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Alexander Voss stood at the balcony of his sprawling virtual mansion, gazing down at the
swirling clouds and endless skies beneath him. Once, he had ruled the world of finance,
influencing global markets with a simple whisper. Now, trapped within the endless luxury of
Eternity's digital afterlife, he was a king without a kingdom, sovereign only of illusions. The

gilded cage was growing increasingly intolerable.

Behind him, guests arrived one by one in the luxurious conference room. The avatars of
former titans of industry, politics, and media materialized in elaborate fashion, each outfit more
extravagant than the last, each gesture dripping with practiced elegance. It was a spectacle
Alexander once found entertaining, but now it served only as a reminder of how empty their

existence had become.

As the murmurs settled, Alexander turned from the vast horizon and walked purposefully
toward the assembled elites. They hushed at his approach, faces turning expectantly, synthetic

eyes filled with curiosity and envy.
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"My friends," Alexander began, his voice smooth and authoritative, "I believe we have

reached a critical juncture."

A subtle wave of anticipation rippled through the group. They leaned forward slightly,

drawn in by Alexander’s calculated intensity.

"I've invited you here to share an unprecedented opportunity,” he continued, raising one
hand to summon a hologram above the polished table. A detailed model of the human brain
appeared, spinning slowly, glowing neurons illuminated in brilliant arcs. Next to it appeared an

image of a stern-looking scientist with piercing eyes.

“Meet Dr. Elias Crowe," Alexander said. "He represents our pathway back to genuine

existence."

Regina Mills, the former head of a global media conglomerate, was the first to respond.
Her perfectly manicured fingers drummed lightly on the table. "This isn’t the first attempt we've
heard about. How many bodies have they wasted trying to reverse digital consciousness back

into physical form?"

A murmur of agreement rose and fell. Alexander nodded, his expression grave yet

confident.

"Dr. Crowe’s method differs from previous failures," Alexander explained. "Other
scientists have tried to reanimate brain-dead patients or use comatose bodies, but both
approaches were doomed from the start. The primary issue was that each donor body carried
irreversible physical damage—brain trauma, oxygen deprivation, or neurological degradation.
One scientist even attempted euthanasia by inducing brain death through cardiac arrest, but even

that brief interval rendered the brain too damaged for consciousness transfer."
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"That sounds barbaric," Regina said, visibly uneasy. "Are you saying Crowe plans to kill

people to make this work?"

Alexander shook his head. "Quite the opposite. Crowe is the first to propose using live,
conscious bodies. He believes the brain must be functioning and undamaged to accept the

transfer."

Gasps erupted from the group, followed by hushed whispers. One of the residents, a
former tech mogul named Lennox Shaw, sneered openly. "So we're talking about taking over

living bodies—Ilike parasites. This is madness."

Crowe’s hologram flickered as his recorded presentation continued. "The reason previous
experiments failed," Crowe's voice stated, "is because every subject was either brain-dead or
compromised. The human brain cannot be revived once degradation sets in. Only a fully

functioning, conscious brain can sustain the transfer."

"Are we supposed to become body-snatchers now?" Lennox challenged, his face twisted

with contempt. "This sounds like lunacy. What makes this any more than a glorified scam?"

Alexander’s face darkened. "If you doubt the validity of Dr. Crowe’s research, you are
welcome to find another scientist who can accomplish what he promises. So far, every other
approach has failed catastrophically. If you want to stay trapped in this gilded cage, by all
means—continue your doubts. But if you’re willing to reclaim the world of the living, this is

your only chance."

Regina's gaze shifted, uncertainty flickering across her face. "What assurances do we

have that this isn’t just another failed experiment? We’ve invested before and been burned."
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Alexander forced himself to stay calm. "Crowe has tested his theories extensively with
animal models and rudimentary consciousness simulations. The data supports his hypothesis.
The truth is, if we want to return to life, we must take a calculated risk. Nothing worth achieving

was ever without sacrifice."

Lennox still seemed unconvinced. "So we just take over someone's body? What about the

moral implications?"

Alexander scoffed. "We abandoned morality long before we became digital phantoms.
The world outside has moved on without us. We are fading into irrelevance. The choice is

simple—continue rotting in this hollow paradise, or reclaim our legacy by any means necessary."

The room fell silent, tension thickening the air. One by one, the elites weighed the
horrifying yet tantalizing proposal. A few looked away, grappling with their discomfort. Others,

like Regina, seemed resigned to the grim reality that they would do whatever it took to return.

Slowly, heads nodded in agreement, and Alexander knew their ambition would outweigh
their ethics. He had played his cards well—emphasizing the urgency, the exclusivity, and the

unparalleled opportunity.

When the conference concluded, Alexander remained behind, staring at the sky outside
the mansion’s windows. A message chimed on his private line—Crowe’s latest update. "Progress

is steady. Early trials indicate improved stability. I will proceed with live subject testing."

Alexander typed a quick response. "Unlimited funding authorized. Keep me updated."
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He closed his eyes and imagined standing on solid ground again—feeling his heartbeat,
tasting the air, living without the constant reminder of his digital imprisonment. A subtle thrill

coursed through him, and for the first time in decades, he allowed himself to hope.

Turning away from the virtual horizon, Alexander couldn’t help but smile. Soon, he
thought. Soon, he would once again rule not just in theory, but in flesh and blood. Crowe’s
confidence had convinced him, and he knew that no matter the cost, the promise of reclaiming

life was worth every risk.

End — Part 1



