
CHAPTER ONE




The Man He Was

Cerrone Vega passed away firmly convinced of his justifications.

Justified in his opinions about the women who chose to leave him.

Justified in his thoughts on those who cried too readily, asked for too much, and yearned for the affection he never mastered to give.

Justified in his perceptions of how power operated in a world that celebrated loud men and silenced apologies.

He took his final breath in a hospital room

painted in soothing colors. The monitors emitted a constant hum.

The air was permeated with the scent of antiseptic and unresolved conversations.

Outside his window, the traffic of Los

Angeles moved as it always did— indifferent, relentless, and vibrantly alive.

Cerrone faced death with courage.

What angered him was that life had concluded without seeking his consent.

A nurse lingered at the foot of his bed, holding a clipboard close to her chest, her eyes radiating a gentleness that annoyed him.

She paused, as if the words she bore were heavy.

“Mr. Vega,” she spoke softly,

“your daughter was born this morning.”

The news arrived too late.

A daughter.

The word was supposed to hold significance—should have shattered

his defenses, softened the hardened exterior he had meticulously crafted over the years.

Yet, all Cerrone experienced was confusion, soon followed by a wave of resentment.

He hadn’t been present.

Hadn’t opted into this.

Hadn’t embraced fatherhood.

“What’s her name?” he inquired, his voice raspy, already beginning to fade.

“Sandra,” the nurse answered.

“She’s healthy.” Sandra.

The name reverberated in his chest like a door slamming shut.

He tried to picture her—her features, her hands, the shape

of her sorrow—but the vision slipped away from him, unfinished.

He remembered the women he had ignored, belittled, and

mocked when they reached for something greater.

He contemplated how easily he had branded them as fragile.

His heart trembled.

The machines cried out.

In a heartbeat, Cerrone Vega— son, lover, man—disappeared.
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The Arrival of Stillness

Death did not arrive cloaked in darkness; it came wrapped in stillness.

Cerrone found himself in an expansive, silent realm that held neither warmth nor

chill, neither kindness nor malice. There were no walls or ceiling—only an

overwhelming sensation of being observed.

Every moment of his existence unfolded around him, not as mere memories, but as undeniable truths.

He witnessed himself interrupting women mid-conversation.

He noticed the way he rolled his eyes at their tears.

He recognized the jokes he laughed at, the pain he downplayed, and the power he mistook for dominance.

He attempted to turn away.

But he couldn't.

A presence filled the space—not male, not female, not human in any way that could be named.

“You misunderstood strength,” the presence said— not aloud, but inside him.

Cerrone clenched his fists. “I did what I had to do.”

“You did what was easy.”

Images shifted.

Women shrinking.

Women enduring.

Women surviving him.

“You will return,” the presence continued.

“You will learn what you refused to understand.”  “You will live as what you once dismissed.”

Fear—real fear—finally pierced him. “No,” Cerrone said.

“I’m not—”

The space folded inward. Light exploded.

And Cerrone screamed—

CHAPTER TWO

The Judgment Between Lives

There was no sky in the place Cerrone drifted into.

No ground.

No time.

Only a vast, soundless expanse where truth moved like wind across water— visible even without light.

Cerrone felt weightless, something he had not felt in decades.

His chest didn’t ache, his breath didn’t struggle, and yet he was aware of himself more sharply than when he was alive. Awareness clung to him like heat.

He tried to call out, but his voice dissolved before leaving his lips.
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