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Unravel the untold. 

Experience the unexpected.

At Twisted Storylines Publishing, we are devoted to delivering original, imaginative experiences that defy convention. 

Our mission is to unearth untold stories with twisted plotlines, genre-bending narratives, and characters that collide in unexpected ways.

We embrace the chaos of creativity—where fantasy meets realism, and the familiar is turned on its head—to craft epic, human stories that resonate deeply with readers. 

Through every book we publish, we challenge norms, ignite curiosity, and celebrate the art of storytelling that dares to be different.
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Grab Your Copy Today

Step into worlds you’ve never imagined with our two breakout releases

original, creative tales that bend reality and twist expectations. 

These mysterious stories will leave you questioning everything and craving more. 

If you love mystery, suspense, depth, and narrative surprises, you won’t want to miss them.

The Throne Epic Mysteries Series

Nevaeh - The Story of The Lost Book #1

Book #2 - Coming Soon

The Mind of Clayton Trilling Series

The Next Step - The Controller’s Game Book #1 - February 2026

Unravel the untold. 

Experience the unexpected.

[image: ]

Sign up for our email list to receive updates scan the QR code

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]



❖  Nevaeh is dedicated to my parents for bringing me into this world



❖  And those who sat by and watched as I typed away my thoughts on the computer everyday writing this book


My wife Melissa

My cousin John




❖  I also dedicate Nevaeh to myself, the author, as someone who always felt like an imposter typing away on my computer wanting to pursue a career as a writer, writing Nevaeh allowed me to see I was the only thing holding myself back.
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Prologue
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This Book is an Enigma

The Title of This Book is a Riddle

The Plot of this Book is a Puzzle

Every Chapter in This Book is a Mystery

Each page in Every Chapter is a Puzzle Piece

And Nothing is what it seems to be

As you progress through the chapters of this book, you'll uncover clues and answers to its mysteries. However, with each mystery solved, new questions and enigmas will emerge. As you turn the pages, the answers you receive will unveil more questions. By advancing through the book and its chapters, you'll steadily uncover the full story, leading you to the grandeur of the story and the ultimate revelations at the end.

The universe, as contemplated by the human mind through life and living, is filled with questions and mysteries. 

Each answered question or solved mystery brings forth new questions and mysteries to explore. 

I’ve designed the story within this book to mirror that image of perpetual mystery. So, what does that mean?

According to Oxford Languages, a mystery is defined as:

	something that is difficult or impossible to understand or explain.

	a novel, play, or movie dealing with a puzzling crime, especially a murder.


While this book falls into the second definition, I believe the first definition —better describes what you are about to read. 

This may sound unconventional to a reader eager to dive into a book and discover its story.

This is not a story you simply read.

The plot is a mystery you must solve.

The only way to solve it is by reading.

Imagine a box of jigsaw puzzles—dozens of them—tangled together in the same box without a final image to guide you. 

No edges. 

No corners. 

Just scattered fragments.

Each chapter offers a piece. 

Not in order. Not with explanation.

Some pieces belong to different puzzles. 

Some seem to contradict.

All are part of something larger revealing the epic plot.

This book unfolds in the style of conversation. Through dialogue and narration, characters will reveal mysteries, pose questions, and uncover clues that help piece together the puzzles within the story. 

As our characters discover new connections, clues, questions, mysteries, and answers, so will you, the reader.

In the pages of this book, you'll encounter a tapestry of compelling themes: beliefs, truth, philosophy, and religion. 

This is a work of fiction, and my intention is not to offend, but to explore these profound concepts that shape the human mind and experience. 

These concepts mold the human mind giving each individual human a different experience and lens to view reality through. 

These overarching themes drive the narrative forward, setting the stage for the mind-bending revelations that await you at the end of the book. Without them, the astonishing twists and turns of the story could never come to life.  

Across cultures and centuries, the concept of an afterlife has stirred the human imagination—a realm not universally proven but profoundly envisioned in the theater of our minds. 

We see it in the Elysium of ancient Greece, in Valhalla, the hall of warriors; in Christianity through Heaven, in Nirvana the Buddhist state of liberation; and in the eternal Paradises described by Islam and Zoroastrianism.

These visions may differ in shape and source, yet they are all born from the same place: the deep folds of the human mind, which crafts meaning from mystery and hope from fear.

The afterlife lives not within us, but within our thoughts—a conceptual landscape drawn by our longing for justice, reunion, everlasting life, and truth. 

Perhaps it’s a reflection of our desire to make sense of mortality, or to extend our stories beyond the last breath. 

In imagining what lies beyond, we create possibilities that soothe, inspire, and reveal. Whether real or symbolic, this mental monument to life’s continuation gives shape to our deepest beliefs—and whispers that there may be more, just beyond the edge of knowing.

It is there, some believe, they will step into truth.

Welcome to Nevaeh, where truth is a lie.

And the afterlife a perpetual mystery.
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A Note to Readers
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Nevaeh is a journey—one filled with bold themes, layered tropes, and unexpected turns. Within its pages, you’ll encounter fictional religious beliefs and spiritual ideas that diverge from traditional doctrines. 

These are imaginative expressions meant to explore, not to preach, or offend. If any moment gives you pause or requires time to reflect, that’s okay. Take it. 

This story welcomes those willing to engage with unfamiliar perspectives and the questions they raise. 

Nevaeh isn’t just a story—it’s an immersive experience. Crafted in a narrative style that’s both thought-provoking and emotionally resonant, it invites readers to unravel layered mysteries while contemplating profound philosophical questions. 

With each page, Nevaeh challenges assumptions, stirs reflection, and leaves a lingering sense of unease. 

Blending genres with bold originality, it stands apart as a novel that doesn’t just entertain—it provokes, unsettles, and stays with you long after the final chapter.
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​Prelude - The Story of The Lost
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[image: ]ohn Torberry sat on his couch, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees and his chin resting on his fists. He watched the television, horrified by the stories of the people known as The Lost. 

John's brother had gone missing two weeks ago and was now officially one of The Lost. 

Empathetic to the stories of others who had disappeared, John was on the brink of tears, worried he would never see his brother again.

John sat beside his wife, Linda, as they watched a show called The Lost Files, which highlighted many investigations into the missing persons collectively called The Lost. 

The show had just cut back to the host, Cindy Schrouder. 

"The story of The Lost is beyond anything we could have ever fathomed in our darkest nightmares. We have reviewed more than twenty of The Lost cases tonight, and that barely scratches the surface of the total number of people who have vanished into thin air. 

Among these cases, one stands out as it was the first case discovered, leading to the formation of the organization we call The Throne and the ongoing investigation into The Lost’s disappearances. It's also one of the few cases with multiple eyewitnesses confirming a phantom ambulance sighting.

On the day Leonard Chance went missing, the street was bustling. He was stabbed twice in broad daylight on a busy sidewalk. 

Despite being gravely injured, Leonard managed to call 911 before being picked up by a phantom ambulance. 

To witnesses, everything seemed normal until minutes later, a second ambulance arrived, sparking the entire investigation into The Lost and, eventually, this show, The Lost Files.

Since Leonard Chance's disappearance, The Throne has documented over seven thousand similar cases. These disappearances, following the same pattern, have been happening daily across the country for the past twenty years.

Where are they being taken? 

Are they being kidnapped? 

What is happening to them?  

Who is taking them? 

Why are they being taken? 

Will we ever see these people again? 

Are they alive?”

Pausing for a few seconds before continuing,

“Are they dead? 

These are just some of the questions people are asking because we still have no idea what is happening to The Lost. 

All we can do is speculate as the numbers continue to rise daily.

The Lost have infiltrated our lives, culture, and minds nationwide, instilling fear that you could be the next to disappear. 

If you have any information on The Lost and their disappearances, contact The Throne by dialing 119 on your mobile device. Thank you for joining us tonight on The Lost Files."

John turned to his wife, holding back tears." Do you think I’ll ever see my brother again?"

His wife Linda responded, "I pray that Tony comes home every day. All we can do is hope The Throne can find out what is happening to The Lost."



Part One
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​Chapter 1 - The Chosen One
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[image: ]melia lay peacefully asleep in her bed, unaware of the morning sunbeam that pierced through the gap in the curtains, casting a golden path across the room. 

Slow, quiet footsteps crept towards her bed, stopping just beside her, the silence in the room almost tangible, unknown to Amelia, eyes stared at her as she slept.  

Suddenly, the tranquility was shattered as the alarm clock on her bedside table buzzed loudly, jolting her awake. 

Her three-year-old son, Michael, who had been standing there, let out an ear-splitting scream, adding to the chaos. 

Amelia's heart raced as she joined Michael in his cries; the serene morning transformed into a whirlwind of noise and confusion. 

Calmly with a hint of anger Amelia asked, “Why are you screaming to wake me up, Michael? We’ve talked about that.”

Michael’s bottom lip quivered as he looked up at her, his brown eyes wide with remorse. “Sowy, Mommy. Didn’t mean to. Came to wake you up, clock sceamed, scaed me.”

Amelia’s expression softened, and she kissed the top of his head. “Oh, my poor baby. Is everything okay now?”

Michael’s pout vanished as quickly as it had appeared. “I not a baby. Mommy awake to potect me now.”

He wrapped his little arms around her neck in a tight hug. Amelia chuckled, holding him close. Playfully teasing Amelia said, “Your mommy will always protect you.” 

She paused for a second, “And Mommy will stop calling you a baby when you don’t need diapers anymore. Deal?”

Michael pulled back; his face scrunched into a defiant frown. “Hmmft, no deal.”

Amelia approached him slowly as if angry with him, as she got close her expression quickly changed, she started laughing and reached out her arms tickling his sides, earning a squeal of delight before she spoke. 

“You start school in six months, Michael. We’ll work together so you’re ready.”

Changing the subject, Michael grinned. “Dad made Beakfast.”

Amelia smiled. “Yummy! But we need to work on your R’s. It’s Brrreakfast.”

Concentrating and trying his hardest, “Brreeekfast.”

“That was good, baby. Where are John and Thomas?”

“Dey downstais wit Dad. Les go.”

“Mommy will be down in a minute.”

Amelia gently set Michael down, watching as he bolted out of the room with the boundless energy only a toddler could possess. 

She sighed deeply, stretching her arms above her head, and let the warmth of the morning light chase away the remnants of sleep. 

Reaching for her rings on the nightstand, her fingers brushed against her cherished Bible and the small cross depicting Jesus, symbols of her unwavering faith. 

Kneeling beside her bed, Amelia placed the cross tenderly atop the Bible and bowed her head, closing her eyes in prayer. The morning's chaos faded into a serene moment of connection and reflection. Praying softly she spoke,

“God, Jesus, the Creator of all, please protect my family today, all Christians who follow Your path, and their families. Lead us not into evil. Give us the strength to follow Your way and enter the Kingdom of Heaven when You decide it is our time. I love you Jesus.”

After finishing her prayer, Amelia rose gracefully, switching the alarm clock to the radio, and allowing the soft hum of music to fill the room. 

She slipped into a modest dress, the fabric flowing gently against her skin, before sitting at her vanity. 

As she meticulously applied her makeup, the music faded out and the all too familiar voice of Cindy Schrouder created a discomforting background, as she weaved together the threads of her morning routine. 

“This is The Lost Files for August 13, 2035. I’m your host, Cindy Schrouder. Today, we’ll discuss newly released case details from The Throne about confirmed Lost disappearances and phantom ambulance sightings. 

Later, we’ll speak with an expert on avoiding becoming one of The Lost. Stay tuned.”

Amelia frowned, a cloud of discontent darkening her features. The cheerful chatter of the radio host suddenly felt out of place, grating against her lingering sense of unease. With a decisive movement, she turned off the radio, plunging the room into a reflective silence. 

The abrupt quiet allowed her thoughts to surface, unfiltered and raw, as she sat there, momentarily lost in contemplation. 

Muttering to herself, “The Lost and The Throne, The Lost and The Throne. That’s all anyone talks about now.”

Amelia descended the stairs, greeted by the mouth-watering aroma of bacon wafting through the house. 

In the kitchen, her husband Jacob stood at the stove, expertly flipping toast onto a plate with practiced ease. The sight brought a warm smile to her face. 

Her teenage sons, John and Thomas, were already at the table, devouring their breakfast with the eagerness and energy that only teenagers possess. “Looks delicious. Don’t forget, choir rehearsal tonight.”

Groaning her son John said, “We know, Mom. Can we just eat?”

Thomas looked at Amelia and smiled as he said, “We’ve been practicing all week, Mom. You’ll love it.”

A big smile came across the face of her husband Jacob, “You should hear them; they’re both little Frank Sinatra’s.”

Amelia proudly said with a smile, “I can’t wait to hear you both. I know you’ll make Jesus proud.”

Suddenly, a piece of scrambled egg flew across the table, launched from Michael’s fork with an unexpected flick. 

The golden morsel sailed through the air, tumbling in slow motion before landing with a soft plop on John's plate.

Everyone froze, the surprise momentarily suspending their morning routine. John looked up, his expression a mix of shock and amusement, while Michael's face turned crimson with embarrassment. 

Jacob turned away from the stove, eyebrow raised, as Amelia suppressed a chuckle, the corners of her mouth twitching in amusement as Jacob said Sternly “Michael! Stop throwing your food.”

Protesting the accident as his fault Michael responded, “It was my fok.”

Laughter erupted from the two older boys. 

Jacob gave them a stern look to quiet their laughter, his eyes narrowing in disapproval. 

Amelia, sensing the tension, immediately spoke up, correcting Michael’s mistake with a gentle but firm tone. “Your R’s, Michael. It’s fork, for-ka.”

Michael tried to pronounce the word with every ounce of will he had, he hesitated at first and then said, “Fo-ka.”

Jacob turned to Amelia, his stern expression softening as their eyes met. Amelia offered him a reassuring smile, her calm demeanor a steady anchor for him. 

She reached out, gently placing a hand on his arm, and with that small gesture, the bond between them was strengthened, reaffirming their partnership and love. 

Jacob asked, “Heading to the church this morning?”

Amelia nodded while speaking, “Yes, we have an event on the Savior’s land. 

I’ll be home in three hours and then off to the boys’ rehearsal. Busy day for all of us.”

Jacob responded,

“I’ll make sure the boys are ready when you get back. Call me if you need anything.”

After finishing breakfast and exchanging goodbyes, Amelia stepped outside. She waved to her neighbor as she walked to her car. 

As she drove past the houses in the community without driveways—where the owners didn't have cars and were forbidden to leave—she thanked Jesus for blessing her to be a Savior and not a Servant.

The community of The Servants and Saviors of Christ sprawled around her, a self-contained world of 150,000 homes, complete with its own economy, laws, and government. Walls and checkpoints encircled the vast land. 

As she drove through the gate, the guard waved her on, and a towering sign overhead read: Jesus Loves You. 

Amelia turned onto the highway, the radio playing softly. Most followers never left the community, but as a Savior, Amelia had privileges. 

She spent her days recruiting new servants and running church events. She didn’t see it as confinement—only as devotion to God’s will.

Thirty minutes into her drive, A billboard caught her attention. It depicted a suited man looming ominously over a miniature city, his expression cold and calculating. 

Puppet strings dangled from his hands, controlling the tiny buildings and streets below. 
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The image was unsettling, a stark reminder of the unseen forces at play in the world. 

Amelia couldn't tear her eyes away, a chill running down her spine as she imagined the lives manipulated by such forces. 

The caption on the billboard read: Investments to Build Your Life and Neighborhood – Odyssey Inc.

The song on the radio changed, and Amelia’s favorite hymn came on. She turned up the volume and began to sing along, her voice filling the car.

God loves me, yes, He does!

The Bible is the word, that everyone deserves!

I love God, the word says so!

We are the servants; He is the Savior!

Amelia's mood soared as she sang, her voice filling the car with joyous melodies. For a brief moment, she was lost in the euphoria of the song, everything else fading into the background. 

The sunlight streamed through the windows, casting a warm glow over her as she drove. Suddenly, a car swerved into her lane, but Amelia was too immersed in her singing to notice. 

The impact was immediate and violent, the vehicle slamming into her driver's side door with a sickening force. 

Her car flipped three times, a terrifying whirlwind of motion and sound, before careening off the road into the forest. 

Glass shattered around her, metal crunched under the immense pressure, she was upside down, and darkness quickly engulfed her, swallowing her world in an instant.
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​Chapter 2 - Who are You?
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[image: ]man with long, disheveled hair and a scruffy face, evidence of several days without shaving, sat in a pristine white chair, twirling his thumbs in never-ending circles, each rotation perfectly synchronized with a ticking clock. 

His eyes were fixed on the couch across from him, where a woman lay face down, unconscious. 

The scene was routinely familiar to him; it had played out countless times before. 

Anxiety gnawed at him as he waited for the woman to awaken. 

His gaze flickered to the table in front of her, where three half-filled glasses stood side by side, the liquid within glistening under the dim light. 

He reached over, grabbing his own drink, and took a long, contemplative sip. Stretching out his arms and legs, he whispered to himself, his voice barely audible, a fleeting echo in the silence. "It feels so good every time to stretch these muscles."

“Hello??” came a voice.

“Who’s there?” the woman, now awake and visibly shaken.

The man said, “Turn over, sit up, let’s talk.”

The woman turned over and sat up, staring at the man sitting across from her, who was still twirling his thumbs. 
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Confused Amelia looked around the room, Seeing the all-white atmosphere that the pristine, snow-white walls created, it was as if she had stepped into a serene, otherworldly sanctuary that enveloped her in a cocoon of purity and tranquility. 

Every surface gleamed with an almost ethereal glow, reflecting the soft light and casting delicate, subtle shadows. 

It felt like standing inside a blank canvas, waiting for life’s vibrant hues to paint their story, yet offering a peaceful respite from the chaos of the outside world.

She gave her head a shake and glanced at the three peculiar glasses sitting on the white table half filled with liquid and tried to sort through her memories to remember how she got there. 

With a trembling voice, she asked inquisitively, stuttering as she did. “Who... are you? Where... am I?”

The man’s thumbs continued their circular motion as he spoke. “I said we will talk. Why don’t you start by telling me your name?”

“My name is Amelia Bernhart. And you are?”

“I assure you, Amelia, by the time you leave this room, you will know everything—about me, where you are, and why you are here. 

For now, I need you to drink the three drinks on the table in front of you and then answer a couple of questions.” 

Amelia looked down at the three drinks in front of her on the table. Each glass held an identical drink, yet vibrant colors swirled within them, creating an almost rainbow-like effect.

Smoke or steam slowly billowed out of the glasses, filling them and crawling down the sides in a mesmerizing dance.
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The drinks looked dangerous, an unfamiliar liquid that seemed to hold a mysterious allure. 

She didn’t know if she could trust the man. 

Amelia raised her left eyebrow slightly while lowering her right, her expression a fascinating blend of curiosity and amusement.

Her eyes twinkled with a hint of mischief, as she leaned in slightly looking at the three drinks on the table and said, “You better not be lying to me.”

A big smile spread across the man's face, radiating warmth and genuine delight. His eyes locked onto Amelia's, holding her gaze with an intensity that spoke volumes. 

He continued to smile for a few seconds, his thumbs never stopping their rhythmic movements, as if they had a life of their own. 

A voice laced with emotion, he responded, “I would never lie to you, Amelia.”

After this, the smile faded from the man's face, his expression turning serious. His eyes still held a flicker of the previous warmth, but now they were clouded with concern.

Leaning slightly closer to Amelia, he asked in a soft, yet earnest voice, “Now tell me, what do you remember?”

Amelia hung her head; her eyes fixed on the floor as she tried to sort through her tangled thoughts. 

The weight of the moment pressed down on her, making it hard to breathe. 

She was lost in a sea of thought when she excitedly blurted out, “I remember singing a song while I was driving.”

Knowingly the man said, “Yes, you were singing the Servants and Saviors Heavenly Hymn.”

Remembering what happened next, Amelia felt a complex swirl of emotions—excitement, confusion, and distress all rolled into one. 

Her heart raced as she tried to make sense of it all. 

With a heavy sigh, she finally looked up, her eyes meeting his with a mixture of vulnerability and resolve. 

In a low, sad tone, she responded, “And then a car hit me.”

It was as if the man was watching her the whole time, “Yes, you were on your way to a church event. An ambulance arrived soon after the crash. They tried to save you, but your injuries were beyond repair.”

A confused look crossed Amelia’s face as the realization of what the man was telling her set in. She started to look around the room, noticing the white walls and the two doors she hadn’t noticed before. 

Wondering where she was, she asked excitedly, with a bit of attitude in her voice, “What does that mean? If they tried to save me and failed, how am I here now? Who are you?”

The man's fingers stopped twirling, coming to an abrupt halt. He leaned forward, his movements deliberate and measured, as he waved his right hand over the table where the three drinks sat, each one a silent witness to their conversation. 

His eyes bore into Amelia's as he responded, “I know you have questions, Amelia, but for you to understand the answers, I need you to drink all three drinks in front of you. 

Take your time; I will wait.”

The man sat back in his chair, his thumbs resuming their endless circles as if in a perpetual dance. 

His gaze remained steady on Amelia, unyielding. 

Amelia glanced down at the three drinks for a fleeting moment, their presence a silent reminder of her curiosity to know more she asked, “How did you know about the ambulance? Are you the one who hit me?”

The man waved his hand over the drinks again, a gesture that seemed to hold a deeper meaning. 

His eyes never left Amelia's as he spoke, “Amelia, drink all three, and you will have all your questions answered.”

His voice carrying a mix of determination and urgency. The weight of his words hung in the air, mingling with the scent of the drinks that sat untouched on the table. 

He leaned in closer, his gaze unwavering, silently urging her to find the courage to take the drinks, he sat back, crossing his hands on his lap, his thumbs resuming their rhythmic twirling. 

Confused and unsure of what else to do, Amelia reached for the first glass. 

She drank it down in a single gulp. 

The taste was indescribably sweet, a flavor unlike anything she had ever encountered. As the liquid coursed through her, an overwhelming feeling of exuberance washed over her. 

She felt every nerve in her body tingle for a brief, electrifying second. 

Her eyes widened in surprise, the sensation so intense and unexpected, she joyously said, “What was that? It was delicious.”

The man responded, “Once the other drinks are done, all your answers will come.”

Amelia grabbed the second glass and drank it. The flavor was rich and complex, though not sweet like the first one. 

A slight burning sensation spread from head to toe, not painful but intense. She closed her eyes, feeling the sensation, and let out an uncontrollable low moan of pleasure. 

Embarrassed, she glanced at the man, then down at the third drink. She grabbed it and swallowed it in three gulps. 

Sitting back on the couch, she looked at the man and spoke, "So..." 

The moment Amelia began to speak, her eyes rolled back, and she started convulsing violently on the couch. 

The man watched her, twirling his thumbs, unmoving.

After thirty seconds, the convulsing ceased, and Amelia's eyes opened. "What just happened?"

Waving his hand at her he said, "It's normal when you take the drinks. Don't worry about it."

Amelia raised an eyebrow, her expression a mix of skepticism and curiosity. 

She took a deep breath, steadying herself before speaking "I still don't have any answers."

The man responded, "That was just the first step, Amelia. The answers come after the drinks. Ask me anything."

Amelia, timid and unsure, asked in a soft, hesitant voice, "Did I die?"

Seeking reassurance and clarity in his response. The vulnerability in her question hung in the air, a fragile thread connecting her hopes and fears. 

The man responded, "I told you before the drinks, yes. Why not ask questions you don't know the answer to?"

Trying to explain what she had meant, Amelia took a deep breath and looked up at the man, her eyes filled with a mix of urgency and earnestness. 

"I know I died, but where am I? Where are the Pearly Gates? Where is Saint Peter? Where is everything the Bible described about Heaven?"

The man made a dismissive gesture, waving his hand as if to brush away her concerns. 

"Stories of men Amelia, none of that was real. They were all creations of man's imagination. No one truly knew what they were talking about."

Amelia looked flustered, her anger and confusion growing with each passing second.

She glanced around the stark, white-walled room, her eyes darting from one blank surface to another as if searching for an answer. 

The oppressive silence and the sterile atmosphere only seemed to amplify her emotions. Her mind raced, trying to make sense of everything, as a storm of thoughts and feelings churned within her. She Yelled,

"I WAS A SAVIOR! In The Servants and Saviors of Christ Church. 

All Saviors were guaranteed a spot in Heaven by the First High Priest."

The man spread his arms wide, as if to embrace the entirety of the situation. 

His posture conveyed both openness and a sense of authority, a stark contrast to the turmoil that Amelia was feeling. "And where do you think you are?"

He extended his hand towards her, pointing a finger with deliberate precision and said, "I handpicked you. You are one of the Chosen ones."

His voice imbued with a sense of gravity and purpose. The words hung in the air, heavy with significance, as Amelia felt a chill run down her spine. 

The intensity of his gaze and the weight of his proclamation left her momentarily speechless, the enormity of his statement sinking in. 

Amelia looked around the room, seeing only white walls, two mysterious doors, and the man continuing to twirl his thumbs. "So, this..."

She gestured to the walls and ceiling, her movements sharp and filled with frustration, "Is Heaven?"

The man shrugged, a gesture that seemed to dismiss the gravity of the situation entirely. "Call it whatever you want, Amelia. You're here now. You don't have to worry about anything ever again."

Amelia confused asked, "If you handpicked me, who does that make you?"

He responded calmly, his voice steady and composed. "You already know the answer. I am what you would call Jesus."

Amelia's eyebrows rose, a flicker of surprise and curiosity lighting up her features as she spoke, "You are God?"

"It’s complicated, Amelia. The true understanding of God is different from what you were taught. You know how the church believes in the Trinity?"

Amelia responded, Of course, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit."

Gesturing with his fingers Jesus said, "You believe them to be one, but I can only be one at a time. 

Each form is a step in my own Creation: Creator God, Jesus as man, and full fruition and destruction as the Holy Spirit."

Amelia looked surprised, her eyes widening as she processed his words then spoke, "Destruction?"

"The Universe I created isn't infinite. It must end. I set it in motion for life to flourish and to find the greatest of my human creations. 

Once set in motion, I became Jesus. I never came to Earth or was crucified. Here in heaven, we are all equal."

A lifetime of beliefs within Amelia’s mind were swirling, "I'm not sure I understand."

Jesus continued explaining, "Here in Heaven, we are equal. Me, you, and everyone here get whatever they want or need."

Curiously she asked, "How many people are here?"

Jesus responded excitedly, "Thousands. You are the 6,332nd I have chosen."

Still curious she asked, "How does it work with everyone getting what they want?"

Waving his arms around gesturing to the room, "Heaven supplies all sustenance. I can recreate anything, here you can have whatever you desire."

Amelia felt a headache coming on, the pressure building as her mind raced to process the new information. She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to steady her thoughts. 

Rubbing her temples in an attempt to ease the tension she said, "This is a lot to take in. 

Do you mind if I close my eyes for a bit?"

Jesus responded empathically, "Here, you have the freedom to do whatever you want, whenever you want."

Amelia stretched out on the couch, her mind spinning as she contemplated the weight of Jesus' words. 

She closed her eyes, trying to find a moment of peace amidst the chaos of her thoughts. The room fell into a hush, the darkness behind her eyes closing in on her.
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​Chapter 3 - How is this Possible
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[image: ]melia had been sleeping for hours. Jesus, still sitting across from her, twirled his thumbs, waiting patiently. On the table in front of him was a small buffet of Amelia's favorite foods, their delicious aromas filling the air. 

Amelia stirred, rolled over, and, lying on her side, blinked twice before speaking, her voice was groggy and barely above a whisper. 

"I thought it was all a dream, but you're still here."

Jesus looked directly into her eyes, and she felt an immediate connection, an unspoken bond that seemed to transcend words. 

His gaze was steady and filled with a warmth that reached deep into her soul. 

"If you'd like me to leave you alone, I can do that until you're ready."

Amelia shook her head as she sat up, her eyes fixed on the spread of food before her. The tantalizing aromas wafted around her, stirring her senses and momentarily distracting her from the whirlwind of thoughts in her mind. 

"No, no, don't leave me alone."

"Then let's sit in silence while you eat. Think of the questions you want to ask me. We have many more answers to cover before you leave this room."

Amelia began eating, savoring each dish with a newfound appreciation. The flavors danced on her tongue, each bite bringing her a small measure of comfort and grounding her in the present moment. 

She took her time, allowing herself to fully enjoy the simple pleasures of the meal. 

As she ate, she felt a sense of calm settle over her, the warmth of the food mirroring the warmth she felt from Jesus's unwavering gaze. 

The room, once stark and intimidating, now felt a little less overwhelming, she was almost done eating and said to Jesus, 

"You sure know what I like. This duck dish... I had it once in France. I used to joke with my friends that I'd kill someone to taste it again."

Jesus, still twirling his thumbs, responded with a calm and steady voice. “It's called Duck Confit. Eat, Amelia. We'll talk when you're done.”

Once she finished, she sat back, pondering what to ask. Her mind raced with thoughts and questions, but before she could settle on one, Jesus spoke first. 

"To start let me ask you this... Why would you want this to be a dream? Wasn't it your life's purpose to serve me and secure your spot in Heaven?"

"Of course, I dedicated my life to securing a place in Heaven."

"Then why, now that you're here, do you seem like you'd rather be anywhere else? Why are you doubting my words?"

Flustered, Amelia responded timidly, "I'm not doubting you, Jesus. I've devoted my life to you... Let me ask you this... If the religion I chose wasn't the true religion, how did I come to be chosen?"

"The religion you follow doesn't matter; it's the devotion you showed towards me that counts."

Amelia quickly asked another question, her curiosity and anxiety driving her words forward. "Why was it my time when the car hit me? Why was I taken from my family?"

Jesus responded, "I don't get to choose when it's time. Remember, I set Creation in motion as God, but as Jesus, I no longer have control over it."

Her eyes narrowed as she stared at Jesus, with an accusatory tone, asked, "So, are you just a man now then?"

"I am a man, but unlike other men, I can create whatever you want or desire here in Heaven."

Amelia leaned forward; her excitement palpable. Her eyes shining with anticipation she asked eagerly, "Can you show me?"

"It doesn't work like that, Amelia. Creating your desires takes time and effort, and with 6,332 others here, I'm a busy man. I can usually meet your requests within a week. Put it to the test and ask me for anything."

"Let me think of something.” Curious she continued and asked, “You said a week, why measure time here?"

"We measure time because I need to know when people will arrive on that couch. We still have light and dark periods each day. Here, if you don't sleep, eat, or drink you won't be affected. Here, you have the joy of getting what you want and not doing anything you don't."

Intrigued, Amelia asked, her curiosity piqued, "So, what is this place?"

Jesus responded, "This place is Heaven."

Amelia tilted her head to the side and said, "I know it's Heaven, but there's more to it than this room. Where are we?"

Smiling Jesus replied, "I understand your question. Heaven is in its own separate universe, not interacting with the one where you lived, except for those I choose to bring here. When you leave this room, you'll find Heaven is like an island, a large landmass surrounded by water."

Her brow furrowed as she tried to piece together the answer to her next question, confused she asked, "An island? Why water?"

Jesus explained, “The land is open to nature, nothing off-limits, and the water is just the boundary where the Heaven universe ends."

Amelia asked, "Are the stories of Hell true?"

Jesus looked her in the eye and said, "Which ones, Amelia? There are thousands of stories. Here, we call them The Discarded. If you combined every story about Hell, they wouldn't match the true experience of being Discarded. It's not something we talk about often."

Amelia, horrified, her eyes wide with shock. Said, "You've made Hell seem like a sunburn on the beach."

Jesus shook his head, "I don't see that in your future here."

Amelia cut in and said, "To deliberately change the subject, what were the three drinks I had to take?"

Jesus explained, "The three drinks are part of a ritual here. Followers take them on arrival and every three months in a celebration. 

They are Pure Emotion, Pure Empathy, and Pure Ecstasy." 

Amelia, confused, tried to process the information. her voice reflecting the turmoil in her mind as she asked, 

"Pure emotion... Empathy? What does that mean?"

Jesus smiled again and said, "The Three Drinks help maintain the perfection here. They are natural to my creation, keeping everyone happy."

Amelia looked doubtful and asked, "What if someone doesn't want to be happy?"

Sternly Jesus responded, "Then I made a mistake in choosing them."

Amelia asked, "What are we supposed to do here in Heaven, once I'm outside this room?"

Jesus replied, "You'll want to explore, see the island, and meet the others. The island is filled with edible fruits, and the animals won't harm you. Let's get through your first week. Did you have any other questions?"

Her eyes darted downward, avoiding direct contact as she nervously fidgeted with her fingers her voice barely above a whisper as she asked, 

"Can we feel love here, the emotion?"

Jesus stopped twirling his thumbs and spread his arms out as he replied, 

“Of course you can love, why would you ask?"

After recoiling his arms and resuming the twirling of his thumbs, Amelia replied, 

"I loved my family more than anything, but now it seems they are not even a thought in my head."

Jesus sympathetically said, "I am sure their memory will come back to you, Amelia. I wouldn't take that away from you. I think your brain is working overtime trying to process everything you've been taught about me being wrong. Do you have any other questions?"

Amelia looking at his hands asked, "I noticed you constantly twirl your thumbs, why?"

Jesus explained, "It is a coping mechanism for me. I can see and feel the flow of time as it passes like a wind blowing around my body and through my mind, and twirling my thumbs helps me cope with that as a man."

Amelia said confused, "Ok... Umm..."

While Amelia was trying to think of another question, Jesus spoke, his voice breaking the silence with a calm, steady tone. "We can always have another talk like this, Amelia. Why don’t we end our talk for now and pick it up next time?"

Her demeanor changed her eyes sparkled with anticipation, and her enthusiasm was contagious as she excitedly, blurted out, "I thought about what I want."

Jesus asked her, "And what is that, Amelia?"

Excitedly she started to speak with a passion in her voice, "When I was a teenage girl, I had a bike called the Silver Streamer. I lost it when we moved, and I never saw it again. They stopped making it. If I could have that bike once again, it would make me very happy."

"Then it will be yours. I'll bring it to you as soon as I can. If you're ready to leave this room now, I have arranged a guide to show you around. Are you ready to step outside that door? Simon will be waiting for you."

Jesus raised his hand and pointed at the door on the other side of the room. Amelia said, "I think I am."

Amelia stood up, her heart pounding with anticipation. Her eyes were fixed on the door, ready to face whatever lay beyond it. 

Jesus spoke, "Simon will be happy to show you around and answer any questions you have. I think you'll like him."

As Amelia walked toward the door, she felt Jesus's eyes burning a hole into her back. 

Putting her hand on the door and about to push it open, Jesus spoke loudly, his voice echoed in the room, 

"Amelia!"

Amelia froze, her hand still on the door. She turned slowly to face him, "Yes?"

There were a few seconds of silence where Jesus just stared at her. 

Her heart pounding in her chest, anticipation and uncertainty mingling in her expression. 

The room seemed to hold its breath, the moment stretching into eternity as she waited for his next words. 

"I love you!"

His words bringing an awkward feeling over her, she paused, staring at him for a few seconds before she responded, "I... love you too, Jesus."

Amelia pushed the door open. She shook her head as she saw Simon waiting on the other side of the door, leaning against the wall with one-foot resting flat against it. 

When he noticed the door open, he stood up straight. Amelia said, "Hello, you must be Simon."

In a serious tone, Simon responded, His voice was firm and unwavering, "I don't know if I must be Simon, but that's the name my parents gave me. It could have been anything though. Let’s walk this way."

Amelia followed Simon’s lead, walking beside him. "Let me ask you this, if you weren't Simon, who would you want to be?"

Thinking for a second, Simon responded, "I don't know. I never thought of being anyone but me. 

We haven't been formally introduced. I'm Simon Cartwright."

"Nice to meet you, Simon. I'm Amelia Bernhart."

She extended her hand, and they shook hands. Simon said, "Like the female pilot that disappeared?"

Shaking her head, she spelled it out for him, "Bern-hart. That's Amelia Ear-hart. If I were flying a plane, it would be on fire, that's why there's a 'Bern' in my name."

Simon and Amelia laughed a little at Amelia’s corny joke as they walked. "How did your talk with Jesus go?"

Grief and confusion stricken across her face, "It was like a punch in the face, being told that everything I thought I knew was wrong. Is it weird that I'm still skeptical?"

"When I had my first talk with Jesus, I walked out of that room very confused and afraid. I had no clue if what I was being told was true. After a week here and speaking with him a second and third time, I had no doubts."

"So, the way I'm feeling is normal then?"

"What is normal, Amelia? Who decides? If that's how you're feeling, then it must be normal—your normal. If you're skeptical, ask questions. Don’t be shy. Jesus welcomes challenging questions and will always tell you the truth."

They reached the door at the end of the hallway, and Simon looked at Amelia, his expression serious and full of unspoken thoughts as he spoke, “Amelia”

His voice carrying the weight of their journey ahead and the significance of the moment as he said her name. "Are you ready? Is your anticipation high? Do you want me to give you a minute before I open this door? Consider this building and your talk with Jesus as the pearly gates. Once you step out, you'll enter Heaven."

His eyes searched hers for a sign of readiness, the silence in the hallway as Amelia thought about the question amplifying the tension and anticipation between them. "I think I'm ready. Let's pull the band-aid off. But before you open the door, will I be surprised?"

"Amelia, if you aren't already surprised by this place, I think you will be."

"What does it look like out there?"

"Why don’t we open it and see? My perspective won't match you seeing it with your own eyes."

"How about I close my eyes, and you guide me out?"

"Ready when you are."

Amelia closed her eyes and held her hand out to Simon. 

Simon took her hand and pushed the door open. 

As they stepped through, she felt moisture against her face that felt like a wet face cloth sitting on her skin, the scent of blooming flowers and fresh fruit took over her sense of smell. 

Her skin felt warm, her heart raced with anticipation, each step they took bringing a mix of excitement and apprehension. When they finally stopped, Simon let the door close behind them and said, 

“Open your eyes.” 

Amelia took a deep breath, savoring the fresh air, and slowly opened her eyes to the new world before her.
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​Chapter 4 - The Mask 
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2 Weeks Later

[image: ]evan Harrison stood in front of church pews filled with hundreds of people, watching them sing and dance along to the music. The rich sound of the church organ resonated throughout the room as all the parishioners sang along, their eyes glued to the Book of Hymns. 

The scent of candles and polished wood filled the air, creating a comforting and serene atmosphere. Kevan waited quietly, a sense of calm washing over him. 

When the song finally ended, he stepped up to the podium at the front of the church. 

The speakers crackled to life, and his voice, clear and strong, filled every corner of the sacred space. 

“You may now be seated... As that was the final hymn of our mass today, we will now pass around the collection plate. I want you to continue to walk the righteous path our GOD Jesus has set out for you, and I look forward to seeing you all again.”

The collection plates started to get passed around to all the parishioners, 70% of the people in the church had gotten up from their seats, and walked over to the convenient Donation Station that the church had setup where parishioners could tap a credit or debit card and donate as much as they wanted.

Kevan watched his followers file out of the church as they completed their donations until it was empty and quiet. 

He loosened the collar on his shirt and removed the red priest's robe, letting it fall to the floor. Quietly he said to himself, “Finally, that is over. I don't know how much longer I can do this before I break.”

The organ player, Alicia, had just finished and was leaving. She walked over, picked up the robe from the floor, and spoke in a concerned tone. “You okay, Father Harrison?”

Handing the robe to Kevan, she asked, “You seemed a bit distant during the hymn.” 

She looked at him with a mixture of concern and curiosity, hoping to understand what was troubling him. “Are you alright?”

Kevan replied hiding his true feelings, “Yes, Alicia, it was just a little warm in here today. Say hello to your parents for me.”

Alicia responded kindly, “I will. Have a good day, Father.” 

After saying this her kind nice demeanor changed to stern and serious as she spoke, “And I really hope I don’t see your robe on the floor again! I would hate to have to report you to the other High Priests”

Alicia walked past the pews and out of the front door of the church. Kevan mumbling under his breath retreated to the back room where his office and dwelling were. 

Once in the back room as a sign of rebellion and the respect he had lost for the church, he tossed his robe onto the floor and then he sat down at his desk, which held two books: the Holy Bible and The Edicts of the Anointing Church of Jesus Christ.

At thirty-two years old, Kevan had devoted his life to the church since he was a young child, rising through its ranks. 

His father, who died when Kevan was a teenager, had also been a High Priest. After his father's death, Kevan dedicated himself to becoming a High Priest to make his father proud. 

Two years ago, he achieved this goal, becoming one of the 13 High Priests of The Anointing Church of Jesus Christ, the highest rank in the church. 

However, Kevan now faced a significant problem: he no longer believed in God. After extensive research and study while becoming a High Priest, Kevan concluded that the Bible was filled with myths, stories, and fables written by men long ago with no supporting evidence. 

He had become an atheist, hiding his disbelief from everyone.

If his true feelings were revealed, it would destroy everything he had built his life around. 

For the past year, Kevan had started drinking at night, feeling depressed and alone, hiding from everyone, and putting on the mask of a High Priest when necessary. 

Kevan had a ceremonial event to attend later that night, so he would sit in a catatonic state until it was time. 

He set alarms to remind him of tasks, as he no longer cared enough to remember. Five hours passed before his alarm went off, and he stumbled to turn it off. Kevan had 30 minutes to get dressed in his ceremonial priest robe before the car arrived to take him to the ceremony. 

All the High Priests would be there, and Kevan dreaded facing them. 

This would be the first time since losing his faith that he would see all the high priests in one place. Kevan dressed in his red ceremonial robes and prepared his ceremonial hat, kept in its box unless being worn by a High Priest. 

The hat was white, cylindrical with 2-inch frilled folds around the rim, and featured a white cross made of pure ivory.

Each High Priest’s hat had a 24k solid gold statue of Jesus on the cross, making the hat difficult to wear for extended periods due to the weight of the ivory cross, and gold.
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Kevan grabbed his keys and hat box and proceeded to the front doors of the church where the car would meet him. 

Seeing a car with its lights on outside, he exited through the small side door and checked the large doors to ensure they were locked. 

He then walked to the car, where the driver, Josh, got out and opened the backseat door for him. Kevan stepped in, and Josh closed the door. 

The car radio was on, and Cindy Schrouder was speaking. 

“That brings us to the close of today's episode of The Lost Files. I'm Cindy Schrouder, and it has been an honor to guide you through these deeply moving stories. Join us tomorrow as we delve into the heartache and resilience of the families of The Lost, sharing their personal journeys and diving into the latest developments of the ongoing investigations. 

Remember, every piece of information counts. If you have any tips or clues about The Lost, please reach out to The Throne by dialing 119 on your mobile devices. Your vigilance and compassion make all the difference. Together, we can uncover the truth.”

The driver Josh, a parishioner at Kevan's church, turned the radio down when he got back in the car and changed the station to one playing church music. “Sorry, Father. I just wanted to hear the end of that show, The Lost Files.”

Inquisitively Kevan asked, “I heard something about The Lost the other day. What is it?”

“The Lost are people who have vanished—disappearances that all follow a distinct pattern.” 

His voice carried a quiet weight, the kind that made it clear he had thought about this too much, too often. “It’s happening every day across the country, and investigators have found over 7,000 cases that match The Lost Criterion.”

Beside him, Father Kevan Harrison adjusted his robes, smoothing the fabric in an absent-minded gesture. 

He furrowed his brow, turning toward Josh with growing curiosity. “The Lost Criterion? What exactly is that?”

Josh exhaled, the faintest hesitation flickering in his voice. “It’s seven key similarities shared by every case—proof that they’re all connected.”

His fingers flexed around the wheel as he spoke, as though the very thought unsettled him. 

A soft, uneasy chuckle escaped Father Kevan’s lips, meant to ease the tension though it barely made a dent in the growing weight between them. “Well, let’s hope we make it to our destination without joining their ranks.” 

He exhaled, then glanced toward Josh with quiet gratitude. “Thanks for coming to pick me up tonight.”

Josh offered a small nod, checking the rearview mirror before shifting his focus back to the front. “No problem, Father Harrison. Do you have everything before we head out?”

Kevan patted his lap, nodding lightly. “I’ve got my robes, my hat, and myself. That’s all I’ll need this evening—I’m ready.”

Josh gave a small smile. “Then let’s go. I’ll get you there safely.”

The car eased forward, the tires rolling smoothly over the asphalt as they left the parking lot behind. Outside, the darkness pressed in, swallowing the world beyond the headlights. 

The church music filled the small space between them, a calming contrast to the unease lingering in the air. Josh broke the silence after a moment. 

“That was a great mass today, Father. You brought my mother to tears.” His voice had softened, carrying something warmer now—admiration, maybe even reverence. 

Kevan turned slightly, his expression softening. “I hope they were tears of joy.”

Josh chuckled lightly. “They were. You spoke three Bible verses that hold deep personal meaning for her—it felt like the message was meant just for her.”

Kevan nodded thoughtfully. “If it’s what she needed to hear, then I’m grateful I chose those verses.” 

His fingers found the fabric of his robes again, smoothing them unconsciously.

Josh’s voice dipped slightly, something heavier settling in his tone. “She’s been struggling lately. You remember my grandmother’s passing three months ago? She hasn’t been the same since.”

Kevan exhaled, sympathy settling into his expression. “Loss weighs differently on all of us.” 

His voice was quieter now, thoughtful. “All we can do is stand beside those we love in times of grief.” 

He turned toward Josh, his gaze steady. “How are you handling it?”

Traffic was light on the two-lane highway, the glow of streetlights casting long shadows over the pavement. 

A car passed them in the opposite lane, its headlights momentarily cutting through the darkness before fading behind them. Another set of lights appeared in the distance.

Josh’s hands rested loosely on the steering wheel, though his expression remained thoughtful. “I miss my grandmother and think about her every day. It’s tough, but those times pass, and I move on.” 

He exhaled, his fingers tapping idly against the wheel. “It seems those tough times don’t pass for my mother, though.”

Kevan sat quietly for a moment, adjusting the fabric of his robes before speaking. “Let your mother know she can always come and talk to me if you think it might help.” His voice was warm, filled with the gentle reassurance of someone accustomed to offering comfort.

Josh nodded, then hesitated. “I will, Father.” 

He glanced sideways at Kevan, the glow of the dashboard reflecting in his eyes. “Can I ask you something... that maybe I shouldn’t?”

Kevan turned slightly, watching him with mild curiosity. “You can ask me anything, Josh. What do you mean by ‘shouldn’t’?”

Josh exhaled, his grip tightening briefly before relaxing again. “I wanted to ask if you’ve ever had any doubts—about our faith, about our Lord and Savior, or about Heaven.”

The older man’s expression softened, though there was an unmistakable weight behind his words when he spoke. “We all have times when we question our beliefs and what we’ve been taught.” 

His gaze lingered on Josh for a moment, thoughtful. “Are you having problems with your faith?”

Josh shook his head slowly. “Not really. I was just thinking... with my mother being so upset after her mother’s passing—if her mother is in Heaven, like our faith tells us, why is she still so distraught? Why can’t she move on? Unless—” 

He hesitated, choosing his words carefully. “Unless she doesn’t really believe her mother is in Heaven.”

Kevan sighed, his fingers lacing together in his lap. “When we lose people who have always been in our lives, it can be hard to cope with their absence. Not being able to talk to them or touch them—even if we believe they’re in a better place—it still hurts to not have them around.”

Silence settled over them, the soft hum of the engine and the faint notes of church music filling the space between them.

Josh cleared his throat. “Let’s change the subject from something upsetting. It should be a spectacular ceremony tonight.”

Kevan smiled, the weariness momentarily lifting from his features. “Whenever I get to wear my High Priest hat, it’s always a time I look forward to.” 

He leaned back slightly, then gestured toward the radio. “Can you turn it up a little? I love the organ playing in this song.”

Josh turned the radio up slightly, and they drove on in silence, listening to the music. They reached a section of the highway without lights, making it very dark. 

Kevan, sitting in the backseat, closed his eyes, absorbing the music and the superb organ playing. Josh drifted to the right side of their lane as a car approached them in the opposite lane.

At the last moment, the approaching car swerved and smashed into the driver-side front tire. The impact was sudden and violent, causing their car to skid sideways across the road. 

The tires screeched against the asphalt, leaving dark marks behind as the vehicle spun around uncontrollably. Time seemed to slow down as the world outside became a blur of motion. 

Then, with a terrifying jolt, the car flipped over, the sound of crunching metal and shattering glass filling the air.

Inside, Kevan and Josh were tossed around like ragdolls, their bodies slamming against the interior with bone-jarring force. the passenger seat became dislodged and pinned Kevan into the backseat. 

When the violent motion ceased the car came to rest upside down. An eerie silence followed both Kevan and Josh laid unconscious, the chaos of the accident leaving them in a state of suspended darkness.

Kevan regained consciousness after a short time, yelling as he felt the pressure and pain on his body. The front seat was putting painful pressure on Kevan's arm and leg, preventing him from moving or opening the door to free himself. 

He heard sirens and saw flashing lights, realizing that paramedics or police had arrived. He heard a vehicle pull up, two doors closing, and voices. 

One of the paramedics opened the door that had pinned Kevan. "Let me just give you something to help with the pain, and then I'll help you out of there."

Kevan watched as the paramedic stuck a needle in his arm, feeling the sharp prick followed by a cold sensation spreading through his veins. 

He tried to speak, but his mouth felt dry, and the words stuck in his throat. His vision blurred, and he struggled to stay conscious, his mind a foggy haze of pain. 

The sound of the paramedic's reassuring voice reached his ears, but the words seemed distant and muffled. 

He tried to focus, his eyes fluttering as he fought against the darkness threatening to pull him under.
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​Chapter 5 - I am not supposed to be here
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[image: ]esus sat in the all-white room, his long hair and scruff on his face, his facial hair growing in over the past few days. Dressed in a pair of worn jeans and a white button-up shirt, he cut a casual yet contemplative figure. 

Seated in a chair, he twirled his thumbs anxiously, his gaze fixed on the couch across from him, where Kevan Harrison lay face down in a pillow.

The room was quiet, save for the soft sound of breathing coming from Kevan. Jesus's anxiety was palpable as he waited for Kevan to wake. 

As Kevan began to shuffle, a soft groan escaping his lips, his eyes fluttered open. He slowly pushed himself up, blinking away the remnants of sleep, and met Jesus's intense, anxious gaze.

"Finally, you are awake. I have been waiting."

Kevan sat up, his gaze moving from Jesus to the stark white walls that surrounded them. The room was bare, with nothing but two doors at opposite ends breaking the monotony. 

He felt a sense of unease creeping in as he tried to make sense of his surroundings.

Turning his eyes back to Jesus, his voice edged with suspicion, he asked, "What is this? Who are you?"

Jesus calmly responded in a warm welcoming tone, "Relax, Kevan. You are in a safe place."

Not satisfied with the answer, Kevan grew tense, the muscles in his shoulders tightening. 

His irritation was obvious as he looked around the room again, his eyes darting from the sterile white
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