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Preface


On the front-page appears the disturbing question that profusely, unfolds in the evolution of the protagonist of "The Wandering Soul" throughout his journey through inner worlds of different people, and where he eventually finds his answer.

But more, why did I decided to write "The Wandering Soul" and what was I aiming to achieve? ... Primarily, it is necessary to show, as a tangible reality, the fact that our society is based on the family core, that our hearts are opened to children, parents, close relatives ... and that deep feelings take over our spirit when we see some of these loved ones suffering: sadness, anxiety, depression, powerlessness... a clearly unhappy state manifests to make it short. 

However, many times this heart stands unmoved, as if it was made of stone, when facing the suffering of others.

It is also true that humans have evolved very rapidly in recent centuries.This trend is dramatically strong, marked by technological, economic and marketing components. Values such as power, money and ownership are decisive in determining the lifestyle, level of satisfaction and happiness of millions of inhabitants of this planet. Vested interests often prevail over the welfare of others and selfless actions.

Intolerance, misunderstanding and selfishness are the wielding flags of many of our "heroes", our "public models", inflated by marketing and advertising.

Everyone has their own scales of value and set their judgments based on their own experiences, their perspectives on the experiences of others and the knowledge he they have accumulated over the years. From all of this everyone acts, makes decisions, all of them subjective ones, stemming from certainty that their brainpower allows. 

As an example, think, that certainly is very difficult to understand the full extent of the anguish and pain of an injured person that is burning in front of us, with first degree burns on 90% of his body, feels and asks loudly that we come to his aid. We also cannot understand the desperation of a mother who hears the piercing cry of her hungry son, having nothing to feed him there in her village in central Africa and begs us for some bread or food. This is really hard to understand, if our life experience has not registered or we have not suffered these events in our raw flesh.

Each and every one of us has his own answer to the question, but... would we have the same attitude if we had gone through similar experiences?. In the midst of civilization and culture of the twenty first century does our spirit still need to be forged?. Do we really have to pass litmus tests so that we can forget a little about ourselves and bring to light our social conscience, our solidarity with the needs of our fellow man and our love of our neighbors?.

«The Wandering Soul» is a long voyage, an introspective journey of emotional and human behavior analysis, sketches of the lives of many, but also of only one. They are the reflections, the deepest feelings of a person, as a reflection and retrospective of the world and the feelings of very different people. The most tragic leapfrogging of human spirit, as a result of the bloodiest learning.

«The Wandering Soul» is, also, a defense for the most beautiful behaviors of the human being, their fairest attitudes, most unselfish and beneficial so that they can empathize with the needs of others. Each chapter explores the thoughts and the way of acting of a person, different each time, and underlines its positive side, summarizing the most significant messages or, by denunciation, radically condemning his negative human part.

At this point, it is essential to mention that the narrative, written in an easy and straightforward language, maintains, at all times, good intrigue derived from the confrontation between the sensitivity of the protagonist and of their hosts; in some other cases, suspense arises from the possible outcome of the actions of them. With others, finally, eroticism which is something so intrinsic to human nature, gets its obligatory mention, and we will explore that in their routine lives in an occasional way, or in their most intimate fantasies.

Moreover, the emphasis is placed on one person, to make evident the pilgrimage, suffering and the desperate loneliness of people with terrible or rare diseases, and in this last case and because of it, with significant shortcomings. All this without forgetting to give, in another character, the figure of the immigrant, the person suffering the heartbreaking intolerance, and misunderstanding from almost everyone around him, and the immeasurable distance, not only physical but also human, of his loved ones.

The ultimate goal pursued by "The Wandering Soul" is to educate the reader, and therefore the public opinion, the concerns, the unstoppable searching for emotions, needs and hopes of people around us, highlighting the positive part of their attitudes, through archetypes chosen from among the many that exist in today's society, and transmit, imbue, patterns of more committed behavior, more just, from the individual to his fellow man. If this change of thought happens to occur, even in just a fraction... my hopeful aim will be fully achieved. 






The Author

 Chapter I 

A Traffic Accident

«..what happened was the Great Eternal Philosopher was meeting with his students when a determined young man approached to ask him: —Teacher, I want to be fair... What should I do? — He answered: Open your heart to your fellow man, stand in their place and think about the results of your actions to them, feel same they would feel... then return to yourself, and act as your conscience tells you...» 
Amsterdam, a cosmopolitan city, an amalgam of races and cultures, where big business come together for the most diverse purposes, from diamonds to prostitution, a good place to live... Why not? A large mansion or a filthy barge on one of the many a lost canals, located at the place well known universally as, the «Venice of the North». 

It was a  particularly hot day at the end of July 2003. It's twelve noon and Claudia —a young woman about 25 years old, good-looking and in provocative clothing— stands at the majestic entrance of the International Bank for Savings, —a unique building of the 17th century baroque style, possibly a Quellinus' work, the eminent sculptor of Flemish origin. At the beginning of its stone steps, worn by the continual coming and going of visitors, she meditates... it’s the third bank that she visited this week searching for financing for her new home, and she needs a quick answer. 

Firmly, Claudia begins to climb the stairs towards the automatic glass doors that lead into the bank hall; silently, they slowly open, and she was moving again, ahead, deeper into the interior. It is a large room with high ceilings and traditional hanging brass lamps.. A murmur is heard from customers and employees located in cash-windows and tables scattered throughout the service room. There are cameras for video-control and several uniformed guards strategically located, with guns and batons “to better serve the customers,” she sarcastically thinks about the “innapropriate visitors.”

Claudia, with a quick look, notices that just ten meters from her, there is a Point-of-Information and, without delay, she advances toward it. 

“Good morning miss, could you inform me about mortgage loans?”Claudia asks, sounding nice. 

“Good morning, nice to attend to you... I ask you to go through this corridor, and just at the third table you will be informed by our Credit Counselor, Mr. Victor Lexter” the employee replies with a smile on her face. 

Claudia moves around the table... on the right is the corridor, she goes ahead with the clicking of her stilettos, with her head erect and a haughty look. She is lead to the end of the large room where there are plenty of tables with computers, folders full of papers and their keepers, they hidden somehow, almost imperceptible, and they throw their sharp looks towards her. 

“Mr. Lexter,” Claudia asks facing the third table which she counted from the beginning of the hallway. 

“Yes... good morning, please, take a seat and tell me... how I can help you,” she is received by Victor with a pleasant smile. 

Victor Lexter is the average man of any advanced society, like him there may be millions, possibly hundreds of millions of inhabitants on our planet. He is thirty-two years old, he has rich brown hair in which you can see the onset of gray hair, piercing ash color eyes, a straight face, handsome, athletic. He feels unhappy and is  frustrated with his age, he failed to achieve the level of success as he understands society demands. That is a high executive position in a company, a really generous salary, a fantastic house of his own, one or more sports cars, vacations to dreamed of places, a wonderful wife and great kids who understand, respect him and love him madly. 

But, he´s one of many advisors of a bank like any other, he lives in a flat for rent, he owns an utility car that is eight years old and he doesn't know for how long it will last, for the last two years hasn´t been able to go on a vacation because he can not afford it on his salary. His wife, after a short marriage, left him for her lover, so he´s now divorced, and about children... he hopes to have them someday.

Victor is envious and even has some hatred for those who have achieved what he doesn´t have: money and power... from former classmates to his bosses at the bank. 

He is not likely to help anyone, when he´s not sure if he will get any economic or social advantage because of it. He believes that everyone should fend for themselves, as he does, that each must carry on his own cross —this is his philosophy—. 

Immersed in daily routine, his world is the bank, useless and sporadic searches for better jobs (there is lots of good competition for what he is looking for), his relations with his girlfriend (not as good as he wanted), going to mid priced restaurants no more than once in a while and visits once a month or less to his parents living in Eindhoven: kilometers, fuel and time lost just to discuss the same old story, he thinks. 

“Let´s see... Victor, my boyfriend and me have been looking for a house here in the capital for more than two months and we found one we really liked. In commercials your bank is offering very advantageous credits and we would like to know if we could access one of them, with good economic conditions,”said Claudia, with subdued voice, to be heard just by Victor and completely determined to be friendly with the man, similar age, who she has in front of her. 

“Madam...?”Victor asks.  

“Claudia, Miss Claudia Stinson..”she answers with a firm voice. 

“Okay, Ms. Stinson. You've come to the right place to meet your credit needs, absolutely.”Victor uses his best collection of commercial dialectic in favor of the bank. “Because our company has more than fifty years providing loans with the most favorable market conditions. But, please, tell me, where is the house located?” He asks, not without a tinge of curiosity.  


“Watergraats area, very central... it has two floors and a garden area about 2,500 square meters... well manicured, “says Claudia, whose face has brightened up, conveying her satisfaction with the place.

“Okay, as a first step, we will visit the home to price it, assess its overall condition and determine the mortgage. On your side, you will have to provide your data revenues for your paid jobs, list of owned goods and, of course, open an account at our bank,”answers Victor. 
“It´s a deal!” A smile appears on Claudia's face, understanding that the bank is interested in managing the credit they need and, without hesitation she quickly starts to give Victor precise data on their economic and professional capacitity. “We have a large house in the beach area, Bloemendaal, another somewhat smaller in Lisse, an apartment in Landsmeer and another one located at Laren area. My boyfriend is an executive of the company Nordcam Components and I work with public relations in the Holland Royalties Group,”she explains swiftly, with a tone of voice that shows a great pride. 

“Thank you, thank you so much. Ms. Stinson, I will prepare your records and documentation and, please, make an appointment with the seller for the home appraisal,”Victor replied, rising from his chair, his voice a little breathy, looking directly and closely into the eyes of Claudia, somewhere between surprised and perplexed, as he gives her one of his business cards he has taken from desk drawer.

Claudia stands up, still staring into the face of Victor, she has made an assessment of him as a man, and he is acceptable. But first is business, so she has to wind him up to keep his best intentions until get the credit's granted. Her intuition makes it clear that Victor likes her as a woman and she has to take advantage of it, but no concessions "a priori". She must play their cards right, and she knows perfectly how to do it. 

“I really appreciate your help... Victor, nice to meet you. I'll phone you as soon as possible because we must hurry up with this operation. See you soon,” explains Claudia, as she shakes hands to say goodbye, for twenty long seconds in which, despite the air conditioning, significant heat is generated between the two appendices.

Claudia begins to walk down the hallway to get back to the bank's main hall and heads toward the exit door. Victor can not stop staring at her, going over her whole figure, her contours as she walks and he thinks, “Damn!, the amount of money that this little slut has, I already "know" what kind of public relations she is devoted to... and her boyfriend must be the typical millionaire's son, who works at his daddy's company... a puppet for her, I mean she has eaten him up with sex ... For sure!; and here I am, looking for cheap loans for riffraff with more money than shame, day after day, hardly reaching the end of the month to pay the rent for the hole where I live... God, there are some lucky people out there!”

Once she has left, Victor sits back down, looks at his watch and calculates the time left to go, he has other files in place but certainly this operation has priority because the size of the house and the economic potential of applicants. He looks for different forms needed to process it and begins to fill them in.

Finally, the day ends, he leaves the building and approaches the mall on the side street where he parked his car in the second level of the basement. He has a monthly pass that allows him to leave the car parked all day from 7 to 15 hours, just for 25 euros per month. 

He takes the lift, somewhat rusty and various noises sound, that suggest an impending stop at the middle of a floor, but in the end, thankfully, takes him smoothly to the area where his vehicle is parked. He walks quickly twenty meters away separating him from the elevator door, puts the key in the car door, opens it, and sits in the driver seat. It starts up, moves out of the garage and up the ramp. Then he enters his member-card in the machine that will let him out, and he joins the city traffic. 

The traffic light is red and, standing before it, mumbling, “always same old story, the traffic jam on Friday. It takes 20 minutes to reach the highway, and I´ll then see how "wonderful" sports cars pass by.”
“Hey asshole! Go! Maybe you do not see that traffic light is green?, What are we thinking about today,” Victor yelled to him, loudly and without  grace, the driver of the vehicle immediately behind him, who raised his head out the car's window.

“Alright buddy! I'm in a hurry too!, Go to hell!” Victor responds with a gesture of the middle finger stretched, and a strong stomp on the gas peddel.  

Having already reached the avenue leading to the city's southern exit, joins the motorway to Utrecht, with three lanes, and chooses the middle lane, for driving neither slow nor fast, just like his mood. It's Friday and there is enough traffic, everyone has completed the work week and looks forward the weekend to rest, just like him although this time Claudia's visit has changed his mood to somehow unusual. 

Victor finds a Pink Floyd CD, puts it into the CD player, the song "Money" starts playing, and he sinks deep into thought; he cannot stop feeling envious of others' success, several classmates have their own professional offices and lots of money, but he lives precariously.

“I cannot continue this way, I have to get another job, I get just the salary to pay the rent, 40 kilometers worth of gasoline every day, cheap fast food and, occasionally, to go to the movies... I have to call Anne, I'm sure she loves me but she won´t decide to come live with me, I can´t give her security with my financial situation... who is going to want a relationship with me? When I finished my studies all seemed easy, a Master in Economics and you´ll be able to conquer the world, they said... now as loan officer in a bank, level 4, that is, almost at the base of the pyramid, and many years more needed to progress. On top of that, my divorce, everything was going so well until her riding teacher had to appear on the scene... what´s happening...? I don´t have enough time! ... Please!” Exclaims Victor, terrified. 

Victor sees with horror, how the bus circulating on the lane on the right makes a strange move and pounces on his vehicle. 

“What did you do?... Help me!... Help!”Victor exclaims screaming and turning the wheel as far to the left as possible.

The lateral collision of coach against Victor's car happens and drags the vehicles to the left lane of the highway; it´s a collision chain and forms a mass of wrecked vehicles. 

Victor, injured and severely hurt on his head, loses consciousness and, after what for him was barely a second, extremely shocked regains consciousness. 

“Where am I?, Where are you taking me?, What happened?”He asks, opening his eyes and realizing that he is in an ambulance. He feels no pain, and only seems to be immersed in a terrible dream. 

“Relax, everything is all right. You suffered a car accident and we are going to the Central Hospital Hilversum. We have given you painkillers, because you have a trauma in your head and need surgery, but everything will be alright, we are waiting for the doctors and everything is ready,” the paramedic says. 

Victor's expression changed and he is panicking, but he is firmly attached and can not move, he is boggled by the ambulance siren, its accelerations and decelerations, its left and right turns, and time seems to be eternal for him.

—My God... I'm going to die, what have I done in my life?, I have no children, my marriage has failed. Elena is a good woman and in first stages we were very happy, what did I do wrong with her?, Was it the damn money or because I do not spent enough time by her side? And she... gets angry about anything, those bad moods every month, it's hard to take sometimes. But, nothing matters, I do not have time for anything else... I'm going to die,”thinks Victor so self-deprecating and bitter with a clarity rarely seen in his thoughts.

The ambulance stopped, it has arrived at the hospital, the emergency area... they open the tailgate and take out the emergency stretcher, two nurses are speeding down the corridors of the plant toward the operating room. Dr. Simon Kaufman, a neurosurgeon, is in charge. 

The emergency stretcher of Victor enters the operating room and he, with his head help up and without being able to move it, glances around.

Three men  and a woman are there —the surgeon, the assistant, the anesthesiologist and the nurse. There are many shelves, with clear glasses, medicine and various instruments inside.

Grief runs through the body of Victor, he feels a knot in his stomach and a nervous tic that has been placed in his left leg. 

There are many electronic devices that he barely identified —a vital signs monitor, an electrocardiograph, a defibrillator, an aspirator and multiple screens— but the stretcher has been joined already, and his gaze is fixed on the ceiling fixture with three powerful spotlights. 

Dr. Kaufman is coming, wearing a green uniform and semi-transparent latex gloves on his hands. He is a person around 50 years old, with a noble face ... and the hopeful glance of Victor moves toward him. 

“Doctor, will I die?” Victor exclaims so distressed, and stares at the surgeon's eyes, barely visible through the mask. 

“Relax, you have a splinter inside your head that I have to remove, but I´ve done it many times before, now go to sleep and when you wake up everything will be fine,”responds Dr. Kaufman with a warm voice.

While talking to the surgeon, he noticed that they taken a vial of blood from his left arm.. Then the anesthesiologist comes to inject the anesthesia, which begins to take effect and it all starts to cloud…

“Doctor!, Doctor!, I'll stay normal? Do my parents know?... Tell... Docrrr...!”Victor utters, babbling, words almost unintelligible while losing consciousness.

Chapter II 
Transmutation 
Victor sleeps, a bright light illuminates the cranial area of his head, and Dr. Kaufman comes closer to examine the wound. There is cerebrospinal fluid —a brain substance— in it; the trauma caused a rupture of the scalp, bones and the dura mater... this is a direct open wound.

Before surgery it is necessary to control intracranial pressure (ICP) and the doctor tells Jonathan Logan —his assistant surgeon in this intervention— to proceed in placeing an intraventricular catheter connected to the transducer in the operating room, and also to check the cerebrospinal fluid level while he is operating on the patient, for its possible drainage.

Then, he places several electrodes strategically inserted in the scalp, and then connects them to an electroencephalograph. 

“Forceps, scalpel... I´m going into the intracranial space to check for the existence of impact debris” says Dr. Kaufman, requesting the needed instruments from Carol Ardeen, a surgical nurse assigned to this intervention. 

Very skillfully he identifies and extracts two metal shards which, fortunately, remained encrusted in not very deeply in gray mass. 

“It is a highly localized focal lesion, and, ”he thinks” it does not seem to have affected the axons of the area.”

“Suture...”Dr. Kaufman asks for but, just then, the operating room lights fluctuate. 

“Instruments... “ Dr. Logan says with fearful voice while watching how all the screens are turning off. 

Only three endless seconds pass, the room has been darkened and the entire team stands still, not moving, they do not know what to do. But, suddenly, power is restored, the lights are lit with an excessive brightness and the instruments are turned on again... After a few moments, the light´s intensity weakens and everything seems like it´s back to normal.

“Gentlemen, let's continue... the power went out but now it has been  restored” Dr. Kaufman says. 

“Doctor, I think there was a surge of power when it came back, but it shouldn´t have affected anything though...” Dr. Logan commented with a disturbed tone. 

“I do not think so, Jonathan, our instruments are the latest in technologically, and they are ready for these kind of anomalies, rest assured” Dr. Kaufman  quickly responds to Jonathan, without letting him finish his sentence. 

The operation has been completed.  The whole team goes to rest except Carol, the nurse, who remains in the operating room to organize the instruments, waiting for the anesthesia to wear off. She goes to the toilette to wash her hands and face. The tension has been high and she needs something to refresh her. 

After barely half an hour she sees Victor start moving and twitching. She quickly calls the doctors to come to the operating room. 

Victor opens his eyes, regaining consciousness... he feels a deep pain inside his brain, as if it was about  to explode in his head, he feel nauseous too. Suddenly, his eyes begin to cloud ,he starts to feel spasms and his heart rate plummets. 
“Quickly, adrenaline, 2ml...” Dr. Kaufman, who was watching Victor, says loudly, turning his head toward the electrocardiograph, and looking at Carol. 

Carol is quick to fill the syringe, placing it into Victor´s vial, holding his arm firmly, the liquid goes into his bloodstream. She realizes that, in her haste, she hasn´t put on her gloves, but it seems no one has noticed. 

Dr. Kaufman, with much contemplation, can not explain to himself why Victor has gone into a coma. No neuronal area was affected, and it should never have lead to this situation. For a moment he thinks about what his assistant said, the surge of power produced after the blackout could have affected the brain of Victor in some way, but concludes that it is better to wait for developments in the next 24 hours. 

Victor feels an inescapable wave of extreme drowsiness, everything turns black, cold invades his whole body, he feels as if he was falling into a well. Far away, at the bottom of that tunnel, like an indescribable abyss, he feels hot, very hot, as if a comforting fire was there... no resistance at all, he is dropped freely, and feels his whole being swallowed by the abyss.

It's been seconds, minutes, perhaps hours... he has lost track of time on his journey through the darkness, but no longer feels cold, on the contrary, he feels great, and his mind clears... he is regaining consciousness. 
The images comes back into his eyes, everything appears clearly. He is inside the operating room, and it is clear that the operation has been completed successfully, and he is recovering from anesthesia. He thinks this as he feels overtaken by an immense joy. 
Suddenly, something strange happens- he is standing, he is seeing other people around. But this should not be true, he doesn´t remember being lifted, and due to recent surgery he should not be able to get up ... What is happening? 
“The stretcher, where is the stretcher...?” Victor wants to search for the stretcher, he tries to turn his head and eyes but can not!. 

“My God, what is happening to me?” He thinks. “Have I become paralyzed?”.
“Help, Doctor!”Victor screams in terror. 
No one answers, everything remains the same as if no one heard, only himself. Panic invades him. Without a decided mental order of his own he steps forward, turn his head and ...Good God!, he can now see the stretcher and he is lying on it. 
“He has definitely gone into a coma. His vital signs are stable, we should expect a change in the next 24 hours. Let's move him to the Intensive Care Unit (ICU). Carol, take care of that procedure, please.” Dr. Kaufman explains to all those present, using an imperative tone.  

“Of course doctor, immediately” Carol says. 

Victor hears these words like a roar from inside, and he feels like his tongue, lips, and mouth are moving... It was he who uttered the words!. But it was not him!, He has not said anything! 
“The doctor says I'm in a coma! Where am I? This cannot be ... Nurse, my voice was the nurse's voice ... God, help me!” Victor exclaimes in terror, he can not understand it, but it's as if he were the nurse, as if he were inside the body of the nurse.
“I feel tired, this emergency operation was just what I needed. I started my shift at seven o'clock, and now it´s night time. I just have to fill out papers for the transfer of this man and I'm going home.”Victor captures these words, but he does not know their source. They are very faint, with perfect pronunciation, smoothly echoing in his mind.


Victor feels immeasurable anguish, a tremendous shock, he is not sure if this is fact or fiction due to the effects of anesthesia... 
“Yes!, this is just a horrible dream, it can not be anything else” Victor exclaims while he calms down and thinks that, just in a moment, he will wake up, and this evil trance will be over. 
But Carol begins to walk, and Victor feels the movement of her legs. She goes toward a table, her hands grab a tray with instruments and he sees it... 

“These are not my hands!, These are a woman's hands!, I have picked up the tray with them!...—Victor exclaims while he desperately begs to end this bad dream. 
Carol goes to the Point-of-Record on the floor to complete the report and the transfer of Victor to the ICU.

“Patient with a head injury as a result of an accident, admitted on July 23, 2003 by ED, operated by Dr. Simon Kaufman, neurosurgeon; removal of two metal fragments embedded in the gray matter in the upper right area of the skull, with suture and normal completion. General anesthesia, with recovery at 20:12, he presents fainting, spasms and systolic arrhythmia. 2ml of adrenaline  is given intravenously. He was unresponsive and fell into a coma. Required transfer to ICU for observation. Comments: Energy fluctuation in the operating room during surgery, turning off the monitoring equipment momentarily” Carol wrote on the forms.
“The cold, then heat, that is what happened, because of the power outage while they were operating on me... something has happened”

“My mind, my life energy has escaped from my body, which is still in a coma, and I'm inside the nurse, the person who gave me the adrenaline when I woke up. The heat I felt was her body, her hand, when I held it... this isn´t a dream, it´s a nightmare!.. I am inside a foreign body, imprisoned, and she does not know... Nobody knows!, and I they do not listen to me, I can not speak, this is not my mouth!... I can not write, these are not my hands!, and I feel all her movements, her thoughts, but she can not hear me... it´s terrible, what can I do?” Exclaims horrified Victor, who has captured the written report of Carol, and feeling an anguish that he had never felt before, he finally understands everything! His conscious being has been transferred from his lifeless body to a new body, just by pure touch, he was absorbed, like a black hole of space and all organs of the new being are also his, he shares them but without any control at all, he only feels and hears everything that crosses the mind of his host, though he can not send his own messages to her brain.

Carol´s shift is over for today; she has changed her clothes in the locker room and goes to the park to grab her car to go home. She lives in an apartment a few blocks from there, in Archimedes laan. It is night. She puts her car keys in, switches on the engine, turns the lights on, then she maneuvers to take car out of the parking, and goes onto weg Midden Avenue, heading north. 

A vocational nurse, it was her dream since early childhood, she thinks to help sick people is the best job in the world, not the best paid, of course, but the one that compensates the most at spiritual level. Getting her first job in the hospital was the best reward for hard years of study, in a humble family that, despite its limited resources, has always provided maximum support to her. She's passionate about children, and feels a deep pain in her heart when  little angels suffer the calamities of terrible diseases. She is 27 years old right now. She wants to make a home and have her own children, at least two, and fights bravely, professionally and humanly for it. She's not afraid to work long hours, to give the utmost care to their patients and she's always willing to lend a hand to her fellow man. 

“It's been a very long day, and finally, the traffic accident that this poor man suffered... Why he's in a coma? The operation was perfect, Kaufman is a good surgeon” thinks Carol. 

Victor picks up these words in the meantime he is following the path of Carol's vehicle through the streets of the city. He feels the pain of her legs, her general fatigue and some discomfort, plus a headache although not very intense, it is extended throughout the entire front of her skull.
The car stops at a free place to park in the street next to the number 437 of Archimedes laan, Carol has finally come home. She puts the padlock of security on her car, gets out travels the scarce six meters that separate her from the door. She pushes the heavy metal door, and starts to climb the stairs. She lives on the first floor. Her building is about 60 years old, the walls of the stairs have obviously deteriorated and they have an old, humid look. 

Already on the first floor, she looks for the keys in her bag, gets them and inserts them into the door of her apartment. 

“Hello! Here I am, where are you honey?” Carol asks out loud.

 “Well, it's about time, you came straight from the clinic? You said today you are free, right?” Eric responds without grace from the sofa where he was sprawled out watching TV, with eight empty beer cans on the floor. 

“Honey, an emergency happened, an accident, and I had to stay 'cause I was the only one of Dr. Kaufman's team available. I'm sorry” Carol explains. 

“Sorry, sorry, the same old story, it´s really getting on my nerves to be waiting for you the days that we have plans, as if I was stupid... You and your emergencies, how much have they paid you for this emergency? Nothing, really, they never pay anything!, But you keep doing good, rather than coming home to be with your boyfriend, yes?” Eric protests using a tempremental tone and throws a menacing look in her direction.  

“Enough Eric!, You know how my job is and I need to help when necesary, money is not important for me... I am very tired today, I do not want to argue, my whole body hurts and I am not going to have dinner, I will take a shower and go to bed, you may come when you want!” Carol responds, annoyed and upset by the words of Eric, who she thinks is totally out of place.
Carol moves toward the bathroom... 

“I love him, but I feel so misunderstood... time after time!, He only thinks about going out, watching TV and drinking one beer after another. Before he wasn´t like this, but since he lost his job it seems nothing matters to him, he doesn´t care about anything or anyone. I don´t know how long I'll be able to suffer in this situation” Carol thinks, with some bitterness. 

Victor captures these tribulations of Carol, and how her heart rate has risen significantly. He recalls that when he was married to Elena, he finished at the bank and returned home. She worked in a real estate agency, and many days she came home after night had fallen, tired of showing homes to prospective clients, with severe pain in her legs, pain that he is now feeling as Carol walks into the bathroom from be standing all day in the hospital and in the operating room because of his operation. 
“My God, how insensitive I was so often with Elena!... I do not really realize, I couldn´t imagine how she felt, and also she had to act as a housewife while I watched the news and a daily film that, in addition, she missed by having to make dinner” Victor thinks bitterly.
Carol enters the bathroom and she had already been taking off her clothes down the hall; her image is reflected naked in the mirror, she raise her arms and moves hands over her long hair, black as jet, to pick it before going to the shower... their breasts become firm and their nipples become hard. 

“My God!, How lovely she is and what beautiful body she's got...” Victor exclaims, who becomes amazed and without words when seeing Carol for the first time in the mirror. 
Victor remembers her in the operating room, dressed in green, masked, with a vague image, where only her deep blue eyes had been recorded in his memory. 
For a moment, a fantasy crosses the mind of Victor... He had often thought that if he was a woman, an explosive woman, he would be the master of the world...he would have have men at his feet, and he could do whatever he wanted.

And now there he is with a sculpted body... but Carol turns to get into the shower... Victor instinctively give the mental command to return to the mirror, but his legs are already in the shower, and his hands are opening the tap.
“It is not my body!” Victor desperately cries, with a telling silence as the reply. 
But then the warm water falls on the head and shoulders of Carol, and Victor feels a pleasurable sensation. She dumps shower gel on her hands and she rubs the neck, shoulders, chest, abdomen, legs, and vagina... (actually the vulva, the outside of the vagina).

Victor is really confused... he feels good sensations, the softness of the hands and the gel, but didn´t feel pleasure in the truest sense of the word,  when the hands have touched the breasts and inner and outer lips of the vagina.

He, who has always been considered a macho man, now feels no excitement with the body of Carol and asks himself: Did he lose his manhood when he moved to this woman's body?
For three minutes the water has warmed the tired body; she switches the water tap off, extends her right arm to take the bathrobe, and puts on it to dry off. Carol is feeling much better, her muscles are relaxed and the water has cooled her head, relieving the headache that dragged on all day. 

“Eric does not understand me, is it so difficult for him to tell me some words of endearment? He is now in his world...”Carol thinks while is coming back to the mirror and tears are born in her eyes.

She brushes her teeth, spreading moisturizer all over her face; on her way to the bedroom, she collects the laundry and throws it into the laundry basket, strategically located next to the washer.

She sits on the bed, sets the alarm for 6.30 am, takes off the bathrobe dropping it onto the sheets; the heat is unbearable and she remains lying naked. She doesn´t have to wait even fifteen seconds before she is completely asleep. 

Victor has felt like Carol fall asleep, she closed her eyes and an immense blackness surrounds him; a total stillness only disturbed by the noise produced by the her calm inhaling and exhaling, and a distant ticking of her heart. 
“What am I now? What have I become? I live inside another human being, I'm all alone, isolated, nobody knows I'm here, nobody can help me. What fate awaits me? Only being a mere observer of life of this woman? But I feel everything she feels. Despite the short time that I know her, I've noticed that she has many values and a great professional vocation, but she's unhappy in her personal life. If only I could find a way to communicate with her or with others... but, much as I think, I do not see how, without being able make any of the organs in her body respond to my mind commands” Victor meditates during this lull. 
A couple of hours passed, and suddenly, a voice is heard...

“My love, are you asleep?” Eric exclaims, in a high and inquisitive tone.  

Carol wakes up startled. Her face down in the pillow and Eric's hands hold her back, rotating her and forcing her to turn around face up. 

“What do you want?. I'm tired, it is really late and tomorrow I have to get up early...”Carol responds, with delicate voice letting him move her without even opening her  eyes.
“Come on, I want something from you give me what I want...” Eric replies coming closer, while grabbing her the right breast and pressing until it hurts.
Victor is overwhelmed... the unexpected arrival of Eric, the stench of beer that has flooded the room, followed the violent awakening of Carol... her eyes are opened, and sees how Eric's body and face are fast approaching. 
Victor feels nausea, the naked body of another man, trying to have sex; he is climbing on top of her and he cannot do anything about it.
“Hey... please wait, you're hurting me!” Carol screams, removing his hand from her right breast, pushing him to the other side and getting up in the bed.

Without hesitating, reaching out to the nighttable, she picks a tube of vaginal lubricant and extracting a bit, she stretches it by the lips and inside her vagina. She knows what will happen: Eric is half drunk, he's finishing watching TV and he wants to get some release with her. She loves Eric and accepts it, as many other times in similar circumstances, knowing for a fact that it is going to be brief, but she must be prepared so that it doesn´t hurt.

“Eric, my darling, I'd like it like a dogg, look, well...” Carol says in a sensual tone, kneeling on the bed, hands on the pillow and presenting her behind to Eric. 

“Yes... I like it, here I go...” Eric exclaims in a possessed voice, grabbing his penis with his hand bring it toward the anus of Carol, and then below, passing between her legs, reaching the lips of her vagina. Then, giving a strong push, he thrusts it in deeply..
“Ah!” Carol exclaims with a short whisper, between pleasure and pain, and begins to move her pelvis rhythmically for Eric's penis to slip in and out. After only nine movements she feels a hot liquid flood the interior of her vagina. Everything's over, and she can go back to sleep.
Now there is stillness again, Carol has fallen deeply asleep. 

Victor tries to sort out everything that happened in this horrible day. He thinks that if only he had been more aware of traffic on the road, none of this would have happened, he has no doubts that it was his fault. 

He is thinking in circles about what happened in the car, his former life, even though it´s all over. His ex-wife will not return to him, and if he doesn´t change his ways he is going to lose his girlfriend, because he now realizes his great lack of understanding of his partner so many times. He has now lived it, felt this misunderstanding, and the pain it causes in "his" own flesh.
He's deeply confused ... he has realized the intelligent aptitude of Carol to protect herself against the irrationality of Eric, without fighting, without confronting, without altering the context of their personal relationships and how she quickly apeases his sexual appetite. He felt the pain in her chest when Eric pressed excessively, without any sensitivity, without the slightest touch, and how he forced penetration violently, which he had had to endure and to then feel the pleasure of the penis going in and out and semen in her vagina. 


He also felt humiliated —in the person of Carol— by the baseness of the treatment of Eric, who has despised her work and used her as a mere object for sexual gratification, ignoring her physical and mental exhaustion. She did not have the slightest desire to make love, and it has been a small but necessary suffering for her not to endanger the love she feels for him. Victor —who has grasped this love— finds it troubling to accept her tolerance.

He made love to a man... Yuck!. But most disturbing is that he had pleasurable sensations of sex. He wonders if it is just because now he has boobs and vagina that from now on he will like men.

But lost in these ramblings, he suddenly was assaulted by the real problem ... how to communicate with the outside world. And if he succeeds, what can doctors do for him. How will they restore his body? And if they fail, how Carol would feel knowing that she has a stranger, an alien inside her, who knows what she thinks and feels and suffers the same as her?

Victor plunges into a deep depression and wants to die, he thinks the best thing that could have happened is that he had died in the accident, or on the operating table... but in that instant, another thought comes to his mind ... What if it happens that he is dead, that his coma has been the transition to death ...? What if when a person dies he is bound to redeem his sins by sharing the suffering of one of his peers by dwelling within them, and what he really is now is “the ghost of the late Victor Lexter?”

Chapter III 

The Clinic
Loenen-Care Clinic of Oncology is a private residence specialized in cancer patients with advanced diseases or terminal status.Their clients belong to the upper class and given the high cost of the rooms they are available only for a few, especially large pockets.

It is a unique building, with crossbeam-spider form, built in the 70's but in excellent condition. It has eye-catching brick the colour of ocher, large glass windows, extensive gardens and a parking area for visitors and employees. Its facilities are more similar to a four-star hotel than a center of medical attendance. 

Carol, with a part-time contract at the clinic, worked the evening shift on Wednesdays and Saturdays from 3:30-9:30 and makes 460 euros a month, tax-free, that come in handy as extra money for her expenses. 

“Ring, ring, ring...” the clock alarm goes off at 6.30 am, Carol gives a slap and turn it off. 

Carefully she gets out of bed, Eric is asleep and she does not want to wake him. 

“Now a quick shower, coffee and I´ll run to the hospital” Carol thinks, as she heads to the bathroom, half asleep, with faltering steps.

“How horrible!” Carol exclaims while looking at her face in the mirror, her eyes still lightly swollen with sleep. 

Without further ado, she gets into the shower and opens the cold water tap although the water comes out very hot, and while the water falls and as her mind clears she thinks about what to expect at work.Today she has to take blood from patients so she has to run because there are always people who are nervous, or get dizzy, and then she becomes late she thinks as she dries herself. She again places herself in front of the mirror to put moisturizer on her face and to put on makeup the eyes. 

Victor feels confused, he has also reacted to the cold shower after a terrible night, thinking over and over about what to do to get out of his situation. He now looks closely at how Carol applies her makeup... she's got pretty face, even with those bags under her eyes. He feels the softness of her fingers extending the cream on her cheeks, and notices the precision with which she puts on her makeup above the lashes, with a fine blue edge, in accordance with the color of their eyes. It is as novel as it is exciting for him, and confuses the physical sensations of Carol´s body with his own feelings like a man who is in the bathroom with a woman, showing him her most intimate and personal acts. He remembers his college years, hidden behind the windows, peering with his peers in the basketball locker room of the girls to see them naked.

Carol looks at the clock which is strategically located in the bathroom, and sees that it is 06:45 so... no coffee at all!. She gets dressed quickly, panties, bra, a polo and some jeans, she opens the door of the apartment, hurries down the stairs, takes the car and heads for the hospital. She reaches the parking area for employees, parks the car, approaching the locker room, opens her locker and puts on her uniform.

Then she goes to Ward Desk from the floor, the first floor, and gets the list of patients that she has to extract blood from. She goes to the laboratory which is in the basement, to grab all the instruments necessary. 

“I need a coffee, urgently” Carol thinks, while she stops just in front of the machine of drinks, inserts 50 cents and extracts a coffee with milk. In two sips she finishes it. 

Already in the laboratory, she puts on gloves and prepares all the tubes with corresponding stickers for each patient and places them in the cart. She then collects enough needles, syringes, alcohol, ammonia, cotton, clinical-hitting-tapes and tensors for the job.

She takes the elevator up to her floor and starts to walk down the corridor where the rooms are located. There are two patients in every room, but in some cases, she only has to take blood from one of them. 

Victor is fully aware of all the actions of her hands, although he has had his blood taken many times, now gets to do it to others or, at least, he feels as such.

“Please, stay lying, this way, with the left arm stretched and clench your fist” Carol indicates to the patient, while she opens the sterile wrappings that contain the needle and syringe. She takes them out and inserts them. Subsequently she catches the tensor and it presses it in the upper part of the arm.. 

“Nurse, I am getting dizzy...” the patient says, while his face turns pale. 

“Please, smell this and look away, not at your arm” Carol answers. Meanwhile she has caught the flask of the ammonia from the cart and has put it close to the patient's nose, gently helping him sit up in the bed. 

After about one minute allowing the patient to recover and calm down, Carol continues. She looks for the vein near where the upper and forearm joins, rubs it with the cotton soaked in alcohol and introduces the needle in his vein. Slowly, she extracts 15ml of blood that she needs. 

“You can open your fist, I´m already finishing” Carol indicates to the patient, while she removes him the tensor from his arm and takes out the needle from his  vein.   

“Now fold your arm towards you and maintain it this way for five minutes” she calmy says to the patient on whom she´s putting clinical tape on to hold the cotton ball over the insition mark. She then removes the needle of the syringe and injects the blood in the tube with the sticker of the patient's name and she puts in the plug; then she deposits the needle and the syringe into the deposit of medical material in the cart. She leaves the room to look for the following patient.

It is 1 o'clock and there are still six rooms left, but she is hungry. She goes to the dining room and has a quick lunch with two coworkers. They speak of the negotiations of their labour agreements, and of the raises that the company wants to give them- only 2%; the atmosphere of a strike is breathed because the workers want the raise to match the inflation of 2002. 

She begins the rythm of extractions again until she finally finishes it; she goes to the laboratory to give the samples and later to fill in some forms at the stuff the part in the Ward Desk of her floor.

As it is almost 3 o'clock, she has to leave running to go to the Oncological Clinic, her second of today´s jobs this Saturday; she puts on her street clothes in the changing room and goes to look for her car in the parking lot.During these hours there is not too much traffic and she arrives in only fifteen minutes. Once again, she has to put on the uniform and she picks up the list of medications prescribed by the doctor of her floor that she needs to administer to the patients and she goes to the pharmacy of the clinic to register herself and pick them up.
Victor had been meditating during the ride from the hospital to the clinic. He has been the silent witness of all the attention and grace with which Carol has carried out her work with the patients in the hospital, trying her hardest to make sure the extractions were the least painful possible, and calming the sick persons that became nervous and hysterical just by seeing the needle. None of them had anything bad to say about her and he has seen the satisfaction with which Carol has left the hospital. Today she feels much stronger and livelier, and not for a moment has she thought of the previous night or of Eric. 

Carol, with the list in hand and the medicines in the tray, begins the new journey... she has been assigned to the third floor of the clinic, with eight private rooms. The first patient is a fifty year-old woman, in room number 301, with breast cancer who has had one breast removed and is now dealing with  strong depression. 

“Lucia, how do you feel today?, Has your son come to visit you?” —Carol asks. 

“No dear, he has called me  to say that he had an urgent meeting and that he would come another day, but today is Saturday and I doubt that he has to go to. He hasn´t come for two weeks... his mother is no longer important for him” —Lucia answers. 

“Lucia, don't think this way, a lot of times it is necessary to work on Saturdays, look at me. Come on, take your medicine and switch the TV on, that there so you can see a movie of the years from the 70s, one, of those that you like” —Carol replies, while has given her the pill and the a glass of water. She then leaves the room.

“Poor woman!, the son´s definitely left to another, more interesting place, with friends or with his girlfriend, and he doesn't find time to visit his mother, he can´t even come for a little bit of time in the whole week” —Carol meditates. 

Victor, who has captured Carol's thoughts, agrees with her. Where is the affection when one needs it? he wonders to himself and, with more radical judgement, he curses the selfishness of Lucía's son, and to wishes that he  feels same loneliness in the future. He still hasn´t finished pondering these ideas when he remembers his own selfishness when so many times he´s made up so many excuses to avoid seeing his parents in Eindhoven, one cold telephone call after another. 

“Hello, Vanessa, how is my pretty girl? And that beautiful doll?, Who brought her to you?” —Carol asks, already in room 303, where Vanessa, a nine year old girl, receives chemotherapy for her leukemia.

“It was my uncle who came this morning... you know?. I do like her, but I would have preferred the Minerva-Explorer one, that comes on TV. My friends have her and I really like her” —Vanessa says. 

“OK my dear, but she is very beautiful too, what´s her name?” —Carol asks. 

“Sara, I decided to call her Sara, do you like the name?” — Vanessa responds her with resolved voice. 

“Yes, I really like it, you have chosen it very well... and now you have to take your medicine” —Carol replies, staring at Vanessa's head which is completely bald from the chemotherapy. 

“If I had a daughter like her, my God, what bad luck, poor girl, won't she be able to live an adolescence and a youth like all us, why her, why this punishment? What has she done bad in this world being so young?” —Carol thinks, while a deep sadness floods her. 
Victor captures Carol's tribulations and he notices some tears swelling up in her eyes and he also feels an inexplicable pain. 

She arrives to room 305, where Jacob Carter resides. He is seventy two years old and affected by larynx cancer, he is in a terminal condition. He has metastasis in his whole body, cysts in his side, arms, head... his legs sustain him, but with great difficulty. 

Jacob, has a prominent forehead due to his receding hairline but he still has abundant white hair and black eyes that send an intense shine. He was the founder of the company that his son now manages, he was there for 60 years just when computers began.  

He has dedicated a great part of his life to this same company, working hours and more hours, without rest, years without vacations, mortgaging his personal and family life, until his illness began, and his forces began to weaken. He was nominated manager of the year in 1990 by the well-known magazine “Top Economical Issues” because of the impressive trajectory of his organization, and the economic results of the period of 1989 to 1990.  

His childhood was terrible, in the Second World War he lost his parents, and he had to live off the State, without the love of a father and a mother he had no one to lean on. He did learn how to fight hard. His energy, perseverance and innovative spirit have accompanied him from then on, and during all his existence. Without a doubt, his success has been thanks to it. 

His wife died eight years ago from a brain hemorage and since then he has felt very alone; now his world is composed by the four walls of the room of the hospital, the TV, the daily press, going for walks with great difficulties through the garden the days that time allows it, and waiting for the scarce visits that he receives from his son David and of this girlfriend of his, Claudia. He has a lot of time to meditate and to make reflections about his life and he has realized many errors that he could have avoided and, along with them the suffering of other people. He doesn't think of the future because according to science he doesn´t have one and his only hope is to be able to finish in peace, as soon as possible. 

Jacob cannot sleep due to tremendous pain that he has to deal with and Carol administers him, according to the medical prescription, a substitute of morphine, the only drug that is able to alleviate his slow but unstoppable agony. 

Today Jacob is especially hurting, he has had more pain that normally and Carol converses with him, she likes to talk to him as he is  clear and intelligent. 

“You know, Jacob, last Tuesday I thought of you because news of your company appeared in TV... they have released a new chip into the market and according to the news it will be used in ships and airplanes. Although I suppose that your son David keeps you informed, right?” —Carol says .

“My son has too many things on his plate, he has no time to speak with his father. He came to see me for last time at the end of last month, and no, he didn't tell me anything about the new chip. More than two years ago I left the company and everything has changed, and I´ve already forgetten many things. He manages it his way, I believe that it´s all going well because of what I read in the papers more than from what he tells me” —Jacob responds with a  sad tone. 

“But he does tell you some things, doesn't he?” —Carol responds inquisitively.

“Well, yes, he has been keeping me informed of the changes of directives, of some modifications that he has made in the old organizational structure that I designed, and also of the company's current financial situation” —Jacob says, a little more lively. 

“And your future daughter-in-law, Claudia, a little birdie told me that she visits you a lot, is that so?” —Carol asks with a  tender voice. 

“Yes, it is true, she visits me two or three times per week... she will surely come on Monday, taking advantage of that fact that David is working the whole day long. But Carol, don't let her fool you! I´ve lived many years and I know a lot about life, and how people are. She is very kind and attentive with me, certainly, but she doesn't feel any affection toward me... she visits me for her own interest, nothing else than for self interest” —Jacob says with grief-stricken tone. 

“Please, don't speak you that way! I´m sure she loves you. She will marry your son, she loves him and of course she feels affection towards you” —Carol responds with hopeful tone. 

“No dear, don't make a mistake... you show me more affection in your duties as a nurse than she does in her visits as my future daughter in-law. I know what I see in her eyes  and in yours, and there is a great difference. In your case, I see clearly that it comes from your heart, it doesn't matter that this is your job, it is something that I can breathe when you are in this room. Claudia is different; her eyes reflect intelligence, but a wicked intelligence, laced with treachery. I am simply one of the pieces of her game, of her calculated strategy to become the wife of one of the richest men in Holland, my son David. I already have more than enough money, and he is my only heir. She knows it and her goal is to get it” —Jacob explains with firm voice. 

“Let's say, Carol, my son is very intelligent in business, but he´s never been a lynx with women. He is faint of heart and he falls in love madly with women who treat him like a king, and who satisfies him in the widest sense in the word, and you already understand me. He is centered in the company, and he doesn't look for another woman, he likes Claudia, her provocative image, her gestures, the way she looks, in short... she drives him crazy. She knows that she has him wrapped around her finger, but I am bone that´s harder to  gnaw and she does have to try to get me to come around to her. How? Coming to visit me several times a week, substituting the visits that doesn't make my own son doesn´t make, wondering asking  how I feel, knowingly that every day I am worse, and telling me the slice  pieces of her plans with David, everything that she considers that has to inform me good information, so I will think that she will be the best wife for him, and boy, do I know that it will never happen” —Jacob does continue, making a small pause to take air and be able to continue. speaking—. 

Carol has listened to Jacob's clarifying words; she doesn't know David or Claudia, but she does know Jacob and considers he is one of the most intelligent people with who she has ever spoken to. She feels very confortable by his side, with his conversation. She finds his words are very tough, but that doesn´t mean they aren´t true. Jacob is absolutely convinced that Claudia doesn't love his son, that she only wants his money and that she will make him unhappy. 

Without realizing, Carol has been speaking to Jacob for more than one hour. In that same moment an auxiliary nurse appears with a tray and a dinner. Carol tells to Jacob that she will return when she finishes the visits to the rest of sick people to give him a sleeping pill so that he can sleep better, and inmediately, she leaves the room to continue her journey through the floor. 

It is already eight at night, it is the hour in that, according to the rules of the clinic, all residents should go to bed. Carol returns to Jacob's room. He is seated on the armchair in front of the window watching the visitors of other sick people leave the building, with what seems to be, great sadness.

“Now it is necessary to go to bed... come on, I'm going to help you to go to bed” —Carol indicates, while she grabs Jacob´s right arm strongly, lifting him off the armchair and accompanying him to the bed.   

Jacob has taken the sleeping pill that she has given him; he is already in bed, with his head resting on top of two pillow so he can lie straighter and without so much pain.  

He stares at Carol, as if his eyes were trying to ask her for help, any kind of help that the doctors cannot give him. After months of avoiding it and trying to give him hope, he now knows that his cancer is bad and doesn´t have a lot of time left. 

“An entire life fighting to get a great company and money. When my son was small I was always away on trips, or working until dawn. He was always sleeping and my wife was always tired of waiting for me, every day it was the same old story, and I never came home on time. I have left my family abandoned and now, I see it clearly, a fair punishment... I am alone and without the hope of being able to enjoy the few years of my old age, only waiting for  a terrible end, and all the money accumulated now is not worth anything to me” — Jacob thinks bitterly while his look continues to be fixed on her, as if he wants her to listen to him, but without daring to utter these words. 

Slowly, his eyes begin to close, the drug is taking effect, and his sad look fades as he falls asleep. 

Throughout these months Carol has ended up caring for Jacob, she feels a deep compassion for him, she holds his right hand and, with the other hand, she caresses his white hair, bright as snow. 

Victor that has captured and felt Carol's sadness for her impotence before Jacob's imminent destination, and he feels depressed. The inquisitive look, the desperation of Jacob, has left an effect in all of his being, but he can´t help either!. But how can he help someone when he himself desperately needs help?... suddenly is everything blackened turns black and he feels himself falling does he feel to fall... another time yet again into  the bottomless abyss, and does his mind gets cloudy…, disappears. 

Some time passes and Victor recovers his conscience, but everything continues to be dark, he feels strong pain in his head, throat, stomach,  arms, legs… in his whole body. 

Fear invades him, what happened? Did Carol have an accident and now she´s unconscious? Why is she in so much pain?... he doesn´t remember anything, only that she was caressing Jacob and... now he understands it, the hair... no, the hand, when Carol has pressed Jacob's hand... he is no longer in Carol, he is inside Jacob. 

“My God!” —Victor exclaims, full of terror.  

“Come on, Mr. Carter, get up, that´s right, here, I´ve brought you your breakfast” —suddenly a woman´s voice is heard in the room, the auxiliary nurse that brings the breakfast. 

Jacob wakes up and he opens the eyes, it is eight in the morning, and a new day it begins. A splendid sun enters for the window of the room, and it he hears the birds tweeting that live in the garden of the clinic. He is hungry, he lifts himself up in the bed and, coming closer to the tray, he begins to have the breakfast which consists of some cookies, a coffee with milk and a fruit juice. 

Victor sees the room and now he is absolutely sure, he is in the Oncological Clinic, inside Jacob, he has abandoned Carol's body and he has a new host, the old man with cancer that Carol assisted and, for some reason, he has moved into his interior, he feels the movement of his mouth and the food in his throat, he is eating!. 

While he begins to calm down and adapt to his new situation, Victor analyzes the circumstances of this body change. 

“Why Jacob?, why has it happened now and not before or later, with another person?, why not with Eric, the pig, when he made love with Carol?... she also touched him” —Victor wonders—.

Here we finish these three chapters of promotion.

In short the eBook version of the novel will be available.
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