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    To my family, for their patience.To my friends, for the stories we've shared.And to the readers—Thanks for walking a little further with me into the unknown.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Maybe death isn't the end. Maybe it's just the part where we finally shut up and listen."— Unknown ghost
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Prologue:
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They never tell you what comes after. Not really. You hear stories. Heaven. Hell. Reincarnation. Eternal sleep. Take your pick—every culture’s got their version. I didn’t believe in any of them. I figured death was a door you walk through, and on the other side? Nothing.

Turns out, I was wrong.

It’s not nothing. It’s not everything, either. It’s... something. A whisper of the life you left behind. A quiet version of the world you once knew, where the coffee still smells great, but you can’t drink it. Where you can walk through walls, but not through grief.

I’m Larry, by the way. I died in my kitchen. Real poetic, right? One minute I was wondering if my milk was bad. Next minute, boom—curtains. I always figured death would be bigger. Brighter. But it was just... Tuesday.

I’m telling you this because no one else will. The dead don’t usually talk. And if they do, you’re probably not listening. But me? I’ve got time. I’ve had time. And after everything—after the wandering, the learning, the mistakes—I figured maybe someone should know what it’s like. What really happens. How you go from being someone, to being... well, still someone, just without the pulse.

This isn’t a ghost story.

This is just a story.
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Chapter 1: Life
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It was still dark when Larry woke up, the kind of soft, grainy dark where you can make out the furniture but not the dust. He lay in bed a moment longer than usual, listening to the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen and the tick of the old clock in the hallway. He could tell by the sound of the birds that it wasn’t quite six yet. He’d been waking up without an alarm for years now.

The mattress sighed as he sat up with a grunt—not from pain, just inertia. Swung his legs over the side of the bed and scratched the back of his neck, fingers brushing the scar from that fishing trip a decade ago. No dreams again. He was used to that. Whatever dreams he had, they seemed to stop around the same time his hair started thinning, back when he still bothered keeping track of such things.

The floorboards creaked underfoot as he padded to the bathroom. The mirror showed him the same face as yesterday, the same as ten years ago, just with more grooves. He splashed water on his cheeks, rubbed the sleep from his eyes. The towel hanging on the rack was frayed at the edges. He’d had it since before the divorce.

The coffee machine groaned to life as he pressed the button on his way past the kitchen. He’d set it up the night before, as usual—grounds, water, filter all in place. One less thing to think about in the morning. He poured the water, flipped the switch, and let the scent slowly fill the house like something holy. The ritual of it was comforting. Predictable. The way the first drops hissed against the hot plate, the way the steam curled up toward the cupboard where he kept the mugs, the one with the chipped rim that fit just right in his hand.

Outside, the morning light started to edge its way through the curtains, painting the linoleum in stripes of gold and gray. He stood at the sink, staring out the window while the coffee brewed. The neighbor’s cat was sitting on top of his truck again. Damn thing liked the warmth of the hood. He’d chase it off later. Maybe. Or maybe not. It wasn’t doing any harm. The cat blinked at him, slow and unimpressed, as if it knew he wouldn’t follow through.

Larry’s house was a small one, single story, everything within reach. The kind of place you settle into when you’ve stopped trying to impress anyone. Lived-in but clean. Sturdy. It had been his for twenty-three years. He’d painted every room at least twice—once with Margaret, once alone. The back porch creaked in exactly three places. The fridge door didn’t seal right unless you gave it a little shove with your hip, a trick he’d learned after a summer of spoiled milk.

He sat at the kitchen table, coffee in hand, and opened the paper. Not the digital kind—he liked the rustle. The weight of it. It made the news feel less disposable. The ink left smudges on his fingertips, a small rebellion against the age of touchscreens. He skimmed the headlines, half-paying attention, until his eyes caught something about new development going in on the edge of town. More condos. More traffic. He sighed and turned the page. The crossword was half-finished from yesterday. He’d get to it later. Maybe.

A voicemail light blinked on the ancient answering machine in the corner. He didn’t check it. His son, Jake, was the only one who left messages anymore, and he’d call back when he had time. Larry wasn’t antisocial. He just didn’t need noise unless it had something to say.

He ate breakfast standing up—two eggs, toast, a single slice of bacon because he’d started listening to his doctor a few years too late. The bacon sizzled in the pan, the sound mixing with the distant chatter of a radio talk show from the garage, where he’d left it on yesterday. He took his pills with orange juice, the kind with pulp because Margaret had hated it, and that was reason enough now. Let the pan cool on the stove before he washed it, scrubbing absentmindedly at a spot of egg that had stuck.
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