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There are rules.

There have always been rules.

At least... that’s what they tell themselves.

The bar exists between endings. A place where souls arrive without memory of their final moment, carrying nothing but the weight of their choices. A drink. A conversation. A decision.

Up.

Or down.

Simple. Clean. Final.

That’s how it was supposed to work.

The bartender serves.

The lamp observes.

The jukebox comments—often when it shouldn’t.

And now...

Mariana writes.

She wasn’t part of the system. Not originally. But something about her didn’t fit the simplicity of Heaven or Hell. So she stayed. Learned. Watched. Questioned.

That alone... changed things.

Because the bar was never meant to be questioned.

For as long as anyone could remember—if memory even mattered here—the process had been flawless. Souls arrived. Stories unfolded. Truth surfaced. Choices were made.

No mistakes.

No returns.

No second chances.

Until one walked back in.

Daniel Rocha was not supposed to exist here anymore. He had already chosen. Already fallen.

And yet...

He returned.

That was the first crack.

The first sign that the system wasn’t as perfect as it seemed.

But cracks... spread.

Because if one soul could come back, others could follow.

And if the rules could bend...

They could break.

Now something else has arrived.

Not lost.

Not confused.

Not judged.

Something that doesn’t belong to Heaven.

Or Hell.

Something that was never meant to be decided by a bar, a lamp, or a machine playing ironic songs.

Something that doesn’t follow rules.

Something that understands them...

Well enough to destroy them.

The balance is shifting.

The system is failing.

And for the first time since this place began—

No one knows what happens next.
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Chapter One: The Man Who Came Back
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The door creaked open.

Slow. Familiar.

Wrong.

The bartender didn’t look up immediately. He never rushed. Not for footsteps, not for voices, not for the quiet panic that usually followed those who entered.

But this time...

The air shifted.

The lamp flickered once—sharp, alert.

The jukebox crackled softly. “Yeah... that’s new.”

Mariana, standing behind the counter with the ledger open, froze mid-page.

Something wasn’t right.

She could feel it before she saw him.

A man stepped inside.

Mid-thirties. Calm. Too calm.

No confusion. No hesitation.

No fear.

He looked around the bar like someone returning to a place he had already left behind.

The bartender finally raised his eyes.

“Welcome,” he said, voice steady. “Take a seat.”

The man smiled faintly.

“I’ve already been here.”

Silence.

The lamp flickered harder. “That is not possible.”

The jukebox hummed. “Lmao... we don’t do sequels.”

But Mariana was already moving.

Pages turned quickly beneath her fingers. Names. Dates. Choices. Outcomes.

Then—

She stopped.

Her breath caught.

“...he’s right.”

The bartender’s gaze sharpened. “Name.”

She swallowed.

“Daniel Rocha.”

The man nodded casually, stepping closer to the bar.

“That would be me.”

The lamp buzzed erratically. “No. Once a choice is made, it is final. That is rule—”

“Rule number five,” Mariana interrupted softly.

“The button doesn’t lie.”

The jukebox let out a low whistle. “Okay... so either the button lied... or we’ve got a problem.”

Daniel leaned against the counter like he belonged there.

“I chose,” he said simply.

The bartender didn’t blink.

“Then you shouldn’t be here.”

Daniel’s smile didn’t fade.

“I went to Hell.”

The words settled heavily in the room.

The lamp dimmed.

The jukebox didn’t joke this time.

Mariana stepped closer, studying him. “Then how are you back?”

Daniel exhaled slowly.

“I got out.”

Silence.

Absolute.

The bartender’s voice dropped.

“That’s not possible.”

Daniel tilted his head slightly.

“Maybe your system isn’t as perfect as you think.”

The jukebox crackled softly. “Lmao... okay yeah, I don’t like where this is going.”

Mariana shook her head. “No... people don’t just leave Hell.”

“Most don’t,” Daniel replied.

A pause.

“Some change.”

The lamp flickered sharply. “Change after judgment is irrelevant.”

“Is it?” Daniel shot back.

He tapped the bar lightly.

“If someone becomes something else... completely different from who they were when they chose...”

He looked at the bartender.

“...does the choice still hold?”

The question lingered.

Uncomfortable.

Unanswered.

The bartender didn’t respond immediately.

And that...

That alone was enough to unsettle everyone.

Daniel leaned back slightly, watching them.

“I came back for a reason,” he said.

Mariana crossed her arms. “Which is?”

Daniel’s expression shifted.

Less amused now.

More serious.

“Because I’m not the only one.”

The lamp flickered violently.

The jukebox hissed into static. “Oh great. Fantastic. Love that.”

The bartender’s eyes moved—slowly—toward the door.

“...what did you bring with you?”

Daniel didn’t answer.

He just smiled.

And right on cue—

The door creaked again.

Louder this time.

Heavier.

Like something on the other side wasn’t just entering...

But forcing its way in.
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Chapter Two: The One Who Was Never Meant to Arrive
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The door didn’t open.

It broke.

A violent crack echoed through the bar as it slammed against the wall, harder than anything had ever moved in this place before.

The lights flickered uncontrollably.

The jukebox screamed into static. “OKAY—NO—THIS IS NOT NORMAL—”

The lamp dimmed so low it almost disappeared.

Mariana stepped back instinctively.

Even Daniel moved slightly away from the door.

That alone said everything.

Something stepped inside.

Not rushed.

Not confused.

Deliberate.

Each step echoed too loudly, like the sound didn’t belong to this world.

The air grew heavier.

Thicker.

Wrong.

The figure stopped just inside the bar.

Tall. Still.

Watching.

Then it walked forward.

Straight to the counter.

And sat.

Like it had always belonged there.

“Drink,” the man said calmly.

The bartender didn’t move.

“Name.”

A pause.

The man smiled slightly.

“You already know it.”

Silence fell.

The lamp flickered erratically. “I... I cannot identify him.”

The jukebox crackled, quieter now. “Yeah... same. That’s new. I don’t like new.”

Mariana looked between them. “What does that mean?”

The bartender finally moved.

Slow. Controlled.

He reached for a glass, but his eyes never left the man.

“This one...” he said quietly,

“...was never meant to be judged.”

Daniel exhaled slowly. “Yeah... I figured.”

Mariana frowned. “That doesn’t make sense. Everyone gets judged.”

“No,” the bartender replied.

“Not everyone.”

The man picked up the glass, swirling the drink like he was bored.

“In life,” he said, “people misunderstand evil.”

Mariana crossed her arms. “Try me.”

He glanced at her.

“They think it’s about action.”

“Killing. Stealing. Violence.”

He shook his head slightly.

“That’s small.”

The lamp flickered uneasily.

“I never needed to get my hands dirty,” he continued.

The bartender’s gaze sharpened.

Daniel went still.

“I built systems,” the man said calmly.

“Structures.”

“Influence.”

The jukebox hummed low. “Here we go...”

“I created situations where people destroyed each other,” he went on.

“Wars.”

“Collapse.”

“Generations of suffering.”

Mariana felt her stomach twist.

“That’s...”

He looked at her.

“I didn’t ruin lives,” he said softly.

“I designed ruin.”

Silence.

Heavy. Crushing.

The lamp dimmed further.

“That level of manipulation...”

The bartender finished the thought.

“...removes choice.”

The man smiled.

“Yes.”

The jukebox didn’t laugh.

“...okay. That’s bad.”

Suddenly—

A loud burst of laughter exploded from the corner.

“HAHAHAHAHAHA—OH THIS IS BEAUTIFUL—”

Everyone turned.

One of the chairs was shaking violently.

Laughing.

The lamp flickered in disbelief. “You haven’t spoken in decades.”

“I KNOW—AND I PICKED THE PERFECT MOMENT—HAHA—”

The chair creaked wildly. “This one? Ohhh, this one’s special.”

Mariana blinked. “The chair talks??”

“Rarely,” the bartender said.

“And only when it matters.”

“That’s not comforting,” she muttered.

The man didn’t react.

He simply took a sip.

Calm.

Untouchable.

“I’m curious,” he said, placing the glass down.

“How exactly do you judge something like me?”

The bartender didn’t hesitate.

“We don’t.”

The room froze.

Even
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