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Dedication

For those who believe in second chances—

Even when the world says it’s too late.

And for the ones who stay, 

Even when leaving would be easier. 
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And to the stories yet to be told—this is only the beginning. 




Introduction

What happens when identity is no longer bound by the body? 

When control replaces choice—and someone dares to take it back? 

His Even After Death is a story about more than survival. It is about transformation. About the fragile line between who we are and who we become when everything familiar is taken away. 

At its core, this is a story of connection—between people, between choices, and between the past and the future. It explores the cost of control, the weight of sacrifice, and the quiet strength of choosing humanity in a world that tries to redefine it. 

But above all—

It is a story about love that refuses to disappear. 
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Chapter 1: Collision

Ethan Cole had always believed that control was something you earned. 

It wasn’t luck, and it definitely wasn’t fate. It came from repetition—from pushing your body until it stopped complaining, from studying patterns until nothing surprised you anymore. On the field, he knew exactly where to be, exactly when to move, exactly how to win. 

That certainty followed him everywhere. 

Even now, alone in his car, the quiet hum of the engine wrapping around him like a familiar rhythm, his mind was still dissecting the game. The final quarter replayed in sharp fragments. A missed pass. A second too late. A decision that could’ve changed everything. 

He exhaled slowly, fingers tightening on the steering wheel. 

He would fix it. 

That’s what he always did.

Outside, the road stretched endlessly ahead, dimly lit by streetlights that flickered past in steady intervals. The city had already begun to fade behind him, replaced by long, quiet roads and empty intersections. 

It was peaceful. 

Predictable. 

Safe. 

And then—

Something moved. 

Fast. 

Too fast. 

Ethan’s eyes snapped toward the side, instincts firing before his brain could catch up. A flash of metal. A shape cutting through the darkness. 

His hands jerked the wheel. 

But it was already too late. 

The world shattered in a violent blur of motion. Sound erupted—metal twisting, glass breaking, something deep and heavy slamming into everything he knew. 

And then—

Nothing. 

No pain. 

No impact. 

No aftermath. 

Just silence. 

Total, suffocating silence. 

When Ethan became aware again, the first thing he noticed was how wrong everything felt. 

There was no weight pressing against him. No ground beneath him. No sense of direction at all. It was as if the world itself had been erased, leaving him suspended in something that didn’t follow any rules he understood.

He opened his eyes slowly. 

Light. 

Soft. Endless. Directionless. 

It didn’t hurt to look at, but it didn’t feel natural either. There were no shadows, no edges— just a vast, pale brightness that stretched infinitely in every direction. 

Ethan didn’t move at first.

Didn’t breathe.

Didn’t think.

Then the memory hit him. 

The road. The impact. The moment everything disappeared. 

His chest tightened sharply as he looked around, panic rising faster than he could control it. 

“Easy,” a voice said.

Ethan spun around. 

A man stood a few steps away. 

There was nothing remarkable about him—no glowing aura, no overwhelming presence. Just a calm expression and a posture that felt… practiced.

Too practiced. 

“Where am I?” Ethan demanded.

The man didn’t answer immediately. He studied Ethan like he was assessing something.

“Somewhere temporary,” he said finally.

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

“It’s not meant to.”

Ethan frowned, frustration building quickly. “I was driving. There was an accident. So either I’m unconscious or—”

He stopped. 

Because the second option sat heavily in his mind. 

The man’s expression shifted slightly.

“There’s been a complication,” he said.

Ethan let out a sharp breath. “Yeah? That’s what this is?”

The man didn’t react.

And somehow, that made it worse. 

The silence stretched longer than Ethan was comfortable with. 

“Start explaining,” he said, his voice firm despite the unease settling in his chest.

The man nodded slowly, as if he had expected that response. 

“You were taken earlier than intended,” he said.

Ethan blinked. “Taken?”

“It was an error.”

The words landed harder than anything else. 

“An error,” Ethan repeated, disbelief creeping into his tone. “You’re saying this—whatever this is—happened because of a mistake?”

“Yes.”

No hesitation. 

No apology. 

Just a simple confirmation that made everything feel even more unreal. 

“That’s not possible,” Ethan said immediately. “You don’t just make mistakes like that. You don’t pull someone out of their life and call it an error.”

“And yet,” the man replied calmly, “that is exactly what happened.”

Ethan shook his head, pacing instinctively even though movement didn’t feel entirely real here. His thoughts were racing, refusing to settle on anything that made sense. 

“This is insane,” he muttered.

“Yes.”

Ethan stopped. “That’s it? That’s your response?”

“It is accurate.”

For a moment, Ethan just stared at him. 

Then something shifted. 

Anger. 

Sharp. Immediate. Grounding. 

“Fix it,” Ethan said.

The man didn’t respond.

“Fix it,” Ethan repeated, louder this time. “If it’s a mistake, then send me back.”

There was a pause. 

A real one. 

And in that pause


































































