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            The U‑Feeling Decalogue: Ten Fundamental Rules

          

        

      

    

    
      1. Payment for the exchange will follow globally uniform standards set by You‑Feeling. Variations will depend solely on the duration of the experience, not on any other circumstance.

      

      2. Each participant in the You‑Feeling experience will receive detailed information about the host body (age; physical and psychological health; home address; family and professional network) at least one month before it begins, together with a protocol of permitted and prohibited actions during the experience (see separate document).

      

      3. The exchange will take place solely and exclusively by mutual consent of both parties. The contract, signed one month in advance, may be revoked unilaterally by either party up to the moment both participants enter the exchange area.

      

      4. Each host body will receive a U-locator by oral administration, enabling the company to know its location at all times during the experience. The U-locator will be deactivated in both bodies simultaneously, and disconnection will be performed solely and exclusively by U-Feeling professionals at U-Feeling facilities, solely and exclusively at the moment the host bodies are handed over.

      

      5. The cap set by the Body Exchange Act (Official State Gazette [BOE], 19/06/38) for the You‑Feeling experience is one week. Once that time has elapsed, the host bodies must present themselves at the You‑Feeling exchange hub and proceed to recover their original bodies.

      

      6. Each client must return the host body in the same state of physical and psychological health in which it was received. Any deterioration will incur significant financial penalties as set out in the You‑Feeling catalogue and will be subject to the penalties established in the Spanish Criminal Code for body‑exchange offences. By law, You‑Feeling will report the client's condition immediately after the experience to the local Body‑Exchange Department, at Calle Siglo XXI, Madrid 28709.

      

      7. Any escape attempt will be prosecuted both by U-Feeling tracking units and by the State Police Body-Exchange Department, who will be informed in detail. Anyone who attempts to escape with another person's body will be permanently barred from accessing U-Feeling’s services.

      

      8. U-Feeling will not be responsible for any psychological disturbance arising from the exchange after the clients have returned to their own original bodies, provided the exchange has complied with these rules.

      

      9. Private arrangements made by clients, according to their own interests, before or after the exchange fall outside You‑Feeling's remit and will be governed by the privacy applicable to any private contract under the Civil Code.

      

      10. Animals are excluded from the experience, save for exceptional cases with prior signed veterinary and psychiatric authorisation.

      

      Client

      U‑Feeling Manager
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            A Man Called Momar

          

        

      

    

    
      Transcript of the statement made by Momar Mbayé to State Police Inspector Julia Gordon (badge no. X‑2347544), in the presence of Agent Angie Peña González (badge no. Y‑212336), Department of Technological Crime.

      
        
        Central Police Station, Thursday the 20th of June, 21:12

      

      

      

      —Good evening, Momar. I'm Inspector Gordon, State Police, and this is Agent Peña from the Department of Technological Crime: I think you've crossed paths before. Sorry to bring you back up, but new elements have emerged in the investigation. Take a seat, please. If you want water, help yourself. The bottle and glass are for you. Don't hold back, because we could be here for a while. As I said earlier, I'm the inspector who was at the flat you broke into in the Salamanca district. I took statements from Mrs Gallardo and her husband, and as investigating officer my duty is to submit as complete a report as possible on what happened. We've brought you back up because in this afternoon's statement you steered clear of anything to do with the You‑feeling company. That's the document you see on the table, and we're going to stick to it despite the gaps. I've been going through it with my colleague, and apart from the total omission of your dealings with You‑feeling there are details concerning what happened in Mr Gallardo's flat that we'd like to go over with you. Any objections?

      —What does my lawyer say?

      —Your duty solicitor was surprised to see you'd left out so much in your statement. She's on your side, but she won't obstruct our work.

      —Then I've no choice.

      —Hello. As Inspector Gordon said, I'm Agent Peña. I just need some clarification about your relationship with You‑feeling. The inspector's already told me your Spanish is perfect. And yet your file says you were born in Senegal.

      —I came to Spain when I was three. I grew up here.

      —In Villaverde, where you live with your wife and son.

      —I said that in my earlier statement.

      —And now you're being kind enough to repeat it for me, and I'm grateful. You're very young to be married with a seven-year-old son.

      —I'm twenty-eight. I'm a man.

      —Following your first statement, Inspector Gordon sent officers to Villaverde. Your wife has been informed of your arrest and will come to see you when possible, though for now we've advised her to wait until tomorrow, when you're transferred to the courts. I imagine your lawyer has explained the usual protocol to you. In the early hours one of the vans that do the rounds of the police stations will collect that day's prisoners and take you to the cells at Plaza de Castilla courts, where during the course of the morning you'll be seen by the judge with your duty solicitor and the prosecutor for the remand hearing. Given the seriousness of the charges and the current climate of social unrest, the judge will almost certainly order your remand in custody. From that point he'll prepare the case file for trial and, given the severity of the offences you're accused of, you'll likely be sent to one of the maximum-security prisons in the Community of Madrid. It could be some very hard months before trial. You know that, don't you?

      —The Inspector already explained all that. I know what I'm facing. I've said I'm a man.

      —Right then, let's start with what you haven't told us. I'm part of the State Police team that's been investigating You‑Feeling for months. Its headquarters are where most of the big companies that land in the capital set up: Gran Vía, right in the city centre. It turns out I was there seventeen days ago, on Monday the 3rd of June to be exact, and as it happens, I recognised you that morning among a dozen people waiting in the reception area. Do you remember speaking to me?

      —Maybe.

      —'Maybe' isn't an answer.

      —I was among a load of strangers. You were the only person who came up to me. With that electric-blue hair, ripped jeans and faded T-shirt, it would never have occurred to me you were police.

      —Undercover officers are rather good at blending in. Would you mind explaining why you were at the You‑Feeling building that Monday, the 3rd of June?

      —Is it absolutely necessary?

      —No, but it would be a great help. And a full and honest statement this time would save us having to question you again. It's in your interest.

      —For weeks now I've been dealing with a serious problem at home, as I explained to the Inspector in my previous statement. My only son is gravely ill. I need money to get him into hospital. Unfortunately, public healthcare stopped working a long time ago. Right now in this country most medical centres are private. Here no one thinks twice about bleeding you dry the moment you set foot in a hospital. My son has leukaemia. I needed thirty thousand euros to get him admitted. I shouldn't need to say more.

      —And you didn't have thirty thousand euros?

      —How would I have thirty thousand euros? Don't make me laugh. If I had them, I wouldn't be here. I'm a bricklayer. My day's work pays what it pays.

      —You're a bricklayer, but you studied Sociology for two years.

      —I studied until I got Tsitsi pregnant. After that I married her and went to work. In any case, I wouldn't have found work as a sociologist either, you know that perfectly well.

      —Your wife doesn't work?

      —She used to clean a few houses, brought in a bit of money. But since our son's condition got so advanced, and given that no hospital takes him, she's had to stop working to look after him full-time. And then the rent on our flat in Villaverde takes half my wages. The rest goes on food.

      —Don’t you have any other family in Spain?

      —Not really. In Madrid, my mother, who lives in the block across the way. My father died. My mother nearly went back to Senegal, but in the end she stayed here for my brothers, who she lives with. I've already explained that. Both of them were arrested at last month's demonstration. Protesting against police violence. They've been on remand ever since. Their wives and children have got enough on their plate with that, without worrying about us as well.

      —Is it at that point you first contact U-Feeling?

      —I saw a U-Feeling advert one morning on the Metro screens. I understood they were offering attractive rates for host bodies and, as I needed the money, I decided to go along.

      —And did you know what that company was?

      —Vaguely. I've seen adverts, because it's everywhere: on motorway billboards, the free screens in the squares, on phones… We've all heard of U-Feeling. It's one of the biggest companies in the world. The name has the same cachet as Coca-Cola or Amazon. During the day I searched online for reviews from people who'd already had the experience. They all said it was a serious company. That evening I went onto the U-Feeling website. There was an application form to fill in, and I did it.

      —What did the form ask for?

      —The reasons we were interested in becoming host bodies. Then personal data and specific details about physical condition: age, weight, height, shoulder width, waist measurement, eye colour, scars, fitness level, weekly hours of sports training, eating habits, employment status and a bank statement with transactions from the last three months. It was pretty thorough. I suppose that's logical given the kind of business it is. Anyway, I've got nothing to hide.

      —Did you fill in the full form?

      —Start to finish.

      —And you signed the confidentiality clause?

      —I did, of course. They won't process the application unless you agree to the confidentiality clause.

      —What response did you get?

      —Within a few hours I received an email with an online appointment for Monday at ten in the morning at the Gran Vía building.

      —Which is where you went, and where I saw you that Monday, the 3rd of June.

      —That was the agreed appointment. It was my first time inside You‑Feeling's flagship building. I thought it was spectacular. It's hypnotic even from the outside, when you see the giant screens covering the façade, running nothing but company adverts all day… And inside it's just as spectacular, though in a different way. The yellow of the walls dazzles you. Someone once told me yellow is the colour of madness, and it's true you get the impression you're living through an LSD trip. At reception, they told me to wait in the waiting room with the others. I sat down with about ten other people beneath a screen that covered the entire wall and played the same advert on a loop.

      It's impossible not to have it stick: 'Need to refresh your existence? U-Feeling is the ultimate experience. Forget your old self and enjoy for a few days the unforgettable sensations of having a virgin body. You choose who you want to be!' In the advert, a married couple walk into U-Feeling with a displeased expression. The voice-over says, 'They used to be at each other's throats. Now, thanks to U-Feeling…', and you see them coming out through the revolving doors on Gran Vía holding hands. The pair of them, perfect teeth, well-fed, sharing an idyllic kiss. They wave whilst the same voice, with the accent of a TV presenter,says they've learned to empathise and now they adore each other. The advert ends with the company slogan: 'No more war between the sexes, no more class war, goodbye to xenophobia. U-Feeling opens your mind. Empathy, that's our product.' I can tell you, after watching it on loop for half an hour it sticks.

      —Do you remember what kind of people were there?

      —You'll have noticed better than me. I was too caught up in my own problems to pay attention to anyone else. All I know is there weren't any Black people. An Asian couple, maybe. The rest struck me as working people, ordinary Spanish people. Monday's the day for the You‑Feeling Plus experience. I suppose they were people in need, same as me. One bloke was obviously a Vox voter: he had the little state flag on his polo shirt and sun visor. They've grown bolder since they got into government. There were a few couples, not many. A couple of people gave me dirty looks – the sort we've been getting because of the riots. But I'm used to it.

      —What did you think when you saw me?

      —I didn't know you were police. But I did notice you, because of the cobalt-blue dyed hair and because, unlike other white women, you didn't avoid my eye. On top of that, you sat down next to me on one of the long synthetic-leather sofas, very comfortable and ergonomic. While you were fidgeting with an e-cigarette you asked me if I was there for the U-Feeling Plus experience too. I don't remember what I answered.

      —I asked you, to be precise, what kind of Plus experience you were waiting for.

      —You tried to show an interest in my case, get me talking. But I'm not used to a white woman taking an interest in me, and I still wasn't sure what U-Feeling might be offering. Besides, I was still wrapped up in my own problems. My wife was sending me information via WhatsApp about the requirements the doctor was asking for before he'd admit our son to hospital. I wasn't in the mood to chat with strangers. Apart from which, I'm reserved. It's not that I'm antisocial, but I'll never take the first step towards other people. I don't talk to people I don't know. I've got a self-contained character. Everyone says so.

      —Unfortunately for You‑Feeling, I was conducting an investigation into their activities. We've suspected for some time that something unusual is going on outside their regular business. The State has decided to monitor their activities. And straight after that, what did you do?

      —Then the secretary arrived. The girl was wearing the same orange uniform as all the You‑Feeling staff. They look like flight attendants or train stewards. She came to see who was there. She glanced round at everyone present and fixed on me immediately: 'You're next.' When someone protested, she indicated a sign emphasising that applicants aren't seen in order of arrival but according to the company's requirements. Then she led me to the lift. She took it with me in silence. We went up to the fifth floor. As soon as the glass doors opened, she told me to step out, that they were expecting me, and that's what I did.

      —She didn't stay with you?

      —No. She pressed the button for the ground floor again. The doors closed behind me and she was gone. But the You‑Feeling Manager was right there waiting for me. Came out of his office to greet me with a handshake.

      —What did you make of the Manager?

      —Firm grip. Since he's in practically every company advert, it's odd seeing him in person. He was certainly as friendly as he is in the ads. Same tanned look, slicked‑back hair, gleaming teeth as on screen. Suit just as immaculate. But in person you feel the edges. You can tell straight away he's got a lot on his mind and that his smile isn't as empty as it is in the adverts. I mean, he commanded more respect than I'd expected. And he was decent to me. Welcomed me with real warmth and that ear‑to‑ear smile, like I said. The kind that puts creases round your eyes. But the warmth drained away as he explained the job they'd selected me for. He turned serious, let's say.

      —Let's not rush this, Momar. Any detail could matter. When he came out to meet you, what exactly did he say?

      —'Mr Mbayé, what a pleasure that you've decided to pay us a visit.' The man had the charm of a good salesman. After the handshake, he patted me on the back. Said, 'Come in, come in. You're very young. Shall we keep it informal?' I said I didn't mind. He led me through some offices where there was an overweight secretary and people at their computers: none of them looked up. The door to his office was ajar. The Manager pushed it wide, let me through first. Asked me to take a seat in a cooling chair.

      —What's his office like?

      —It has a huge glass wall facing Gran Vía, with a view of the façade with sculptures of naked women on the building opposite. And below, Callao, with the old FNAC building. He settled himself on the other side of an ultra-modern desk. It had three computer screens built into it that were dark at that moment, and on top, several stacks of documents of all kinds. I noticed that one of the documents was my file, printed out, because it had my photograph on the cover.

      —The photo you sent them online beforehand.

      —It's one of the requirements for remote applications. They asked for several formats. An ID photo, clear view of the face, well lit; another full-length, dressed in your normal clothing; and a final one, naked, also full-length.

      —And you sent that one too?

      —It was part of the protocol. The confidentiality clause inspired confidence. These people run a global business. Encryption is essential. Opacity is part of their credentials. When you go onto their site, it's the first thing they highlight. They pride themselves on respecting privacy like no one else. They boast that every time a government has tried to pry confidential information out of them, they've always managed to protect their clients' data. They claim they don't trade in that data.

      —They all say that. All right. Go on.

      —The Manager said I looked more muscular and healthy than in the photos. Congratulated me on my physical condition. Said I had an even kinder expression. He explained that the company had chosen me from a multitude of candidates for my exceptional physical attributes, for being one of the few bodies my age with no tattoos, and for my special circumstances. Then he added that from my dossier they knew my son was ill and that I needed money, which U-Feeling could offer me on very favourable terms.

      —Did he explain how the company normally operates?

      —That was the first thing he did, once we were both sitting face to face. He said: 'We're a body-exchange company with a global footprint. As you'll have seen in the advertising, most of U-Feeling's activity is recreational and always consensual between two people who know everything about the owner of the other body at least a month in advance. Everything is done with the highest security guarantees – you saw that in the protocol you signed – and over the years the rates are minimal. That's our day-to-day business. Then there's U-Feeling Plus, which is the rental of healthy bodies to people who are disabled or elderly, generally for therapeutic purposes. We've been working on that for ten years. And finally we have other services that are more restricted and better remunerated, both for the company itself and for the host body, which is what I'd like to propose to you. It's a kind of top-drawer Plus, if you like. I should clarify that it's something done on a very selective basis and with very special clients, which is why the terms are significantly better than a standard Plus and confidentiality is even more critical. Of course, without that absolute confidentiality, this other kind of exchange simply couldn't take place.'

      —At no point did he suggest this was a personal activity of his without You‑Feeling's knowledge?

      —Quite the reverse. He gave me to understand that it was part of You‑Feeling's commercial spectrum. He explained that it involved ceding my body for an exchange of less than ten hours, during which the guest might do things that could at some point cross the boundaries of legality. I didn't like that one bit and frowned. The Manager hastened to clarify that this was precisely why the host body was paid especially well. 'What sort of services?' I asked immediately. He said he couldn't reveal them until we'd both agreed on the principle, but that they could be classified offences, depending on the severity of which I would receive a more or less substantial payment— – but in any case considerable.

      —Did he use the word 'crimes'?

      —I don't remember which term he used. Perhaps 'parallel activities'. But, well, I quickly concluded that he was talking about illegal activities.

      —So that famous deep You‑Feeling does exist. It's not just rumours. There are exchanges outside the law. How did you react?

      —When I understood he was proposing that I take part in activities outside the law, I simply stood up. I was offended that he could even suggest such a thing. The Manager stood up too. He followed me out quickly.

      —Did the staff see you?

      —They must be used to it: no one looked up. The Manager caught up with me before I reached the lift. He repeated that this was precisely why the payment was so substantial. 'In your case, Momar, it would be at least the thirty thousand euros you need to admit your son.' He added that it was a shame there was no longer any public healthcare and that hospitals were so expensive. And when he saw I still wasn't willing to stay, he said that given my circumstances I could even receive those thirty thousand euros that very day, the moment the exchange took place, and the rest would be priced afterwards, depending on services provided. I told him, 'You're sick!' It was what I thought.

      —Did you refuse his offer?

      —Outright. The lift had already arrived, but he kept on: 'Think it over, Momar, because this could be a one-off opportunity. In any case, if you reconsider, here's my card. Call me whenever you like…' I didn't even look at him as the doors closed.

      —How did you feel?

      —Offended. It's not the first time I've come across people willing to profit from other people's misery. But I never seriously considered the proposition. My mother raised me and my brothers strictly. At home we know how to distinguish between good and evil. As Black men, we know perfectly well the risk of crossing the line, because we don't have that luxury. In our neighbourhoods, when we're growing up, the first thing our parents do is explain how to behave when the police stop us. In the car, they teach us always to show our hands in case an officer gets scared and shoots. Or what happened to Fernandino Ndong, the one a policeman suffocated with his knee on his neck. That kind of detail makes us very aware of what it means to break the law.

      —I'm glad you're being so open with us, Momar. That makes things much easier. Now pay attention to what I'm going to play for you. This is one of the recordings my department has managed to obtain over the past month by intercepting that same Manager's phone – the one who welcomed you in.

      —…For the moment, he doesn't seem predisposed to the special Plus, but let's wait a few days and see what happens… I have a feeling he'll end up accepting…

      —Do you recognise that voice?

      —Yes.

      —That was the call he made on Monday the 3rd of June at thirteen minutes to eleven in the morning – right after you left. A call to his client, the one waiting to occupy a body like yours. We haven't managed to identify him yet. The number used is encrypted. It belongs to an illegal device. We don't know who he is, but we know he lives in the capital.

      —Why don’t you decrypt it?

      —Under the Data Protection Act, it isn't that simple. We have judicial authorisation to decrypt the Manager's voice, but not the other party. If the judge authorises it, given the seriousness of the facts, we'll know for certain, and you may get the chance to confront him. But for now what matters to us is exposing U-Feeling's extra-legal activities. We've suspected they exist for some time, and you're the first person who's dared to give clear evidence about it. The others get frightened, and that's understandable. After all, these activities are carried out using their bodies. Their position is extremely delicate, given that they've consented to the exchange. Legally it's difficult not to consider them accomplices. Besides, everyone knows U-Feeling has the means to mobilise an army of lawyers. In the past they've been capable of winning lawsuits against the biggest companies on the planet. But you've got nothing to lose, that is clear. Going back to that Monday, what did you do afterwards?
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