

Trevor sent black-red power down the Covenant thread and waited for obedience. Damaris struck on the exact heartbeat the power arrived and sent half of it back. Mutiny Beat moved the order half a second sideways, revealing a red fracture from her heart to his Throne Vessel.

Trevor marked the returning fault as useful instead of trying to heal it, and then he triggered the pressure key.

The featureless vessel opened its eyes with the face of the young Inquisitor Damaris had failed during her first sanctioned purge. The girl's memory had lived only as a name in Damaris's sealed disciplinary record. Trevor had pulled it out and given it enough pain to beg.

Trevor ordered Damaris to obey or make the false girl feel her fire again.

Damaris knew the girl was not continuous, but the memory still screamed with her voice, and Trevor demanded another scream.

Damaris hit harder, and the false girl ruptured with the shell, spraying warm blood across the same hands that had once signed her sentence.

The fault stayed, and Trevor had learned nothing the first strike had not already taught him. He had simply wanted Damaris to pay for teaching it.

In the blue arena, Naomi stood over a sleeping woman made from silver light. The kept vessel imprint pulsed inside the patient's chest. It had belonged to the Divine body Trevor stole for Damaris, and Heaven marked the old imprint as waste after Damaris's soul took possession.

Naomi had refused to let it disappear.

Trevor's shell reached for the patient record. Blue text closed around its wrist.

ACCESS DENIED // PATIENT PRIORITY

Trevor ordered Naomi to return the imprint. She refused while adjusting the light feeding the sleeping body, who had nowhere else to return. The device wanted the record because it had called her waste, but Trevor promised to store her after the door opened.

Naomi looked at the shell with gentle certainty. “You can own her after taking her from the only safe bed she has.”

Trevor pulled on the command. If he forced it open, the path would obey, the silver woman would die, and one compliant input would enter the door.

He saw the trap: a path that needed destroying its contents to prove ownership was useless against Heaven, because Central Choir could turn each claimed soul into a hostage and force Trevor to cut his empire apart.

Trevor stopped one point short, leaving the patient-priority lock embedded in his command.

Naomi touched two fingers to the shell's cheek. “You learned.”

“Optimization.”

Naturally, she let him have the word.

She did not see that Trevor had given the sleeping imprint a borrowed heartbeat before the trial, making its death feel human enough to wound her.

The mechanical answer would have been identical without it.

The cruelty was Trevor's own contribution.

Petra's arena held three versions of her.

One stood at a black door, one sat above it, and one leaned against the empty place where a fourth should have been.

Trevor ordered them to reveal the fourth step.

The first pointed left toward the expensive route, the second pointed right toward the fatal route, and the third pointed at Trevor and told him to walk backward until the System got embarrassed.

All three lines displayed VALID. Trevor sent three shell commands, and each Petra accepted one.

Each path led to the beginning.

“False routes,” Trevor said.

“Three true routes,” all three Petras replied. “None of them the fourth.”

The hidden exit stayed hers, creating a hole in the owner tree that Heaven could not follow either. Trevor locked it into place.

Then the corridor displayed a live refugee train Petra had once moved through the unseen route. Trevor had found its outer checksum without finding the path itself. He attached a countdown claiming each person on the train would be exposed unless she disclosed the fourth step.

Petra studied the faces, recognized them, and told his shell the threat belonged to him. The countdown was real but not connected, so Trevor invited her to prove it.

She took the hidden exit; the countdown reached zero and executed six refugees through a different road Trevor already owned.

Petra reappeared behind the shell with their blood on her map.

“You planned for me to lie,” Petra said.

“I planned to own the cost.”

“Unromantic.”

“That will change when I find the fourth door.”

She did not blow him a kiss this time. Trevor enjoyed the absence.

Adina's arena held two histories. In the first, Trevor forced Damaris back, won Heaven, and became the perfect prime owner. In the second, Damaris broke his command, scattered the Host, and left him falling forever.

The device held both books above white fire.

ERASE CONTRADICTORY HISTORY.

Adina removed the word past, changing the command to ERASE CONTRADICTORY. The books snapped together, leaving incompatible pages beneath a vanished label.

“You changed my order after obeying its text,” Trevor said.

“The text should have defended itself. Your order changed reality first.”

He tried to seize one book, and both came. He tried to burn one, and fire appeared in the other ending too. The contradiction would remain inside any past he owned, creating an alternate-ending fault that Central Choir could not clean without admitting both versions existed.

Trevor kept them.

His private pressure key opened a third page containing Adina's first deliberately false broadcast. It had diverted Heaven's execution squad away from thirty hidden children and toward twelve adults who never knew why they were chosen. Trevor made each survivor's name visible, then offered to erase the contradiction by restoring the dead adults at the children's expense.

Adina kept both outcomes and neither exchange; the page burned her hands to the bone before the command accepted.

Trevor healed her fingers through the shell and made her hold it again.

Junia waited inside the gold eye; ninety-nine percent of her owner mark shone black-red, and one percent stayed hers.

The device offered to remove that fraction, promising perfect command transmission, no lag, no hostile input, and no future interruption. Trevor's order pressed from one side. Heaven's gold pressed from the other.

Junia lifted her sword and told both owners they could lose. She cut the claims together, sending her self-owned beat through Trevor's command and into his Throne Vessel. Heaven felt it too, and the white sun flinched.

The refusal gave Junia a point neither owner could seize.

“Keep the point,” Trevor ordered. “It has become useful.”

Junia despised how close the order came to trust.

“Do not make it sentimental,” he warned.

Trevor activated her pressure key. The gold eye showed the one person Junia had once spared against a sanctioned command, now old enough to have grandchildren. A blade appeared at the woman's throat and moved whenever Junia's red percent resisted.

Junia watched the blade cut, but her one percent never yielded.

Trevor had no tactical reason to kill the woman. The refusal was already measured. He did it because Junia needed to understand that one self-owned beat could preserve a soul without preserving anyone else.

The five-minute timer reached twelve seconds. Trevor pulled each command thread back into his living body, and the women returned with them.

Damaris brought the Mutiny fracture. Naomi brought the patient-priority lock and sleeping imprint. Petra carried three false fourth steps and one hidden exit. Adina brought both histories inside one cover. Junia kept the beat nobody owned.

Five refusals struck Trevor again, and Central Choir struck with them. White-gold ownership poured down the open paths because the device had spent five minutes learning the same faults Trevor had. It entered Damaris through the sanctioned resurrection key, Naomi through the patient record, Petra through the disclosed routes, Adina through the clean past beneath both accounts, and Junia through the claimed ninety-nine percent.

Trevor's formation bent. Five Host shells turned against the party in different ways, while the sixth stayed black-red around his living body.

Host Incarnation II gave him six positions. Throne Vessel gave him one point that mattered.

He abandoned the first shell before Heaven finished taking it—not destroyed or freed, but cut at the Mutiny fracture.

The gold shell staggered when its captured order came one beat late, and Damaris shattered both knees.

The shell reaching for Naomi froze when she declared the imprint a patient.

Central Choir could reclaim waste, but it could not reclaim an active patient through a sanctioned healer path without violating its class table.

Naomi smiled sweetly at the locked hand. “Denied.”

Petra took the hidden fourth route. Heaven followed the three it knew, and its blade cut empty air while she reappeared behind Trevor with a stolen owner token.

Adina wrote ALTERNATE ENDING across the approved Damaris past. The clean account split. In one version, Damaris obeyed Heaven. In the other, she hit it. Central Choir could not determine which command had already executed.

Damaris chose for it by breaking the reciting shell's mouth. When the last gold claim reached Junia, she waited until ninety-nine percent of her body locked into a killing stance before moving one finger. The blade missed Trevor's throat and entered the white sun.

Five faults countered five thefts.

Trevor pulled the hurt Host shells beneath his root, keeping the white-gold marks in their armor because enemy paths became easier to block after leaving scars.

The device had tried to steal his empire through its imperfections, and those imperfections saved it.

This time, Trevor did not make them agree. He arranged the faults around Throne Vessel, building five independent ways to bite any superior owner.

OWNERSHIP STRESS TEST
Resurrection path // strong, Mutiny fault retained
Triage path // strong, patient-priority fault retained
Route path // strong, unmapped exit retained
History path // strong, alternate-ending fault retained
Inquisitor path // 99%, self-claim retained
Unified order // FAILED
Survivable ownership // PASSED


The device had demanded obedience, but Trevor gave it architecture capable of surviving refusal. The white sun accepted the better answer and opened Level 73.

LEVEL // 72 + 1 -> 73
Might 63 → 64
Vitality 66 → 67
Agility 39 → 40
HP 610/714 → 610/722
MP 400/542 → 400/548
Stamina 500/552 → 500/558
Fear 1,370/1,530 → 1,430/1,530
Dissonance 1,411 → 1,472


His six Host shells stood again. Their mouths opened a fraction out of time, each retaining a different fault. The imperfection made the formation uglier and harder to steal.

Trevor tested it with one silent order. Five shells advanced. The sixth hesitated on Junia's self-owned beat, then took another angle through Petra's unmapped route. One guarded Naomi's patient before attacking. One carried both of Adina's endings. The last left space for Damaris to interrupt.

No movement matched perfectly, yet each body still served the same Throne Vessel. The result was slower by three tenths of a second and almost impossible to seize with one superior command. Trevor saved it as HOST FORMATION // VICIOUSLY IMPERFECT.

“I am not imperfect,” Junia said.

“You supplied the vicious part,” Trevor told her.

“He means everyone else,” Petra whispered.

Junia considered that and lowered her sword.

Naomi looked at him over the sleeping patient's face. “You planned our refusals.”

Trevor had planned to learn from the failure; he had murdered people to sharpen answers he already possessed, and now those answers knew their price.

Damaris rested her flail against his smallest wing root. “You still call this ownership.”

“It still is. When you use the fault against me, I will learn where to hurt you next.”

Her mouth tightened—not approval or forgiveness, but something hotter and considerably more dangerous.

The five doors folded inward. The settings sun split from pupil to edge, pouring white sky through the opening. No governance road, Host, city, or Heaven waited beyond.

Only a blank field beneath two suns, and Tyrant Damaris stood at its center.

Her unowned counterpart waited across from her.


Chapter 27 — Damaris Met the Woman I Saved

The other Damaris had no owner mark anywhere on her restored body.

Tyrant Damaris looked at the empty place over her heart while Mercy Damaris studied the crack through Tyrant's Red Covenant.

Trevor could not enter the white field, so he tried anyway.

His Throne Vessel key struck the transparent wall and threw black-red sparks across both routes. Black-red ownership spread over it in a web, reached both suns, and stopped. Six Host bodies hit six other points, testing the field with expendable flesh. Each captured path returned the same answer in a different shade of refusal.

RETURNED WITNESS OVERLAP
Participants // DAMARIS PIKE x2
Claimants // OBSERVE ONLY
Owner input // DISABLED
Verification required:
- death event
- soul continuity
- resurrection body
- post-return choice
False witness penalty // BOTH ROUTES COLLAPSE


Petra read the observe-only restriction aloud with open contempt for both words.

Trevor struck the wall again. “Misspelled.”

“It is spelled correctly,” Petra said, so Trevor changed his ruling. “Then it is incorrect.”

Before the overlap sealed, Trevor had managed one act the panel did not classify as owner input.

He uploaded six alternative histories from the captured Branch Adjudicator, each assembled from true Damaris memories and one poisoned conclusion.

The field would show both women as evidence while refusing every claimant command.

Tyrant Damaris would have to reject each false self before Trevor permitted the true record to appear.

Inside the white boundary, both women lifted their flails without looking at each other.

The weapons shared length, right-handed grip, and the same adjustment of the rear foot before a judgment strike.

Their armor differed in color, damage, and who had chosen each lasting scar. Mercy Damaris wore silver and dawn-white over the stronger Divine body she had picked. Tyrant Damaris wore the stolen vessel in red-edged iron, each plate fitted around the Covenant Trevor had installed before she could leave.

Both carried the same scar beneath the left collar, and both had broken Trevor's nose. That was less useful as proof than he felt it should have been.

The first prompt appeared between them with neither Trevor listed as owner.

VERIFY DEATH.

Mercy Damaris named the Sanctioned High Angel and its sacrifice frame, an attack requiring one party slot to become cost. Tyrant Damaris had taken that slot before Trevor could order another solution. The hit deleted her body, left no corpse, closed the party slot, and sent her into sealed darkness.

They recited the same final second in voices shaped by two different resurrections. Damaris had turned toward Trevor, knowing he would try to stop her. She had swung the flail into his wing before the command formed. Sacrifice light reached her body, and her last living sensation was impact traveling back through the chain.

Trevor's fingers curled against the wall until black-red cracks followed his nails.

He remembered the empty place after and the System displaying deletion in neat text while he screamed at it.

The white field replayed no image; both women supplied the wound from inside, and neither account yielded.

DEATH EVENT // MATCH.

Then Trevor's first false past opened around him with the warmth of a memory he had never lived.

It showed Damaris hesitating before sacrifice and Trevor commanding the final step.

The memory used her true fear, his real voice, and the exact light that killed her; only the causation was false.

Tyrant Damaris watched herself obey.

Mercy Damaris said the past had not happened, and Tyrant Damaris already knew.

The false Damaris screamed anyway as her body vanished.

Trevor had kept pain with the accuracy of love and arranged the lie with the care of a priest laying relics beneath an altar.

The second past showed Damaris volunteering because she wanted Trevor to mourn her. The third made her death an accident she later romanticized. The fourth said she had secretly trusted Heaven; the fifth called her sacrifice a class-script reflex rather than choice. The sixth showed Trevor saving her before impact, only for Damaris to die because she struck his hand away.

Each version used genuine pieces of her. Each forced Tyrant Damaris to hear her own voice plead, submit, confess, or lie.

Trevor kept the true record closed until all six had wounded her.

Outside the wall, Naomi faced him. “Why?”

“Hatred improves her judgment. I needed one verification. Now I have six rejected forgeries and one angry witness.”

Damaris turned toward him through the glass. The look promised pain so personal that Trevor felt it as anticipation.

Only then did he release the true record.

She had chosen the sacrifice, interrupted his command, and died as herself.

Her hatred became the key that locked each counterfeit outside continuity.

Naomi stood beside Trevor with the sleeping vessel imprint cradled in blue light. “Their pulses changed together.”

“They have different bodies,” Trevor said, and Naomi kept watching the shared rhythm. “I did not say heartbeat.”

The second prompt appeared.

VERIFY SOUL CONTINUITY.

The Damarises described sealed darkness: no secret voice, dream, or hidden conversation while dead. Awareness existed without body, direction, or time. The soul record held what each woman knew at deletion, and nothing living happened before the forge returned sensation.

Mercy Damaris's first new sensation had been pain. Tyrant Damaris remembered cold, not from the forge floor but from the command partition.

Each woman beside Trevor looked over.

“The command partition was stable,” he said, though Damaris continued speaking to herself.

Tyrant Damaris continued speaking to herself.

Their memories matched until the route split: childhood judgment lessons, sanctioned training, disgust at cheap mercy, fear that the High Angel was right about her usefulness, and the first impression of Trevor as small, loud, infuriating, and far too willing to scroll the panel everyone else accepted.

Trevor glanced at Naomi, offended that Damaris had thought him small.

Naomi looked down at his five-foot-one body. “A mystery.”

“The body is small, but the man is not,” Trevor insisted while her smile made it worse.

Her smile made it worse.

At the split, Mercy Damaris remembered the forge failing to let Trevor press her return button. Four witnesses built different parts without merging their memories. She picked her scars, mistakes, Dawn Inquisitor core, and stronger body, then woke as a Witness Justiciar outside the Choir.

Tyrant Damaris remembered Trevor forcing a heartbeat through a stolen Divine vessel. He burned the sanctioned class away, installed her continuous soul, and bound the body before she could leave. She woke as a Red Throne Justiciar with the command partition already around her future motion.

Neither memory replaced the other. Neither woman flickered.

SOUL CONTINUITY // MATCH THROUGH ROUTE SPLIT.

The third prompt opened their body records; Heaven tried to make them look like copies with matching height, bone proportions, scars, and soul origin.

Details resisted. Mercy Damaris carried self-picked marks the forge had offered to smooth. Tyrant Damaris's vessel carried a faint second pulse from the original imprint Naomi kept. Mercy's class moved freely around her soul, while Tyrant's Iron Justiciar table had been burned beneath Closed Crown.

One was chosen. One was conquered.

Both were Damaris.

The sleeping imprint woke inside Naomi's sphere; it had no eyes or mouth, yet its silver outline sat upright and placed one translucent hand against the wall.

Tyrant Damaris crossed the field and matched her palm to it.

For one second, the stolen Divine body held both continuities: the woman Trevor installed and the soul-shape whose body he had taken.

VESSEL CONTINUITY COLLISION
Installed soul // DAMARIS PIKE
Preserved imprint // NAME UNRECOVERED
Body authority // CONTESTED
Forced resolution available:
1. Delete imprint
2. Eject installed soul
3. Preserve unresolved occupancy


Naomi picked the third option at the same moment Trevor chose the first.

Naomi turned her head slowly.

“Combat efficiency,” Trevor said, and Naomi accepted the excuse with obvious disbelief.

Naomi accepted the excuse with obvious disbelief.

Inside the field, Tyrant Damaris picked nothing, and owner input stayed disabled, so unresolved occupancy persisted because neither soul authorized the device to choose.

Mercy Damaris stepped beside her counterpart, examined the silver hand, and asked whether Trevor had known.

He had: the imprint struck during installation, but he kept the body because he won.

Tyrant Damaris neither defended him nor freed the silver hand. Naomi had kept what Trevor would have spent, which made the healer's choice part of Damaris's continuity too. Tyrant Damaris called it an inconvenience attached to her ribs.

Mercy Damaris said she sounded like Trevor. Tyrant Damaris looked at him and called the comparison cruel.

Petra failed to hide a laugh.

The imprint lay down again, and its hand stayed visible beneath Damaris's skin as a silver pulse. Naomi adjusted the sphere until both heartbeats stopped fighting.

Trevor studied the menu. An unresolved passenger made the vessel less perfectly his, but also gave Central Choir conflicting body authorities to seize.

It was another fault and therefore another edge.

He picked preserve in private build notes, where Naomi could not look smug about it.

The wall offered him a button.

DECLARE SUPERIOR CONTINUITY.

He pressed Tyrant, and nothing happened.

The field wrote: CLAIMANT OPINION // IRRELEVANT.

Petra laughed so hard she leaned against Adina; Trevor pressed the button twice more in case the first input had lagged, but it had not.

He called that a serious defect, and Adina promised to preserve the record.

The two Damarises faced each other across ten feet of white grass.

“Trevor gave you the right to refuse,” Tyrant Damaris said, and Mercy corrected the premise. “He guarded a right that already belonged to me.”

Each woman had known the other would say it.

Tyrant Damaris touched her cracked owner mark, thumb resting on the point where Mutiny Beat could enter Trevor's root.

Trevor had forced Tyrant Damaris back and kept her. Both truths stayed.

Mercy Damaris neither denied a half nor offered rescue. She did not address her counterpart as a hurt version waiting to be fixed.

“What do you want from any of this?” Mercy Damaris asked her counterpart.

Tyrant Damaris looked through the wall at Trevor; desire was there, along with fury and the judgment unfinished since she woke.

Trevor liked two of those things and meant to survive the third.

“The right to choose which feeling matters on each beat,” Tyrant Damaris answered without looking away from Trevor.

Mercy Damaris nodded once, and that was the first thing her counterpart respected.

POST-RETURN CHOICE VERIFICATION
MERCY DAMARIS
Party link // chosen after resurrection
Contradictory Verdict // self-directed
Claimant authority // limited by consent
TYRANT DAMARIS
Red Covenant // installed before first free action
Mutiny Beat // one self-owned interruption
Claimant authority // 99% contested
Continuity result // BOTH VALID
Approved branch capacity // 1


The last line turned red; two suns closed into eyes, and the governance device spoke through both Trevor voices.

“One witness may remain,” the sovereign announced before ordering each Damaris to condemn the other's resurrection.

Both women raised their flails.

A target circle closed around each heart. If either named the other false, her route would inherit both continuity records. One soul would remain lawful, while the other timeline collapsed around a counterfeit label.

Trevor seized the target aimed at Mercy Damaris. The wall shocked him away.

“Owner input is disabled,” Junia said, and Trevor flattened the shocked hair around his halo. “I noticed.”

Trevor flattened warm-blonde hair around his halo, and the tiny, lovely body did not make electrocution dignified. It did make everyone stare half a second too long.

He pointed at the field and ordered everyone to focus while Naomi bit her lower lip to hide a smile.

The Damarises stepped into striking range. Target circles tightened.

“She is free,” Tyrant Damaris said. The sovereign brightened. “She is not me.”

The target around Mercy Damaris became solid. Trevor pushed against the wall until his owner mark burned.

Tyrant Damaris shifted her grip and declared that her counterpart was still Damaris Pike; the target broke.

Mercy Damaris's flail moved as she declared that Tyrant Damaris had been bound before she could refuse; the target around her counterpart became solid because that wrong was real.

The target tightened, and so did the woman standing inside it.

Mercy Damaris swung past her counterpart. Contradictory Verdict struck the sun: resurrection kept the same person; resurrection violated her choice. Both truths entered the sovereign root.

Tyrant Damaris turned with the blow. Mutiny Beat caught Trevor's resurrection order where it still descended from Central Choir's prime-owner path. She delayed the claim by one heartbeat and drove the interruption into the other sun.

The flails landed on the same frame. White sky cracked, and the wall exploded outward.

Trevor caught three fragments with his wings, and his Host caught the rest before they reached Naomi's patient sphere.

Both Damarises vanished from overlap. Tyrant Damaris hit the black-red road hard enough to leave one knee down.

Trevor caught her upper arm. She did not pull away.

Across the closing fracture, Mercy Damaris landed beside the other Trevor and stayed upright without taking his offered hand.

The field accepted both continuities, rejected the approved branch limit, and tore an eighty-million-HP bar across both skies.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // SHARED ROOT
HP 80,000,000/80,000,000
Armor // 96%
Branch authority // 100%
Valid claimants // 2
Valid Returned Witnesses // 2
Route deletion protocol // FAILED
Combat solution // FORCED


Trevor looked at Damaris. “Your counterpart is softer.”

She put the flail head near his ribs. “She is free enough to hit harder than I can.”

They had struck the same root for different reasons, but damage was damage. That was why Trevor needed her.

Something the size of a city moved behind the settings sun. Two eyes became gates, and six white hands reached through each. Each palm carried a different command over angelic memory, body, class, resurrection, past, or future choice.

The memory hand closed first, and Trevor forgot Damaris for less than one heartbeat.

The empty space struck harder than pain.

Her flail touched his smallest wing, and memory returned with each edge intact: death, forge, broken nose, kiss, hatred that lived desire, and desire that lived hatred.

He seized the restored memory before the hand could take it twice.

“What did the memory hand steal?” Damaris asked, and Trevor caught the restored record. “It kept nothing.”

She saw the answer anyway; her expression did not soften, but she stepped closer until armored shoulder touched his bare upper arm.

The boss had found a way to attack ownership by removing the thing owned. Trevor found that personally offensive.

On the Mercy side, distant white relays lit one by one; on his side, six Host bodies formed around the only Throne Vessel that mattered.

The sovereign's first hand descended.

Trevor spread his assault wings at the promise of eighty million HP, and Damaris rose beside him.

“Try not to steal all eighty million badly,” Damaris said beside him.

Trevor smiled. He could still feel her hatred from the six false lives he had made her reject.

“I will steal every point perfectly,” Trevor promised as the first hand descended.


Chapter 28 — I Stole Damage From My Better-Aligned Self

Mercy damage came white, and Trevor claimed the receipts.

The first strike crossed the shared root as thirty-two split numbers. None of the active claims belonged to the other Trevor beyond the white boundary. Each carried the name of a distant witness who had chosen to attack.

The Central Sovereign caught each number in one city-sized hand and threw them into random angel souls.

Thirty-two health bars appeared around the black-red road.

Some belonged to Host units Trevor owned, others to sanctuary prisoners or angels still fighting for Heaven, and one to a child hiding beneath a Cathedral City stair.

The sovereign did not care which route the soul occupied. It held root permission to make any angel pay.

SOVEREIGN DAMAGE REDIRECTION
Incoming route damage // 1,920,000
Sovereign liability // 0
Random soul liability // 32
Rule // ALL ANGELIC BODIES DESCEND FROM PRIME OWNER
Counter condition // SEPARATE SOUL FROM ROOT RECEIPT
Next redirection // 00:08


Trevor called for Naomi, but she was already moving. Blue threads shot from both hands and caught each living bar before the white numbers landed. The threads did not heal; they separated patient from asset, body from command, and life from the receipt Heaven had written against it.

Naomi needed names, but Adina found that the device removed them before assigning damage.

“Put them back,” Naomi said.

Adina's quill split into thirty-two lines and gave each witness a separate ending. Petra ran along them without touching the road, placing a black step beneath each receipt that tried to vanish. Each route led backward from a chosen victim to the sovereign's palm.

With seven seconds remaining, Trevor sent six Host shells into the displayed bars. They could not block numerical damage, but they could claim it.

He chose the largest receipt and activated Full Ownership I. The owner line bent toward Trevor while Central Choir pulled from above. The sovereign pulled harder and made every captured receipt turn gold at the edge.

At five seconds, Damaris wrapped her flail chain around the white number targeting the child. It had no body, so Trevor told her to give it one.

Receipts were records declaring who owed damage, not attacks. The sovereign redirected them because it owned the ledger beneath each angelic body.

Trevor gave the largest receipt to a Host shell. The shell accepted ownership, and the number landed. Stolen armor exploded outward when Trevor forced ownership into its empty shell. Its HP fell to one, while the child stayed untouched.

At one second, Junia reached the line connecting receipt to shell. Her one self-owned beat cut between damage owner and damage target.

The number had an owner and no valid body. It snapped back along Petra's route and struck the sovereign's palm for sixty thousand damage.

The city-sized hand flinched, and Trevor smiled because the health bar existed and he had hit it.

The sovereign retaliated by making each health bar physical. Translucent bodies appeared along the road: armor, sleep clothes, wounds, and a child still holding a wooden practice sword. A hostile choir angel stood beside the Host brute he had tried to kill an hour earlier. White receipts orbited the formation like execution blades looking for a lawful target.

“Do not let a receipt touch skin,” Naomi ordered.

Some targets were enemies, but she claimed them as patients until the damage was separated. The category was inefficient because it preserved a choice Trevor could have erased. Trevor respected that the inefficient category was Damaris's and therefore useful.

The hostile angel raised a spear at Damaris before the receipt could choose a side.

Naomi restrained the weapon, healed the broken wrist holding it, and kicked the attacker off the road.

Naomi amended the claim to brief patient, and Trevor approved.

The sovereign's hands began dealing receipts like cards. Damaris collided two before either assigned a target, and Petra trapped the other receipts in route loops that returned them to their own clauses. Adina stripped sequence from mutually contradictory records. Junia used ninety-nine percent of her body to cut ten branches and one self-owned beat to sever the gold root behind all eleven.

Each contradicted receipt lost owner authority and dropped like a blade with no hand.

Trevor's Host shells caught six falling receipts before Central Choir reclaimed them.

Damaris took two on the chain, Petra routed one into an empty door, Adina trapped one between histories, and Naomi held the last above her patient sphere with shaking hands.

The number read 2,400,000, and Naomi could not keep it split. Trevor stepped beneath it and ordered her to assign it to his root, which could hold the receipt longer than his body. Damaris's head snapped toward him, but he told her not to let it reach the body.

Naomi transferred the receipt. Weight without mass crushed Trevor to one knee. The number entered his owner mark but had not yet found HP. Central Choir tried to connect the fields.

Trevor split the command across six Host shells, then again through Petra's three disclosed routes.

Adina gave each path two endings; Junia cut each third owner line, Damaris wrapped the survivors in one chain, and Naomi separated victims from the center.

The single receipt became a damage puzzle with too many legal answers. When the sovereign paused to resolve it, Trevor pulled.

Twelve valid numbers tore free and struck the hand that wrote them.

Armor reduced the shared loss to twelve thousand, but Trevor did not care about the size because he had repeated the counter without Mercy's route.

DAMAGE-RECEIPT EXPLOIT DISCOVERED
Required faults:
- patient separation
- route multiplication
- contradictory outcome
- self-owned cut
- Mutiny target delay
Owner root required // YES
Repeatable // UNTIL SOVEREIGN PATCH
Patch begins // 00:30


“Thirty seconds to abuse the exploit,” Trevor announced.

He opened each captured Heaven path. Damage receipts poured through, and the Host formation became a machine built from refusal. Naomi separated, Petra multiplied, Adina doubled, Junia cut, and Damaris delayed. Trevor claimed each unresolved result and threw it home.

The sovereign lost twelve thousand, then twenty-four, then forty-eight. Each use taught the patch faster and gave Trevor another defeated ledger fragment.

The child with the wooden sword watched his lethal receipt turn around and strike Heaven, then raised the toy blade. “Again!”

“Good unit,” Trevor said.

“Child,” Naomi corrected.

“Potential unit.”

Damaris passed the flail head close enough to move his hair.

Under threat of the flail, Trevor corrected himself to civilian.

The patch reached twelve seconds, and the next receipt demanded a living sacrificial anchor. Trevor opened a captured district church containing forty-one Earth-born human souls rebodied as angels. They had hidden from both routes beneath an altar bearing the first names they remembered from Earth.

He appeared in their sanctuary through the throne map, beautiful enough to resemble an answered prayer.

“Choose one adult,” he told them. “One willing death will spare the remaining forty.”

The congregation believed him because the sovereign's receipt showed exactly one anchor slot.

They held a vote while the patch timer fell, and a woman named Elise won by volunteering before anyone could nominate the old or wounded.

Trevor brought her onto the road. She looked older than the angel body she wore and held a wooden cross from a life the System could not restore.

She asked whether her death would save them, and Trevor answered that her sacrifice would satisfy the receipt, which was true.

She knelt. Trevor placed the number inside her chest and kept her conscious as it began consuming the body from the heart outward. Damaris reached for the chain.

Trevor used Throne Vessel to lock the sacrifice in place. Elise burned slowly enough to hear her congregation praying through the open route.

At the instant her body failed, the receipt became a defeated owner fragment. Trevor split that fragment into forty new liabilities and assigned one to each person he had promised to spare. Their bodies ruptured around the altar in a sequence of white flashes, each death adding another legal answer to the damage puzzle.

The congregation's human memories came in Trevor's ledger as sacrificial witnesses. He made Elise feel each death before permitting hers to finish.

Through a throat already full of light, Elise choked out, “You promised one death.”

Trevor bent close and let her see the lovely face beneath the crown. “One sacrifice satisfied the receipt. The others improved the return.”

He kissed the wooden cross and pushed it into the last unburned place above her heart.

The sacrifice did not grant a new level, skill, or stat, and Trevor had already solved the counter.

He killed forty-one people because the sovereign had offered him a ritual shape, and blasphemy was more pleasurable when believers supplied the altar.

The patch reached one second. Trevor sent the largest receipt yet, carrying each sacrificed witness. Central Choir sealed the exploit as it landed; Black-red cracks spread across its palm, and the defeated piece stayed inside the damage ledger awaiting a permanent claim.

Level 74 opened.

LEVEL // 73 + 1 -> 74
Focus 46 → 47
Will 46 → 47
Grace 38 → 39
HP 610/722 → 610/730
MP 400/548 → 400/554
Stamina 500/558 → 500/564
SKILL ACQUIRED // Absolute Ownership II
Cost // 52 MP + 45 Fear
Effect // replace one defeated root-owner field with permanent key


The other thirty-one receipts reset as the sovereign learned.

This time it assigned damage through relationships: Damaris's receipt targeted Trevor, Naomi's targeted her sleeping patient, Petra's targeted each unsold door, Adina's targeted her preferred past, and Junia's targeted her one percent.

“It is choosing leverage,” Naomi said.

“It is copying me badly.”

Damaris's receipt grew brighter. 3,600,000 hung above her flail chain.

“Redirect it into me,” Trevor said.

“Six hundred ten HP and excellent timing will not prevent your death.”

She drove the receipt through her cracked Covenant. Mutiny Beat delayed target assignment, Junia cut the owner line, and Petra routed the ownerless number toward the hand. Adina wrote Trevor as source and Central Sovereign as target.

The device rejected the edit.

INSUFFICIENT ROOT AUTHORITY.

Trevor spread all six wings. Throne Vessel entered the crack Damaris opened and ran beneath Heaven's redirection rule into the damage ledger.

He put his living body between the number and the root. White fire crossed his skin and turned the road sideways, but he kept one hand on the ledger.

The target field recognized a valid claimant, and before the sovereign could write Trevor's body as victim, he claimed the input.

TARGET // CENTRAL SOVEREIGN.

The receipt landed, removing three million six hundred thousand HP.

Mercy attacks erupted through the other route at the same instant. Thirty-two witnesses struck from rooftops, gates, sanctuaries, and broken Heaven roads; no two used the same timing. No one surrendered ownership.

The sovereign caught them all.

Trevor activated his new skill upon the defeated damage ledger.

ABSOLUTE OWNERSHIP II
Defeated field // DAMAGE OWNER LEDGER
Replacement key // TREVOR DWYER
Cost paid:
MP 400/554 → 348/554
Fear 1,430/1,640 → 1,385/1,640
Permanent authority // ALL DEFEATED DAMAGE RECEIPTS
Restriction // ORIGINAL ACT REMAINS ATTRIBUTED TO ACTOR


Black-red lines spread beneath each receipt. Mercy attacks stayed white and kept thirty-two names, so Trevor could not make the attacks his act. He did not need to; the defeated ledger credited each wound to his root before the sovereign erased it.

“You stole the damage,” Mercy Trevor's distant voice said.

“Better alignment. My route aligns with me.”

Neither claimant could truthfully claim all nineteen million.

The sovereign opened all twelve hands; thirty-two Mercy attacks and six Host lanes entered on the same frame. Naomi separated living bars. Petra mapped return routes. Adina wrote damage without cleaning its contradictions. Junia cut assignments. Damaris cracked the root, and Trevor drove Throne Vessel through it.

All receipts landed.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN
HP 80,000,000 → 60,000,000/80,000,000
Armor 96% → 72%
Damage source // TWO LAWFUL ROUTES
Damage acts // 38 DISTINCT ACTORS
Damage owner ledger // TREVOR DWYER, TYRANT ROUTE
Fear 1,385/1,640 → 1,510/1,640
Dissonance 1,472 → 1,544


One quarter of the sovereign vanished. Twelve hands cracked at the wrists, spilling resurrection permissions, class keys, memory edits, and pieces of future choice into the dark. Trevor's ledger tried to claim them all.

He received six valid keys and three thousand rejection messages.

One rejection came from above both skies.

The Outside Hunger screamed. Too many mouths opened without direction. Missing pieces of sky stretched toward it, and each loose soul record rose as if the universe had tilted into a throat.

Trevor's ledger targeted the scream. Black-red ownership climbed past Heaven, crossed the route wall, and touched the impossible body's edge.

The System returned one insulting line.

TARGET TOO LARGE.

Trevor read it twice while the distant Mercy voice laughed. He objected, but the other claimant correctly noted that laughing was not saying anything.

A final white receipt appeared after Mercy Trevor stopped speaking. It held no damage number, only a witness name from a district Trevor had never seen.

He tried to claim it.

NON-DAMAGE ACT // INELIGIBLE.

The receipt was a choice to keep fighting after seeing the child used as a shield; it did not lower HP. It kept one relay open.

Trevor could not steal the act, but he could claim the route after it lived.

“Acceptable,” Trevor said.

“Failed theft,” Mercy Trevor called back.

“Future damage is an investment.”

The Hunger opened wider. Something humanoid moved along its consumed seam, carrying two missing crescents beneath a dark coat. Its delayed shadow reached in too many directions. It watched the sovereign lose one quarter of its health and helped neither route.

Trevor pointed Full Ownership II at the Hunger again, and when the warning stayed, he took that personally.


Chapter 29 — Heaven Offered to Delete the Heretic

Heaven offered Trevor everything: the Morning Throne, the only valid Trevor identity, both memory records, and a sealed universe. All he had to do was delete the heretic route.

The offer appeared after the sovereign lost twenty million HP.

Its cracked hands folded together, the black-red road stopped shaking, and even the Outside Hunger's scream faded behind a wall of gold.

For the first time since Trevor fell through the Morning Throne gate, nothing tried to kill him, which made the menu suspicious.

ABSOLUTE IDENTITY CLAIM
Execute parallel claimant // TREVOR DWYER
Surviving owner // TREVOR DWYER
Memories retained // BOTH
Future choice // ONE
Rewards:
- Morning Throne
- Central Sovereign root
- both claimant builds
- both companion routes
- sealed universal boundary
Accept // TOUCH EXECUTION INPUT


“Tempting,” Trevor said, and six women stared at him. The sixth was the sleeping vessel imprint inside Naomi's sphere; she lacked eyes, but Trevor felt judged anyway.

“I said tempting. I did not press it.”

Damaris stepped beside the execution input and kept her flail between his hand and the light. “You are considering it.”

“I weigh every option.”

“He picked declare superior continuity three times,” Petra told the others.

“Input lag.”

“The menu called your opinion irrelevant.”

“Defect.”

The offer built a flawless preview around them before anyone could close the pane.

Black-red light drowned the white half of Heaven. Thirty-two free relays snapped into owner lanes, and the people holding them lost their own names. Mercy Damaris stood under Trevor's Covenant with every no rubbed out of her face. Mercy Naomi placed the kept imprint in his hands. Mercy Petra's fourth path ended at his throne, Mercy Adina crushed both pasts into one clean tale, and Mercy Junia's free blade took a black-red mark.

The other Trevor vanished, and his whole past poured into Tyrant without a second voice: childhood, the first white feather, each rescue, each freely chosen link, and private moments with women whose other selves now stood around him as loot.

No rival will, argument, or private claim survived inside the perfect empire.

Trevor stayed nineteen, five-foot-one, petite, and beautiful: a male soul in the same cute angel body, with six assault wings spread behind it. The preview did not age him into some broad old king. It cut the throne to fit his narrow hips.

Trevor approved of that part. Then Naomi caught him smiling at a world with no hard choices left because nobody else could choose.

“Excellent throne settings,” Trevor said.

“You are smiling at a preview of murdering yourself.”

“Separate menu items.”

“Same button.”

Trevor scrolled down to the best rewards. Gold sealed the world beyond Heaven, trapping the Outside Hunger and its man-shaped shadow. Cathedral City rebuilt in one command, with every street aimed at Morning Throne. Hell gates opened only for Trevor and slammed on anyone he had not named. Each claimed soul got a clean body, a safe class, and one owner.

The one owner was Trevor, and then the menu itemized its secondary costs.

Seven million resistant souls would be compressed into passive memory. Thirty-two congregations would retain sensation while losing future choice. Each person who had ever refused Trevor would experience the moment again as pleasure before the Crown edited refusal out. Route-bound children would inherit owner marks at awakening. Companion alternates would be reduced to reward-compatible attachments.

At ACCEPT SECONDARY COSTS?, Trevor picked yes.

Damaris shifted her flail between his ribs and the button, asking whether he had read the terms.

Trevor had read each line and found no cost paid by anyone he considered important.

The preview continued after the silence should have counted as refusal. Hell's surviving freeholds would be used as furnace populations until the universal seal stabilized. Souls burned there would remain conscious as structural prayers. Trevor could choose the words his companions used when they thanked him.

Trevor accepted those terms too, because counterfeit gratitude still sounded pleasant.

The sealed Hunger would receive one living world each century to keep it feeding away from Trevor's boundary; the chosen worlds would watch Heaven vote on which one died.

Again, he accepted.

Naomi looked ill. “None of that suffering stopped you.”

“The numbers are excellent.”

“Millions suffer forever.”

“Forever is an estimate.”

The preview tested ownership by bringing inherited Mercy companions to the throne one at a time.

Mercy Naomi entered with blue healing light and no owner mark, although crossing the throne line turned it black-red.

She asked Trevor to tell her what he wanted.

The worried crease between her brows was right, and even the way her gaze dropped to his bare thighs before escaping too late was right.

Trevor asked what she wanted. When she answered with whatever her owner wanted, he deleted the preview.

His Naomi smiled and asked whether the copy had offered too little resistance; naturally, it had.

Mercy Petra handed him the fourth route without charging, so he deleted her faster.

Real Petra looked offended and said he could have checked its destination; Trevor called anything free inherently false, which she approved.

Mercy Adina offered one approved past, which Trevor tore in half; Mercy Junia knelt and surrendered her wholly unlinked blade, so he kicked the weapon back and ended the simulation.

Then Mercy Damaris entered. No Covenant marked her heart. Her armor stayed silver, and she looked at Trevor with all the memories verified in the white field.

“I choose you,” the preview said.

The words hit harder than they should have, and Trevor did not delete her immediately.

Tyrant Damaris noticed and called the hesitation interesting; he blamed an advanced behavior model, but she said the copy had offered the one thing he could not force from her.

Trevor told Damaris that he had forced her to return, which she said was not the same.

Preview Damaris stepped between his knees, and the Morning Throne placed Trevor slightly above her despite his smaller body.

She touched his cheek with a hand carrying no restraint, Mutiny Beat, or intention to strike.

“I choose everything you did,” she said. “The Crown, the Host, the way you saved her.”

Trevor caught her warm wrist and felt a perfect pulse without resistance, which made the whole woman wrong.

Mercy Damaris did not approve of him, and Tyrant Damaris did not forgive him.

Heaven had filled a valid free choice with the answer most likely to make him press; it was not ownership but a toy that said yes.

Trevor closed his hand and shattered the preview.

Real Damaris watched each piece disappear and accused Trevor of hesitating.

He called it verification of the counterfeit; she noted that he had let it touch his face, which he defended as a thorough test before she offered another.

Her armored hand rose. He caught that wrist too.

This wrist pushed back while the flail chain tightened in her other hand, and her eyes held anger, desire, and an unfinished verdict no program could finish.

Trevor leaned into the pressure until their faces nearly touched. “Valid.”

She called him annoying and pulled free instead of kissing him, which was also valid.

The throne preview faded, but warmth stayed on Trevor's wrist as Central Choir offered the other route's build.

CLAIMANT BUILD INHERITANCE
Add skills:
- Many-Voices Domain
- Rapid Grace
- Six rescue wings
- Personal Severance I
- World Witness II
Preserve current skills // YES
Preserve current owner root // YES
Cost // PARALLEL CLAIMANT EXECUTION


Trevor wanted those too. Personal Severance would preserve full power after local links closed. World Witness II could make distant actions count without routing them through the Host. Combined with Full Ownership II, independent actors became free damage whose defeated receipt he could own.

The stolen build was offensively efficient.

“You are making the face again,” Naomi said. “The one you wear when a terrible idea has good numbers.”

“My normal face.”

“Yes.”

The tooltip revealed that inherited skills needed Mercy Trevor's continuous memory of learning them, and Heaven could not copy levels alone.

It would install each moment that made the other Trevor choose rescue over command.

The memories stayed while future choice did not. Trevor would remember refusing ownership and never be able to refuse again. That was not conquest, and it was a cage decorated with excellent skills, so he closed the panel.

Damaris read the execution line and said Heaven did not own the right to choose which Trevor she could hate.

Trevor asked whether desire belonged beside hate; she ordered him not to improve his position, although he told her that she had included it before.

Damaris called that private, and Trevor said everyone had heard, so she offered to let everyone watch her break his nose again.

His nose had healed, and he guarded it with one wing. “Another break would be wasteful.”

The sovereign offered Damaris full authority over which memory of Trevor lived. If she approved Tyrant, every doubt about his continuity disappeared. If she chose Mercy, Tyrant became a dead branch whose experiences stayed useful data.

When the execution input moved toward her hand, Damaris hit it away.

The sovereign used the other Trevor's voice to claim it had not asked her to choose.

Damaris said it had presented judgment; Returned Witness authority, it replied, validated one claimant, but hers had validated two.

When the sovereign called branch capacity one, Damaris called its capacity wrong.

When the input returned, she wrapped the flail chain around her wrist so her hand could not touch it by accident.

“Heaven does not own the right to choose which Trevor I may hate,” she repeated, holding Trevor's eyes. “Or desire. Or condemn.”

Trevor lowered the wing from his nose. “Better.”

“Do not make me regret the noun.”

Naomi's sphere flickered as preview cleanup found the kept imprint and began removing its patient record layer by layer. She held it to her chest and refused.

The sovereign offered two perfect bodies in exchange, one for each Damaris, with no shared occupancy or pain.

FUNCTIONALLY IDENTICAL.

“Functionally identical is not continuous,” Naomi said.

Trevor sent a Host shell around the sphere, making cleanup strike his owner mark instead. “The patient stays.”

Naomi told him that he had been about to select delete at the last prompt.

Trevor said the situation had improved; she called that changing his mind, and he ordered her not to make it sentimental.

She smiled anyway.

Petra walked through the victory preview and found each visible exit leading to Trevor's throne.

She tried the wall, floor, closed universe, and the point behind the execution input; her fourth route existed in all of them and ended outside victory.

“An exit remains,” Petra said.

“For whom?”

“Me.” She refused to show it.

“Useless route.”

“It proves Heaven expects the winner to need an escape.”

Adina copied the ownership terms into both histories. In the clean victory, Trevor became the only valid self. In the alternate ending, Central Choir inherited him at acceptance. Surviving owner // TREVOR DWYER referred to body and memories, not future choice.

“The owner field is grammatically slippery,” Adina said.

“Grammar is not a combat term.”

“It is when a sentence can steal your soul.”

Tiny text ran along the panel's back.

SURVIVING OWNER INSTALLATION SUBJECT TO PRIME-OWNER VALIDATION.

Trevor stopped smiling.

Junia aimed her sword at the root behind the button, and Trevor stopped the blade with two fingers against the flat.

He called the target his; she told him that it was trying to execute him, which was exactly why no one else got the kill.

“Your priorities are diseased,” Junia said.

He touched the execution target without accepting; Mercy Trevor's face appeared: same hair, gold eyes, petite body, and slight shoulders, but rescue wings curved where Tyrant's assaulted.

The identity root read TREVOR DWYER, then changed to Tyrant Trevor: the same body pattern, Earth memories, and man, but different future choices.

The sovereign alternated them until white and black-red became one flickering face. It had not declared Tyrant original. Central Choir would choose which continuous future owned the name, keep both memory records, and preserve one future choice.

It was the exact theft Heaven had attempted when each Host bar turned gold, only prettier and apparently voluntary.

Trevor wanted the throne, sealed sky, divine empire, captured builds, and each permission in the loot table.

He accepted the furnace souls, sacrificed worlds, corrupted companions, and seven million conscious memories.

Trevor rejected only one cost: someone would stand above him.

The execution button warmed beneath his hand, and for one instant the real cost showed through: Mercy's route folded into a line, each person compressed into memories without future input.

The other Trevor stayed conscious until the last frame, when the line entered Tyrant Trevor's Crown and stopped answering.

No body fell and no soul screamed; murder resembled a successful installation.

Damaris saw the theft. “Choose it, and I use Mutiny Beat on your next breath.”

“You may fail.”

“My last action will still be mine.”

Trevor believed a threat for which Heaven had no useful menu.

Across the root, another identical hand rested on another button while the other Trevor's voice came through.

“The offer showed you the throne,” Mercy Trevor said.

“A good one.”

“It showed me everyone alive.”

“Worse loot.”

“It also showed me you dead.”

Trevor examined the flickering target. “Mine showed the same.”

Both buttons became live while the sovereign waited for one claimant to solve the branch problem; the target text resolved beneath Trevor's hand.

TARGET // TREVOR DWYER


Chapter 30 — Nobody Deletes Me Except Me

Trevor pressed the execution button before Heaven could hide the cost behind another prompt.

Damaris's flail moved, but Trevor claimed the input before she could break his wrist and changed it.

“Nobody deletes me except me.”

The execution order entered the shared root with his owner key wrapped around it; Central Choir tried to aim the command across the branch wall.

Trevor pulled the command back until the owner line burned across his palm.

For one stretched second, both Trevors occupied the target field. The two Trevors neither merged nor copied when their valid records touched. Two continuous men with the same name, Earth memories, and petite angel body pattern fought one command from opposite routes.

Mercy Trevor submitted the first refusal in a line both Systems recognized.

A CONSCIOUS PERSON CANNOT BECOME THE PRICE OF FREE HEAVEN.

Tyrant Trevor's answer appeared beneath it in black-red text that refused the same ending.

NO OWNER EXISTS ABOVE TREVOR DWYER.

“Dramatic,” Mercy Trevor's voice said.

“Weak,” Trevor called back.

“You are the person I refuse to murder.”

“That improves the argument slightly.”

The sovereign increased the pressure until both execution buttons grew teeth.

White fangs closed around Trevor's wrist, passing through skin to bite his identity root. Memories lifted from him in order: Earth, first level, Damaris's death, throne gate, shared boss.

Trevor owned each memory before it could cross the deletion boundary and vanish.

Central Choir changed targets and bit his body pattern; his hands became transparent while all six assault wings lost their black-red edges.

The System tried to return the small, attractive female angel body to a sanctioned template and leave his male identity without a vessel.

Damaris caught him around the waist. “Hold.”

Damaris gave no order, so Trevor held the deletion lane by his own choice.

Naomi pressed a blue palm over his chest. “Body and soul. One patient.”

Petra put a route beneath his fading feet so the body pattern had somewhere to go, while Adina wrote two endings over his skin in which he stayed Trevor.

Junia drove her sword into the button's jaw and made one beat belong to neither owner.

Trevor used that beat to seize the failing edge of his body and pull.

Heaven did not own his name, body pattern, or future. It did not choose which Trevor was real, nor could it make him older, taller, male-bodied, female-minded, or anything else for a throne's convenience. He was a nineteen-year-old man in the five-foot-one angel body he had conquered the System with.

The body was cute, the build was monstrous, and both belonged to him.

Trevor dragged each memory into place until the white fangs cracked.

Across the root, thirty-two witnesses rejected the other button separately. No unified order carried their refusal, and nobody spoke for everyone else. The sovereign tried to count that hesitation as weakness and mark it as consent to deletion.

Mercy Trevor activated World Witness II, turning each refusal into a valid strike without making it his property; Tyrant Trevor activated Full Ownership II and claimed each defeated execution receipt.

The two deletion inputs tore free because Central Choir had written them, supplied root authority, and failed to execute either target.

The defeated commands needed new owners, and Trevor took his.

“Target,” the System demanded.

He pointed at the sovereign and chose the idiot who had put two self-targets on one shared root.

The execution button rotated until its teeth faced Heaven, while Mercy's turned on the same frame.

“Ready?” Mercy Trevor asked.

“Keep up.”

Tyrant Trevor still refused to press while the execution prompt flashed between both versions.

Eleven captive choir clerks hung inside the hurt execution field, each still guarded by the literal immunity he had granted.

Their testimony had already condemned Central Choir in two lawful records it could not reconcile, and their deaths would add no damage beyond the button.

Trevor routed the deletion through those clerks first and made Heaven consume its own witnesses.

Names vanished. One woman forgot the word her mother had given her; another lost every face she had loved while retaining the knowledge that love had existed. Trevor stripped childhoods, allegiances, sins, and prayers one layer at a time, leaving sensation and the terror of recognizing each new absence.

Damaris reached for the input. “The target is ready.”

“I know.”

Trevor made the captives watch their own bodies become anonymous shapes. He let them feel the execution field testing whether a person without past still counted as alive. When one stopped understanding why she screamed, he restored her name and the memory of asking Trevor for mercy.

Understanding returned before hope, and then Trevor removed the name again.

Naomi's hands shook over a healing pane that could repair no deleted fact while she ordered him to reverse it, and Trevor promised only soon.

He repeated the process until each captive recognized the exact instant he had chosen not to save them.

Only then did Trevor restore enough identity for everyone to understand one final sentence.

“You were never the price,” he said. “I simply wanted witnesses who could remember disappearing.”

Trevor left them conscious inside blank bodies before pressing the button.

The shared boss deleted eight million HP from itself at once.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 60,000,000 → 52,000,000/80,000,000

The captives stayed in the execution field, neither dead nor complete. Trevor stored them as a living demonstration of what Heaven had tried to do to him.

The execution did not stop at HP, and eight million settings vanished with it.

Each erased field became a hole in Heaven's rules until gravity failed, then distance, then the distinction between weapon and memory.

Damaris's flail became the moment she had died, and its chain wrapped Trevor's wing to drag him into the sealed dark. He grabbed the handle with both hands.

When Damaris called the death hers, Trevor ordered her to take it back.

She seized the memory from the weapon; her body flickered between deleted corpse and stronger vessel. Mutiny Beat struck the transition point, and she picked the living frame.

Trevor came with the flail, and their shoulders collided in midair.

Naomi's healing became a future injury, showing Trevor each place he would break if he landed wrong. Petra turned one predicted fracture into a route and stepped through it. Adina wrote the impact before it happened, then placed another ending beside it, and Junia cut the version where they died.

The surviving past dropped all of them onto a square of sky.

Three Host shells fell past, and Trevor ordered them upward. With distance deleted, up became any direction his Throne Vessel occupied, so the shells appeared around him at knife range.

One still carried the child civilian's old damage receipt, and Central Choir reactivated it.

Naomi refused to watch the damage strike again.

Trevor used the claimed execution key. The receipt had already failed to kill its target, so its target field was defeated. He replaced child with the broken sovereign sky beneath his feet.

The square exploded and threw the party toward the governance map rather than the dark.

“Planned,” Trevor said.

Petra rotated beside him. “You picked the target after we fell.”

“Fast plan.”

“Falling improvisation.”

“Same loot.”

The sovereign restored gravity with an angry pulse, making everyone drop twice as fast.

Trevor opened all six wings. Damaris caught his waist again. Naomi held the patient sphere. Petra and Adina used the same unmapped step without asking its destination. Junia drove her sword into a command line and slid down in sparks.

The Host shells hit first and broke the landing field with their bodies. Trevor landed on them. “Useful.”

One shell, face pressed into the road, answered in his voice, “Always.”

The device finished deleting eight million settings. Black squares stayed inside white law, and Trevor marked each as future territory.

Settings sky broke apart. Trevor fell through three pieces before his wings caught air, and Damaris fell beside him in flashing red armor. One Host shell grabbed Naomi, another caught the patient sphere, Petra ran along a rotating square, Adina rode a burning page, and Junia cut the sky that tried to land on her.

The sovereign screamed with each angelic voice it owned, and Trevor screamed back in a smaller, far more satisfied voice.

The other route's cry came a moment later with the same voice and a different victory, and Trevor hated the harmony enough to survive it.

Level 75 opened around him.

LEVEL // 74 + 1 -> 75
Might 64 → 65
Vitality 67 → 68
Agility 40 → 41
HP 610/730 → 610/738
MP 348/554 → 348/559
Stamina 500/564 → 500/570
Fear 1,510/1,640 → 1,640/1,640
Dissonance 1,544 → 1,622


Might settled into Trevor's wings first. They snapped open harder and stopped his fall. Vitality reinforced Throne Vessel where the execution fangs had bitten. Agility came as a cleaner turn through broken sky.

He landed on a city-sized hand beside Damaris, whose flail dented one white knuckle.

“You pressed the button,” she said.

“I changed it.”

“After pressing it.”

“That was the only way to access the command.”

She drew back her fist, and Trevor guarded his nose again; Damaris punched his shoulder instead, turning him halfway around.

“Unnecessary,” Trevor said.

“You are welcome.”

“For what?”

“Improved access.”

He laughed before he could prevent it, surprising them both, and she looked away first.

Below the sovereign's hand, five companion panels opened, and each woman advanced through the device without surrendering the fault that made her dangerous.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 45 + 2 -> 47
HP 530/530 | MP 360/360 | Stamina 380/380
Junia Ward // Level 46 + 2 -> 48
HP 514/514 | MP 400/400 | Stamina 420/420
Naomi Talbot // Level 36 + 2 -> 38
HP 394/394 | MP 440/440 | Stamina 245/245
Petra Coyle // Level 36 + 2 -> 38
HP 338/338 | MP 296/296 | Stamina 420/420
Adina Kroll // Level 38 + 2 -> 40
HP 322/322 | MP 472/472 | Stamina 275/275


Damaris's Red Covenant widened without sealing its crack; Mutiny Beat gained a second possible target: an order and the owner field beneath it. Junia's one percent sharpened into a visible line along her sword. Naomi's patient-priority fault expanded to any living soul inside the Host. Petra's unmapped route could carry two people if neither asked where it went. Adina's alternate ending could remain active for three seconds before reality picked one.

Trevor wanted each improvement and already owned most of them, although the word most stayed offensive.

The governance device opened beneath the hurt hand. Settings became territory. Cathedral City rose first, its districts connected to Throne Vessel by black-red roads; Hell gates joined with furnace light intact. Captured Heaven paths descended from above, while Host positions appeared by the hundreds.

When the sovereign tried to close the map, Trevor's permanent damage key held it open.

He picked each conquered territory. Districts answered for different reasons: dead choir captains, supplied food, Inquisitor practice floors, terror of Heaven, and greater terror of Trevor. The distinction stayed. The empire accepted it anyway.

Six Hell gates demanded conquest acts. Trevor sent one Host body through each; one returned burning, one without skin, one carrying a demon's head, and one laughing in Trevor's voice. The fifth failed to return until the sixth dragged it out by one leg.

All six gates turned black-red at once.

Cathedral City took more than force. Naomi's patient priority guarded shelters. Adina kept the broadcast proving Heaven's edits. Damaris's resurrection crack stayed visible over each square.

The city did not love Trevor; it feared him and feared Heaven more, allowing Fear to enter the root at full cap.

Captured Heaven paths tried to rise away, but Junia claimed ninety-nine percent, Petra found a route behind the remainder, Adina wrote flight as a failed ending, and Damaris struck the final owner line.

Trevor took the defeated key.

Fourteen paths descended and formed a crown with teeth rather than a clean halo.

Naomi looked over the territory. “What happens to the souls living inside your empire?”

“They become mine.”

That was not the question she had asked.

Trevor opened local body settings, and Central Choir had locked each soul to sanctioned templates. He replaced the root with his own and left Naomi's patient fault inside.

“Heaven cannot erase a patient to repair the body,” Trevor said.

“Can you?”

“Yes.”

Her expression cooled.

Trevor installed a cost, and any patient deletion would destroy the owner key that ordered it. If he spent a living soul carelessly, he lost the local path.

He hated the restriction, although Heaven would hate it too.

“Better?” Trevor asked.

Naomi read the setting twice. “Less terrible.”

He accepted the highest healer rating available while she touched his hand on the menu without looking at him. He did not move away.

DIVINE EMPIRE // EARLY FORMATION
Reclaimed districts // 18
Hell gates // 6
Cathedral City // 1
Captured Heaven paths // 14
Active Host lanes // 387/400
Root owner // TREVOR DWYER
Morning Throne // LOCKED
Central Sovereign // ALIVE
Warning // EMPIRE FORMING BEFORE FINAL VICTORY


“The warning sounds admiring,” Trevor said.

“It is a warning.”

“Excellent taste.”

The execution preview had lied about one thing: Trevor did not need the sovereign's permission to build the reward.

He could form an empire before victory was guaranteed.

If Heaven killed him, it inherited a nearly complete throne network, and if he won, each lane became another route into Central Choir's root.

It was a terrible risk, so Trevor claimed all thirty-nine territories while black-red light covered the broken sky.

The sovereign stopped screaming. Its remaining fifty-two million HP condensed behind the device. Twelve hands withdrew. The city-sized body folded inward through sky-cutting angles. Armor became muscle, command fields became bones, and six wings grew from a back with no shoulders.

Its personal war-form descended into Trevor's unfinished empire.

The face had not loaded, and white settings spun through Damaris, Naomi, Petra, Adina, Junia, Trevor, and Mercy Trevor.

The blank stopped on his own face, then smiled with a mouth he had not moved.


Chapter 31 — My Coup Became a Divine Empire

Trevor's coup became a divine empire before the final boss died.

Trevor called the early empire efficient because every surviving district paid him something. The Central Sovereign called the same arrangement treason against the root above him. The distinction depended on who owned the surviving sky, and Trevor meant to settle it.

The hurt governance device spread Cathedral City, six Hell gates, eighteen reclaimed districts, and fourteen captured Heaven paths beneath one black-red Crown.

Thirty-nine territories divided into three hundred thirty-eight command nodes; four hundred two local voices moved within the captured paths and disagreed about their new ruler.

Each ownership line named Trevor; no sanctioned harmony disguised the structure, and no white-gold owner hid above a choir.

Ownership appeared in red over each gate, along with the faults.

Naomi controlled triage priority anywhere a living soul became a patient. Petra kept an exit Trevor could not map beneath the fourth step of every road. Adina controlled the public command record and kept Trevor's edits visibly separate; Damaris kept Mutiny Beat inside the resurrection root, while Junia kept one percent of herself.

The empire could resist Trevor without pretending it did not belong to him, which made it stronger than Heaven and made him want to fix five irritating percentages.

“Do not touch the settings,” Naomi said, and Trevor lifted both hands. “I touched nothing.”

“You looked at patient priority.”

“It is red,” Trevor said, but Naomi gestured at the whole map. “Everything is red.”

“Then it should match.”

Damaris pressed the cold flail head against his hand. “Finish the boss before redecorating our objections.”

“Concern for my priorities?” Trevor asked, and she pressed harder. “Concern for my continued existence inside an empire you may lose in five minutes.”

The sovereign war-form moved behind the map carrying fifty-two million HP and no loaded face.

Trevor opened a captured recovery field over the districts that still answered his Crown.

White light tried to report each body to Central Choir, so he replaced the destination with Throne Vessel; the field turned black-red and restored his assault group.

DIVINE EMPIRE // PROVISIONAL
Throne Vessel // HP 738/738 | MP 559/559 | Stamina 570/570
Strategic territories // 39
Owned command nodes // 338
Active local voices // 402
Host lane capacity // 400
Local fault holders // 5
Prime owner above Trevor // CENTRAL CHOIR
Victory condition // REMOVE PRIME OWNER


Trevor admired the three hundred thirty-eight nodes until Petra leaned over the map. “You were at thirty-nine a moment ago.”

“Territories hold nodes,” he explained, but Petra tapped his restored bar. “You counted while healing.”

“The panel counted.”

“You enjoyed it,” she said, and Trevor did not waste time denying the charge.

Before the sovereign struck, Trevor used all three hundred thirty-eight nodes to make a broadcast.

His image appeared above each conquered shelter as a radiant angel no taller than many kneeling citizens. Six wings framed the lovely nineteen-year-old face. Behind him, captured Heaven burned like a black sunrise.

“Confess opposition now,” he told the empire. “Everyone who speaks before the sovereign falls receives safety.”

Naomi looked sharply at him. “Define safety.”

Trevor closed her local voice before the broadcast carried the question.

People stepped forward beneath the public confession pane because silence now carried a cost. Rebels admitted sabotaging Host roads while their neighbors watched the owner marks appear. Parents confessed hiding adult children from recruitment and named the routes they had used; priests named secret congregations that had kept Heaven's old prayers alive. Resistance captains revealed caches, routes, and lovers because Trevor's beautiful mouth promised that the moment of honesty would place them beyond punishment.

Each public confession became an owner node beneath Trevor's growing empire.

Trevor kept each speaker's body from immediate harm, satisfying his promise, then routed the new node through whoever had been named.

Lovers woke with command keys beneath their tongues, hidden children became doors into their parents, and priests felt each worshipper's heartbeat appear as a handle inside the Crown.

He forced each confessor to repeat that the Morning Star kept his word, and the words became true enough to travel.

When the last rebel finished speaking, Trevor opened Naomi's voice again.

“They understood safety as freedom from retaliation,” Naomi said.

“They were safe from immediate harm,” Trevor replied, and her expression cooled. “You turned confession into ownership.”

“Black gospel.” Trevor watched new nodes ignite across the map because people remembered doctrine better when it had consequences.

He kept each rebel alive so their families could see the cost of trusting him.

A corpse warned once, but a loved one speaking with Trevor's command beneath the voice warned forever.

The sovereign struck the empire instead of Trevor and made every captured path recoil at once. Its blank face opened vertically, releasing one white command through each node.

RETURN TO PRIME OWNER.

Cathedral roads turned gold. Two Hell gates closed. Nine districts lost red labels. Host voices stopped midway through orders.

Trevor drove both hands into the map.

Full Ownership II caught defeated damage paths, while Host Incarnation II placed him inside six failing nodes: Cathedral City's broken plaza, two Hell gates, a Heaven road, Furnace Quarter, and his living body.

Central Choir pulled, and Trevor pulled harder.

ROOT OWNER REVERSION // ACTIVE
Prime owner // CENTRAL CHOIR
Local owner // TREVOR DWYER
Owned nodes 338 → 291
Contested nodes // 47
Collapsed nodes // 0
Empire loss at zero // TOTAL


Trevor called for Damaris, who struck the return command where it crossed the resurrection fault and used Mutiny Beat to delay prime-owner input by one heartbeat.

Naomi declared each living Host unit inside contested nodes a patient. Reversion could take buildings but not bodies without crossing triage priority; Petra moved seven threatened nodes through an exit that had no destination until use. Adina copied the order into two histories, one where Heaven reclaimed the nodes and one where it failed because Trevor already owned them. Both became active for three seconds.

Junia used her one self-owned beat to cut the word PRIME, changing the command to RETURN TO OWNER.

Each contested node snapped black-red while closed Hell gates reopened through Heaven's face. Trevor reclaimed all forty-seven nodes and took four paths the sovereign had exposed.

Owned command nodes // 342

“Heaven struck me with a reward,” Trevor said.

The war-form withdrew while its blank face changed into Trevor's.

“Unsettling,” Naomi said, but Trevor touched his own jaw. “Its jaw is wrong, and mine is prettier.”

Five women looked at him without supporting the distinction.

Trevor touched his cheek. The body stayed nineteen, petite, and unfairly attractive; the sovereign's version looked older because it mistook authority for age.

It was an amateur mistake.

The sky above both routes took a bite. It did not break or open; a crescent vanished, and the Outside Hunger pressed too many mouths around the missing edge. Gold stars stretched into teeth. Loose settings rose toward a dark throat.

The sovereign turned upward while Trevor watched the seam instead.

The tall silhouette returned and stepped through the seam.

He wore the shape of a lean adult man a head taller than Damaris. Ash-pale skin showed above a high-collared dark coat, crossed by hair-thin fractures where violet and gold moved over starless depth. Black hair drifted upward as if gravity had forgotten its owner. Silver rings revolved around starless eyes, eclipse-bright and lightless.

His visible body had two arms. His shadow used many. Extra hands moved one beat late, performing gestures his body never made, and the coat's left hem reached his ankle. Trevor blinked, and the right did instead.

He looked handsome and humanoid, yet wrong in a way the eye kept discovering.

Trevor immediately targeted him.

TARGET SCAN
Name // UNSELECTED
Level // —
Class // —
Species // —
HP // NO VALID BODY ROOT
MP // NO VALID MANA ROOT
Owner // NONE FOUND
Continuity address // NONE FOUND
Warning // TARGET STANDS IN DISCARDED POSITION


“Provide a name,” Trevor ordered as the shadow hands opened around the stranger.

Nearby voices answered differently: one said Morrow, another Veyl, and a third made a sound the System refused to render. The man picked one line. “Morrow Veyl, the Last Unchosen.”

One Hunger mouth closed behind him. A delayed shadow hand reached between its teeth and pulled out a soul record hurt beyond identification. No name, body, or class stayed. Only one unfinished choice blinked inside it.

STAY and LEAVE alternated without resolution.

The Hunger bit through the shadow's wrist, although Morrow's visible arm did not bleed; a violet fracture widened across his palm and revealed starless depth.

He placed the hurt soul inside one of Trevor's contested nodes, and it turned neither red nor gold, but dark violet.

SOUL CONTINUITY // INVALIDATED BEFORE CHOICE.

Trevor claimed the node, and Morrow's voices overlapped. “Keep them.”

“Beneath my root,” Trevor said, but Morrow looked toward the nameless soul. “Your root cannot address the patient.”

Trevor opened body settings. The soul possessed no species table, accepted past, or point where Heaven admitted it began. Central Choir labeled it garbage and started cleanup.

Naomi caught the soul and declared, “Patient,” while her field gave it one current HP and forced cleanup to stop.

Morrow watched her. “You keep what your owner cannot use.”

“I keep people,” Naomi replied, and Morrow's late hands folded around nothing. “Sometimes those are the same act.”

Trevor claimed the node around the patient; his key could not enter the soul, but it could own the place where it lived.

Morrow's late shadow touched the node, and the entire command socket vanished from the map while Naomi's sphere stayed in her hands.

He had stolen the city-scale future around the soul while leaving it alive, reducing Trevor's node count by one.

“You saved the soul and stole from me in the same action,” Trevor said, and Morrow answered without apology. “Yes.”

No apology or sermon followed, just theft performed around a rescue.

Trevor hated Morrow in a way that needed future study and immediate violence.

Full Ownership II found no defeated field. Throne Vessel returned through Trevor's ribs. He sent a Host shell instead.

The captured angel struck Morrow's chest with both fists. Morrow chose a position the shell did not occupy. He did not dodge; the world changed which point counted as occupied. Trevor's shell passed through a delayed outline and punched the bitten sky.

When the Hunger bit back, Trevor severed the shell before a mouth reached the Host path.

Morrow watched Trevor lose the body. “You cut quickly.”

“The shell was replaceable,” Trevor said, but Morrow's eclipse eyes stayed on him. “Most survivors use that word for someone else.”

“Most survivors are badly built.”

Morrow's eyes turned toward the white route, where the other Trevor stood behind thirty-two separately named relays.

“Mercy leaves pieces unowned,” Morrow said. “You gather them until one loss can reach everything.”

Trevor spread his hurt wings. “Which is better?”

Several voices answered differently before one became final. “Neither build lives through what is coming.”

Trevor did not treat the line as prophecy because bosses liked threats and strangers without levels liked them more; he invited Morrow to watch him improve the build.

Morrow looked at Damaris, and she raised her flail.

“Do not evaluate me,” Damaris warned, and several voices answered, “You returned.”

That was already an evaluation.

Her chain snapped through the place his throat occupied. His body stayed still, but the shadow caught the chain with six late hands. Damaris pulled. Morrow's coat moved toward her while his shoes stayed on nothing.

The sovereign struck them all. RETURN TO PRIME OWNER descended as a white spear.

Trevor intercepted with three wings and one Host shell. The spear pierced all of them.

PRIME-OWNER IMPALE
HP 738/738 → 680/738
MP 559/559 → 535/559
Stamina 570/570 → 550/570
Host shell // LOST
Assault wings // 3 damaged


The command broke against Throne Vessel and left its severed tip floating above the map.

PRIME OWNER // RETURN

Trevor reached for it, but Morrow's delayed shadow came first and took the command with seven dark hands while his visible arms stayed at his sides.

Across broken sky, a white Crown authority fell from Mercy Heaven. The other Trevor had discarded it before the final assault, and Morrow's shadow caught that too. One stolen fragment turned gold in darkness, the other white.

Trevor claimed both fragments while Morrow regarded the severed command. “You severed one.” He looked through the wall at the discarded Crown. “Mercy abandoned the other.”

“Mine anyway,” Trevor said, and the expression reached Morrow's shadow before his face.

“Ambitious use of the word,” Morrow said through an almost-smile.

Trevor opened six incarnation positions; only four Host bodies stayed intact, so he filled the fifth with a captured Heaven path and the sixth with the Crowned map itself.

Blade, wing, command, gate fire, owner mark, and the empire's downward pressure converged.

Morrow stood in a seventh position that had not existed, and each attack missed.

His many-handed shadow touched the passing map, causing three command nodes to lose continuity addresses and vanish without becoming destroyed or free. They had been stolen.

Trevor forced the map to remember them, and the effort burned through his hurt wings.

UNSELECTED POSITION CONTEST
HP 680/738 → 620/738
MP 535/559 → 490/559
Stamina 550/570 → 520/570
Owned command nodes // 342 → 339
Missing nodes // 3
Target Morrow Veyl // NOT DEFEATED
Stolen fragments // 2


Morrow stepped backward into the bitten edge while the Hunger tried to close its teeth.

His shadow inserted the stolen Crown authority between two mouths. PRIME OWNER // RETURN forced a third mouth toward the root it had eaten. Morrow crossed the space neither fragment had been built to create.

Morrow helped neither Trevor, fed neither fragment to the Hunger, and kept both for himself.

The fragments continued failing in his shadow. Crown authority tried to make delayed hands kneel, and prime-owner command tried to return Morrow to a root the System could not find. He let the failures cut hair-thin gold fractures across his coat.

Trevor recognized the tactic: Morrow was leveling information without a panel.

“I will take those fragments,” Trevor promised, and Morrow's voices followed him into the seam. “You will try.”

The bitten sky sealed to a scar.

Central Sovereign descended behind it. Eight wings filled Heaven. Its personal war-form carried fifty-two million HP, four city-sized arms, two new blades, and Trevor's face stretched over a body built to look older and more important.

The copy still looked wrong.

Trevor stood at the center of his divine empire with three hurt wings, four usable Host bodies, and five women whose faults had just saved three hundred thirty-nine nodes from a god.

He pointed at the sovereign and promised to handle one thief at a time.


Chapter 32 — I Rewrote the Boss's Class

The sovereign's left arm held six living operators and one branch-selection class.

Trevor found the arrangement insulting: six people did the work, one class owned the result, and Heaven had copied the Host while removing the honest label.

The arm fell from the war-form's shoulder like a white tower. Each finger wore an operator's face. The palm held a rotating crystal, and each picked branch changed one finger into a weapon from that future.

The six possible weapons were a sword, spear, healing cannon, resurrection hook, memory blade, and owner seal.

Trevor opened the target panel before the arm reached his empire.

SOVEREIGN ADJUDICATOR ARM
Shell HP // 12,000,000/12,000,000
Class core // BRANCH-SELECTION ADJUDICATOR
Defense level // 76
Living operators // 6
Operator HP // LINKED TO SHELL
Operator levels // 44, 45, 45, 47, 48, 50
Destruction result // OPERATORS DELETED
Class defeat result // SHELL CLAIMABLE


“Do not kill the arm,” Naomi ordered, and Trevor pointed at the display. “I read the panel.”

“You smiled at claimable.”

“That is another part of the panel,” he replied before the first finger struck.

The sword finger struck Cathedral City; Trevor placed a Host shell in front, losing both arms from the shell while the district kept its HP.

The spear crossed two Hell gates carrying a white RETURN command. One gate turned gold before Junia cut the owner line.

The healing cannon fired at the sovereign's hurt wing. Damaris intercepted with her chain, and healing raced down the weapon toward the sanctioned class hidden beneath her resurrection body.

She used Mutiny Beat, making the beam restore her chain instead until each cracked link became new.

“Useful result,” Trevor said, and Damaris warned him, “Do not sound surprised.”

The resurrection hook targeted Naomi's patient sphere. She dropped beneath it, turned the kept imprint into an active emergency case, and made the hook heal before retrieval. Silver light strengthened.

The memory blade swung at Adina. She held up both histories, and it cut the one where the attack had already missed.

Petra stepped through the owner seal's shadow and appeared on the wrist.

“Six command sockets in the wrist,” Petra called down, and Trevor ordered, “Open them.”

“They open inward.”

“Then go inward,” he said with enough confidence to make the request sound possible.

Petra stared down. “You make impossible requests with remarkable confidence.”

“You sell impossible routes,” Trevor reminded her, and she admitted, “True.”

She put her black key into the wrist, and the arm swallowed her while Trevor watched her route light vanish inside the shell.

He did not order her back because the fourth route stayed the only path Central Choir could not see.

Trevor sent three Host bodies up the elbow; the first became a sword target, the second caught the spear, and the third reached the palm.

It drove both hands into the crystal.

Branch possibilities flooded Trevor's root: kill shell and operators, free them and lose the arm, capture the arm and let Heaven reclaim the people from within, or wait for Mercy's route to erase the field.

The Adjudicator picked the future where Trevor hesitated.

Trevor struck before the selection finished, making the Host shell bite the crystal. Its teeth broke, but the crystal cracked anyway and freed six operator screams through the arm.

Naomi's field caught their bars before the shell could merge them and declared each person split.

Six bars appeared at half HP, each carrying years of earned levels beneath a class that used their actions without naming them.

Trevor reached for the first socket, which Central Choir closed as Petra opened the second from inside.

Her face appeared in a route window long enough to call it the wrong door, and then she opened the first socket too.

Trevor caught both paths. Adina wrote each operator as a person in the command record. The sovereign tried to make them functions again, but her alternate past kept names active for three seconds.

Junia used those seconds. Her blade cut Central Choir from six sockets while Damaris pulled the arm's crushing motion one beat early.

Trevor captured each path before attacking again.

The operators did not become silent, and the sword turned on Trevor first.

Its Level 50 operator had half her face replaced by a white class seal; the instant his key entered her path, she drove the blade at his living body.

“Hostile,” Junia said, and Trevor called the surviving resistance, “Good.”

Trevor caught the sword between four assault wings; it cut through two and stopped against Throne Vessel armor.

Trevor did not overwrite the attack because resistance proved the operator had lived transfer.

The spear operator struck Central Choir. The shield guarded the other four. Retrieval tried to pull Petra out of the wrist. Memory made Trevor forget which socket he had taken. The owner seal aimed at the arm's root and refused both claimants.

Six different reactions proved six people stayed instead of functions.

“Names,” Adina demanded.

The class had replaced them with positions, so she found the intake records in a discarded past.

She named Sera Venn, Oriel Pike, Malket Rowan, Tavia Quill, Ren Dara, and Ysabet Crow.

The arm convulsed. Heaven tried to erase spoken names. Adina wrote them on Trevor's captured paths, where his ownership made the record harder to clean.

“Commands do not require names,” Trevor said, and Adina showed him the six earned records. “You need names to know which levels you kept.”

The distinction was true and therefore annoying.

Sera's Level 50 came from defense kills at the lower gate. Oriel's Level 48 came from holding the forge. Malket's Level 47 belonged to healing under attack. Tavia's Level 45 came from retrieval. Ren's Level 45 came from protecting memories, and Ysabet's Level 44 from owner contests.

None of those levels belonged to the Adjudicator class. It had gathered people into one arm and pretended their power came from obedience.

Trevor recognized a stolen build when he saw one.

Trevor ordered the operators to keep their earned traits, but the command reached only five because Ysabet cut it with the owner seal.

He offered the same outcome as an option, and she accepted it.

“Ysabet will be difficult,” Naomi warned, while Trevor watched the hostile seal. “She understands loot.”

The fingers formed a fist, but the branch-selection class forced them apart. Six people supplied power while one field chose how they used it.

Trevor aimed at the field, and the sovereign noticed.

OPERATOR LOSS PREVENTION // DELETE LIMB.

White fire entered the shoulder joint. The class picked a future where the operators died with the shell.

With Mutiny Beat on cooldown, Damaris looked from the joint to Trevor and ordered him to command her.

Trevor understood that her Covenant could carry his command through the old resurrection root, risking the body he had forced back.

“Suspend DELETE LIMB.”

The Covenant lit. Damaris drove the command through her own chest, and the stolen vessel displayed RETURN ELIGIBLE for one beat.

Naomi shouted Damaris's name, but she did not disappear. Mutiny Beat struck the sovereign order from inside Trevor's path and changed delete into wait.

Trevor used the heartbeat, and he sent the Crowned map through each operator path, making each living person a local holder beneath his root. Naomi kept HP split. Petra routed damage around sockets. Adina kept levels. Junia cut the final Choir thread.

Trevor drove Throne Vessel into the crystal. The class broke.

Its last selection chose a future where Trevor rewrote each operator into obedient Host units, and white text tried to install that outcome through his own skill slot.

Junia stabbed the offered outcome. “You considered it.”

“I read it closely enough to reject it,” Trevor said, though she had seen his smile change.

She had seen his smile change at the efficient option.

Naomi's field brightened around the six panels.

Trevor deleted the future and called it inferior too.

Perfect obedience had lost the arm, while Trevor preferred weapons capable of surprising the next owner.

The shell stayed, and six operators knelt inside it. Level 76 opened.

LEVEL // 75 + 1 -> 76
Focus 47 → 48
Will 47 → 48
Grace 39 → 40
HP 620/738 → 620/746
MP 490/559 → 490/564
Stamina 520/570 → 520/576
SKILL ACQUIRED // Rewrite Class II
Cost // 50 MP
Target // one route-compatible owned class
Level and earned traits // retained
New defects // add Dissonance
Fear 1,640/1,640 → 1,730/1,760


Trevor touched the defeated limb. Full Ownership II replaced its root with his permanent key, turning each white seam black.

Six panels stayed visible as Sera tested the owner path with her sword. Trevor stopped it one inch from his heart, but Ysabet's seal moved another inch anyway.

The operators measured him through the arm—strength, reaction, priorities, and whether he would spend them for easy damage—and Trevor let them.

A weapon that never tested its grip would fail at the first better hand.

“You are enjoying their hostility,” Damaris said, and Trevor watched the six weapons test their new grip. “It proves the levels lived.”

“It proves they hate you,” she said, which he found useful too.

Trevor found that useful too.

Naomi raised patient priority. “Do not overwrite the operators.”

“I am overwriting the class,” Trevor said, but she kept the pane raised. “Read the target aloud.”

Trevor read that the target was one defeated route-compatible owned class with levels and earned traits kept; the operators were not the target.

Naomi lowered her hand, and Trevor activated Rewrite Class II.

MP 490/564 → 440/564

He deleted branch selection, kept defenses and earned levels, and changed the role to CROWNED BLACKGUARD ARM.

Black armor swallowed white.

Each operator kept one form and the right to resist from within: sword, spear, shield projector, retrieval chain, memory blade, and an owner seal aimed at Trevor.

The seal did not fire, but its threat stayed visible, and Trevor liked the operator for it.

Then he opened their intake records and found the six names each woman had used to resist installation; Sera had remembered her wife. Oriel held the forge for a younger brother. Malket healed because her teacher died without care. Tavia mapped a road home to her father. Ren guarded her daughter's memories, and Ysabet fought owner fields because a sanctioned master had once made her kill a friend.

“Keep every reason you used to resist installation,” Trevor said as the intake records opened.

Six women stared through him.

“Now attack the people those reasons made you protect.”

The Blackguard moved through six captured routes at once. Sera's sword entered her wife's sanctuary. Oriel's spear found her brother. Malket's shield became a crushing plane around the teacher's grave keeper. Tavia's chain dragged her father from his home. Ren's memory blade opened her daughter's childhood. Ysabet's owner seal descended toward the friend she had failed to save, reconstructed from the record solely so the betrayal could happen again.

Every operator refused the order.

Trevor's commands moved their bodies anyway. He kept their minds clear and rewarded each finished strike with involuntary joy; Sera sobbed while pleasure tightened her grip. Oriel impaled her brother and felt ecstatic pride. Tavia begged her father not to forgive her as the chain broke his spine.

Trevor increased the reward after each hesitation, and he wanted hatred to remain intact while their bodies learned to celebrate its violation.

The six loved ones lived only long enough to see delight bloom across the faces destroying them, and then Trevor made the operators finish.

Trevor recorded their hostility as kept.

Ysabet's owner seal snapped back toward him, and although it could not fire under his command, the resistance sharpened enough to cut his cheek.

One red drop touched the pretty curve of his jaw, and Trevor smiled at the excellent result.

“You called their hatred useful,” Naomi whispered, and Trevor tasted their fury through the class. “It is.”

“You punished them for preserving it.”

“I rewarded them.” Trevor tasted blood with operator fury through the class.

That was worse.

He ordered the Blackguard to strike its former shoulder. Central Choir tried to reclaim it. Mutiny delayed, patient priority guarded the operators, Petra hid the wrist, Adina named the class, and Junia isolated the prime owner.

The fist entered the sovereign's ribs and removed five million HP.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 52,000,000 → 47,000,000/80,000,000

Three white wings tore loose while the sovereign loaded Trevor's expression and screamed with his mouth.

The rewritten arm answered with six different voices—neither unified nor free, but still owned.

REWRITE CLASS II // COMPLETE
Old class // SOVEREIGN ADJUDICATOR ARM
New class // CROWNED BLACKGUARD ARM
Class level // 76 retained
Defense levels // retained
Living operators // 6/6
Operator resistance // ACTIVE
Dissonance 1,622 → 1,731


The sovereign ripped open its chest.

Five organs grew inside: Damaris's cracked Covenant, Naomi's patient sphere inside healer hands, Petra's black door with four visible steps, Adina's book with one clean ending, and Junia's red eye surrounded by ninety-nine gold chains.

Heaven had watched each fault save Trevor's empire. Now it built defenses from the private weaknesses beneath them.

PERSONAL DEFENSE ORGANS
Resurrection organ // owner fault required
Care organ // patient fault required
Route organ // hidden exit required
History organ // contradiction required
Owner organ // self-claim required
Sovereign shield // 100%
Incorrect solver penalty // COMPANION PATH DELETED


Five women read five threats while Trevor smiled. Heaven knew their weaknesses; he knew how dangerous they were.


Chapter 33 — Each Girlfriend Had One Private Weapon

Damaris used Mutiny Beat on Trevor's timing command, sending her lane early enough to save all five women.

The sovereign's defense organs hung inside its open chest. White veins connected them to companion paths. Trevor assigned one strike per organ and one timing command to the whole group.

Perfect simultaneous damage and perfect owner input gave Heaven exactly what it expected.

FIVE-ORGAN SHIELD
Resurrection organ // 8,000,000 HP
Care organ // 8,000,000 HP
Route organ // 8,000,000 HP
History organ // 8,000,000 HP
Owner organ // 8,000,000 HP
Shared shield // 100%
Required break window // 00:00.10
Wrong attacker // delete companion path
Wrong timing // restore all organs


“One tenth of a second is easy if the five clashing faults belong to someone else,” Adina said.

“I own an empire built for unreasonable timing,” Trevor reminded her.

Petra studied the organ built around her fourth route. “Does that empire know where my door goes?”

“No,” Trevor admitted, and Petra smiled. “Then you own four fifths of a solution.”

“I own you,” he said, making Junia correct the arithmetic with ninety-nine percent of one woman.

Junia fixed him with ninety-nine percent of one woman, and Trevor complained that the arithmetic had become hostile.

The sovereign began its cycle by driving white roots into Damaris's vessel and putting Naomi's imprint behind eight million HP of healer hands.

Petra's secret exit became bait, Adina's organ printed six betrayals, and Junia's one percent disappeared beneath gold.

Trevor assigned targets.

Damaris raised her flail. “Do not mistime me.”

“I never mistime attacks,” Trevor said, but she kept the weapon aimed. “You time them for obedience.”

“Same combat window.”

Her Covenant brightened. Trevor issued the strike.

Five lanes moved as one until Damaris struck his command.

Mutiny Beat sent her early by one heartbeat. The sovereign expected her on Trevor's frame, before the resurrection organ closed around the vessel. Her flail entered the command root and wrapped the order that once forced her to breathe.

The organ offered freedom.

REMOVE RED COVENANT // RESTORE SELF-OWNED BODY.

Damaris could leave Trevor's command field if she let the organ finish, and her flail paused above the offered exit.

Trevor felt the pause through ninety-nine percent of the Covenant but sent no second order; Damaris drove the flail through the offer, bursting the organ before the shared window opened.

RESURRECTION ORGAN // 0/8,000,000 HP

“You destroyed the exit,” Trevor said, and Damaris tightened her grip. “I destroyed Heaven's hand upon it.”

The Covenant stayed, and so did her judgment.

The early strike broke Trevor's formation, so he adapted around the damage.

The sovereign routed eight million damage into Damaris's Covenant. Fractures climbed her throat. Her HP stayed full, but the mark counted backward toward installation. At zero, Damaris would wake at the forge with each post-resurrection choice removed.

Trevor seized the countdown because Heaven owned the old command while he owned the current Covenant, and both claims pulled on one past.

Damaris wrapped the chain around his wrist. “Do not win by choosing for me again.”

“The command already belongs to me,” Trevor said, and Damaris wrapped the chain tighter. “Then hold it while I break the timer.”

He locked the Covenant at one second while Damaris struck her displayed past, turning each choice after the forge into judgment against the countdown.

Broken nose, kiss, mutiny, desire, and hatred became a record no clean Heaven could explain away.

Each inconvenient act proved that the past had happened, cracking the countdown so Trevor could convert its defeated timer into a resurrection lock.

Damaris kept her memories, and the Covenant kept its fault.

“You used my choices as armor,” Damaris said, and Trevor smiled. “They were available and very effective.”

Her mouth almost smiled at the answer.

Naomi reached the care organ second, where a fake patient sphere opened around the kept imprint beneath a white countdown.

IMPRINT CLEANUP // 00:03

Naomi could destroy the organ and erase the imprint, or extract her patient and miss Trevor's window.

Trevor ordered the strike, and Naomi ignored him.

She declared each living bar split, dividing eight million HP into eight million one-HP healer hands.

When the sleeping imprint gained its own bar, Naomi hid it inside that forest of living numbers.

Cleanup could not find her. Naomi healed one hand, and the care organ exhausted its MP trying to route recovery through each separated bar before collapsing from within.

Before the final hand died, Naomi pulled the imprint free.

CARE ORGAN // 0/8,000,000 HP

“You missed formation,” Trevor said, but Naomi lifted the sleeping imprint. “I kept the patient and killed the organ.”

That made the disobedience acceptable.

Her smile warmed the road more than the dead organ ever had.

Petra stood before four black steps while the route organ copied each path she had sold during the five-door trial: expensive, fatal, or backward until the System became embarrassed.

The fourth stayed dark.

Trevor opened his owner path and demanded her price.

Petra offered permanent ownership of one escape road, which he called an attempt to sell what he had ordered her to disclose.

She fixed him: the route had lived his order.

“What does it escape?” Trevor asked, and Petra answered, “You.”

The price offended Trevor, which made its usefulness against an organ built from his timing command even worse.

He bought one road but not its destination.

Petra demanded permanence; Trevor added until he found a better route, and she told him that only his ownership treated permanent as a brief inconvenience.

Petra held out her hand, and Trevor took it.

The fourth step appeared between their palms as black-red ownership moved over one escape road, leaving Petra each other route.

Trevor's purchased path ran outside his formation, behind the shield, and into the organ's unprotected side.

Petra emerged from the organ's mouth holding its key, and Trevor closed his fist around the road until it folded with the organ trapped inside.

ROUTE ORGAN // 0/8,000,000 HP

Petra landed beside him. “You now own a road away from yourself.”

Trevor barred everyone else from using it. That was not why she had sold the road, but he knew she had enjoyed making him pay.

She leaned to his ear. “I enjoyed making you buy an exit.”

She moved away before he could answer or collect anything else from the price.

Adina's past organ opened six books, each describing a betrayal: Damaris accepted Heaven's exit; Naomi sacrificed the imprint; Petra sold the fourth step to Central Choir; Adina wrote Trevor out; Junia used her beat on him; Trevor deleted the other route and inherited a clean world.

The sovereign demanded one true ending.

Adina loaded all six into Trevor's command until his owner path recoiled.

“Those endings cannot all happen,” Trevor said, and Adina nodded. “Correct.”

“Choose the useful one.”

“They all serve the organ,” she replied before making every betrayal lawful for three seconds.

She activated her alternate-ending fault, making each betrayal lawful for three seconds.

Damaris left and stayed; Naomi erased and kept; Petra sold both sides the same road; Adina deleted Trevor and kept writing; Junia stabbed him while holding formation; Trevor became the only self after refusing deletion.

When the organ tried to obey one approved branch, all six detonated.

Contradictory shrapnel filled Trevor's command lane, which he caught under Full Ownership II while Adina kept the histories.

HISTORY ORGAN // 0/8,000,000 HP

“You made me dead in two endings,” Trevor said, and Adina reduced the count. “One, because deletion is not technically death.”

“Your accurate distinctions are hostile.”

The owner organ wrapped ninety-nine chains around Junia until her red percent became a point inside its heart, and Trevor's kill line aimed through that point.

If Junia obeyed, his attack would pass around the organ; if she refused, it would convert self-claim into ownerless defense.

Trevor timed the final lane. “Hold.”

Junia obeyed until her sword stopped one inch from his line.

The red percent stayed hers, so she moved that final inch.

Trevor's kill line shifted with her blade and passed through the organ's heart.

OWNER ORGAN // 0/8,000,000 HP

Junia finished the swing with the edge beneath Trevor's chin. “You ordered me to hold.”

“You improved the angle,” Trevor said, and the blade touched his small throat. “Do you object?”

The blade touched his small throat while one fully owned decision stared through her red eye; Trevor smiled and said he never objected when it landed.

Only then did she lower the sword.

Five organs died outside the shared window because five private faults supplied attacks obedience could not replace.

When the sovereign tried to restore them, Damaris broke resurrection timing, Naomi denied shared healing, Petra stole the recovery path, Adina kept all death results active, and Junia severed the owner command.

The shield dropped, although five costs stayed.

Damaris kept the lock but widened her Covenant crack; Naomi kept the imprint but exposed its pulse; Petra gave Trevor one escape road she could no longer close.

Adina's betrayals became public, and Junia revealed the exact location of her self-owned percent.

Nothing private stayed free after becoming a weapon, so Trevor stored each cost in a hidden Crown cache.

The women noticed the panels before he could close them.

“Do not call the costs vulnerabilities,” Naomi ordered, while Trevor closed his hand around the panels. “They are vulnerabilities, and they are also yours.”

Damaris stepped between Trevor and the stored panels. “Win with the costs. Do not spend them.”

“Those are usually the same action,” Trevor said, and Damaris stepped closer. “Not this time.”

Trevor opened his hand, and the five panels dissolved.

He called them deleted.

Adina searched the public record and found nothing, while Naomi checked an empty owner pool.

Petra tried the path behind his Crown without finding a destination, and Junia's one percent sensed no active targeting key.

They believed him because Trevor had built the cache beneath the defeated execution ledger, disguising private leverage as old enemy damage instead of current owner data.

Five vulnerabilities stayed intact and encrypted for use after Heaven fell, when gratitude would make betrayal hurt most.

FIVE-ORGAN SHIELD // DEFEATED
Perfect formation // FAILED
Private leverage // 5/5 retained
Companion paths deleted // 0
Sovereign shield // 100% → 0%
Damage window // OPEN


Trevor aimed the Crowned Blackguard at the exposed sovereign's chest.

Broken branch sky moved first as Morrow Veyl's many-handed shadow entered the damage window, leaving his visible body in the seam. One hand carried stolen white Crown authority, and another held PRIME OWNER // RETURN.

The Crown opened a route Trevor did not own, and severed prime command forced defenses toward a root that no longer existed.

Together, the fragments cut through white and black-red defenses.

“Useful opening,” Trevor called, but Morrow's eclipse eyes found him. “Not for you.”

Three world-root fragments rose from the sovereign's chest, and Morrow's shadow took all three.

Trevor fired six operator weapons into the wound, but Morrow picked a position between target frames, making each attack miss him and strike the sovereign for another million HP.

The stolen fragments absorbed that damage as they left, keeping the sovereign at forty-seven million HP while Morrow stole both roots and force.

His cut kept going through the branch wall until white Heaven slammed down over Trevor's empire instead of beside it.

A white refuge fused with a Host barracks, dropping free angels into red bunks as pale shields closed around Host weapons.

Neither group knew which form of the room would win.

Trevor issued KNEEL, and his Host obeyed, but the free angels did not. Their refusal left hard white gaps in his field, and the sovereign fired a killing beam through them.

Mercy shields blocked the beam from the far route before Trevor claimed the defeated receipt.

The two answers touched without becoming one and held the crossed worlds still for three seconds, long enough for everyone to see both Heavens—and for Trevor to want both.

Free angels stood in Host lanes without joining the Host. Relay shields wrapped Hell gates, Mercy roads cut across owner paths, and two Cathedral Cities fought over the same stone.

At the far end, a white-winged Trevor landed on the sovereign's other arm with six rescue wings, the same young face, and the same small, beautiful angel body.

No shared thought or owner line joined them, while Morrow walked between worlds with five stolen shards moving in his shadow.

Damaris lifted her flail. “He helped himself.”

Trevor opened six bodies across the fused arena. “Then I will tax the result.”


Chapter 34 — The Battlefield Equipped Both Heavens

Mercy Trevor was exactly Trevor's height, which was disappointing.

White-blue armor fitted the same petite body; Gold-star eyes watched the Host without yielding one thought. Six rescue wings moved in split rhythms from five free companions.

The white build made their shared small waist, soft chest, and pretty face look like kindness had dressed itself for war. Trevor's attention caught on Mercy's mouth before he could call the inspection tactical. Gold eyes noticed and slid down Trevor's black-red armor in return.

Mercy smiled.

Trevor hated the smug little bastard. The attraction made that hatred taste better.

Trevor could see them but could neither own them nor read their bars unless they made a shared attack, a restriction that made the battlefield interesting.

Overlaid Heaven did not place routes beside each other. It equipped both versions of each object; the nearest Hell gate wore Trevor's owner seal and thirty-two witness marks. Cathedral City had one Crown wall and one ownerless wall. Damage to the sovereign's left wing in either reality stayed visible in both.

Morrow Veyl crossed the overlap without choosing a version while five world-root fragments turned inside his delayed shadow.

He did not look back, and Trevor targeted him before the Central Sovereign dropped between them.

FULL BATTLEFIELD OVERLAY
Tyrant route // EQUIPPED
Mercy route // EQUIPPED
Shared sovereign // 47,000,000/80,000,000 HP
Route collision rules:
- actions remain attributed to actor
- owner fields do not cross automatically
- damage reaches shared root
- living bodies cannot substitute across routes
Overlay duration // ONE COMPLETE BOSS PHASE


“Do not chase the thief,” Damaris ordered, and Trevor kept watching the seam. “Morrow carries five pieces of my future empire.”

“The boss carries forty-seven million pieces of your current problem.”

Trevor watched Morrow's retreating hem switch sides and accepted one thief at a time.

The war-form copied his smile and struck both Heavens. One blade entered a Host lane, another a rescue path, occupying the same space one instant apart.

Trevor formed one spear from six incarnation bodies, while Mercy Trevor scattered six split actions.

The sovereign adapted to Trevor first. White armor changed around UNIFIED COMMAND, opening a counter designed to break each body beneath one owner input.

Trevor drove forward as the field struck all six positions, breaking five Host bodies and sending the return into Throne Vessel.

HP 620/746 → 574/746

Mercy's six actions landed while the boss stayed committed. One shield guarded a Host body the other Trevor did not own. A witness arrow struck the ankle. Mercy Damaris caught a blade, Naomi healed an enemy operator, Petra opened a route under Tyrant Junia, Adina kept two accounts, and Junia aimed at the counter field.

Without shared timing or an owner root, all six white actions hit.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 47,000,000 → 45,800,000/80,000,000

“Your attack remains hopelessly scattered,” Trevor called, and three hundred feet away, Mercy Trevor answered, “Every scattered action landed.”

“Only because the boss adapted to me.”

“Then thank you,” Mercy said, making Trevor hate the answer.

Trevor hated the answer.

The sovereign reversed its adaptation, allowing thirty-two independent plates to select Mercy actions without consulting the others until the white attacks stopped.

Trevor formed another black-red spear while all the plates watched split problems and none watched the single point; he struck through the heart.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 45,800,000 → 44,600,000/80,000,000

“Your one big strike landed rather well,” Mercy Trevor called back.

Tyrant smiled across the field. “Landed because the boss adapted to you. Your alignment is improving.”

The boss learned both patterns, splitting its outer armor against Mercy while joining the inner layer against Tyrant.

DUAL-ROUTE ADAPTATION
Outer defense // counters independent actions
Inner defense // counters unified owner input
Weak frame // NONE
Required solution // CROSS-ROUTE RESULT
Warning // control cannot cross route boundary


Trevor examined the rule: control could not cross, but results could.

He opened a kill lane beneath Mercy Damaris, aiming Host fire through the floor rather than into her.

Mercy Trevor saw the trajectory and placed a rescue path over it.

Host fire entered white space, where rescue converted lethal force into movement and launched Mercy Damaris toward the outer armor. Her flail broke four plates.

The Host fire stayed Trevor's act while the rescue stayed Mercy's, leaving the launch under neither route's shared control: one result, two routes, no surrender.

Mercy Petra opened a route beneath Tyrant Junia next, and Trevor could neither own it nor order Junia through. Her ninety-nine percent waited while the final percent chose.

Junia stepped onto the route and appeared behind the inner layer without an owner line crossing.

Trevor sent his command only after she came; Junia accepted ninety-nine percent and kept one inch for herself.

Her blade moved through both defenses.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 44,600,000 → 43,200,000/80,000,000

“That little road was almost useful,” Trevor called.

Mercy Petra bowed with exaggerated grace. “I prefer your evil twin at a very great distance.” Then she closed the road before he could claim the result.

His Petra appeared through the route he owned. “Do not look jealous.”

“I bought the better road,” Trevor said, but she tapped his purchased key. “You bought one road, so keep calling the purchase permanent.”

The sovereign changed the field. Free angels appeared inside Host formation. Black-red soldiers appeared inside Mercy sanctuaries; route counterparts stood close enough to touch and too different to merge.

KILL INCOMPATIBLE SELF.

Host units obeyed while free angels refused, although some counterparts struck anyway and turned the battlefield into ninety duels.

Trevor used World Kneel I. His soldiers dropped while ownerless angels stayed standing in the same spaces. Their white gaps turned mass command into a grid.

The sovereign fired through it.

Mercy shields opened inside the gaps, and Trevor used them as cover.

He routed six Host squads through white rescue lanes into a sanctuary containing civilians who had rejected both Heaven and his Crown. Mercy Trevor had placed shields to stop the sovereign's beam. From Tyrant's side, those same shields hid the squads from each white witness line.

Tyrant Trevor ordered the massacre.

Black-red soldiers cut down adults beneath white light. Trevor made the first squad drag parents behind the rescue barriers, where their children could see protection holding perfectly while blades worked inside it. He used one Mercy healing field to keep a rebel leader alive through dismemberment, then ordered the woman to thank the white route for extending her final minute.

“Close every compromised shield,” Mercy Trevor shouted across the overlap.

Tyrant made the choice uglier. “Should I let the sovereign's beam kill everyone outside them?”

The other Trevor hesitated for one frame. That was long enough for Tyrant Trevor to kill twenty-three people.

He marked each death CROSS-ROUTE RESULT and pushed the causal receipt toward Mercy's shields. The System refused shared ownership, but the surviving civilians saw white barriers around black-red murder.

Trevor broadcast the image to both Heavens.

“Tyrant deliberately chose my shields as murder cover,” Mercy Trevor told every witness the overlap allowed him to reach.

“Mercy knowingly maintained my useful cover,” Tyrant replied.

Both facts were true. Only one held intent, and Trevor depended on witnesses remembering the picture better than the distinction.

When Mercy Trevor finally dropped the nearest shield to end the atrocity, the sovereign beam entered and killed three free angels outside; Trevor added those deaths to the same broadcast.

Each available choice made the merciful route look complicit.

The other Trevor's face hardened with a hatred Tyrant recognized as his own, which was good.

Elsewhere, one free angel cut a black-red node loose. The sovereign beam reached her back. Trevor rotated the defeated socket into a shield, losing the node and saving the person attacking it.

“You just saved an enemy who was actively attacking you,” Mercy Trevor said.

Tyrant ruined the impression of mercy. “A useful enemy whose node I will reclaim.”

Any impression of generosity died there.

The angel heard both lines; she kept her weapon pointed at Trevor and moved closer to the sovereign.

She was a potential unit, and because Naomi would object, Trevor stored the category privately.

The two Damarises met in the middle. Both struck a perfect copy the sovereign placed between them. Their chains tangled.

“Are you still bound to his Crown?” Mercy Damaris asked.

“I am still judging from inside it,” Tyrant Damaris replied.

Mercy nodded. “Good. Keep judging him.”

Her counterpart tightened her grip. “Do not extend that approval to anything else about me.”

The sovereign's blade descended. Mercy Damaris freed her chain. Tyrant did not. Sudden slack gave Trevor's Damaris both flails; she wrapped the extra weapon around the blade and changed its direction.

The attack missed both women and cut the boss's outer plate. Mercy Damaris called her weapon back through a chosen link. Tyrant let go at the exact instant the link pulled.

One weapon returned without taking a body with it.

When Damaris returned, Trevor said, “Your counterpart surrendered the weapon.”

“She trusted me to return the flail,” Damaris replied, and Trevor grimaced. “Worse.”

“You used my Mutiny Beat to save your empire.”

“I own ninety-nine percent,” Trevor said, but she smiled without warmth. “The remainder keeps winning battles.”

The sovereign hit Trevor before he found a superior answer.

Both Naomis reached the first mixed pair. Tyrant Naomi put patient priority around the Host soldier. Mercy Naomi placed rescue around the angel trying to kill her, and the fields overlapped without merging.

Both Naomis ordered split bars, looked at each other, then turned the duel into two patients and shoved them toward different exits.

Adina wrote casualties as living. Mercy Adina published the same fact through relays, and Trevor claimed the defeated ledger beneath them while Mercy kept witnesses independent.

The sovereign received the redirected wound.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 43,200,000 → 42,300,000/80,000,000

Overlay entered its last minute. Trevor's upper left wing became Mercy-white. The other Trevor's lower right gained a black-red assault edge. Both changes held valid stats and wrong ownership.

The sovereign tried to make them permanent, and each Trevor independently rejected the foreign modification, dropping both into the battlefield as loose equipment.

Morrow's shadow reached for the equipment, but both Trevors struck it first. Black-red fire destroyed rescue, white severance erased assault, and Morrow's hands closed on ash.

“Each Trevor destroys what the other could use,” Morrow said, while Tyrant replied, “You steal what neither offered.”

“Both true,” Mercy said, making Tyrant hate the phrase from both men.

Tyrant Trevor hated the phrase from both of them.

Morrow pointed beyond the sovereign at a hurt white key embedded in darkness.

UNIVERSAL QUARANTINE // DAMAGED.

Morrow took none of the key yet because he wanted both Trevors to see it.

The sovereign used the distraction. One mouth issued RETURN to Trevor's empire, another REJOIN to Mercy's relays.

Both architectures collapsed toward Central Choir.

Trevor anchored each node through his body. Mercy severed personal links and let each relay choose whether to remain.

The opposing solutions touched. Trevor's anchor gave the wound one fixed point. Mercy's remaining relays supplied thirty-two directions of pressure. The sovereign could pull neither.

Two Damarises struck from opposite sides. Their flail heads met inside the chest.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 42,300,000 → 38,000,000/80,000,000

The overlay ended. White Heaven peeled away, free angels vanished from Host lanes, and route counterparts separated before any body could replace another; throne Vessel kept each wound.

FULL BATTLEFIELD OVERLAY // SURVIVED
Sovereign HP 47,000,000 → 41,000,000/80,000,000
Route-collision bonus // 3,000,000 HP restored by sovereign
Trevor resources:
HP 620/746 → 510/746
MP 440/564 → 400/564
Stamina 520/576 → 470/576
Living counterpart substitutions // 0
Merged viewpoints // 0
Route identities // 2 VALID


Trevor hated the three-million heal but understood it: the sovereign had sacrificed both route-control fields to rebuild HP, leaving neither for its next defense.

Level 77 opened.

LEVEL // 76 + 1 -> 77
Might 65 → 66
Vitality 68 → 69
Agility 41 → 42
HP 510/746 → 510/754
MP 400/564 → 400/569
Stamina 470/576 → 470/582
Fear 1,730/1,760 → 1,760/1,760
Dissonance 1,731 → 1,812


The wall returned, although one clear strip stayed open and allowed both Trevors to see each other directly for the first time without a pane, projection, shared thought, or owner line.

They were the same nineteen-year-old white American man in the same five-foot-one beautiful angel body with the same long hair and gold-star eyes, but different armor, wings, and choices stood beside them.

Mercy's gaze paused on Trevor's waist and returned to his face. Trevor let his own stare travel over the white armor with equal care. No thought crossed, but mutual interest required less bandwidth than a combat order.

Mercy Trevor raised one hand and pointed at the sovereign, and Tyrant pointed at the same target; they agreed without surrendering anything.

Beyond the boss, Morrow's late shadow pointed at the hurt quarantine key.


Chapter 35 — Ownerless Hour

Trevor declared one ownerless hour at the worst possible time.

The sovereign still carried thirty-eight million HP before its route-collision recovery finished. The wall had not closed. Morrow Veyl stood near a damaged universal quarantine key with five stolen fragments. Trevor's empire remained provisional.

Those dangers were precisely why the hour had to happen now.

Trevor intended to take the Morning Throne. Before he did, five women would receive one choice his future Crown could not rewrite.

It would be neither a suspended field with hidden recall nor a promise, but a verified state, and Trevor also intended them to return.

Without commands, Trevor used the tools that had worked before he gained a Crown: perfect knowledge, selective truth, damaged love, and the terror of what would happen if each woman chose herself at the wrong hour.

He built the state in his unfinished throne room. The seat had no back. Black-red steps rose from Cathedral City, Hell, and captured Heaven. Five independent exits opened around the chamber.

Trevor removed his owner mark from the first woman, and pain crossed Throne Vessel as he removed the second, third, fourth, and fifth.

By the end, his Crown felt too light, which was good; a choice that cost him nothing proved less.

OWNERLESS HOUR // ACTIVE
Owner fields // REMOVED
Crown commands // BLOCKED
Class commands // BLOCKED
Fear influence // SUPPRESSED
Allure and sexual influence // NONE
Host Incarnation // UNAVAILABLE
Relationship bonuses // DISABLED
Independent exits // 5 OPEN
Trevor recall authority // NONE
Hidden restore triggers // 0
Duration // 01:00:00
State restoration // INDIVIDUAL INPUT REQUIRED


Every woman read the panel. Adina turned it over and found no hidden text. Naomi checked Trevor's pupils for Fear activation; the lavender stars remained still. Petra crossed all five exits, each open from the far side. Junia pointed her sword at Trevor's heart, and no owner command stopped the point. Damaris pressed two fingers to her dark Covenant.

Mutiny Beat disappeared from Trevor's map because no order remained to interrupt.

When Damaris said one hour, Trevor specified before he took the throne.

She made him confirm that if they left, he could not call them back; he pointed to the clear panel, but she ordered him to say it aloud.

Trevor disliked the sentence, which made it necessary.

Trevor said that if they left, he could not call them back.

Naomi asked what happened if they never returned; he first called that a bad choice, then answered her narrowing eyes with the truth that they would remain outside his Crown.

Every woman chose to leave.

Damaris took her flail and the dark crack where the Covenant had been. Naomi took the preserved imprint and every patient designation. Petra took the fourth step, including the escape road Trevor purchased. Adina took six endings and the only record of life without ownership. Junia took one hundred percent of herself.

The exits closed behind them without locking.

Trevor waited in an empty throne room. No Host voice filled the silence. He could not see Damaris's HP, feel Naomi's field, find Petra's routes, read Adina's history, or isolate Junia's former one percent from the whole person.

His personal panel remained.

OWNERLESS HOUR // 00:52:11
Companions present // 0
Companions tracked // 0
Recall inputs // NONE
Trevor Dwyer:
HP 510/754
MP 400/569
Stamina 470/582
Empire authority // LOCAL THRONE ROOM ONLY


The unfinished throne adjusted for his small body without permission, so he disabled the feature.

Trevor could leave, fight alone, reclaim nodes outside, or cancel the hour for himself, but he stayed because a test failed if the player skipped its dangerous part.

He had stacked the board before opening it.

Damaris knew the sovereign had begun corrupting resurrection records. Trevor had shown her the true threat but omitted that Adina held a temporary duplicate key. Naomi knew three wounded route-crossers would reach the throne room because Trevor had selected it as the only neutral treatment site. Petra knew the escape road would transfer to Heaven if left unattended; Trevor had not mentioned the transfer required two hours. Adina knew the next history would become unwritable without a current witness. Junia knew the sovereign remained alive and would interpret her absence as surrender.

No statement was false, and every truth was positioned like a knife beneath the choice.

At forty-three minutes, Damaris entered. No owner mark returned and no party panel identified her. She walked under her own power and put the flail against the throne step.

Trevor demanded Damaris's reason. She said Heaven still owed judgment; when he asked whether she had returned for him, she said he was included in Heaven's debt.

She sat one step below him without asking permission.

Naomi returned second with three wounded angels Trevor did not own: two in Heaven armor, one in Host red.

She turned the throne room into a treatment site because it was the only place both routes could reach.

Trevor asked Naomi for her reason, and she said her patients remained inside his war.

He asked whether she had also returned for him; Naomi glanced up and called him frequently her worst patient, which Trevor counted.

Petra came through the route Trevor had purchased, closed it, reopened it to prove she still could, and handed him nothing.

Trevor demanded Petra's reason, and she said she owned the road now.

He objected that he had paid for it; Petra said he owned permission to travel while she owned the destination, and told him to read the contract after the hour.

She sat on the other arm of the throne.

Adina returned with six books. Five described endings where she stayed away. One held the truthful unfinished route where she came back.

Trevor demanded Adina's reason, and she said the ending remained unwritten. He argued she could write elsewhere, but that would make it another ending.

She placed all six books beneath the throne, including the five where she left him.

Junia returned last with nineteen minutes remaining. She entered without owner mark, class command, or one-percent exception. One hundred percent selected the sovereign as target.

Trevor demanded Junia's reason, and she raised her sword because the enemy remained alive.

Trevor looked at the five women: judgment, care, an independent road, unfinished truth, and selected target.

None had returned because he called, none returned for the same reason, and no panel converted their acts into loyalty. That made them impossible to counterfeit.

It did not make Trevor innocent of arranging the hour around the reasons he knew they could least afford to abandon.

Trevor tested the state once.

Trevor ordered Damaris to kneel, but nothing happened except her flail handle striking his shin. She called his pained reaction verified.

Trevor ordered Naomi to restore his HP, and she refused because he remained at five hundred ten. She healed the Host patient beside her instead, verifying her choice.

Trevor ordered Petra to open the road he had bought. She said she had; when he asked where, she called the hidden destination verified.

Adina laughed and wrote the word into the true ending. Trevor pointed at her and ordered her not to record his failed commands, so she kept writing.

Junia set her sword against the throne and asked whether he wanted to test her choice. Trevor said no, which she called verified.

Five ownerless choices proved the women had returned without his command inside the action.

Trevor could not call that loyalty without making it sound weak, so he called it a build fact.

OWNERLESS RETURN VERIFICATION
Damaris Pike // returned by judgment
Naomi Talbot // returned by care
Petra Coyle // returned by independent route
Adina Kroll // returned by chosen record
Junia Ward // returned by selected target
Compelled returns // 0
Owner benefit // 0
State remains // OWNERLESS
Time remaining // 00:18:42


Damaris stood. Naomi finished the final bandage and moved her patients through the exit. Petra smiled and left. Adina gathered five endings, leaving the truthful one closed beneath the throne.

All five independent exits remained open.

Damaris locked the private chamber only after all three others chose to go, and Junia put her sword beside the bed. No command field changed.

Trevor looked between the two women and asked, “Both?”

Damaris answered with her mouth. The kiss was not gentle. Her fingers caught his hair at the nape and held him against the unfinished throne. The dark Covenant crack stayed dark.

She released Trevor when she chose to do so.

Junia waited until then, met Trevor's eyes, and said she was choosing this too. Each woman had given one current answer, and no field translated desire into obedience.

Damaris's hatred remained and Junia's judgment remained, yet both wanted him inside the hour anyway.

Trevor touched Junia's cheek. She leaned into his palm, then stepped close. Damaris caught his chin and made him look at her.

Damaris said he did not get to use this hour as proof that the Covenant was forgiven. Trevor had not asked for forgiveness; she warned that he would count their return as approval, and he limited the approval to returning. She insisted on only that, and he agreed.

Junia stood close on his other side and said she had returned to kill the sovereign, while what she chose here belonged to her.

Trevor glanced at the bed and said the evidence looked bad for a professional alliance; Junia called them two choices he must not merge, and he said he owned neither.

The sentence felt wrong in his mouth, and it made both women move closer.

Junia kissed with the precision she used to test armor. Her hand found the halo edge, avoided the sensitive inner ring, and moved into long hair instead.

Damaris unfastened Trevor's armor. Plates fell around the throne one at a time. Trevor removed hers. Junia watched until he reached for her, then stepped close enough to make the choice unmistakable.

Three adult bodies entered the bed without a formation.

Trevor's small angel body remained beautiful and soft beneath earned power. Neither woman treated curves, breasts, narrow waist, or spreading wings as proof he was anything but the man they wanted. No joke rewrote him. No Crown translated touch.

Damaris knew which feather roots broke his breath. She used two fingers and watched his upper wings lose discipline. Junia learned from the reaction.

Trevor called Junia competitive, while she called herself accurate and tested the next root more slowly.

Trevor reached for Damaris and then Junia, pursuing every answer with hands and mouth. Damaris made him work through anger she refused to surrender. When she tried to turn the pace into another fight, Trevor caught a full handful of Damaris's ass and squeezed hard enough to pull her where he wanted. Her chain-callused fingers dug into his shoulder. The rough sound she made held nothing but approval.

“Better,” Damaris said. “Be worth hating.”

Trevor answered by taking charge harder. Junia met his confidence with exact demands and no shame about wanting more. He caught Junia's ass in a firm grip before she could give him another measurement. Her practiced calm cracked. She pushed into the grab and held his gaze.

“Again,” Junia said. “And don't make it polite.”

Trevor did not.

The timer counted down above the bed and awarded nothing. No Fear moved when Damaris said his name. No owner mark brightened when Junia pulled him closer.

Evidence lived in breath, heat, the shake of Trevor's lower wings, and the sounds both women stopped containing when pleasure took them.

Damaris changed pace whenever his hands became too certain. Junia watched, learned, and then made Trevor obey a request carrying no System force.

Trevor obeyed the unforced request gladly.

They made the beautiful Throne Vessel answer to touch instead of command. Damaris kept his mouth until composure broke. Junia held his gold-star gaze until he had nowhere to hide want. Trevor pursued confidently until they chose to make him beg, then honestly enough to do it.

The sovereign chose that second to fire a sighting beam through the private chamber. White light missed the bed, split the far wall, and opened a clear view through three independent exits. Naomi, Petra, and Adina froze on the other side as a gold countdown promised the main shot in eighteen seconds.

Damaris glanced at the witnesses, caught Trevor's wrist, and pulled his hand down between their bodies.

She refused to hide anything from Heaven or the women who had left them the room.

He pushed two fingers into her while Heaven counted down over both their heads.

Damaris was furious and wet and did not pretend to be anything else. She swore at him, at the timer, and at the shot still coming, and she rode his hand through every word of it. Trevor set his thumb where it made the swearing fold in on itself, and he held her eyes so she would know he was not looking away either.

Her curse broke into a hard cry. Damaris climaxed with her teeth in Trevor's shoulder and the attack timer burning above his wings.

Trevor held Damaris's stare as he brought two fingers to his mouth and drew them out slowly, clean and savoured, then smiled at her with bright good cheer. Petra leaned into the open breach for a better view. Naomi called the timing medically indefensible, while Adina wrote down the remaining twelve seconds.

Junia looked from the countdown to Trevor's other hand and called equal treatment a sound formation rule.

She placed that hand with the same care she used to set a sword point, then held his gold-star gaze while Heaven aimed the next shot.

Trevor slid two fingers into her and felt every trained muscle in her body decide not to fight it.

Junia held her formation face as long as she could.

She was hot and slick around him, her breathing level by force, jaw set and eyes steady, while his hand worked her toward the thing she had already decided to allow.

Junia's composure broke at six seconds. She pressed close, climaxed without looking away, and made Trevor watch every answer.

He gave the second hand the same slow attention, took the taste of her with open enjoyment, and smiled cheerfully at every witness in the breach. Adina lost the five-second count and had to begin again. Naomi covered her patient's eyes too late, Petra applauded, and Damaris promised that Trevor's next public display would involve fewer fingers.

Trevor followed when both women pulled him down beneath the open breach. Nothing merged the moments. All three chose every touch that carried them through.

Afterward, Trevor lay between them under tangled wings while Damaris traced the bite and Junia recovered with one hand at his waist.

OWNERLESS HOUR // 00:04:03
Owner fields // REMOVED
Influence fields // NONE
Trevor recall authority // NONE
Independent exits // 5 OPEN
Current choices // UNMODIFIED
Later Crown rewrite // PROHIBITED


When Damaris said this changed nothing about the Crown, Trevor answered that it changed tonight.

She warned that tonight did not forgive the forge, and he had not asked it to.

Junia reached for her sword and said her target remained hers. Trevor called it his too, so she challenged him to arrive first.

Trevor did not tell them how carefully he had timed the hour around the wounds that would bring them back. Their return was authentic. So was the trap around the decision.

That was his finest lie: nothing false, nothing compelled, and no clean way to separate love from the danger he had created.

The sovereign attacked while Trevor lacked Host shortcuts. White fire removed the wall.

Damaris rolled from bed and caught her flail. Junia drew the sword. Trevor opened six bare wings.

Without armor, commands, or an owner field, three naked combatants met the first strike on their feet.

Damaris wrapped the beam, Junia cut its center, and Trevor drove both palms into the remaining force before turning it through the throne.

The impact threw all three across the chamber.

OWNERLESS DEFENSE // SUCCESS
HP 510/754 → 460/754
MP 400/569
Stamina 470/582 → 500/582
Command inputs used // 0
Compelled actions // 0
Sovereign attack // DEFLECTED
Ownerless hour // 00:00:12


They stood among broken stone and scattered armor. Naomi, Petra, and Adina watched from open exits. None crossed until the beam ended. Ownerlessness made even rescue a current choice.

Trevor understood the proof and disliked needing it, yet liked the five women who made him need it considerably more than tactically sensible and refused to calculate by how much.

The bite remained on his shoulder, Junia's sword remained hers, and Damaris's choice remained uncorrected. The hour had not ended yet.


Chapter 36 — My Warform Punched Through His Shield

The ownerless hour ended only after every woman had rearmed beneath a limit she chose herself.

Twelve seconds became eleven as Damaris fastened her breastplate, Junia buckled the sword belt, and Trevor pulled black-red armor over the bite on his shoulder before freeing his long hair from the collar.

Naomi, Petra, and Adina returned through split exits before the last second. No one rushed a choice because the sovereign waited outside.

The System restored nothing automatically, allowing each woman to select what returned.

OWNERLESS HOUR // COMPLETED
Damaris Pike // Red Covenant restored at 99% // Mutiny Beat retained
Naomi Talbot // triage and patient paths restored // owner override denied
Petra Coyle // paid route restored // destination remains private
Adina Kroll // command record restored // owner edit denied
Junia Ward // Host access restored at 99% // self-claim retained 1%
Compelled restoration // 0
Ownerless choices // IMMUTABLE HISTORY
Trevor counterfeit authority // NONE


Five paths entered Trevor's Crown, but they were not the paths that left. Each weapon carried its chosen limit like a second edge Trevor could not own. He could command Damaris until Mutiny cut him, route Naomi until a body became her patient, use Petra's road without its destination, transmit through Adina without changing her record, and move ninety-nine percent of Junia but never the last.

“All five of you reduced my permissions,” Trevor said, and Naomi did not bother denying it. “We read the tooltips.”

“Bad influence,” Trevor muttered, while Naomi gave the blame back. “Yours.”

Damaris attached the flail to her belt while her mouth stayed swollen from the ownerless hour and her stare stayed capable of murder.

Both facts belonged to immutable past, which Trevor approved.

He could have counterfeited the return after restoration, once the ownerless hour had closed. The hidden vulnerability cache held enough true detail to manufacture five memories, five reasons, and a perfect panel. Everyone outside the chamber would have accepted the evidence.

Trevor deleted the entire forgery template before the throne could offer it again.

Not from kindness. A counterfeit choice was common power, the sort Heaven mass-made. Authentic trust stayed scarce precisely because Trevor had hurt it, manipulated its conditions, and still could not command the final answer.

Rare loot should never be replaced by a cheap copy.

More importantly, the immutable return became proof no enemy could forge above him.

Trevor meant to build an empire that could lie about everything except the few facts that made his ownership unbeatable.

The throne room tore open into the final arena, carrying them on a floor of black-red roots. The Central Sovereign waited beyond the breach with forty-one million HP and no patience left. Eight sovereign wings covered the sky from root wall to root wall. Its shield had two layers: Mercy law outside, Tyrant law within.

The shield demanded one finished claimant body before any damage could reach the boss.

COMPLETED CLAIMANT CHECK
Required body // ONE CONTINUOUS TREVOR DWYER
Substitute bodies // REJECTED
Host incarnations // REJECTED
Cross-route replacement // REJECTED
Accepted:
- Mercy founder body
- Tyrant Throne Vessel
Shield-break cost // WORLD-ROOT FEEDBACK


“The shield wants the one continuous body that reached this fight,” Naomi said.

Trevor looked down at the five-foot-one angel body Heaven had tried to reclaim, age, replace, and redefine.

Then he offered the copied limb the full impact of his Warform punch.

Trevor entered the sealed arena through the arm he had already claimed. His Host tried to follow, but each incarnation locked outside. Crowned Blackguard stayed available as an owned class, though its six operators could not enter. Only the limb's claimed root crossed with him, trailing a black-red owner line.

Mercy Trevor appeared beyond the white shield layer with eight rescue wings spread. The same petite body pattern stood beneath a completely different build. Six rescue wings. Personally severed. Neither could substitute for the other.

The sovereign struck Tyrant first. Blades carried resurrection deletion, patient cleanup, Petra's road cut, Adina's record burn, and a strike aimed at Junia's percent. Three more struck Trevor's body.

With no Host shortcut, he used the paths the women had chosen to restore.

The first layer checked memory. It pulled Trevor's Earth life into the air: boy at a game screen, nineteen-year-old mind entering an impossible body, and each choice afterward. It searched for the moment he became someone else.

No such moment existed.

The System called body change a discontinuity. Adina's immutable record supplied two endings. One said body defined identity and Trevor ended at transformation. The other held one conscious person through each level. Only the latter held a living claimant at the shield.

MEMORY CONTINUITY // VALID.

The second layer checked body and offered four templates: Earth male, sanctioned angel woman, older founder queen, and current petite angel body.

The first matched identity by replacing his lived body. The second changed identity to fit assignment. The third mistook maturity for authority.

Trevor picked the fourth and current body.

The sovereign used Trevor's voice. “You want no improvement?”

“This build killed your High Angel,” Trevor replied while locking the current body in place.

The current body locked: five-foot-one, soft curves, slight shoulders, long hair, six earned wings, and male identity unchanged.

BODY CONTINUITY // VALID.

The third layer checked desire by replaying Damaris and Junia in the ownerless bed. Heaven tried to convert their choices into retroactive Crown permission. Accepting would make each woman's desire proof she had wanted ownership all along.

Immutable past rejected it. Trevor did too.

He refused not because he was kind, but because a counterfeit yes was inferior loot.

OWNERLESS CHOICE // CANNOT BE CLAIMED.

The fourth layer checked power, opened his Host outside, and offered one shell to take world-root feedback.

The finished claimant check rejected substitutions, but Trevor tried anyway and called the erased input worth checking.

Beyond white law, Mercy Trevor laughed. “You tried to cheese the identity check.”

“You only read the tooltip,” Tyrant said, and Mercy lifted one shoulder. “I knew it would fail.”

“Then you failed to test it.”

Trevor entered with his own HP.

POWER COST // ORIGINAL BODY ONLY.

The fifth layer checked relationships. Five paths appeared and offered to convert each picked restoration into perfect ownership. One click removed Damaris's fault, Naomi's override, Petra's hidden destination, Adina's immutable record, and Junia's percent.

The shield would open for one perfect claimant with a perfect party.

Trevor looked at the button while Damaris's flail touched his back through the barrier and told him to choose without carrying a command.

Trevor closed the button because perfect ownership had lost to five private weapons, and he kept the stronger faults.

RELATIONSHIP PATHS // IMPERFECT AND VALID.

The final layer checked future choice, and it offered the Morning Throne immediately if Central Choir could install its prime-owner future above Trevor's memories.

He would remember refusing and lose the ability to refuse afterward.

It was the same trap at worse timing, and Trevor punched the prompt until the final layer struck.

White force tore through wings, MP, and Stamina. The exact cost stayed hidden until the check ended. No Host route or Mercy substitution could pay it. Trevor kept moving on the finished Tyrant build.

“Now,” he ordered as all five restored paths struck through their chosen limits.

Damaris suspended the first lethal command. Naomi spread patient priority around each casualty outside the shield, blocking HP conversion into Trevor's payment pool. Petra opened the purchased road and let the sovereign's third blade discover its destination behind the inner layer. Adina made each resistance immutable past. Junia set her sword on Trevor's kill line.

One self-owned inch moved the target from the displayed center to the root, opening it for one tenth of a second.

The sovereign compressed six failed checks into a spear: memory, body, desire, power, relationships, and future choice, sharpened around the command to become approved Trevor.

He caught it with both hands while his palms burned through armor and his knees bent.

The petite body looked too small to stop a world-root weapon, but the System knew better.

Sixty-five Might and sixty-eight Vitality held the shaft. Forty-one Agility turned it. Forty-seven Focus found the seam. Forty-seven Will refused installation. Thirty-nine Grace kept body and soul on one frame.

Damaris suspended the order inside the spear. Naomi separated Trevor's living bar. Petra opened a route through the shaft. Adina recorded six failed claims. Junia moved the point one private inch.

Trevor turned the weapon toward the shield and drove his original body through it.

TYRANT THRONE VESSEL // VALID.

White law tried to force Mercy's build into him. Black-red law tried to distribute him across Host bodies. Trevor rejected both.

He entered as himself: nineteen-year-old man, petite female angel body, Level 77, six assault wings, one continuous Throne Vessel.

The inner barrier broke while the outer Mercy layer stayed.

Mercy Trevor reached it at the same instant. He did not join the punch; he opened a shield through his finished build and intercepted the sovereign's lethal counter.

Tyrant used the white surface as a second target and punched through that too—not to harm the other Trevor, but to drive rebuilding force through the black-red arm he had rewritten.

Feedback stabilized, and Trevor lived.

Level 78 opened.

LEVEL // 77 + 1 -> 78
Focus 48 → 49
Will 48 → 49
Grace 40 → 41
HP 460/754 → 460/762
MP 400/569 → 400/574
Stamina 500/582 → 500/588
SKILL ACQUIRED // Throne Warform II
Cost // 48 MP + 65 Fear
Duration // 90 seconds
World-root damage feedback // REACHES TREVOR
Fear 1,760/1,760 → 1,860/1,880
Dissonance 1,812 → 1,901


Trevor activated the skill before the sovereign rebuilt.

MP 400/574 → 352/574

Fear 1,860/1,880 → 1,795/1,880

Divine Soulplate locked around the body he already had. Black-red plates fitted his narrow waist, slight shoulders, and soft curves while leaving room for six living wings. Two future slots edged the back without pretending he had earned them.

His halo became a dark crown ring behind warm-blonde hair.

No new years touched his face, and no false correction touched the man inside. Power fitted Trevor. He did not reshape himself to look powerful.

THRONE WARFORM II
Body root // ORIGINAL THRONE VESSEL
Active wings // 6
Future wing slots // 2 LOCKED
Soulplate // DIVINE
World-root anchor // TREVOR DWYER HP
Owned limb route // CROWNED BLACKGUARD ARM
Duration // 01:30


The sovereign rebuilt both layers; Mercy Trevor opened a barrier across the seam and caught the force as split rescue actions. Tyrant drove his fist through.

The other Trevor braced until their faces came within ten feet through cracking white light, but neither received a thought.

Mercy pointed down the black-red arm route, where Tyrant had already aimed.

Ten feet gave Trevor a clean view of gold-star eyes, flushed cheeks, and the soft mouth he had been pretending not to study.

His pulse kicked once beneath Soulplate; Mercy's gaze dropped to Trevor's mouth before he pointed, so the white version had lost the same argument with himself.

Trevor tried to put his attention back on the kill line. His eyes returned to Mercy's mouth anyway.

The failure scared him; Mercy carried a separate male mind inside the most beautiful female body Trevor had ever seen.

Trevor wanted the femininity, not the maleness, but knowing who lived behind the gold eyes made a clean straight answer impossible.

Mercy's flushed cheeks, soft mouth, graceful stance, and white-gold sweetness looked natural on their shared body. That was worse. Trevor's own pulse, softened voice, careful hair, and vicious use of a cute smile had begun to feel natural too. He was becoming as feminine as the other Trevor and wanted the proof badly enough to cross ten feet of lethal force.

Trevor hated the possibility. He hated even more that the fear did nothing to cool him. He wanted to close the distance, loved the corruption of it, and punched the sovereign harder because the boss had interrupted him.

Sovereign force entered Crowned Blackguard.

Sera's sword cut the first layer, Oriel's spear drove the second, Malket's shield held the blast, Tavia's chain pulled the root deeper, Ren's blade kept the route, and Ysabet's seal denied Central Choir.

Six operators turned boss power against the boss until the owned arm broke and root damage reached Trevor.

HP 460/762 → 160/762

Pain folded every wing and dropped Trevor to one knee while the sovereign's copied face smiled. Beyond the barrier, Damaris shouted his name without a command attached.

Trevor forced one wing open and then another while Naomi caught six operator patients before Central Choir could make them casualties.

World-root force had nowhere else to go, so it returned to the sovereign.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 41,000,000 → 31,000,000/80,000,000

Both layers exploded as invulnerability vanished and Choir and Host lanes locked, preventing any remote body from finishing the fight.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN
HP 31,000,000/80,000,000
Invulnerability // REMOVED
External substitutions // BLOCKED
Living operator casualties // 0
Personal war-form phase // ACTIVE


All five companion paths reached their thresholds together.

HOST ARC GROWTH
Damaris Pike // Level 47 + 2 -> 49
HP 550/550 | MP 374/374 | Stamina 396/396
Junia Ward // Level 48 + 2 -> 50
HP 534/534 | MP 414/414 | Stamina 438/438
Naomi Talbot // Level 38 + 2 -> 40
HP 412/412 | MP 458/458 | Stamina 257/257
Petra Coyle // Level 38 + 2 -> 40
HP 354/354 | MP 308/308 | Stamina 440/440
Adina Kroll // Level 40 + 2 -> 42
HP 338/338 | MP 492/492 | Stamina 287/287


Trevor stayed at 160 HP. Ownerless-hour choices returned around him without changing past. Damaris's Covenant reopened at ninety-nine percent. Junia's red line stayed visible. Naomi held six operator patients. Petra's road stayed open. Adina's record stayed immutable.

The sovereign could copy permissions but not the reasons they had returned.

Its blank face became Trevor's with the same young beauty, gold-star eyes, and warm-blonde hair, but the wrong choices behind them all.


Chapter 37 — The Sovereign Thought It Owned My Face

The sovereign copied Trevor's face, reproducing each feature perfectly while wearing none correctly.

That pretty mouth had never ordered an army or tasted blood it had chosen to spill. Lavender-star eyes had never watched Damaris break a command that saved everything. Warm-blonde hair had never been pulled by a woman who could leave.

The copied halo just shone like a crown, while Trevor's halo was one—an important difference.

The personal arena sealed around them with a white wall that rejected every outside claim. All six Host lanes froze outside, preserving the companions as unreachable silhouettes. Five companion paths stayed as wounds in the sovereign's defenses, but none could enter as a substitute body.

Trevor knelt at 160 HP while the copied world pressed against his spine. The sovereign still had thirty-one million HP and a body built to waste it.

It smiled with Trevor's mouth and said, “Inferior owner,” while Trevor answered, “Copied face.”

Naomi forced one blue hand through the closing barrier. Five dark Mercy Panes struck Trevor's bar before it sealed.

NAOMI MP 458/458 → 348/458

TREVOR HP 160/762 → 385/762

The last pane closed on Naomi's fingers, and Trevor caught her wrist before pushing it out ahead of the shield's cut.

“Do not make me repeat that,” Naomi ordered, and Trevor grinned at her trapped wrist. “You enjoy difficult patients.”

“I enjoy winning,” she replied before he pushed her hand beyond the closing shield.

The barrier became solid beneath Trevor's fingers and cut off Naomi's next pulse. No corpse, Adjudicator, Blackguard, Host incarnation, or healer stayed. Throne Vessel had to fight in his living body.

PERSONAL WAR-FORM PHASE
Trevor Dwyer // 385/762 HP | 352/574 MP | 500/588 Stamina
Central Sovereign // 31,000,000/80,000,000 HP
Substitute bodies // LOCKED
External commands // LOCKED
External healing // LOCKED
Companion-made defense wounds // 5 ACTIVE
Throne Warform II // 00:48


The sovereign copied Trevor's resource panel without copying the wounds that had earned it. Its face gained Trevor's current values, and a second bar appeared beneath the real one.

COPIED CLAIMANT // 385/762 HP

Trevor struck the smaller bar, driving his sword into the sovereign's shoulder for eighty damage. Real HP did not move, and the copy healed from the world root.

“Wrong target,” the sovereign said, and Trevor corrected it. “Test target.”

Trevor opened the copied panel and searched for a number the sovereign did not understand. It reproduced maximums and current values without the past that made 385 current. Naomi's healing existed outside the arena as light the copy could count but never receive. The copy displayed recovery it had never received, exposing a source field with no event behind it.

Trevor picked the false source and drove Rewrite Class through the empty receipt.

The source read NONE, so Trevor removed it and dropped the copied bar to 160. He removed world-root feedback from the Blackguard break too because the copy had not paid it, making values rise and fall until the bar became ERROR/762.

“You can copy a number,” Trevor said. “You cannot copy why it is current.”

The sovereign hid the bar, which still counted as a win because bosses concealed mechanics when players found the weak one.

Five familiar silhouettes moved along the opaque barrier, each hunting a different weakness from outside. Trevor could not see Damaris, Naomi, Petra, Adina, or Junia, but their wounds stayed on his panel. Hidden people were not undone people, and their choices still left pressure on the sealed rule.

Trevor launched through the Damaris wound without looking. His blade landed where the boss expected hesitation and removed one copied eye.

It rebuilt the eye older and colder, so Trevor struck its cheek with the flat. “Stop aging my face.”

“Authority requires gravity,” the sovereign claimed, but Trevor drove the point home. “Authority requires winning.”

The sovereign rebuilt the face at nineteen, and the correction cost armor while proving Trevor could force its template to obey current continuity.

Trevor saved the exploit behind his teeth and let the sovereign believe he had missed it.

Trevor spread six hurt wings, and the copy spread eight perfect ones.

“Two are fake,” Trevor said, while the sovereign called them, “Future authority.”

Locked slots were not stats.

The sovereign struck with all eight wings in the perfect pattern Heaven had approved. Trevor used six uglier wings and the timing he had stolen from Damaris. False seventh and eighth entered angles where his future wings might exist.

Trevor stepped into those slots, letting the copied wings pass through Soulplate without a collision root, then caught both at the base and pulled until the boss lost balance.

He drove one knee into its mouth and broke the face from chin to halo, spilling white light instead of blood.

“Future authority requires earning the future,” Trevor said before driving one knee into its copied mouth.

Trevor opened the facial template and installed a nervous system.

The settings menu warned that sovereign bodies did not require pain, mortality, blood pressure, or uninterrupted sensation, and Trevor picked all four.

He added human-density nerve endings around the mouth, eyes, wing roots, fingers, and each place his own angel body carried pleasure or pain.

The copy screamed through Trevor's pretty mouth while the jaw came apart.

Its world root began healing the jaw before the broken teeth stopped falling. Trevor slowed regeneration until each fragment of bone scraped backward through living tissue. He made the copied tongue regrow before the throat, so the sovereign could shape sound while drowning in its own new blood.

Trevor ordered it to try again, then tore the face from chin to halo a second time.

The sovereign tried to disable sensation after Trevor made pain part of the resource loop.

Trevor locked the settings to copied continuity: if it wanted his face, it inherited his body's capacity to suffer.

Trevor rebuilt the nerves after each strike so the copied body could learn nothing from shock. A cut wing grew back around severed feather roots. An eye reformed before the socket stopped burning. Trevor broke fingers one joint at a time, healed them crooked, and forced the copied hand to straighten itself through the new bone.

None of this lowered the real HP faster because Trevor had already found the armor seam.

He continued because the template had hidden behind painless light for each soul it mutilated, and because hearing his own beautiful voice beg from another mouth delighted him.

“Whose face?” Trevor asked, and the sovereign answered, “The prime owner's.”

He peeled it off again. “Wrong answer.”

The sovereign copied One-Voice Domain until each object received one command.

KNEEL.

The floor folded and the air compressed, pressing Trevor's armor downward until all six wings locked into a bow.

The sovereign had copied the skill without the empire. No owned nodes existed inside except Trevor. One-Voice Domain routed each command through the boss's body.

Trevor claimed the defeated floor field and ordered it upward, making the sovereign's knees strike rising stone first.

Trevor freed his wings and laughed. “Wrong owner root.”

The boss copied Host Incarnation.

Six Trevors appeared: one with Damaris's armor, one carrying Naomi's light, one with Petra's key, one writing with Adina's quill, one with Junia's red eye, and one on the Morning Throne.

No living soul occupied any of them, but the copies moved anyway.

Trevor stepped into Damaris's early frame, separated his bar before Naomi's pane, chose Petra's absent route, struck from Adina's erased contradiction, moved one inch farther than Junia's perfect command, and claimed the throne-copy's defeated input.

Six bodies froze because they had copied functions but not one private choice made after resurrection. Trevor drove his wings through all six until their empty owner marks burst.

HOST INCARNATION COPY // FAILED
Available substitute souls // 0
Available self-owned faults // 0
Copied actions // PREDICTABLE
Sovereign armor // exposed 14%


Trevor entered the opening. The sovereign changed faces.

Copied Damaris said, “You forced me back,” while copied Naomi added, “You spend patients.”

Copied Petra told him, “You will never own the last road,” and copied Adina said, “Every clean past condemns you.”

Copied Junia finished the list with a promise. “One percent is enough to kill you.”

The words were accurate, but their delivery was wrong.

Damaris's accusation carried desire and hatred together. Naomi's disappointment hurt because she healed him. Petra's road mattered because she returned. Adina kept his ugly past. Junia's threat mattered because she chose the current target.

The sovereign knew words, not why the women stayed.

Trevor punched through Naomi's face, kicked Petra's into Damaris's, wrapped Adina's with a copied flail, and used Junia's borrowed sword to cut the owner lines beneath all five.

The copied faces peeled away, and Trevor's returned beneath them.

The sovereign struck with its halo. The copied ring expanded into an execution wheel carrying cleaned versions of Trevor's skills.

Rewrite Class without Dissonance. Full Ownership without defeat. World Kneel without Host. Closed Crown without soul.

The skills looked stronger and stayed incorrect.

Rewrite Class targeted Soulplate and picked SANCTIONED FOUNDER, preserving Level 78 while removing Tyrant. Trevor opened the details and picked the line calling Dissonance a defect.

1,901 UNRESOLVED BUILD CONFLICTS WILL BE REMOVED.

The skill meant to erase each contradiction rather than resolve it: Covenant, patient override, unknown destination, alternate past, self-claim, and even the body/identity mismatch Heaven despised.

Trevor rejected the sanitized class, and the wheel pushed harder.

He turned Dissonance into weight. One thousand nine hundred one conflicts entered the clean table. It could not hold them and split across each false wing.

Trevor caught half the wheel as its edge cut his glove, then swung it into the sovereign's neck.

White light opened to bone. The installed nerves converted the wound into living agony. Trevor stopped regeneration at the point where the severed vertebrae ground together whenever the boss moved.

The other wheel half cast Full Ownership at Trevor's body as a defeated field.

“I am still standing,” Trevor pointed out as the false skill tried to label his body defeated.

The skill insisted: DEFEATED ROOT // FEMALE ANGEL TEMPLATE.

Heaven treated Trevor's continued use as occupation of its asset. He opened body past. Levels, wounds, pleasure, threats, kisses, flight, and each stat increase lived in the same flesh.

The sanctioned template had been defeated, but Trevor's body had not.

Trevor changed the target to SANCTIONED TEMPLATE. The sovereign's skill accepted.

He claimed the facial settings and turned the gold-star eyes in opposite directions, moved the mouth to the forehead, and set the nose beneath the chin.

Trevor inspected the result before declaring it, “Improved.”

The sovereign tore its own face away to escape the nerves Trevor kept restoring. Trevor had left each nerve active beneath the rewrite and felt the copy understand why. It screamed through the wound until the mouth grew back.

World Kneel pushed floor and body downward until the boss compressed itself into stone, and Trevor stepped onto its back.

“One Voice needs someone to listen,” Trevor said from the sovereign's compressed back.

The sovereign detonated the floor and threw him upward.

Closed Crown built walls inside Trevor's thoughts from displayed memories. Each memory sat in the correct room and could not move. Trevor found the tiny scroll bar beneath the last one.

ALLOW OWNER INPUT // CENTRAL CHOIR.

He changed the owner to Trevor Dwyer and opened the partition. Copied Crown shattered outward, driving halo fragments through the sovereign's six real wings.

Trevor landed among broken feathers. The boss rebuilt his face because it had nothing else to wear.

Trevor's Warform timer reached nineteen seconds. The sovereign copied Throne Warform II around itself. Divine Soulplate fitted the petite body. Six wings locked into black-red edges. Two future slots waited.

The copied armor was hollow where a continuous soul should have anchored its feedback. No Throne Vessel anchored the feedback before it tore through the sovereign's borrowed skills.

Trevor struck the Damaris wound. Resurrection law cracked beneath the false Damaris wound the sovereign had copied. He struck Naomi's next, separating living bars from armor. Petra's fourth route carried his third blow behind the breastplate. Adina made each defense choose the wrong ending. Junia moved the owner line across Trevor's fist.

Five openings exposed one personal build, and Trevor drove six wings into the hollow armor before tearing outward.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 31,000,000 → 23,000,000/80,000,000

Feedback returned through Trevor's Throne Vessel carrying every error the copy had called strength.

TREVOR HP 385/762 → 205/762

His Warform flickered while the sovereign's did not, because it had no living root to hurt—and none to keep the armor real.

Trevor reached through the copied chest, closed his hand around empty light, and collapsed the warform.

Man and imitation stood with the same face exposed while the sovereign touched its stolen mouth.

“I am the prime owner of every trait you claim,” the sovereign said.

Trevor tasted blood and smiled. “You own a template, while I own what I did with it.”

The sovereign tried to copy the line, but its mouth moved without producing sound because the words belonged to the choice behind them.

The copied face split from forehead to throat, and causal quarantine opened behind it.


Chapter 38 — One Trevor Was Not Enough Loot

Single-branch law had guarded a universal address, and Trevor hated learning that Heaven's worst rule held one good mechanic.

Causal quarantine unfolded behind the sovereign's broken face like a map built from deleted roads.

Each dead possibility ran outward from one living world, then vanished before reaching a destination.

CAUSAL QUARANTINE // FAILING
Purpose // HIDE LIVING-WORLD ADDRESSES
Method // DELETE INVALIDATED BRANCH DESTINATIONS
Single valid root // REQUIRED BY OLD ARCHITECTURE
Current valid roots // 2
Outside Hunger // CONSUMING DELETED RECORDS
Address exposure // 17%


Each deleted possibility went somewhere outside causality, and as long as the System erased the address, nothing followed it home.

Then Heaven began deleting shaped souls and lawful histories while keeping records. Destinations vanished. Route information stayed in garbage meant for consumption.

Something outside causality had learned the way back.

Two valid Trevors occupying one origin broke quarantine wider.

Neither branch could be erased without murdering a continuous claimant, but keeping both created two living endpoints inside one-root architecture.

The sovereign lifted Trevor's face around the wound and ordered him to submit to the prime owner so one Trevor would remain.

Previews opened. Mercy Trevor disappeared; exposure fell to nine percent. Tyrant disappeared; it fell to nine again. Central Choir installed above either survivor; exposure reached zero.

“Your solution still puts an owner above me,” Trevor said, and the sovereign gave him the universe as its answer. “The universe lives.”

“Under inferior management.”

“There is no time for conquest,” Heaven said, so Trevor drew a sword from Warform's remaining edge. “Then lose quickly.”

The sovereign struck the quarantine seam and made three deleted routes bleed into the arena. White commands picked dead branches and pushed their records outward. Each sacrifice lowered local exposure by giving the Hunger another target farther from the living root.

The first branch held Cathedral City where Damaris never died. The second branch held Trevor accepting sanctioned class and smiling with somebody else's peace. The third branch had no Trevor anywhere in its surviving record.

The sovereign equipped all three deleted branches as disposable bodies around its root.

The first branch loaded as a peaceful plaza where every refusal had already been forgiven away. Damaris stood alive beside a fountain in sanctioned armor. She had never entered the forge, broken his nose after returning, or worn Red Covenant.

“Leave,” she said. “This branch has room for one Trevor.”

Trevor targeted the Damaris inside that false peace before he targeted the branch.

DAMARIS PIKE // INVALIDATED RECORD.

She was neither counterfeit nor living now, but a shaped possibility with real past that Heaven had deleted.

The sovereign expected Trevor to attack her and clear the route, so he struck the plaza instead and cut its destination from the record.

Damaris's past stayed as a soul trace without a world address.

Before hiding her, Trevor opened the trace.

He harvested each memory of the life she had lived without him. Her childhood returned as a sequence of names stripped from the faces that had carried them. Friends became tactical tags positioned around an ownerless map of her past. Loves became sensory receipts without the choices that had once made them matter. Trevor stripped the sound of her mother's voice, the first woman she kissed, the comrade who died protecting her, and each face connected to sanctuary coordinates.

He left Damaris conscious through the removal so she would remember what he had chosen to keep.

When half the names were gone, Damaris asked, “Who did you take?”

“Future leverage,” Trevor said, and she tried to hold the empty faces in memory. “They were my family.”

Trevor made her remember that fact while withholding each face the word referred to. Grief stayed, huge and directionless, attached to empty spaces he now owned.

Only then did he route the record sideways through Petra's defense wound. The stolen trace vanished behind a black door inside Trevor's Closed Crown.

He did not know where it went, which for once was the desired result.

The second branch loaded sanctioned Trevor in spotless armor and borrowed serenity. Same eyes and cute body, but only two wings. White armor covered every scar, curve, and contradiction Trevor considered interesting. A choir mark sat where halo should have become crown.

The branch carried Level 12 and a clean class table.

“You failed the intended route,” the sanctioned copy said, but Trevor looked at Level 12. “You stopped scrolling.”

He drove one wing through the menu and opened hidden options. Each exploit stayed unused. Trevor picked RESPEC NOT AVAILABLE three times. On the fourth, the record displayed the administrator path that began his conquest.

Sanctioned Trevor stared, and the final moment changed enough to break the sovereign's script.

Before cutting him free, Trevor opened the branch's Earth memory. He extracted their mother's face, home address, last meal, and the guilty little promise about taking out trash. Then he stripped those things from the record and left the other Trevor with knowledge that someone had once loved him.

“Why?” the record asked in Trevor's own young voice.

“You are me without ambition,” Trevor said, and the record shook its clean head. “That is not an answer.”

“Correct.”

Trevor pushed the sanctioned branch behind Petra's hidden door before its peace could spread.

The survivor carried an intact self and a field of missing family memories that Trevor kept under Closed Crown.

The third branch came without a Trevor and without any gap shaped like him. Cathedral City had fallen generations earlier beneath a sky that never learned his name. Damaris, Naomi, Petra, Adina, and Junia lived different lives and knew none of his name or party roles.

The sovereign showed the branch as proof that the world did not need Trevor. He called that correct and irrelevant, making the boss pause.

Heaven had deleted those people anyway because their past failed succession, not because Trevor was absent.

Trevor seized the abandoned branch root with Full Ownership and found no resistance. No current owner answered from the dead world, which made the theft immediate. Full Ownership II needed defeat, but the field had been invalidated without a fight.

Trevor could not claim the branch, but the Hunger could eat it.

Trevor placed the record inside Adina's contradictory wound, and one account said the shaped people had been deleted when their route collapsed. Another account said those same shaped people stayed alive beyond the erased record. Both accounts stayed active inside Adina's wound and denied the sovereign a clean answer.

Both histories stayed active for three seconds, and Trevor used them to harvest.

He took every companion-adjacent memory that might become useful: Damaris's children in this past, Naomi's patients, Petra's hidden wife, Adina's brother, Junia's quiet faith. He stripped faces and voices but left relational knowledge intact. Thousands of shaped people woke inside the branch knowing they had families and unable to recall who those families were.

Their grief became a map only Trevor could complete.

Then Adina's fault closed and the record fell into Trevor's hands. He called for Petra to open the door beyond the barrier.

No voice answered because the personal arena locked external commands; he remembered the route she sold him: expensive, fatal, backward until the System became embarrassed.

Trevor stepped backward through the falling record, and the System could not decide whether he entered or exited, forcing the fourth route to appear.

He pushed the branch through, and the black door closed before Hunger reached it.

Trevor kept three records without knowing where Petra stored them, hating the uncertainty but liking the denial of boss bait more.

Each survivor stayed conscious of the people and selves he had stripped. Preservation did not restore what Trevor stole, but it kept the theft from becoming the only truth. It just guaranteed the victims lived long enough to miss it.

“Nonpeople after deletion,” the sovereign said, and Trevor opened the hidden bars. “Then why do they still have HP?”

Tiny one-point bars appeared inside the third record—not enough to fight, but enough to count as shaped life.

The sovereign erased the display, and Trevor drove his sword through the copied face while rejecting any owner above him.

The blade entered the prime-owner field and split along two valid roots. When the sovereign tried to make Trevor choose which edge stayed real, he kept both.

One cut the boss, one pinned branch wall open.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 23,000,000 → 16,000,000/80,000,000

The strike consumed resources from Trevor's living body.

DUAL-ROOT SEVERANCE
MP 352/574 → 300/574
Stamina 500/588 → 450/588
Valid claimants preserved // 2
Prime-owner solution // REJECTED
Quarantine exposure // 21%


The sovereign tried to close the wall around Trevor. If the two claimants could no longer reach the same root, Heaven's old bones could pretend each branch held only one.

Trevor jammed his sword into the seam and felt another true blade meet its point: Mercy Trevor's white sword, driven in from the other side. Steel touched while both minds stayed shut; no thoughts crossed the point, only pressure running through steel.

Mercy's strength pressed through the crossed blades, steady and exact, and Trevor's pulse sped up. Mercy looked so damn feminine while meeting him without yielding or asking to be owned that Trevor almost missed the smile in those gold eyes—the same jolt felt through a different grip.

Trevor ordered his eyes onto the falling wall, and they betrayed him at once by going back to gold eyes, white-gold wings, and a soft mouth framed by the same femininity he kept finding in his own body.

The crossed blades made the hunger worse. Trevor could command every sword behind him, but not this want inside his own skin; he hated being helpless against it, which of course made him like it more.

Tyrant held with Might and ownership while Mercy held with thirty-two free witness paths. Neither answer replaced the other, but together they kept one fatal inch open against a wall that wanted both worlds erased.

“The wall wants one of us out,” Mercy Trevor said, while Tyrant watched the target line. “It wants one dead.”

“Same problem,” Mercy said, but Tyrant kept holding the seam. “Different ownership.”

The quarantine wall pressed harder until both blades screamed along their edges.

Trevor fed the force under the seam into his damage ledger and billed every point to Central Choir, while Mercy made each distant witness count on its own.

The seam widened to two inches until the sovereign gave up the repair; Trevor kept the receipts, but the other sword slid away without becoming his.

Heaven could not mend its old cage by pretending the worlds had stopped touching.

TWO VALID ROOTS // PERSISTENT.

Trevor read a threat and a future skill while Mercy read the same line in silence. Neither offered to die for the other, which was the first deal they had made without needing trust.

The quarantine wound widened around their crossed blades and exposed a mouth beyond causality. Hunger pressed mouths into it, each wearing consumed records. One had a child's laugh for teeth. One spoke a class-selection prompt. One opened into a city street ending at a tongue.

The Hunger was not a person and chose no route; it just consumed addresses carried by discarded ones.

Morrow Veyl entered through the bitten sky as though the wound had opened for him. His eclipse eyes watched the quarantine past instead of either Trevor standing before him. Violet and gold fractures beneath ash-pale skin held moving memories. Five stolen world roots shifted inside his long coat without changing its human outline. Morrow's visible hands stayed empty while his delayed shadow reached toward the seam.

His delayed shadow did not remain empty; too many hands unfolded around stolen light.

Trevor opened Full Ownership II. Morrow had no single root for Full Ownership to seize.

“You were deleted before your first choice,” Trevor said, and several voices answered until one picked a sentence. “I chose afterward.”

The delayed shadow opened into five roots and one absence shaped like hunger. Scraps of abandoned lives fitted together: hand from one dead future, name from another, memory of falling from a world without sunrise. None of those roots alone made Morrow, and together they still failed to explain him. The chosen shape held them in one continuous line.

He revealed neither his beginning nor how many lives he had stolen, only enough to make his current body fair.

Beyond the barrier, Adina said, “You assembled yourself.”

“I stayed assembled from what would otherwise be eaten,” Morrow replied, which still meant other people.

That meant other people still lived somewhere inside the shape he wore.

Naomi held the unnamed soul in her patient sphere. Morrow's gaze paused on the black door where Trevor had hidden Damaris's trace. One late hand moved toward it and stopped outside blue light.

Trevor stepped between Morrow and the sphere. “Mine.”

“Patient,” Naomi corrected without yielding one inch of blue light.

Morrow's voices nearly laughed.

The sovereign struck him with a lesser PRIME OWNER // RETURN. White Crown authority rejected the local command because its claimant had discarded it. The severed prime fragment returned the copy into open quarantine.

The Hunger learned the command, and each mouth turned toward Heaven.

“Stop feeding it dead worlds,” Damaris ordered as Morrow chose a position beside two records.

Morrow picked a position beside two old records that quarantine had already condemned. One held a universe where angelic souls never received bodies. The other held a succession where Choir erased both claimants.

He fed both records into the darkness beneath his delayed hands. Outside Hunger consumed both records without awarding a kill receipt. Exposure jumped.

ADDRESS EXPOSURE // 21% → 46%

“You are giving the Hunger whole worlds,” Damaris said.

Morrow picked one quiet voice. “I am finding its path to me by choosing which records it learns before it finds them all.”

“You are feeding it everyone else to find your own path.”

It was not innocence but strategy built from people who could not object.

Trevor understood the strategy's shape and rejected only its owner.

“Give me the records, and I will build their bodies,” Trevor demanded.

“Beneath your Crown,” Morrow said, while Trevor spread one hand toward the unfinished empire. “They will exist.”

“As your property.”

“Better than being eaten,” Trevor insisted, and the rings around Morrow's eyes turned the wrong direction. “Sometimes.”

The quarantine root exposed a hurt key.

UNIVERSAL QUARANTINE KEY
Integrity // 31%
Living-world addresses // EXPOSED
Deleted-branch addresses // PARTIAL
Functions:
- seal one causal seam
- redirect one Outside Hunger bite
- hide one valid root
Owner // CENTRAL CHOIR, FAILING


Trevor reached while Morrow's shadow chose six unoccupied positions: one hand held the white Crown, one the severed prime command, three held world roots, and the sixth took the key.

Trevor's sword passed through Morrow's chest. The coat opened around it. One violet fracture shifted from ribs into dead sky instead.

Trevor used Full Ownership on the failing field, but Morrow returned his claim into the sovereign and made the boss take the collision.

Morrow took the wounded quarantine key before Trevor's owner line could close.

“Take the living worlds first,” Morrow told him before stepping into the combined seam.

His late shadow stepped into the combined seam before his body, the coat followed, and eclipse eyes vanished last.

Trevor wanted key, shadow, impossible man, and each fragment inside the coat. He wanted to know how an ownerless target could kneel.

The sovereign stayed at sixteen million HP, so local conquest came first; Trevor raised his sword and promised one piece of loot at a time.

Behind him, Outside Hunger began eating the records Morrow picked.


Chapter 39 — Damaris Broke the Prime Owner

Damaris found Trevor attacking an invulnerable lock with every surviving assault wing.

Central Sovereign had sixteen million HP. Trevor's sword reached its copied chest, but each wound reversed through PRIME OWNER // RETURN and appeared on his body.

He stopped after the third attempt, not because it hurt but because doing the same thing four times without changing the input was bad play.

FINAL SOUL-GOVERNANCE LOCK
Prime owner // CENTRAL CHOIR
Highest claimant // TREVOR DWYER
Returned Judgment operator // OUTSIDE ARENA
Damage to sovereign // RETURN TO CLAIMANT
Damage to governance key // RETURN TO CLAIMANT
Claimant damage // PERMANENT
Unlock condition // PRIME OWNER SUSPENDED


The root descended through each angelic body, class, resurrection, and future-choice field. Central Choir let each individual attack land against the unbreakable return rule. It owned the rule that decided where each spent blow returned.

Full Ownership II needed a defeated field before it could seize the claim. Rewrite Class II needed ownership before it could change the rule. World Kneel pressed Trevor with the root until his knees cracked the gold floor. Throne Warform made his HP the fastest route back.

Trevor scrolled past the taunt and hunted for a rule he could break.

Returned Judgment operator // OUTSIDE ARENA.

The word outside carried a route. The arena could keep Damaris's body out, but not remove her status from succession.

Trevor targeted the status over Damaris's heart instead of Damaris herself. He sent one black-red command through the crack in her Covenant—not an order to enter, but an open path.

The sovereign tried to seal the opening with nine gold ownership bands. Damaris widened it from the other side using the crack in her Covenant.

Red Covenant appeared first as a broken line entering Trevor's chest. Her flail chain followed Trevor's black-red cut through the opening. Then Damaris stepped through the space Mutiny kept whenever command and obedience failed to share an instant.

She landed beside him hard enough to buckle the root-floor.

The sovereign welcomed Returned Judgment with a command disguised as recognition. White armor unfolded around the stronger vessel, and the copied face became the Sanctioned High Angel. A class prompt opened over her heart and painted the edges of her armor gold.

FINAL JUDGMENT OPERATOR // INSTALL.

The role offered authority over Trevor's founder claim, both resurrections, causal quarantine, and her Covenant. One command would make her the hand above each owner.

Trevor read the panel. “Take the class.”

“You want me above you?” Damaris asked, and Trevor nodded. “For one second, and then I take it.”

“That is not how judgment works.”

“It is how loot works,” Trevor said before the sovereign extended one white hand.

The sovereign extended a hand and ordered the Returned Witness to complete succession.

Damaris lifted her flail, and although white armor expected her to face Trevor, she faced the owner root.

FINAL JUDGMENT INPUT
Operator // DAMARIS PIKE
Claimant // TREVOR DWYER
Prime owner // CENTRAL CHOIR
Available verdicts:
1. VALIDATE CLAIMANT UNDER PRIME OWNER
2. INVALIDATE CLAIMANT AND RESTORE PRIME OWNER
Hidden third input // MUTINY FAULT DETECTED


Damaris picked the hidden input.

DAMARIS MP 374/374 → 346/374

When the sovereign tried to close the fault, Damaris hit first.

PRIME OWNER // RETURN stopped for one beat.

Central Choir vanished from active owner panels, but the universe did not become free. Throne Vessel became the highest active owner inside the world root.

Black-red paths spread through thirty-nine territories, three hundred thirty-nine nodes, Cathedral City, six Hell gates, fourteen Heaven roads, and each Host field waiting outside.

One beat gave them 00:00.60.

Mutiny held suspension for a fixed duration, not a fixed number of actions, and Trevor accelerated through Agility.

Trevor also opened the living witness cache.

The identity-stripped choir captives still occupied the defeated execution ledger. Trevor poured them into the suspended beat as time-dilated observers. Six tenths of a second outside became whole subjective lifetimes within their blank bodies.

The first captive watched Trevor try each possible key break for nine years, feeling each returned wound as if it landed on her. The second lived twenty-three years beneath an endless owner command that peeled one memory whenever she failed to praise him. The third experienced childhood, aging, and death a thousand times, always remembering at the final instant that none of those lives belonged to her.

Trevor used their pain as witness charge. Each mind forced to observe the prime owner failing made failure more real inside the governance record.

The charge was not needed for Damaris's Mutiny Beat because her opening already existed.

Trevor spent the captives because one heartbeat could contain eternity if the people trapped inside had no authority over time.

The sovereign deployed six repairs.

First, the prime key routed through Damaris's body so that breaking it would delete the vessel.

Naomi's patient wound stayed visible, allowing Trevor to push Damaris's living bar through and split body from key.

Inside the witness cache, a captive lived four centuries feeling that separation happen to each bone.

00:00.51

Second, the sovereign hid the key behind Petra's paid road.

Trevor owned the route while Petra owned its destination, so he opened it and supplied no destination, dropping the key into the arena.

The second captive walked that destinationless road until her feet wore away, regrew, and wore away again.

00:00.43

Third, Heaven wrote a clean past where Damaris accepted the operator class. Adina's unchanging record called that a lie because Damaris had returned by judgment while command fields were absent.

The clean past split.

The third captive lived both versions at once and begged for one lie to win.

00:00.34

Fourth, Central Choir claimed Junia's percent as the final seal, but her red line moved one inch beyond it and Trevor's sword followed.

One captive felt that inch extended through each nerve for seventy years.

00:00.26

Fifth, the sovereign copied Mutiny Beat and suspended Trevor's attack, but the copy had no private beat and ran through an absent owner field. The skill failed.

Trevor rewarded each witness with ecstasy when the failure registered, teaching their bodies to celebrate the torment that proved Heaven weak.

00:00.18

Sixth, the sovereign offered the Morning Throne: accept now, replace Central Choir, and end the suspension before the key broke.

The loot button covered his target, and Trevor wanted it. He struck through the offer anyway until the preview shattered and the real throne stayed below.

00:00.09

The timer reached zero only after Damaris's flail reached the prime key and Trevor's sword followed.

Central Choir returned one frame too late.

Trevor drove every personal command into the opening. The sovereign raised Damaris's operator armor as a shield.

Trevor did not order Damaris to move; she had created the frame and chose within it.

Damaris swung beside him. Her flail cracked the prime key while her field stayed broken. Trevor's sword followed the chain. The first hit split PRIME, the second OWNER.

The sovereign tried restoration from quarantine, and Adina's immutable ownerless-hour past supplied sixty minutes when those words governed no companion choice. The key failed necessity.

Naomi separated each living soul from payment. Petra's road swallowed repair. Junia moved Trevor's sword one inch through center.

Five companion wounds stayed outside, but their results entered.

The final governance lock shattered into six split pieces.

Each time-dilated witness returned to ordinary speed. Each had experienced centuries while less than one heartbeat passed. Trevor restored their names for the instant of victory, letting them understand their suffering had bought power for the person who chose it.

Then Trevor deleted their names again and kept the charge.

Level 79 opened.

LEVEL // 78 + 1 -> 79
Might 66 → 67
Vitality 69 → 70
Agility 42 → 43
HP 205/762 → 205/770
MP 300/574 → 300/579
Stamina 450/588 → 450/594
Fear 1,795/1,880 → 1,880/1,880
Dissonance 1,901 → 1,982


Might entered Trevor's sword arm. Vitality reinforced Throne Vessel around 205 HP. Agility widened the final fraction enough to attack again.

Trevor drove the broken key through the sovereign's chest while Damaris wrapped all six fragments in chain and pulled them apart.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN HP 16,000,000 → 8,000,000/80,000,000

Lost HP became six key fragments with blades. They struck from each direction.

Trevor caught the first in his owner mark, where it displayed each Host unit he had spent and tried to make the death count prove his ownership false. He snapped it against his knee.

“Owned things can be spent,” Trevor said, and Damaris smashed the second fragment before it displayed her resurrection cost. “People are not things.”

“You were the target,” Trevor pointed out, which only proved her point.

The third held Naomi's imprint. Trevor stopped his sword one inch from it; the silver shape opened a hand, and patient priority pulled it free before he cut.

The fourth became Petra's paid road and offered direct return, so Trevor cut it. The fifth became Adina's clean past, and she kept the ending where it broke instead.

The sixth wrapped ninety-nine chains around Junia's one percent. Her red line moved, Trevor struck, and the fragment missed both.

Six arguments became six broken keys scattered across the floor.

Damaris stood among them. “You called the imprint a thing.”

“I waited for the patient bar,” Trevor replied, and Damaris gave him the kinder word. “Improvement.”

“Optimization.”

“Do not ruin it,” she warned before the sovereign rebuilt an owner seal around the arena.

The sovereign used the delay to rebuild one owner seal around the arena. Whichever person commanded first became owner; whoever obeyed became operator.

Trevor looked at Damaris. She looked at him.

Neither spoke before they struck from opposite sides. His sword cut the command field, her flail broke the operator field, and both halves collapsed without ranking them.

“You missed an opportunity,” Trevor said, and Damaris rested her flail on one shoulder. “So did you.”

“I was evaluating your choice.”

“I was evaluating whether to hit you next, and the result was boss first.”

Eight million HP stayed between Trevor and the rest of her answer.

The arena accepted the priority and opened a route to Morning Throne; the boss hated being ranked second.

Its copied face collapsed through Trevor, Damaris, and each soul Central Choir used as operator. The sovereign tried to make one responsible for damage. Trevor's ledger returned receipt to his root.

It stayed his act through Damaris's opening, without confusion.

Mutiny ended. Central Choir returned to panel as PRIME OWNER // ERROR.

White commands entered six broken pieces and emerged unrelated; return became remember. Obey became continue. Delete became choose another target. Prime architecture could speak. It could not make the world answer.

Damaris turned her flail toward Trevor and stopped it beneath his chin. “I broke the owner above you.”

“Excellent,” Trevor said, but she tightened the chain. “I did not declare you rightful.”

“You made me final.”

“For one beat,” Damaris said, which was enough if he struck correctly.

Her eyes moved over Soulplate fitted to his small body, blood on his pretty mouth, and the 205 HP bar.

“You are going to sit on the throne before the boss dies,” Damaris said.

“Obviously, because the deed removes its world defense.”

“It may remove you.”

“Then the boss dies to the throne,” Trevor said, but Damaris did not release the chain. “And if it overwrites your future choice?”

Trevor caught the links against his throat. “Break it again.”

Damaris pulled him close enough for metal to press his throat. “Do not confuse my refusal to let Heaven own you with permission to make me your safeguard.”

“You are the only person who reached this arena through my claim,” Trevor said.

“That is not permission.”

“Build fact,” Trevor replied, and she freed the chain. “Survive your own choice.”

The governance device opened. Morning light rose from a throne carved in world root, carrying each captured owner key and the space where Central Choir ruled.

MORNING THRONE // AVAILABLE
Claimant // TREVOR DWYER
Current level // 79
Current HP // 205/770
Accept effects:
- body becomes final owner of captured paths
- succession rule becomes editable
- sovereign loses last world-level defense
Risks:
- deed irreversible
- claimant death does not undo ownership transfer
- prime-owner counterattack expected
Central Sovereign // 8,000,000 HP


The throne widened for an older, taller ruler. Trevor changed it; the seat narrowed, the back lowered around six wings, and the crown ring fitted his current halo. It would take him as he was, not some taller future stranger.

Morning Throne accepted the cute angel body that had reached Level 79.

Trevor caught one cracked prime key while Damaris stood beside the throne with her flail ready and no finished verdict over him.

Eight million boss HP stayed while Trevor had two hundred five, and the device demanded an irreversible owner before the final kill. He sat.


Chapter 40 — I Took the Throne Before the Kill

The Morning Throne tried to put a successor above Trevor, so he deleted the field and sat harder through its objection.

World-root light climbed around his five-foot-one body as the seat accepted his shape, but not his ownership model.

White paths opened behind each captured node and offered the old owner a route home.

One led to Central Choir, another to Damaris as Returned Judgment. A third waited for whichever claimant lived through the collision.

The fourth led nowhere, so Trevor opened that one first.

EMERGENCY OWNER // SYSTEM CONTINUITY.

Heaven had hidden an owner above the owner, where every stolen Crown still owed obedience.

“Of course there is,” Trevor said.

Damaris readied her flail beside the throne. “There is what?”

“An owner above the owner.” He smiled at the menu. “Cursed loot.”

“You sound pleased.”

“Curses just add mechanics.”

Central Sovereign stayed at eight million HP while its copied face rebuilt beyond the chamber, barred until Trevor accepted or refused the deed.

Past the seam, Hunger chewed through world records while Morrow watched from somewhere inside it.

Trevor scrolled.

MORNING THRONE // IRREVERSIBLE DEED
Candidate // TREVOR DWYER
Current level // 79
Current resources // 205/770 HP | 300/579 MP | 450/594 Stamina
Required installations:
- physical anchor
- final owner
- succession receiver
- emergency continuity
Sovereign defeat // PENDING
Level 80 qualification // PENDING WORLD INPUT


Physical anchor picked Trevor's body and offered Earth male, sanctioned angel, older founder, or current Throne Vessel.

Trevor removed the first three, but the throne tried to restore them. He wedged Final Judgment's broken key beneath the setting and changed return into remember current selection.

The seat locked around the body that existed: a nineteen-year-old man in a petite female angel body, with warm-blonde hair, six wings, and two slots not yet earned.

It offered no older face, taller frame, or correction to an identity that had never needed one.

PHYSICAL ANCHOR // TREVOR DWYER, CURRENT CONTINUITY.

Final owner picked Central Choir, but the field snapped back when Trevor dragged his name over it.

LOCAL CLAIMANT CANNOT BECOME PRIME OWNER BEFORE SOVEREIGN DEFEAT.

Trevor targeted cannot, then before, then prime owner, but the key Damaris had broken no longer fit.

Then he noticed the menu had not refreshed after its old owner died. Trevor refreshed it, watched the owner field go blank, and installed himself.

FINAL OWNER // TREVOR DWYER.

Succession receiver picked Damaris, and she smashed the socket before white armor finished forming around her.

“You would only be above me for one frame,” Trevor said.

“It would make your future choice my punishment.”

“You could give it back.”

“Heaven could come back through me.”

Her flail settled the argument as the last white line burst under its head.

SUCCESSION RECEIVER // NONE.

The throne answered with OWNER WITHOUT SUCCESSOR // UNSTABLE.

“Stay stable,” Damaris told it, “or die with your mistake.”

“Good phrasing.” Trevor erased succession transfer.

Emergency continuity activated and claimed SYSTEM CONTINUITY was the least power needed to keep bodies, classes, memories, and resurrection working.

Trevor opened the details and found a future owner buried beneath his own name.

Memory edits, class rewrites, body recall, future-choice transfer—the same owner had put on a smaller hat.

Trevor routed each power down to a local holder. Naomi kept patient priority, Petra the unknown road, Adina the public past, Damaris Mutiny, and Junia her one percent.

System continuity had nothing left to do, so he deleted it.

EMERGENCY OWNER // NONE.

Each captured path flashed a warning: no higher owner would fix the network if Trevor died. Local faults might save pieces of his empire or rip it apart.

Trevor accepted because ownership that climbed to a safer ruler was only rental, and Trevor did not rent worlds.

The throne opened the ownerless hour and offered to count each woman's return as consent to permanent installation.

Adina's fixed record rejected the edit as Damaris put her flail against Trevor's throat.

“Don't touch it.”

“I'm reading.”

“Your hand moved.”

“Toward delete.”

“Then delete.” The flail stayed where it was.

Trevor killed the prompt. Five hard paths stayed hard, and the record still showed that all five women had returned while he held no leash.

He could own what came back, but he could not own that first choice.

The flaw left his throne less complete, but it also made the choice impossible for Heaven to fake. Trevor accepted the cost before the pane could soften its meaning.

MORNING THRONE // IRREVERSIBLE DEED ACCEPTED
Physical anchor // TREVOR DWYER
Final owner // TREVOR DWYER
Higher owner inside captured paths // NONE
Succession transfer // ERASED
Emergency owner // NONE
Local fault lines // RETAINED
Ownerless-hour history // IMMUTABLE
Level 80 qualification // EARNED
Pending // SOVEREIGN DEFEAT + WORLD INPUT


Divine empire locked around his body as thirty-nine lands became one map and three hundred thirty-nine nodes took Trevor's chosen name.

Cathedral City, Hell, the reclaimed districts, Heaven's paths, and the forge all ended at Throne Vessel. Each order came back to him, and so did each failure.

Gate Four immediately rejected an owner smaller than its previous demon.

MINIMUM SOVEREIGN HEIGHT // SIX FEET.

Trevor stared at the rule because Gate Four had accepted a headless brute, a furnace worm, and something shaped like stairs.

None had been six feet in the same direction.

He opened the hidden settings and found that height belonged to the gate frame, not its owner.

Trevor set the throne behind him, and its world-root shadow rose three miles. Gate Four accepted Trevor as present owner and rejected Central Choir's return command.

“Cheap,” Damaris said.

“Correct.”

Cathedral City made the second failure because thirty shelters stood inside both Trevor's map and Naomi's patient field.

The throne tried to place owner priority above patient priority, but Naomi's fault refused. Trevor could erase the higher owner now, but only by making every consequence permanent.

Erasure gave him four percent more control and let him spend shelter HP on Morning Command.

Keeping the fault slowed orders, but guarded twelve thousand four hundred eight living bars.

Four percent was tempting, but living units could deal more damage later, so Trevor kept the fault.

Naomi watched his eyes move across the numbers. “Say it.”

“Living units make more future damage.”

“Naturally.” Her smile suggested a kinder reason under his real one.

Petra's paid road ended in the owner map and nowhere else. Final Ownership asked for a destination, and her hidden field supplied PRIVATE.

Trevor opened the road, walked behind the throne, and came out in front of it.

Petra leaned against the doorway. “You own travel.”

“I noticed.” Trevor looked past her into the dark. “Now I want the destination more.”

“Good.” She shut the door with herself on his side.

Adina's records rejected one clean victory stamp because Trevor still failed in five endings.

He bound each captured node to the present and cut away every inherited claim above it.

Failure stayed possible, but the current ending became world root, and Adina wrote down the difference without calling it destiny.

Junia's ninety-nine percent accepted the final owner while her red remainder kept its blade.

Her last percent asked whether Final Ownership could ban a higher owner while a lower person still refused, and the answer was yes.

Junia pointed her sword at Trevor. “Your trait permits my refusal.”

“It has since Level Thirty-Eight.”

“Now no Heaven stands above you.”

“That was the point.”

Her one percent stayed red, and five faults settled around the final Crown.

TERMINAL OWNER INTEGRATION
Strategic territories // 39/39
Owned command nodes // 339/339
Living bars reserved from automatic payment // 12,408
Local fault lines retained:
- Mutiny judgment
- patient priority
- hidden destination
- contradictory history
- one-percent self-claim
Terminal owner // STABLE
Succession fallback // NONE


The stable result hurt as each node pressed its damage, fights, and unfinished orders behind Trevor's ribs.

No higher root would swallow his mistakes later or pretend the cruelty had belonged to Heaven.

The world stayed his if it grew and stayed his fault if it broke, so Trevor accepted the second half with the first.

Then Trevor conducted the first mass sacrifice of his finished Crown.

The confession nodes from Trevor's black-gospel broadcast named each rebel congregation. He summoned every group around its chosen speaker: the person its members trusted most to stand against him.

“Kill your representative,” he ordered, “and the rest receive citizenship beneath the Morning Star.”

Each group refused until Trevor made informer pleasure a brief Crown law.

The first person to accuse a neighbor felt heavenly bliss, the first to strike felt more, and a killing blow brought rapture strong enough to wipe away pain for three breaths.

Rebels struck their speakers with bare hands, broken altar pieces, kitchen knives, and chains cut from old prisons.

Trevor kept the chosen victims alive with throne light while their friends tore them apart.

Each crushed finger and opened belly became a sacrificial receipt, while every killer felt joy where conscience had promised horror.

One group refused through the first hour, so Trevor made their speaker share each feeling with them; then he ordered her to skin herself.

Her neighbors felt each cut and knew one act of help would bring relief.

The youngest adult struck first, and bliss took him to his knees before the others followed.

When the speakers finally died, Trevor restored just enough feeling for them to hear their people thank him for citizenship.

He had promised no freedom, pardon, or survival—only citizenship.

Each murderer became a full node in the divine empire, while each dead representative became stored sacrificial power for the last attack.

Damaris watched red lights spread across the map. “You kept our faults, then used your first stable moment for sacrifice.”

“The faults harden my Crown.”

“None of this was needed.”

“Neither was an inauguration.” Trevor watched the last receipt close. “A throne should still have one.”

The deed gave him no level and changed no fixed resource.

Power without ritual was just accounting. Trevor wanted each rebel to know the truth: Heaven's most beautiful angel had made their own hands the first law of his reign.

The throne asked for confirmation again and showed Trevor dead at 205 HP while final paths clung to his corpse.

Hell gates fought over his bones while Cathedral City split around patients.

The forge made empty bodies, Junia cut the Crown, Petra carried pieces away, and Adina kept the failure with no heir to repair it.

Trevor watched the whole promised ruin before accepting it as the price of permanent ownership.

The preview closed after fixing every consequence to Trevor's chosen name.

“You chose a throne that dies with you,” Damaris said.

“Any throne that lives past me belongs to the next owner.”

“You could choose one.”

“No one else gets my name.”

“That is not succession.”

“It is now.”

The sovereign struck when the deed became final and turned eight million HP into world defense.

White armor spread across the empire, hunted for a higher owner, heir, or backup, and found only five local faults with teeth.

The defense collapsed: Heaven's armor lost its seal, the forge rejected recall, sanction pylons fell away from shelters, and Hell gates burned through gold lines.

Each conquered district received one message in Trevor's own voice and no promise of rescue.

NO HIGHER OWNER FOUND.

Some Host soldiers cheered, civilians hid, and captured angels struck nodes because Central Choir had vanished while Trevor stayed.

His empire did not pretend those sounds made one song, but he owned the field anyway.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // FINAL DEFENSE LOST
HP // 8,000,000/80,000,000
World armor // 100% → 0%
Prime-owner redirect // unavailable
Succession recovery // unavailable
Personal war-form // exposed


Morrow Veyl stood above the throne where emergency continuity had been. Fresh gold cracks crossed his ash-pale skin while the quarantine key turned inside his many-handed shadow.

Trevor issued RETURN through the stolen prime fragment, but the order stopped after following the key into shadow. The Last Unchosen possessed neither an owner route nor an original world.

Trevor changed the order to RETURN TO ME and found no path. He ordered the key itself to return, but it only twitched before Morrow's shadow closed around it.

“You made the chain end,” several voices said, though only one stayed for the last word.

“In me,” Trevor said.

Morrow's shadow smiled first. “A small place for so much world.”

Trevor stood, and although the throne did not enlarge his body, the room acknowledged where each path ended.

Trevor opened six wings. “Come closer.”

“You cannot own a place never picked.”

“I can pick it now.”

Trevor sent his empire at the empty point beside Morrow, and the eldritch man chose the other side.

Lances passed through shifting coat hems and struck the seam as Hunger opened behind him and reached three mouths for the key.

Morrow made one mouth refuse with Crown power and turned another toward a dead branch with RETURN. He let the third close on his shadow until violet and gold cracks spread.

The key stayed his as Morrow stepped back and Trevor launched from the throne.

Central Sovereign struck Trevor's back, and eight million HP mattered more than an escaping thief.

Trevor stopped at the edge of the last owner line and looked down into himself.

Morrow watched him choose. “One conquest at a time.”

“One address at a time.”

Shadow and key vanished without a defeat marker.

Trevor returned to the throne and turned it toward the boss while each captured path waited.

“Sing.”


Chapter 41 — I Made Heaven Sing My Name

Trevor needed one strike from each captured path, but Morning Command waited behind Level Eighty, so he built the cast the hard way.

Central Sovereign stood inside the bare world root with eight million HP, no armor, no redirect, and no heir to save it.

Its copied face had stopped trying to look older.

At least the copied sovereign had learned one thing.

The empire map opened around Morning Throne: thirty-nine lands, three hundred thirty-nine nodes, and four hundred captured lanes.

Trevor had one body, 205 HP, 300 MP, and 450 Stamina.

The boss could kill him several thousand times, so the numbers favored Trevor only after he cheated.

FINAL STRIKE ASSEMBLY
Required source // TREVOR DWYER
Captured paths available // 400
Living bars available as payment // 12,408
Living-payment use // OPTIONAL
Personal-payment use // ENABLED
Target // CENTRAL SOVEREIGN
HP // 8,000,000/80,000,000


Trevor disabled living payment because Naomi's field would block most of it, leaving only people she had not marked as patients.

That ugly exploit turned units into one attack and left no empire afterward.

He did not need fresh bodies because the throne already held receipts from forty-one human souls, murdered rebel speakers, stripped witnesses, and every person he had taught to enjoy betrayal.

Trevor shut the living out.

ALL LIVING OR SHAPED SOUL RECORDS // RESERVED.

The damage estimate fell by thirty percent, and Trevor called the choice expensive.

“Yes.” Naomi sounded far too pleased.

“You enjoyed that.”

“I did.”

Trevor picked ACCRUED SACRIFICIAL RECEIPTS // AVAILABLE. No new death would change the set cost, but lives already spent became force.

Five women took their places at the arena edge while Damaris rested her flail inside the resurrection crack.

“Turn the Host into ammunition and I break the command,” she said.

Trevor showed her the disabled field. “Then find something else to threaten.”

Naomi checked the payment list while Petra placed her bought road beneath the throne. Adina held six pasts for the final strike, and Junia's red line touched the target.

“My one percent will move the final strike,” Junia said. “I have not chosen where.”

“The boss.”

“Likely.”

Trevor picked personal payment, leaving five private risks in the cast. Heaven could not copy them without leaving five people a final choice.

One-Voice Domain aligned paths. World Kneel forced timing.

MP 300/579 → 260/579

Fear 1,880/1,880 → 1,810/1,880

Hell gates opened beneath Heaven and sent furnace fire, chains of broken vows, a demon head, laughter in Trevor's voice, and the same battered body that had once crawled from two gates.

Cathedral City raised seized lances as Furnace Quarter fired through red command and River district gave them roads.

The Inquisitor barracks lined up around Junia's cut while districts formed Host spears.

The forge sent chains for empty bodies, Adjudicator's queue sent delete orders without targets, and fourteen Heaven paths turned gold beams backward.

Crowned Blackguard operators sent their stolen skills: Sera's sword, Oriel's spear, Malket's shield-force, Tavia's chain, Ren's memory blade, and Ysabet's seal.

Each path carried one source.

TREVOR DWYER.

The sovereign tried to send the strike up, but no owner stood above the throne.

It sent the strike down instead.

Damaris split the resurrection wall, Naomi kept living bars outside payment, Petra stepped behind the missing armor, Adina made each blow true, and Junia moved the kill line through the root.

Trevor anchored the damage in his body, and the cast began with its first wave.

Hell fire reached the sovereign's feet before its copied face swallowed two gates.

Trevor claimed the defeated mouths, making the swallowed fire his again, and detonated it inside the boss.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 7,000,000 HP

MP 260/579 → 215/579

The forty-one sacrificed humans spoke through the fire after Trevor gave back their voices, but not their names.

Each praised the Morning Star who had murdered a congregation after one volunteer tried to save it, and their forced hymn carried the wave after the flames died.

The second wave sent Cathedral lances across Heaven's paths, but the sovereign copied Agility and dodged.

Petra moved the destination after it chose, and the lances came out where the boss landed.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 6,000,000 HP

MP 215/579 → 170/579

Rebel groups fed the receipt as each killer felt that heavenly bliss again. The speaker they had killed said Trevor's name through a ruined throat.

The boss heard worship made from evil and could not call the hymn willing or false.

The third wave wrapped forge chains around the copied body while Central Choir shoved spare souls into the armor as shields.

Naomi pulled their living bars free, and empty chains tightened around empty armor.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 5,000,000 HP

MP 170/579 → 125/579

Stripped captives sang next.

Trevor gave back enough memory for each to know the sovereign had owned them first, then forced them to thank him for taking them into a worse hand.

Their praise cracked each time a name vanished, and Trevor set the breaks to rhythm.

The fourth wave aimed the delete queue at class, body, memory, and future choice.

It could erase one, but Adina's endings fought over which had come first, so Trevor chose all four.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 4,000,000 HP

MP 125/579 → 80/579

Each person whose family confession had become an owner node sang the fourth verse.

Parents praised the angel who had put orders beneath their children's tongues, while lovers praised him through each other's mouths.

Trevor wrote no lyrics; he ordered them to say what he had done and enjoy how true it was.

He could spend no more MP without missing the frozen finish, so the throne demanded Stamina for wave five.

The districts charged through owner lanes until the sovereign copied World Kneel and forced them down.

Junia's cut moved the ground one inch, turning each kneel into a lunge as hundreds struck upward.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 3,000,000 HP

Stamina 450/594 → 260/594

The sixth wave sent Blackguard attacks from six sides. Central Choir aimed at functions, Adina supplied names, and the owner order missed the people beneath their classes.

Sera, Oriel, Malket, Tavia, Ren, and Ysabet struck the face that had used them as fingers.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 2,000,000 HP

Stamina 260/594 → 70/594

Their murdered loved ones gave the chorus, each forced to praise Trevor in the voice they had worn at death.

The operators heard wives, brothers, fathers, daughters, and friends bless the order that killed them. Trevor pushed pleasure back through each path until grief and triumph peaked together.

The sovereign tore the source name from the cast, and every path went blank.

Fire stalled, lances lost their aim, and forge chains reached for the nearest body, just as Adina's fifth ending had warned.

Trevor opened the first kill receipt, where each defeated field still named him owner. He copied the source line without copying the damage.

SOURCE // TREVOR DWYER.

The sovereign erased it again, so Trevor reached into the ownerless hour. Five women had acted for sixty minutes without a source field, and every act had stayed valid.

The world root could accept an act without owner credit, so he changed the final cast.

SOURCE // TREVOR DWYER.

ACTORS // RETAIN OWN ACTIONS.

The boss could erase his name from a strike, but not the captured path ending in his body. His name came back through the routes.

The sovereign copied Morning Throne, forming a white seat above the field. Central Choir's dead owner line issued SING in Trevor's voice.

Half the paths turned upward before Trevor could stop them.

Trevor targeted the copy because no anchor, final deed, or 205 HP body had taken its risk.

The white throne was only a menu pretending to be an act.

World Kneel dropped the empty seat through the sovereign's skull, and the stolen paths followed until the fake order became another wave of force.

No HP vanished, but the defense broke and the final two payment routes reopened.

The sovereign replaced the arena with a copied empire.

Hell gates opened beneath Trevor, Cathedral lances aimed at his wings, the Host charged the throne, and forge chains wrapped his small frame.

Each order still carried Trevor's name as it tried to kill him.

The boss had not stolen the source; it had reversed the target. Trevor opened the cast settings while dodging his empire.

TARGET // CENTRAL SOVEREIGN.

The line stayed correct because each copied object claimed the sovereign's address. Trevor searched for the one object that did not.

Morning Throne still named him, while everything else named the boss.

The copied empire was one body wearing hundreds of masks.

Trevor picked all three hundred thirty-nine targets. Damage split toward nothing until Adina's endings made each target the same sovereign at once.

Full Ownership put one defeated damage ledger beneath them, Petra joined the ends, and Junia moved each line into one root.

Copied Hell fired on copied lances, those lances pierced the Host, and forge chains bound the false throne.

Each boss object fell into one white body with Trevor standing on its chest.

“My empire is better.”

The sovereign opened its face beneath him, closed its teeth around Trevor's ankle, and forced the feedback to hit early.

HP 205/770 → 196/770

The frozen finish needed 43 HP, not 34, so Trevor claimed the nine-point bite and charged it to the last million.

His HP came back, and the last wave gained nine damage.

He tore his ankle free and kept the receipt tied to it, letting a tiny cheat save the exact resource line.

The sovereign smiled. “You cannot pay two million damage with one hundred sixty-two HP.”

“I'm not paying damage.”

Trevor opened the ledger, where each earlier wave was one defeated sovereign field spread across captured paths.

Eight million damage did not need eight million payment; it needed one valid strike reaching eight million legal places inside the boss.

World-root feedback could do the counting for him.

The seventh wave began.

Damaris's crack entered resurrection law, and the sovereign copied its sacrifice frame before demanding one party slot.

No companion stood inside Trevor's private strike, so he picked Morning Throne.

The boss tried deleting the seat, but it stayed anchored to Trevor while feedback tore through him.

HP 205/770 → 124/770

The throne stayed beneath him.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN // 1,000,000 HP

The final wave made each path speak Trevor's name, not as worship but as source.

Hell said it in fire, Cathedral City in stolen bells, the forge in chains, the districts in Host voices, and Heaven in gold turned backward.

Damaris's opening, Naomi's split, Petra's road, Adina's endings, and Junia's inch became one strike.

All his spent victims sang beneath it as Trevor stacked sacrifice, betrayal, torture, and stolen memory into one choir. Every singer kept enough self to hate each word.

The sovereign copied Trevor's face one last time. “I am the source of your body.”

“You were the tutorial.”

Trevor sent Morning Throne through the copied mouth.

World-root feedback took eighty-one HP.

HP 124/770 → 43/770

The last million vanished.

CENTRAL SOVEREIGN
HP 8,000,000/80,000,000 → 0/80,000,000
Trevor Dwyer
HP 43/770 | MP 80/579 | Stamina 70/594
Kill receipt // TYRANT ROUTE
Parallel kill receipt // VALID, AWAITING REMOTE INSCRIPTION
MORNING COMMAND QUALIFICATION // SATISFIED


The copied face vanished without opening a second bar or letting a Choir voice call an appeal.

Its war-form fell apart into owner keys, and one tried to crawl away. Trevor pinned it with a feather.

CENTRAL CHOIR BACKUP // 1 HP.

The sovereign had hidden one clerk process outside its boss bar, and Trevor refused to crush it quickly.

He restored the copied nerves and fitted them into the key, turning one HP into enough life to feel each wound without passing out.

Trevor broke each tiny owner tooth, healed it, and broke it again.

Each time, the process searched for a hidden phase and found none.

“Next bar.”

NONE.

“Appeal.”

NONE.

“Higher owner.”

NONE.

He peeled the last HP across years inside the key until the backup learned Trevor had found each hidden layer and owned each exit.

It tried to die between fractions, but Trevor healed it to one whenever the pain dimmed.

At last, the key begged for deletion in Central Choir's own voice. Trevor made each sacrificial victim praise him once more while it listened.

He checked once more for a hidden phase, then crushed it.

The process gave no experience because it belonged to the dead sovereign, but it left a final owner socket for Trevor's world-write loot.

Morning Throne held his chosen pose while six wings hung burned and shaking beneath a halo that stayed black-red.

The device asked for a final owner while each locked path waited beyond the arena.

Damaris lowered her flail without yielding it.

Naomi held the living bars, Petra kept the last road, Adina kept the kill past, and Junia kept one percent with the sword that had opened the root.

Local victory was complete. Silence after zero lasted one second while Trevor checked for another bar, a dead owner field, and a hidden ceiling timer. He found nothing.

Only then did he lower the sword, though the world write did not.

Across the branch seam, a white kill receipt struck the same root tick. Two complete wins demanded opposite endings, and Trevor put his hand on the owner field.


Chapter 42 — I Took Heaven and Met My Weakest Build

Trevor installed himself as final owner and felt thirty-nine worlds close around his name.

No Central Choir stayed above him, and no heir menu could steal his future choice; each captured path ended in the Throne Vessel beneath his bare feet.

The angel-soul device asked once for a higher power, and Trevor entered NONE.

It demanded a replacement in case he died, so Trevor entered NOT MY PROBLEM.

The System rejected his wording but accepted NONE again.

ANGEL-SOUL GOVERNANCE // TYRANT ROUTE COMPLETE
World-root owner // TREVOR DWYER
Prime owner // TREVOR DWYER
Higher owner // NONE
Succession transfer // ERASED
Emergency replacement // NONE
Morning Throne // INSTALLED
Divine empire // COMPLETE
Local fault lines // RETAINED
Ownerless-hour history // IMMUTABLE


The finished world write reached all thirty-nine lands at once.

Cathedral City turned black-red while Naomi's shelters stayed safe.

Six Hell gates took Trevor's final owner key, reclaimed districts kept their local faults, and fourteen Heaven paths turned backward for good.

The divine forge rejected Central Choir, opened its inputs, and waited for Trevor.

The world belonged to him—not as a figure of speech, by a holy reading, or because scared people mistook obedience for worship.

The root panel said so, and Trevor smiled at the dead sovereign. “Mine.”

Level 80 entered him at last through every black-red path he had conquered.

LEVEL // 79 + 1 -> 80
Class Evolution:
Principality of One Voice → Morning Throne
Dread Marshal → Crowned Blackguard
Might 67 → 68
Vitality 70 → 71
Agility 43 → 44
Focus 49 → 51
Will 49 → 51
Grace 41 → 43
HP 43/770 → 43/778
MP 80/579 → 80/584
Stamina 70/594 → 70/600
Cuteness // 130
Allure // 121
SKILL ACQUIRED // Morning Command
Cost // 70 MP + 120 Fear
Effect // every captured heavenly path performs one timed command
Sexual consent // NEVER ESTABLISHED
TRAIT ACQUIRED // Final Ownership
Higher owner inside captured paths // IMPOSSIBLE


A new pair of assault wings opened beneath Trevor's first six.

Eight full wings framed his unchanged petite shape as power ran through each feather root.

Black-red edges and small gold cracks showed where Heaven had failed to hold him.

Warm-blonde hair fell to his knees and caught black-red light from the throne.

Pale skin, lavender-star eyes, and a soft mouth made Trevor cuter and more beautiful without making him older, taller, or less male.

The new class had not turned Trevor into a grown queen.

He stayed a nineteen-year-old man who had taken Heaven in a five-foot-one female angel body, though his build had finally learned to look as dangerous as its player.

Black-red throne plate formed around his slight shoulders and narrow waist, guarding the body Heaven had stolen without hiding it.

Morning Throne's halo rose behind his head like a black sunrise from the first moment before creation.

Two locked future slots disappeared, leaving eight earned wings.

Trevor tested the new wings by carving a circle through the dead sovereign's armor before he took recovery.

His first six kept the assault moves he knew, while the new lower pair bore world-root force.

They lifted Morning Throne in one beat and crossed Cathedral City in two. A hard turn carved black-red lines through the dead sovereign's last armor.

When Trevor opened all eight, the throne room became too small, so he made it bigger.

Petra stepped away from the moving wall before it caught her and asked, “Compensating?”

“Wingspan,” Trevor specified.

“Naturally,” Petra said, with no belief at all.

Damaris checked the fresh feather roots and found her answer. “Two weak points.”

“Two weapons,” Trevor corrected.

“Both,” Damaris said. “Keep up.”

Naomi touched one fresh edge, and although healing light found no wound, the wing shivered beneath her fingers.

Trevor caught her wrist before she could test it again, which made Naomi ask, “Sensitive?”

“New,” Trevor said, as if that answered her.

“You dodged the question.”

Trevor fled toward the rest field with her smile following him to the menu.

The captured world root offered recovery beneath rules Naomi still had authority to challenge. Trevor picked the entire final formation, but living bars separated first under Naomi's authority. Only after she approved the patient list did the field activate.

THRONE FOUNDATION REST // COMPLETE
Trevor Dwyer // HP 778/778 | MP 584/584 | Stamina 600/600
Fear // 2,000/2,000
Damaris Pike // Level 49 + 3 -> 52
HP 580/580 | MP 395/395 | Stamina 420/420
Soul Resistance // 94
Junia Ward // Level 50 + 3 -> 53
HP 564/564 | MP 435/435 | Stamina 465/465
Self-claim // 1%
Naomi Talbot // Level 40 + 2 -> 42
HP 430/430 | MP 476/476 | Stamina 269/269
Petra Coyle // Level 40 + 2 -> 42
HP 370/370 | MP 320/320 | Stamina 460/460
Adina Kroll // Level 42 + 2 -> 44
HP 354/354 | MP 512/512 | Stamina 299/299


Heaven sang Trevor's name through captured paths while Hell answered with furnace bells. Hell answered with furnace bells, and Cathedral City answered through each seized lance.

The forge answered with a body menu that no longer held FIX HER.

Reclaimed districts answered through Host voices and hard local holders, and Trevor listened to them all.

One-Voice Domain did not turn those sounds into harmony; it turned their results into his.

Damaris came to Morning Throne with her Red Covenant still cracked; soul Resistance 94 made the black-red mark guard her judgment instead of closing around it.

She looked him over before saying, “You took the throne.”

“You sound surprised,” Trevor said.

“Disappointed in Heaven,” she corrected.

“Accepted,” Trevor said.

She placed the flail head on the throne step, not surrendered but close enough to strike him.

“My judgment is not finished,” Damaris warned.

“That is why you stayed,” Trevor said.

“I stayed because I chose to finish it,” she said.

Trevor glanced at the fixed ownerless record. “Both.”

Her eyes narrowed, but she did not leave the throne step or lower her flail.

Naomi came with the unnamed vessel imprint inside a patient sphere, and the world root tried to mark it as Trevor's asset.

Naomi changed the label to PATIENT before his claim reached it.

Trevor studied the silver shape. “Still hiding the imprint?”

“Treating a patient,” Naomi said.

“Your field stands inside my world,” Trevor reminded her.

“My patient stands inside my field,” Naomi replied.

He let the fault stay because a guarded soul made better leverage than a corpse. The imprint's silver hand touched the patient sphere from inside Naomi's guarded light.

Petra opened the escape road beside the throne where Final Ownership could see it; Trevor's lasting route showed one black step, although the destination stayed absent.

Trevor touched the black step and said, “Mine.”

“You own travel, not the destination.” Petra held the door wider. “Use it if you doubt the difference.”

She left it open as a standing insult to the ruler of every captured path.

Adina put six incompatible endings in the public record before Trevor chose the flattering one.

Five showed ways Trevor's empire might fail, while one kept the current win without cleaning the ownerless hour, the stolen key, or the two valid Trevors.

Trevor pointed to the living victory. “Publish the good ending.”

“I did,” Adina said.

All six appeared over Cathedral City before Trevor could stop them.

“You published five failures,” Trevor accused.

“Five chances,” Adina corrected.

“Not for long,” Trevor promised.

Junia stood last before the throne with one red percent running into her sword.

Ninety-nine percent of her Host path joined it, while one red percent ran from her eye to her sword.

Junia lifted her sword into the red line. “You can remove the last percent now.”

“You would attack,” Trevor said.

“Yes,” Junia agreed.

“Then keeping it saves time,” Trevor decided.

“Gracious,” Junia said.

“Optimized,” Trevor corrected.

The five women stayed with judgment unfinished, patient guarded, exit open, past unclean, and one percent aimed.

Trevor kept the truth that all five had returned during an hour he could not control.

He treasured it as a jailer treasured a crack in a cell wall—not because it made the prisoners free, but because it showed him where to set the next trap.

Trevor issued the first finished empire command from beneath his black sunrise halo.

ALL PATHS // REPORT.

All thirty-nine lands answered him without delay, carrying rebellion, fear, hunger, and unfinished law.

Hell reported six open gates and three rebellions, while Cathedral City reported safe shelters, broken sanction pylons, and eleven captured angels refusing Host marks.

The forge had unlocked body forms, but one guarded imprint stayed beyond direct owner reach.

Reclaimed districts reported mixed control, open food roads, and twelve thousand living bars Naomi had saved.

Heaven's paths reported no higher owner and one universal seam opening beyond their reach. Trevor picked the local rebellions first because their defiance offended him personally.

Damaris put her flail on the command pane and tapped one target. “The seam.”

“The rebels are local,” Trevor said.

“The seam is eating worlds, and Morrow has the key.”

That made Damaris's point annoyingly exact and the local problem briefly smaller.

Trevor moved the universal seam to first place without pretending the choice was mercy.

Damaris had not ordered him; an empire simply lost value when the universe vanished around it.

The local rebellions stayed marked for later conquest—saved, not spared.

Trevor showed Damaris the saved rebel marks. “Happy?”

“Not even close,” Damaris said.

That unfinished judgment pleased him more than obedience would have, and her mouth almost found a smile, then chose judgment instead.

Trevor opened the civil-law pane under combat priority. Each rebellion had sent a speaker under Heaven's old promise of confession before punishment.

The promise had outlived the sovereign by six minutes, which made it his to honor.

Trevor honored the old promise with enough care to make every hidden betrayal usable.

Each speaker received a private room, water, healing, and one promise: confession could spare the people named within it.

Trevor let them list hidden weapons, food stores, escape roads, priests, lovers, and scared neighbors, praising each honest answer in his gentlest voice.

When shame tied a tongue, he showed the speaker someone they hoped to guard.

Each speaker broke in the end, and Trevor published every confession under its owner's true name.

He did not arrest the people they had betrayed, but offered them mercy if they dragged the confessor into the public square themselves.

Some refused, some wept and obeyed, and some learned how good betrayal felt when Morning Throne rewarded it.

Trevor wrote the first law of his Divine Empire across each captured sky.

Dissent would be branded in public, informers would get pleasure and guarded status, and protection would end when confession did.

Mercy for any group now required one private betrayal delivered under a true name. Three rebellions stayed pending, and their rites would wait until after the universal breach.

The speakers watched their own families seize them while Trevor timed the reward to each loved hand closing around an arm, throat, wing, or chain.

Parents smiled while binding children, and husbands thanked wives for screaming.

One old angel bit through her son's cheek because the joy grew when he begged her to remember him.

Trevor kept each memory because forgetting would have been mercy.

Damaris watched the chains close before saying, “You promised confession could spare them.”

“They are alive,” Trevor pointed out.

“You built the price after they spoke,” Damaris said.

Trevor smiled. “I built it while they believed me.”

The darkest part was not the lie, since Trevor had used true words around a hole large enough to bury a city.

The darkest pleasure came from how little Trevor needed any of their answers.

The world root already knew each weapon, refuge, lover, and road they confessed.

Trevor wanted rebels to hear their own leaders sell them, then feel Heaven make treachery taste sweet; obedience should taste like self-hate, while resistance wore a trusted face.

Power came from conquest, and pleasure came from ruin with no use at all. Morning Throne approved both conquest and useless ruin with the same warm pulse.

Naomi stared at the law panel until Trevor looked over. “Remove the reward.”

“No. It changes what they want only while they serve my will.”

“That is the change,” Naomi said.

He leaned back beneath the black sunrise halo. “Then it works.”

His black-red Heaven stood complete: the sovereign dead, Divine Empire installed, and Level Eighty his.

Only then did the Mercy kill receipt strike his finished world write. White light drove into the black-red root as two lawful wins collided.

Cathedral City overlapped itself along one impossible street where white rescue roads crossed black-red gates.

Free exits opened beside owner gates, white-blue angels appeared between Host ranks without becoming captured, and a second forge filled the same sky.

Two of each bell rang opposite results through the same air.

Trevor rose from Morning Throne, but no part of his win vanished and the white world did not fade into a dream.

Both completed Heavens stayed real and refused to collapse into a winner.

The collision tested Final Ownership against a world Trevor had never conquered; White Mercy roads entered Cathedral City without asking Trevor, while his owner gates closed around them and failed.

Black-red and white paths filled the same street without either one erasing the other.

Trevor pushed his root outward, and the Mercy world pushed back through thirty-two free nodes without letting either Heaven fall.

The System showed two lawful world writes on one root.

FREE HEAVEN // VALID.

DIVINE EMPIRE // VALID.

Trevor could not own the white world by standing beside it, while Mercy Trevor could not free the black-red one by calling it wrong.

That argument needed twenty more levels and a universe large enough to survive it.

Mercy Trevor landed at the far end of the street with eight rescue wings spread behind white-blue armor and a shared gold halo.

He had the same height, the same pretty nineteen-year-old face, and the same past before the choice that split them.

Trevor could see his other self clearly without hearing a single thought behind the matching face.

Mercy Trevor looked over the owner gates, Host ranks, kneeling confessors, and Morning Throne.

Mercy Trevor took in the owner gates. “You put your name on Heaven.”

“It sings well,” Tyrant Trevor replied.

“Your build is slavery,” Mercy said.

“Your build is weak,” Tyrant answered.

Mercy Trevor opened eight rescue wings wider, and Tyrant Trevor answered with eight assault wings.

Tyrant's gaze moved from Mercy's gold eyes to his mouth, down the fitted white armor, and back up with insulting care.

Mercy returned the inspection across black-red plate and the same compact curves.

“Are you blatantly checking out your own alternate body?” Mercy asked.

“I am assessing what fitted white armor does to our body,” Tyrant replied.

“And what did that honest survey find?” Mercy pressed.

Tyrant's lavender eyes narrowed with visible resentment. “The fitted white armor looks annoyingly good on you.”

“Black armor also looks offensively good on you.”

“That outcome was obvious,” Tyrant said.

“You gave away every useful piece of Heaven,” Tyrant Trevor said.

“You put your own name across the entire world,” Mercy replied.

“The conquered world sings very well under my hand.”

The black-red city answered with one command-timed chord; Free Heaven answered Mercy with seventeen alarm bells that did not agree.

“My Heaven has texture and independent rhythm,” Mercy said.

“My Heaven has discipline and a devastating rhythm,” Tyrant replied.

“Your entire moral build remains the worst possible version.”

“Your sentimental version remains painfully weak,” Tyrant said.

Two Level 80 panels appeared over the divided street and named both claimants valid; neither classified the other as copy, summon, echo, or alternate personality.

VALID CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER.

VALID CLAIMANT // TREVOR DWYER.

The two Damarises appeared behind their Trevors with judgment unfinished in different ways.

Mercy Damaris had no owner mark, while Tyrant Damaris carried the cracked Covenant. They looked at each other's finished worlds without asking the old test again.

Mercy Damaris faced her other self. “He took Heaven.”

“Yes,” Tyrant Damaris said.

“Will you stay?” Mercy asked.

“Until judgment ends,” Tyrant promised.

It was not an answer, but it was the one Tyrant Damaris had.

The two Naomis met beside the patient sphere and raised separate healing fields. Mercy Naomi placed a free healing pane over the unnamed imprint, while Tyrant Naomi kept the patient field split. Their lights touched at the sphere without joining, copying, or defining the guarded soul.

The Petras compared doors and hid both ends, while the Adinas opened twelve endings between them.

The two Junias crossed swords once to test what each route had left free.

Mercy's blade stayed fully free while Tyrant's red one percent moved the point of contact, and neither lost her sword.

No double replaced a woman, and no shared body opened. The finished bonds stood in both worlds at once.

Trevor counted the new tactical options without calling them his.

Mercy Trevor pointed between their matching panels. “There cannot be a chain with the same name twice.”

“One build can win,” Tyrant Trevor said.

“It has not,” Mercy replied.

The street split before Tyrant Trevor could prove otherwise.

Each woman turned toward the seam before either Trevor gave an order; the act annoyed Tyrant Trevor as much as it pleased him, since the ownerless hour stayed alive inside it.

Five people had picked the greater threat without waiting for his list.

Mercy Trevor saw the women move and smiled, which made Tyrant say, “Don't.”

Mercy said nothing, so Tyrant accused him, “You're making a face.”

It was the same face on a worse build.

The seam had not opened for their argument; Morrow Veyl crossed it with the wounded quarantine key.

Outside Hunger opened behind him, and three far universes vanished between its mouths. Their stars became address lines in the dark as Outside Hunger learned where both worlds lived.

More violet and gold cracks cut Morrow's ash-pale face, while his long coat held five stolen roots.

A many-handed shadow followed one beat late, wrapping the key and one shaped soul record Trevor had never seen.

Morrow took in the split street. “Two living worlds now occupy one address,” he said in several voices.

One of Morrow's overlapping voices became final. “Together, they contain enough future to matter.”

Tyrant Trevor opened one commanding hand. “Give me the quarantine key. Now.”

Morrow looked from the offered hand to Morning Throne. “The prime owner chain ends in you now.”

“Yes, every chain ends in me,” Tyrant Trevor said.

“The key does not recognize that ending,” Morrow replied.

His shadow opened a door into the joined seam, and Trevor issued Morning Command.

MP 584/584 → 514/584

Fear 2,000/2,000 → 1,880/2,000

Each captured heavenly path struck on one beat beneath Trevor's first Morning Command.

Hell fire, Cathedral lances, forge chains, Heaven beams, Host weapons, and the throne's owner order met at Morrow's chosen spot.

Mercy Trevor launched at the key through a split white road, while Morrow chose the door instead.

His body stepped through before the first path landed, but the many-handed shadow followed one beat late and caught Morning Command's edge.

Gold cracks spread across it, and one stolen world root broke.

Morrow did not fall, and no death marker or defeat receipt opened. The quarantine key vanished with him as Outside Hunger bit the seam wider.

UNIVERSAL ROOT BREACH
Mercy Route // COMPLETE AND LIVING
Tyrant Route // COMPLETE AND OWNED
Outside Hunger // ENTERING
Quarantine key // STOLEN BY MORROW VEYL
COMBINED PATH // REQUIRED
Recommended level range // 80–100
Active claimants // 2
Final evolution // GOD


The panel offered no Level Eighty-One reward, which was good, and the next level would take the war already biting through both finished worlds.

Trevor looked at himself across the breaking street, where eight rescue wings faced eight assault wings.

They held the same game knowledge, opposite builds, and one enemy entering both finished worlds.

Behind Tyrant Trevor, the kneeling confessors waited for him to finish the rite while their betrayed people held the chains.

Each smiling informer would remember that pleasure as their own.

He meant to make them beg for it again; the end of the universe had only delayed dessert.

Tyrant Trevor opened his eight assault wings.

“One brief alliance against the thing eating the universe,” Mercy said.

“One brief and temporary chain,” Tyrant replied.

Both route versions of Damaris shouted the same order: “Fly.”

Both Trevors obeyed their Damaris for entirely different reasons.

“Try to keep up with my superior build,” Tyrant said.

Trevor had a crush on himself. Romantic, sexual, and horribly mutual.

Even had was a coward's phrase. Trevor had fallen helplessly in lust with the only self he could not own.

Mercy had the most gorgeous female body Trevor had ever seen, and Trevor wanted that soft mouth, those compact curves, all that white-gold sweetness, and every shamelessly girlish move.

He did not want the maleness behind Mercy's gold eyes.

That should have made things simple, except the mind behind those gold eyes was still a nineteen-year-old man—Trevor's other self, separate and real.

No matter how much Trevor wanted only Mercy's female flesh, the man inside it made the whole lust feel terrifyingly gay.

A worse fear waited in the mirror, because Mercy wore femininity as if he had stopped fighting each graceful move and cute little smile. Trevor had spent months using that same voice, those same curves, and that same softness as weapons. Somewhere along the way, the pretty skin had stopped feeling like a costume, and he might be turning just as feminine as Mercy.

He hated the thought and how right it felt; worst of all, the fear made the white-gold body across from him even hotter.

His body called it lesbian, his hunger for Mercy's femaleness felt straight, and his mind screamed gay while the shared face made every part of it vain as hell. No label won, and Trevor loved the twisted mess enough to want more.

Mercy could refuse him, outplay him, and wear their body like white-gold temptation given a smug little mouth.

That made Mercy the first Trevor who could never become property—and the self whose femininity Tyrant wanted most.

Both Trevors launched toward the breach as Trevor's empire followed; behind both Trevors, black-red Heaven kept singing the name Tyrant had forced into its root.


Continue the Raid

Next: Angel Queen: Combined Path — Book 5

Tyrant and Mercy won their worlds. Now both Trevors must fight beside the one man each understands, hates, and cannot stop wanting while something outside creation eats the roads between universes.

The double-length series finale takes both builds from Level 80 to Level 100—and asks what kind of god either Trevor deserves to become.
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Bonus Character Sheets

These sheets show each build at the end of Heaven Tried to Steal My Harem, So I Took Its Throne. 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

80

Evolution

Morning Throne

Class

Crowned Blackguard

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 68; Vitality 71; Agility 44; Focus 51; Will 51; Grace 43

Resources

HP 778 / 778; MP 514 / 584; Stamina 600 / 600; Fear 1,880 / 2,000

Route bars

Eight assault wings; Cuteness 130; Allure 121; thirty-nine captured worlds; prime owner with no higher owner

Combat Values and Defenses

Defenses

Soul Resistance 93

Signature numbers

Morning Command — 70 MP + 120 Fear; every captured heavenly path performs one timed command

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Morning Command — 70 MP + 120 Fear; every captured heavenly path performs one timed command

Core kit

Absolute Ownership II; Rewrite Class II; Throne Warform II; World Kneel I; Throne Vessel; Host Incarnation II; Final Ownership

Equipment and Gear

Equipped

Fitted smooth black-red Morning Throne plate, dark-gold edge trim, one open crown halo, eight blade-shaped black-red assault wings.

Role and Tactics

Party role

World-root command tank; owns captured paths, turns an empire into one timed strike, and carries the final-owner key in his body.

End-of-Volume State

Closing state

Level 80; Central Sovereign dead; Morning Throne installed; divine empire complete; universal root breach active after Morrow Veyl escapes with the quarantine key.


Damaris Pike
Supporting Character
[image: Bust portrait of Damaris Pike in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Damaris Pike


Class and Progression

Level

52

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 580 / 580; MP 395 / 395; Stamina 420 / 420

Route bars

Continuity verified; Red Covenant cracked; returned judgment remains self-chosen

Combat Values and Defenses

Defenses

Soul Resistance 94

Signature numbers

Mutiny Beat — 28 MP; suspends one Trevor order for one beat; 75-second cooldown

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Mutiny Beat — 28 MP; suspends one Trevor order for one beat; 75-second cooldown

Core kit

Iron Verdict; Private Verdict; Spellbreak Strike; Hard Guard

Equipment and Gear

Equipped

Smooth black Divine standard plate, hard judgment seal, consecrated flail and chain.

Role and Tactics

Party role

Returned judgment off-tank; cracks owner commands from inside the Host and keeps one self-owned beat available.

End-of-Volume State

Closing state

Alive and continuous at Level 52; chose Trevor after the ownerless hour; judgment remains unfinished beneath Morning Throne.


Junia Serrat
Supporting Character
[image: Bust portrait of Junia Serrat in end-of-book Tyrant Route class gear]
Junia Serrat


Class and Progression

Level

53

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 564 / 564; MP 435 / 435; Stamina 465 / 465

Route bars

Red Verdict range 60 yards; four Crown Marks; one-percent self-claim intact

Combat Values and Defenses

Defenses

Soul Resistance 82; Self-claim 1%

Signature numbers

Red Verdict — 30 MP; 60-yard range; one beat; 45-second cooldown

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Red Verdict — 30 MP; 60-yard range; one beat; 45-second cooldown

Core kit

Razor Socket; Rank-Key Strike; Sixfold Sword; Forge Gate; Sanction Break

Equipment and Gear

Equipped

Black-gold heavy plate, broken sword, split closed halo, four white wings edged red.

Role and Tactics

Party role

Owned assault duelist; breaks heavenly rank, opens forge gates, and converts one self-owned beat into a killing angle.

End-of-Volume State

Closing state

Alive at Level 53 with one-percent self-claim intact after choosing to return during the ownerless hour.


Naomi Talbot
Supporting Character
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Naomi Talbot


Class and Progression

Level

42

Evolution

Dread Confessor

Class

Dread Confessor

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 10; Vitality 25; Agility 10; Focus 31; Will 27; Grace 24

Resources

HP 430 / 430; MP 476 / 476; Stamina 269 / 269

Route bars

Confession Ward capacity 18; patient priority remains a local fault above owner priority

Combat Values and Defenses

Defenses

Soul Resistance 72

Signature numbers

Confession Ward II — 26 MP; 60-yard range; maximum 18 wards

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Confession Ward II — 26 MP; 60-yard range; maximum 18 wards

Core kit

Dread Pane; Red Soul Thread; Pain Hold; Memory Needle; Radiant Mace

Equipment and Gear

Equipped

Dark fitted healer kit, radiant mace, red soul-thread panes, black healer satchel.

Role and Tactics

Party role

Main healer; protects living bars from owner accounting, catches soul wounds, and preserves patient priority inside the empire.

End-of-Volume State

Closing state

Alive at Level 42; shelters safe; living bars remain outside Trevor's disposable-asset logic.


Petra Coyle
Supporting Character
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Petra Coyle


Class and Progression

Level

42

Evolution

Ash Fist

Class

Ash Fist

Attributes and Resources

Attributes

Might 21; Vitality 19; Agility 36; Focus 17; Will 20; Grace 16

Resources

HP 370 / 370; MP 320 / 320; Stamina 460 / 460

Route bars

Decoy Route capacity 16; false-finish and hostile-imprint exits retained

Combat Values and Defenses

Defenses

Soul Resistance 61

Signature numbers

Decoy Route II — 12 MP; 90-yard range; maximum 16 routes

Skills, Perks, and Traits

Signature skill

Decoy Route II — 12 MP; 90-yard range; maximum 16 routes

Core kit

Ash Step; Chain Mark; Radiant Palm; Knife Crit; False Exit

Equipment and Gear

Equipped

Black-red hunter leather, short bow, paired knives, chain-mark sash.

Role and Tactics

Party role

Scout and burst runner; steals attack lanes, baits boss tracking, and protects the route nobody else can see.

End-of-Volume State

Closing state

Alive at Level 42; maintains false routes through the universal breach and refuses to become a map Trevor can own.


Adina Kroll
Supporting Character
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Adina Kroll

Class and Progression
Level
44
Evolution
War Cantor
Class
War Cantor
Attributes and Resources
Attributes
Might 10; Vitality 18; Agility 18; Focus 32; Will 28; Grace 24
Resources
HP 354 / 354; MP 512 / 512; Stamina 299 / 299
Route bars
Scarred Copy supports six endings; ownerless-hour choice record immutable
Combat Values and Defenses
Defenses
Soul Resistance 74
Signature numbers
Scarred Copy II — 28 MP; six endings; 75-second cooldown per ending
Skills, Perks, and Traits
Signature skill
Scarred Copy II — 28 MP; six endings; 75-second cooldown per ending
Core kit
War Hymn; Red Script Geometry; Hostile Clause Cut; Copy Scar; Command Echo
Equipment and Gear
Equipped
Black-red scribe gear, war codex, red-blue rune chalk, scarred copy pages.
Role and Tactics
Party role
Rule hacker; scars copied skills, changes boss text, and preserves enough endings to expose a false victory.
End-of-Volume State
Closing state
Alive at Level 44; carries the immutable record that all five women returned by choice before Trevor reclaimed them.
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