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Chapter 13: The Former Vessel

The thief's shadow-pressure resonance was almost identical to Ace's.

Same frequency. Same void weight. Same pattern of contraction and expansion. Same texture of
presence. The way the air compressed around a Fragment host, the way space itself seemed to
acknowledge what they carried. The resonance wasn't just similar. It was the same. The exact same
harmonic signature. Two instruments tuned to identical frequencies.

Pattern recognition before conscious thought. The presence wasn't a stranger. It was a mirror. A
reflection. A version of what Ace could become, given four hundred years and choices she hadn't
made yet.

Ace's hand moved to her katanas. Not drawing. Just touching the emerald hilts. The frequency-hum
answered her touch. Low, below hearing, above feeling. The blades recognized the resonance too.

They vibrated in acknowledgment, not warning. The presence wasn't hostile. It was familiar. Violet

stirred in response. Recognition that preceded understanding.

“You were a Silent Vessel.” Ace's voice was flat. Not a question. “Like me.”

The presence shifted. A figure emerged from the void. Not shadow. Not light. Something between. A
woman's shape, but wrong. The edges kept folding, like paper trying to remember its form. The effect
was disorienting. Where a normal person had clear boundaries, a clear separation between self and
world, this presence had gradients. Fading edges. Parts that existed more than others.

“I was.” The voice came from everywhere. From the air itself. From the void where atmosphere should
have been. “Four hundred years ago. Before | became integrated. Before the Fragment and | became
one.”

“You survived the release.”

“I' survived the integration.” The presence settled. The folding stopped. The figure became more solid.
Still not entirely human, but recognizable. A woman. Older. Scarred where the Fragment had worn
grooves into her form. “The release came later. After centuries. After we were no longer separate.”

“Can you teach me?”

“The integration? Yes. The release? Maybe.” She moved closer. Her shadow-pressure pressed against
Ace's, testing. “The data is incomplete. But the stabilization methods, those | can teach. Those I've
practiced for four hundred years.”

Mai's fingers traced patterns on her tablet. Not the screen. The edge. The tactile habit. Her mind was
working through variables that didn't exist in any database.

Four hundred years. A Fragment host who survived integration. Who released and survived.
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The equation kept breaking. Every model she'd built assumed Fragment hosts either died during
release or were consumed. No data point for survival. No variable for integration followed by release.

“Your Fragment.” Analytical. “It's gone now. Released.”
“Yes.”

“And you survived.”

“Yes.”

“The survival rate for release—" Mai stopped. Started again. “The Foundation estimates zero survival.
The Vatican archives suggest less than five percent. But those numbers are for separate hosts. Not
integrated ones.”

“The numbers are wrong.” The woman, Elena, turned toward Mai. “The survival rate for separate
hosts is unknown. No one has tracked the releases. No one has counted the survivors. The Vatican
burned those records. The Foundation never collected them.”

“Then how do you know?”

“I know because I've met others.” Elena's shadow-pressure fluctuated. “Other hosts who released.
Other survivors. We're rare. But we exist. And we find each other.”

“You've met other survivors.” Shammy's warmth reached out. “How many?”

“In four hundred years?” Heavy. “Twelve. Twelve survivors. Out of hundreds of hosts. Twelve.”

Shammy felt the air around Elena. The pressure patterns. The atmospheric memory.

She was telling the truth. The atmosphere didn't shift when she spoke. The pressure was consistent.
Steady. Four hundred years of holding had taught her to control more than just the Fragment.

“You're not the antagonist.” Shammy's warmth sharpened. “You're trying to stop the Vatican from
making more hosts.”

“I'm trying to stop the cycle.” Elena's presence shifted. “The Vatican discovered how to create
Fragment hosts. How to bind entities to children. How to make Silent Vessels. The manuscripts
contain that knowledge. I'm destroying it.”

“The manuscripts contain the release method.” Mai's pattern-tracing stopped. “The survival rates.
The calculation we need.”

“The manuscripts contain the creation rituals.” Heavy. “The Vatican wasn't just documenting
Fragments. They were making them. Creating hosts. Testing children. The manuscripts are weapons.
Not archives.”

The air around her changed. Shammy felt it. The atmospheric pressure dropping, then stabilizing.
Elena was controlling more than shadow-pressure. She was controlling the environment itself.

“You've been destroying manuscripts.” Shammy's warmth settled. “Burning the knowledge of
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Fragment creation.”

“Yes.”

“But you kept the release method. The survival rates.”

“I kept the data on how to survive. Not how to create.” Heavy. “There's a difference.”

“The difference between preventing new hosts and helping existing ones.” Shammy's atmospheric
sense reached out. “You're protecting the future. But you're not helping the present.”

“I'm helping now.” Shifting. “Teaching you stabilization. Sharing data. Trying to survive the hunter.
That's helping.”

Ace stood in the clearing. The weight of two Fragments inside her. The presence of a former vessel
before her.

The mechanical bird in her pocket was ticking. She'd wound it too tight again. The spring was
straining. But she couldn't stop winding. The rhythm was the only thing she could control.

“Violet.” Flat. “What do you want?”

The Fragment inside her pressed against her consciousness.

| want to stop being scattered. Expanding. | want to be whole again. | want to stop being afraid.
And what happens to me?

That's what we need to find out. Quiet. The thief says the survival rate is uncertain. But the
integration takes centuries. We have time to figure out what happens.

Or we release. Let you go. Let the burning Fragment go.

That's an option too. Shifting. But the release might kill you. Might kill us. We don't know. The thief
doesn't know. No one knows.

So what do we do?
We survive. Pressing. We hold. We stabilize. We figure out what comes next. Together.

Ace's shadow-pressure fluctuated. The weight was still there. Two Fragments. Pulling in different
directions. But something had shifted. Elena had survived. Four hundred years. That meant survival
was possible. The equation had a variable she hadn't accounted for.

Mai traced patterns on her tablet. The calculation was changing. New variables. New data.
“Twelve survivors.” Working the numbers. “Out of how many hosts?”

“Estimates vary.” Elena's presence settled. “The Vatican created hosts for three centuries. The
Foundation doesn't have complete records. But | would guess... hundreds. Maybe thousands. Most
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died during binding. Others were consumed. A few released and survived.”

“Hundreds.” Mai's fingers worked the patterns. “That's a large sample size. The survival rate should
be calculable.”

“The Vatican didn't keep records of failures. They kept records of successes. The hosts who survived
binding.” Heavy. “The ones who died were buried in unmarked graves. The ones who were consumed
became the entities we're fighting.”

“Consumed.” Shammy's warmth thinned. “You mean the entities take over?”

“I mean the Fragment doesn't leave when the host dies. It stays. Finds a new host. Or becomes
something else.” Shifting. “The hunter isn't the only thing tracking Fragments. There are consumed
hosts out there. Entities wearing human forms. They're the ones who want the Fragments to
reassemble.”

Shammy felt the air grow heavy around Elena. The atmospheric pressure shifted. Not Elena's control.
Her emotion. The weight of four hundred years pressed into the clearing.

“You've seen them.” Shammy's warmth was careful. “The consumed ones.”

“I've fought them.” Fluctuating. “They're not the Fragment anymore. Not the host. Something else.
Something that wants to be whole again. The consumed hosts are the ones who call the hunter. They
want the Source to reassemble. They believe it will give them back what they lost.”

“Will it?”

“No.” Heavy. “The Source reassembles, the hunter comes, everything ends. The consumed hosts
don't understand. They think reassembly means restoration. It means destruction. The hunter feeds
on Fragment resonance. If all the pieces come together, the hunter doesn't stop. It consumes
everything.”

“The consumed hosts are trying to bring about the end.” Mai worked the patterns. “And they think
they're saving themselves.”

“They're scared. Desperate. Alone.” Elena settled. “l understand them. | was almost one of them. The
Fragment pulls at you. Wants to be whole. Wants to find the other pieces. It takes centuries to learn
that the pull is a trap. The reassembly isn't salvation. It's annihilation.”

“How did you learn?” Shammy's atmospheric sense reached out. “How did you resist the pull?”

“I didn't resist.” Elena's shadow-pressure expanded. “l integrated. The Fragment and | became one.
And when we were one, | understood. The pull wasn't coming from the Fragment. It was coming from
something else. The hunter. The consumed hosts. The reassembly. They call to the scattered pieces.
But the Fragment itself, once it's no longer afraid, once it's no longer scattered, it stops pulling.”

The revelations came in layers. Each one recontextualizing what came before.
“The Blood-Moon Event.” Mai worked through the implications. “It wasn't random.”

“No.” Elena's shadow-pressure contracted. “It was a coordinated attempt. To unbind all Fragment
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hosts at once. To reassemble the scattered pieces.”

“Some hosts died.” Ace's shadow-pressure pressed against the memory. “Some were consumed. A
few released their Fragments and survived.”

“You survived.” Elena settled. “You released. But | wasn't separate. | was integrated. The ritual
couldn't unmake me. It could only scatter the unbound pieces.”

“Violet was one of them.”

“Violet was scattered.” Heavy. “Bound to you. Chose you. The Blood-Moon was trying to call the
hunter. To reassemble the Source. To bring back what was broken.”

“The hunter?”

“The thing that feeds on Fragment resonance.” Shifting. “The thing the Source was trying to escape.
The hunter tracks the pieces. When they gather. When they reassemble. It comes.”

“You're destroying the manuscripts to prevent—"

“To prevent the hunter from finding hosts. To prevent the reassembly.” Expanding. “But the hunter is
still coming. It's been tracking for centuries. It finds us. One by one.”

Shammy felt the atmospheric pressure change. The weight of Elena's words settling into the air.

“The hunter tracks resonance.” Shammy's warmth was careful. “The more Fragments in one place.
The brighter the signal.”

“Yes.” Heavy. “The hunter finds hosts. It consumes the Fragments. One by one.”

“Then why are you gathering data?” Mai's pattern-tracing stopped. “Why do you need to know how
we're surviving?”

“Because | need to understand.” Shifting. “You're holding two Fragments. You're not collapsing. The
hunter is coming. If we can understand how you're surviving, maybe we can protect other hosts.
Maybe we can create a defense.”

“Or maybe you're trying to gather Fragments.” Mai's voice was analytical. “Maybe you want to
reassemble the Source. Become whole again.”

“No.” Firm. The atmosphere around her hardened. “I've seen what happens when the Source
reassembles. The hunter comes. Everything dies. I'm trying to prevent that. Not cause it.”

“You're destroying the manuscripts. Preventing anyone from creating more hosts.”

“Yes. Because the cycle needs to stop.” Contracted. “Children like Ace. Like me. We shouldn't exist.
The Vatican created us. Experimented on us. Made us into vessels. I'm destroying the knowledge that
made us.”

“But you're keeping the release method. The survival rates. The data we need.”

“I'm sharing the stabilization methods. The integration techniques.” Settled. “I'm teaching you how to

DataVault - https://datavault.ws/



Last update: 23/04/2026

16:20 novellas:vatican-manuscripts:chapter12 https://datavault.ws/doku.php/novellas:vatican-manuscripts:chapterl2

survive. That's what you need. Not the release. Not yet.”

The triad stood in the clearing. The thief. Elena. The former vessel.

The mechanical bird in Ace's pocket kept ticking. Wound. Unwound. The rhythm of tension and
release.

She pulled it out. The tiny clockwork wings. The mechanical heart still beating. She'd wound it too
tight. The spring was straining.

“May 1?” Elena's presence reached out. Not touching. Asking.

Ace handed her the bird. Elena's form shifted. Becoming more solid. More human. The folding edges
settled into a woman's hands. Scarred from centuries of holding. Steady from centuries of survival.

“A clockwork bird.” Quiet. “I had one too. Three hundred years ago. | wound it too tight. The spring
broke.”

“What happened to it?”

“| kept it.” Elena turned the bird over. “A reminder. Some things can't be wound back. Some tensions
can't be held forever. Eventually, the spring breaks. Or you learn to let go.”

“Which did you do?”
“Both.” She handed the bird back. “I broke. And then I learned to let go. Not in that order.”
Ace took the bird. The ticking had slowed. The spring was settling. Still strained. But not breaking.

Not yet.

Mai traced patterns on her tablet. The data was forming. New variables. New equations.

“The Silence Protocol.” Working through the implications. “The manuscript you destroyed. It
contained the creation ritual. How to make Silent Vessels.”

“Yes.” Elena's presence was steady. “l burned it. No one should have that knowledge.”
“But you kept the release method. The survival rates.”
“I kept the data on how to survive. Not how to create.” Heavy. “There's a difference.”

“The difference between preventing new hosts and helping existing ones.” Shammy's warmth
sharpened. “You're protecting the future. But you're not helping the present.”

“I'm helping now.” Shifting. “Teaching you stabilization. Sharing data. Trying to survive the hunter.
That's helping.”

“It's not enough.” Mai's voice was analytical. “The release method. The survival rates. We need that
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data. We need to know what happens if Ace releases.”

“The release is uncertain.” Fluctuating. “I can teach you how to hold. How to integrate. But the
release, that's a risk. For separate hosts, the outcome is unknown.”

“Then we take the risk.” Settled. “But we need the data. The calculation. The probability.”

“I'll share what | know.” Settled. “But | warn you. The release is not guaranteed. You might survive.
You might not. The data is incomplete.”

Shammy felt the atmospheric pressure change. Elena was telling the truth.

“The thief is protecting us.” Shammy's warmth settled. “Not attacking. They're trying to stop the
Vatican from making more hosts. They're trying to prevent the hunter from finding us.”

“The thief is a former host.” Analytical. “They survived the Blood-Moon. They integrated with their
Fragment. They've been surviving for four hundred years.”

“And they're sharing what they know.” Shammy's warmth returned. “Teaching us stabilization.
Helping us survive.”

“Because they need us to survive too.” Mai's pattern-tracing stopped. “The hunter is coming. It tracks
Fragment resonance. The more hosts survive, the more data they have. The better chance of
defense.”

“Not antagonists.” Expanding. “Allies. Trying to stop the same thing. The hunter. The cycle.”

“Yes.” Elena settled. “We're on the same side. The hunter is coming. We need to be ready.”

The agreement was made.
Data for data. Stabilization methods for survival information. Knowledge for knowledge.

Elena would teach the integration techniques. How to hold two Fragments without collapsing. How to
stabilize the containment architecture.

The triad would share what they learned. How two Fragments coexisted. How Ace was surviving. What
the hunter might be tracking.

Together, they would face what was coming.

“The hunter tracks resonance.” Elena's shadow-pressure expanded. “The more Fragments you hold,
the brighter the signal. But the stabilization methods can help. Make the signal harder to track. Make
the containment more efficient.”

“How much harder?” Analytical. “The burning Fragment is already making Ace's resonance brighter.
The stabilization might help, but we need numbers. How much does it reduce the signal? How much
time does it buy?”

“It depends on the host.” Shifting. “The stronger the containment architecture, the more efficient the
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resonance. For a single Fragment, the reduction is significant. For two—" She paused. “I don't know.
No one has held two Fragments before. You're unique.”

“Unique means no data.” The pattern-tracing stopped. “The equation has no precedent.”

“Unique also means no precedent for failure.” Heavy. “The variables don't exist. But neither do the
limitations. You might collapse tomorrow. You might hold for centuries. No one knows.”

“Then we learn.” Settled. “We stabilize. We survive. And we figure out what comes next.”
“Together.” Shifting. “All of us. All the hosts. Facing what's coming.”

“Together.”

Ace stood in the clearing. The weight of two Fragments. The presence of a former vessel. The ticking
of a mechanical bird.

The equation had changed. The variables had shifted.
Elena had survived. Four hundred years. She'd integrated. Released. Survived.

That meant survival was possible. The unknown wasn't absolute. The data existed, fragmented,
scattered, incomplete, but it existed.

We survive. Violet pressed against her mind. We hold. We stabilize. We figure out what comes next.
Together.

Ace's shadow-pressure settled. The weight was still there. Two Fragments. Pulling in different
directions.

But now there was a path forward. A way to hold. A way to stabilize.
And a former vessel who'd done it before.

“You said you were integrated.” Flat. “Before you released. What was it like? Being one with the
Fragment?”

Elena's presence shifted. The folding returned. Brief, controlled, then stabilized.

“At first? Terrifying.” Heavy. “The Fragment was in everything. My thoughts. My memories. My sense
of self. There was no boundary between me and it.”

“And later?”

“Later, | stopped being afraid.” Contracted. “The Fragment stopped being separate. It became part of
me. Not the other way around. | didn't lose myself. | expanded.”

“But you released. You let it go.”

“After centuries.” Settled. “After | learned what | needed to learn. After | stabilized enough to survive
the release. It wasn't fast. It wasn't easy. But it was possible.”
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“How long did the integration take?”

“Decades.” Quiet. “The release took longer. But | survived. You might too.”

Mai's tablet hummed with data. The thief's calculation embedded in the ink. A starting point. A
method.

“The stabilization technique.” Working through the implications. “It modifies the containment
architecture. Creates space for multiple Fragments by establishing a shared boundary instead of
competing ones.”

“Yes.” Shifting. “The Fragment wants space. It wants to expand. When two Fragments share a host,
they compete for space. The technique creates a shared architecture. Like roommates instead of
invaders.”

“Roommates.” Shammy's warmth sharpened. “That's a strange metaphor for something that could
kill you.”

“The Fragment isn't evil.” Heavy. “It's scared. Scattered. Trying to survive. Like you. Like me. The
integration technique helps it understand that you're not an enemy. You're a partner.”

“Violet chose me.” Fluctuating. “The Blood-Moon scattered her. She found me. She chose to bind.”

“Yes.” Settled. “That's why you survived. The Fragment that chooses is different from the Fragment
that's forced. The Vatican created hosts. They forced the binding. The Fragments they bound didn't
choose. They resisted. That's why so many died.”

“But Violet chose.” Ticking. “And the burning Fragment?”

“The burning Fragment was forced.” Quiet. “It was bound against its will. It's less coherent. More
scared. More resistant. That's why it's harder to hold.”

“Then | integrate. Make it a partner instead of an invader.”

“It takes time.” Contracted. “Years. Decades. But it can be done. And while you integrate, | teach you
to stabilize. To hold. To survive.”

Shammy's atmospheric sense reached out. The air in the clearing was different now. The void in
Elena's presence. The pressure gap. But also something else. A shared purpose. A shared weight.

“The triad lock.” Shammy's warmth settled. “Depth, Horizontal, Vertical. Three vectors. One lock. If
one vector drifts, the field destabilizes. That's not just sentiment. That's physics.”

“Yes.” Elena shifted. “I've seen triads before. Not often. But enough to know. The lock stabilizes more
than just the vectors. It stabilizes the Fragment too.”

“Because the triad provides external support.” Analytical. “The Fragment containment is shared. Not
just the host's shadow-pressure. But the triad's combined field.”
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“Yes.” Expanding. “The more vectors, the more stable. A triad is rare. But when it exists, the
Fragment containment is significantly stronger.”

“Then we hold together.” Settled. “Not just me. All three vectors. The Fragment, the triad, and the
stabilization technique.”

“All three.” Settled. “That's how you survive. That's how we all survive.”

Shammy felt the atmospheric pressure shift. The clearing was different now. Not just the physical
space, but the emotional weather. The weight of what they'd learned had settled into the air. The
triad had always been strong. But now they had something else.

A path forward. A way to hold.

“The triad lock.” Elena's presence shifted. “I've seen triads before. But I've never seen one hold a
Fragment. You're not just stabilizing the Fragment. You're using the triad to share the containment.
That's—"

“Physics.” Analytical. “The triad creates a field. The field has structure. The Fragment enters the
structure and finds stability. Without the triad, the Fragment has only the host's shadow-pressure.
With the triad, it has three vectors holding it in place.”

“Three vectors.” Expanding. “Three anchors. | had one. You have three. That's why you're surviving.
That's why you might hold two.”

“It's not just me.” Pressing against the weight inside her. “It's the triad. It's Mai's calculation.
Shammy's atmospheric control. My shadow-pressure. All three. Together.”

“I've heard of it.” Quiet. “The Foundation has theories. But I've never seen it work. You're making the
theories real.”

“We don't have theories.” Shammy's warmth settled. “We have each other. The lock isn't something
we calculate. It's something we live. The triad holds because we hold each other.”

The clearing fell silent. The weight of what they'd learned settling into the air.

Twelve survivors. Four hundred years. A hunter tracking resonance. Fragments that could be
integrated. Released. Survived.

The equation had changed. The variables had shifted. But one thing was clear.
The triad stood together. Depth, Horizontal, Vertical. Three vectors. One lock.
The weight was still there. Two Fragments. Pulling in different directions.

But now there was a way to hold it.

Together.
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