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Author’s Note

This work is a literary creation. Although it draws in part from certain personal experiences during a coma, the narration, characters, and mythical elements presented here are the product of the author’s imagination and should not be interpreted as religious doctrine, dogma, or theological assertion.

Names and figures such as Miguel, Lucifel, or any other entities mentioned in the story are used solely in their symbolic and narrative dimension within the framework of fantastic fiction. They do not represent any official stance regarding beliefs, churches, traditions, or spiritual interpretations.

The purpose of this book is to invite reflection, awaken the imagination, and explore the boundaries between reality and myth. It is not intended to impose beliefs but to share an artistic vision born from personal experience and transformed into literature.

The reader holds a work of fiction in their hands.

What is real or not... belongs to their own interpretation.



Note on the Saga

This work is part of a literary saga that already has previous publications:


	
First installment: What Is Real?: A Life in a Coma


	
Second installment: What Is Real?: The Return (the book you now hold)


	
Third installment: What Is Real?: The Ancient World




Each installment can be enjoyed independently, but together they reveal the evolution of a single journey: the voyage between life, myth, and the hidden planes that inhabit memory and spirit.

With this note, the author wishes to make clear that the What Is Real? narrative universe is an expanding saga. Readers will be able to follow its development in future publications, where the mysteries of the Ancient World and the questions inspiring this saga will be explored even further.

Prologue

Absolute silence was my sentence.

Five years had passed since I opened my eyes from the coma and discovered that the world no longer had sound. My daughters’ laughter was now an unreachable echo. The voice of Ágata, my beloved, lived only in memories. I walked among crowds like a ghost: no one saw me, no one heard me. The roar of engines, the song of birds, even the whisper of the wind... everything had died for me.

But within that darkness, a hunger greater than despair was born: to return. Not to physical life, where I was completely deaf and blind in my right eye, but to the world where my heart still reigned. There, Ágata was not an illusion: she was a colossal serpent crowned with six horns, and my daughters were not defenseless girls: they were dragons of light and shadow. There, I was not a defeated invalid, but the Prince of the Eagles, a warrior with golden wings spread toward eternity.

My sole purpose became finding the threshold, a portal that would take me back to that realm more real than this one. In my search, I found a name, an address, a promise: a master capable of guiding souls to the other side. And with that discovery, I understood what I had always known deep within me: that reality is not measured by what the senses touch, but by what holds the soul when everything else crumbles.

This is my return.

This is the beginning of the war between worlds.

And when the auroras ignite in the sky, everyone will have to answer the question that consumes me:

What is real?
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What Is Real: The Return is not merely a story — it is a mirror between two worlds.

One, harsh and gray, confined by the pain of a broken body;

the other, vast, radiant, and ruled by forces that transcend imagination.

Jonathan, marked by blindness in one eye and absolute silence, walks through a city that no longer belongs to him. Yet within him beats a truth the world refuses to see: that reality is not this soundless prison, but the realm where he was once a warrior, a king, a father.

This work is a journey through despair and faith, through love and the abyss — through the fragile nature of humanity and the majesty of the eternal.

Here, memories are not ghosts; they are flames burning brighter than the present.

Here, suffering is not defeat; it is the forge where the spirit is shaped to transcend.

The reader who enters these pages will not find an ordinary novel, but a mythical testimony — a confession that rises on golden wings to challenge destiny itself.

Prepare yourself: what we call reality is about to break.
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Unbearable Reality, Soundless City
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Five years had passed since I awoke from the coma. I once believed that time would help me forget Ágata—that the pain of her absence would fade, and I could convince myself she and our daughters had never existed. But time had only sharpened the wound. The more the years dragged on, the more unbearable this reality became. Living without them... that was death itself.

The world that had once been a symphony of laughter and voices had turned into a blank canvas. The city I had once loved was now a silent prison, a maze without echoes. I walked its streets like a ghost—unseen, unheard, half-alive. The roar of engines, the laughter of children, even the whisper of the wind through the trees—all had vanished, leaving behind a silence that no language could fill.

The torment was not only the blindness in my right eye or the total deafness that sealed me from the world—it was the memory of the life I had lost. Ágata’s voice still burned in the corridors of my mind; the laughter of my daughters, Mai and Kaori, was a melody I would never hear again. Those memories were alive, too alive. They had become my only reality, an anchor holding me above the black waters of despair.

Every résumé I sent out was a cry into the void, and every rejection another nail in the coffin of hope. Employers didn’t see a man of will and endurance—they saw a burden, a problem, a complication. My body had become my cage. The warrior I once was in the other world had turned into a defeated man in this one.

The physical world had turned into a graveyard for my soul. I moved among people who neither saw nor heard me; they were shadows drifting through a soundless realm. The silence became a living thing—a cruel presence that reminded me, moment by moment, of what I had lost. Each sunrise struck like a wound. I would never again wake to Ágata’s voice, nor hear the playful laughter of my daughters. This world was not life—it was an afterlife without peace, a limbo of flesh and memory.

Melancholy clung to me like a second skin. Remembering Ágata’s face, her courage, her love—it was a pain that cut deeper each day. Thinking of Mai and Kaori, of their small hands gripping mine, tore my heart into pieces. I felt more dead here than I had ever been in the coma. My true life, my family, my heart—all of it remained in that other realm that had felt more real than this one.

Desperation consumed me. I no longer cared about my body, my blindness, or my silence. My only obsession was finding a way back. My soul didn’t belong here; it was trapped on the wrong side of existence. I began to search. My fingers, trembling and eager, traced words across the dark glass of my phone—the only window I still had into the outer world. There had to be a way to return, a door, a sign, something that could bridge this cruel divide.

Boredom became my constant companion, heavier than the blindness, louder than the silence. Time stretched endlessly, a chain dragging me through gray hours. I had been a man of action once—a warrior, a ruler of flame and flight. Now, my life was a still screen. No joy. No color. Just the dull monotony of waiting for something that would never arrive. Even the television, flickering in light and motion, mocked me—it spoke without sound, laughed without meaning.

I searched deeper, diving into the endless sea of the internet, chasing words like coma, astral travel, out-of-body experience. I was looking for a compass, something that could point me home. Every search was a prayer whispered into the digital abyss. I would have given anything—my breath, my sight, my very soul—to return. Because in that other world, I was whole. A king. A father. Here, I was nothing but a ghost begging to be allowed to die.

Yet even in this darkness, small lights remained—my family. My mother, María, was an angel of patience. Her touch was gentler than words, her eyes full of faith I no longer had. My sister, Meliza, and my brother, Popolito, gave everything they could to pull me out of the abyss. I could not hear their voices, but I felt them—the vibration of their concern, the trembling of their efforts. Their hands on my face, their arms around me, their love trying desperately to reach across the void.

Even my old friend Domingo, who lived across the street, came often with a checkerboard in hand. He placed the pieces carefully, moving my hands to guide me through the game. I played, pretending to care, pretending that it mattered. I didn’t want to hurt him. He was kind, loyal, patient—but his efforts, too, were swallowed by the silence. Nothing could break through it.

No matter how much love surrounded me, it couldn’t fill the hollow inside. I was a phantom in my own home, watching life unfold like a play in which I had no role. My body breathed, my heart beat—but my spirit was gone. The only place where I felt alive was in my memories, in that dream realm where my family waited for me.

This reality was not my home—it was a waiting room.

And I was ready to leave, no matter the cost.
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TORMENT
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My world was a perpetual silence—an emptiness that weighed on both flesh and soul.

I could feel the faint vibrations of my mother’s voice, María, and the soft tremors of my siblings, Meliza and Popolito, when they spoke about me. Their words were ghosts in the air, invisible ripples against my skin. My mother often took my hand, tracing words on my palm that I could only half understand, but the meaning was always the same: “We’re here. Don’t give up.”

I smiled, but it was a hollow gesture—something my face did, not my spirit. My soul was still somewhere else.

Every afternoon, my friend Domingo would come to sit with me.

When his daughter, Menorca, came to visit him, she would stop by too. Domingo always brought his worn checkers board, the one with corners chipped by time. As he placed the pieces, I felt the subtle rhythm of his movements through the table. His laughter was only a vibration in the wood now—a memory without sound.

Patient as always, he tried to reach me. His hands moved across the board in patterns I had memorized by heart.

Menorca, a devoted teacher and a gentle soul, often sat beside me. She whispered words she knew I couldn’t hear, her lips forming kindness into silence. Her friendship was a rare light in my endless night.

She was an angel, as were the few who still tried to rescue me from the dark—though I had long stopped wanting to be saved.

While they talked around me, I lived inside my own silence.

I saw their faces, their moving hands, but all of it was distant—like watching a film with the sound turned off. My mind was elsewhere, trapped in the vivid memories of my other life. I could still see Ágata’s face glowing when she looked at me. I could still hear, in memory, the laughter of Mai and Kaori, my daughters. Their voices were the rhythm of my heart, and this world, without them, was unbearable.

Reality had become a flat surface—gray, muffled, tasteless.

The world of my coma, that other realm where love had weight and purpose, felt infinitely more real than this. I didn’t care if it was dream or illusion; it was home.

Here, I was a half-blind, completely deaf man drifting through days without purpose. There, I was a warrior, a father, a king.

My body followed routine like a ghost bound to habit, but my mind roamed free—searching for the echoes of that other existence. I could no longer tell which one was the dream.

Every surface I touched—the table, the wall, the board—was a bridge to the past. Each vibration was a whisper from a world I’d lost.

Despair became my constant companion.

Nights stretched without end. The memory of laughter tormented me like a song I could no longer play. I missed the sound of my daughters’ voices so deeply that silence itself felt like punishment. My chest ached for a melody that only existed beyond this world.

Domingo, my only loyal visitor, tried to keep me tethered to life.

Before each game, he would open his notebook and write in his firm, steady script:

“Come on, your move. I’m winning today.”

I’d read it and slide a piece, pretending to think deeply.

He’d smile, adding on another page:

“Never seen anyone think so hard for a single move.”

I would almost smile—almost—but my mind was adrift elsewhere, in a place where smiles still had sound.

Menorca sometimes joined us, her presence soft and luminous.

She would write in the same notebook:

“Dad says you’re easy to beat.”

I replied by moving a checker with exaggerated slowness, pretending to struggle. For them, it was just a game.

For me, it was the only bridge left to the living.

Their love reached me like the warmth of a sun behind clouds—felt, but unseen.

Through their words, gestures, and the vibrations of the wooden board, I could almost remember what it meant to belong somewhere.

But when the game ended, the silence returned.

And in that silence, I remembered who I really was.

Not a broken man sitting in a dim room.

Not a half-blind, deaf soul.

But the Prince of the Eagles.

A warrior with golden wings.

A father who had lost everything—except the will to return.

This world was my torment.

The other was my truth.

And every heartbeat whispered the same plea:

“Take me back.”
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THEY DON’T ACCEPT MY RÉSUMÉ
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The world of work had become a battlefield I was destined to lose.

The résumé —once a key to dignity— was now a symbol of my defeat. I sent it everywhere, to every company, every office, every digital void where someone might be looking for a worker. But no one was looking for me. My experience, my intelligence, my will —none of it mattered. All they saw was a man with one blind eye and ears that could no longer hear. I wasn’t an employee. I was a risk. A burden no one wanted to carry.

The days bled into weeks, and the weeks into months. Frustration became a bitter fog that wrapped around my soul. I remembered how easily I used to find work, the respect I earned from others. Now I was a ghost walking among the living —a résumé that no one read, a story no one cared to know. The darkness in my eye and the silence in my ears had become walls that cut me off from the world. Behind them, I withered in loneliness.

Every rejection was a reminder of what I had lost —not just my senses, but my belief in myself. I felt useless, a broken piece in a machine that no longer needed me. My body kept moving through the motions of survival, but my mind wandered elsewhere. Somewhere my blindness didn’t define me, and my silence was not a cage. In that other world, I had purpose. I had love. I had a kingdom.

Here, I was only a man defeated.

Desperation to make money grew like a hunger.

One last spark of hope pushed me toward a plan that seemed clever at the time. I asked my friend Dionni and his sister Dionely to help me pay for a small printed sign. We put together what little we had and made an announcement:

“Computer work and copies available here.”

I hung it in front of the house —a silent scream for help, a plea for a chance to be useful again.

At first, I felt a flicker of hope. My mind turned to numbers, imagining profits, stability, the possibility of rebuilding something. But reality struck like a wall. Each copy cost five pesos —a trivial price, impossible to live on. The printer ink alone cost 3,700 pesos for four bottles, an unreachable number for a man without work. It was a vicious circle: I needed money to make copies, but couldn’t make money without ink. The business was dead before it began.

Watching that fragile dream die in my hands hurt more than the rejections.

No matter how intelligent I was, my body had become a barrier that I couldn’t break. That realization —that even my willpower meant nothing here— was the last drop in the cup of my patience. I finally understood that my place was not in this world. My true life, my purpose, my joy were somewhere else. And I had to find my way back, no matter the cost.

In my despair, I became a wanderer of hope.

I walked the streets aimlessly, résumé in hand, searching for any sign of mercy. But everywhere I went, I was met with pity disguised as politeness. Recruiters’ faces twisted with discomfort —their eyes darting to my blind side, their mouths offering empty apologies I couldn’t hear. My disability wasn’t just physical; it was a wall no one dared to climb.

One day, exhausted by rejection, I sat on a bench in Duarte Park.

The sunlight touched my face —warm, but joyless. I watched people pass by like currents in a river I could no longer enter.

A few women approached, their lips moving, their smiles practiced. I pointed to my ears and my eye, a silent confession. Their expressions changed. Their hands moved quickly across their phones, and they showed me the screen.

The messages cut deeper than any rejection:

“My services are only $1500. Pay me, and we can spend some time together.”

I stared at the words, feeling something inside me collapse.

I —who once was a warrior, a father, a king— had become prey for the shadows of this world. I looked up at the sky, wondering if some invisible force was laughing at me, testing the limits of my endurance. I closed my good eye and let darkness take me again.

At least there, in the black, I could remember who I was.

Each day became another repetition of despair.

The city was a maze of glass and concrete, and I was its ghost.

I wandered, not seeking work anymore, but escape.

Boredom became a weight heavier than grief, pressing against my chest. I scrolled through my phone not to look for jobs, but for distractions —anything to keep from thinking. Anything to keep from remembering.

But memory was my only refuge.

The coma-world I had once lived in was a sanctuary —untouchable, eternal. There, Ágata’s hands still held mine, warm and certain. There, Mai and Kaori still laughed beneath violet skies. Those memories were the only things that made sense. The only things still alive.

One afternoon, my mother, María, found me sitting in the park.

She sat beside me and took my hand, her fingers trembling slightly. Even through my silence, her love reached me —a pulse stronger than any sound. I knew she wanted her son back. But that man was gone. My heart no longer belonged here. My body remained, but the rest of me was already elsewhere.

That day, I made my final decision.

I would not stay in this world.

I would find my way back —to the place where I was whole,

where my soul still had wings.

Whatever it took, whatever the cost,

I would return.
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Everything Is Boring, and There Is No Joy for Me
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The physical world had become a blank canvas to me—a prison without sound.

But the true torment did not dwell in the silence around me,

it screamed from the chaos inside my head.

A cruel souvenir left by the stroke and meningitis,

the doctors called it Tinnitus.

Those who suffer from it say it can be endured,

but for me, it was a perpetual torment,

a merciless irony—

deaf to the outer world,

yet flooded by an endless roar within,

a noise that gave me no rest.

It was an infernal symphony:

the ceaseless chirping of crickets at night,

the harsh trumpet of a passing truck,

the rumble of a river in full current,

and the distant barking of dogs that seemed to beg for mercy.

All of it blended with the sound of a motorboat on the water.

These sounds smothered me.

They consumed me.

I walked aimlessly through the streets,

eyes lost in the void,

while people watched me with a mixture of pity and fear.

Their whispers reached me through their glances:

“That man has gone mad.”

Madness felt inevitable.

Without Ágata in my life,

without the laughter of my daughters—Mai and Kaori—

I felt more dead than alive.

The absence of their love was a void so deep

that no sound, no matter how deafening, could fill it.

The only place where my soul felt peace

was in memory—

in that dream realm

where love was the only law.

Here, in this world,

I was nothing but a lost man.

People pitied me,

but they could not see the war raging inside my skull.

Each sound—the truck’s horn, the roaring river—

was a blade slicing through my mind.

There was no peace here,

not even in my own head.

It was as if my brain had become a radio

stuck on a frequency of static and madness.

Sometimes, I stopped suddenly,

pressing my hands against my head,

begging for the torment to stop.

It never did.

The barking of distant dogs reminded me

that my body was still trapped here,

but my soul—my heart, my everything—

remained with Ágata,

in her realm,

in her heart.

The silence of real life was a cruel paradox:

deaf, yet never silent.

That swarm of crickets was my only company—

a choir of despair that followed me everywhere.

Not a single moment of the day brought me peace.

My mind, once a sanctuary of dreams,

had become a cage of torture.

My life, my family, my everything—

had stayed behind in that other world.

The pain of separation was so vast

that peace became impossible here.

I had turned into a specter—

a ghost moving through life without truly living.

Why?

What purpose was there in existing

if my heart was already dead?

The absence of Ágata,

of Mai and Kaori’s laughter,

was a hole in my soul

that no sound could fill.

Sometimes, as I walked,

the emptiness grew so heavy

that I would stop and wonder

if I was truly alive.

My heart still beat—

but my soul remained elsewhere.

The only relief I found

was wandering without direction.

Yet even then,

the sound of a motorboat weighed upon my spirit.

In the world of my coma,

water was sacred—

a river of life

where my family and I found peace.

Here, water was torment.

My mind twisted it into a river

that dragged me toward insanity.

I didn’t know what to do,

whom to seek,

what to say.

I had become a ghost,

a shadow among the living.

People avoided me.

To them, I was a madman—

a man with open eyes but half-blind,

with open ears yet completely deaf.

My body was here,

but my soul, my heart, my everything—

belonged to that other realm.

It was torture without end.

A torment without mercy.

The only refuge I had left

was memory.

There, I could see their faces again—

feel their hands,

hear the laughter that my body could no longer reach.

Memory was my sanctuary.

But even there, happiness was just an echo.

My body was here,

but my soul had stayed in that other world,

swallowed by the darkness of a prison called life.

I felt more dead here

than I ever did while my body lay in the coma.

Boredom had become my only companion,

and despair,

my only hope.

The world had already taken so much from me—

yet life had one more cruel lesson to give.

Amid my private hell of silence and solitude,

I lost the last true connection I had left.

My dearest friend, Domingo, died.

He was the only one who still gave me time—

the only soul who never judged my brokenness.

He would pause his own world

just to sit by my side,

to play checkers,

to speak with his hands

in words I could not hear

but could always feel in my heart.

Of all my losses,

Domingo’s death carved the deepest wound.

It was the first time, in this reality,

that my heart lost a living piece of itself.

His absence, his patience, his silent kindness—

left a void greater than blindness or deafness.

The cruel irony was that,

despite my condition,

I never had the clarity

to give such a friend the best of me.

I regretted it deeply—

for seeing him as a distraction from my boredom

instead of the blessing he truly was.

I was the only one who gained from that friendship,

while I waited for a tomorrow

that perhaps would never come.

The pain of losing him

was the final nail

in the coffin of my hope.

If I remained in this world,

I knew my soul would die of sorrow.
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The Black Screen
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The physical world had faded from me, and life itself had become a black screen.

No sound. No joy. No purpose.

It was a slow torture, a torment that consumed me from within.

I had lost the sight in my right eye, my hearing, my work, my friend.

I had nothing left.

My heart belonged to that other world—

the only place where my soul had ever felt at peace.

Here, in this existence, I was a walking corpse,

a ghost wandering through the streets without direction or meaning.

In my desperation, I sat on the couch, my hands trembling.

My mind was chaos—

a storm of memories, pain, and emptiness.

I remembered Ágata’s voice,

the promise I had made to my daughters, Mai and Kaori.

Those memories, vivid and cruel,

were both anchor and blade—

keeping me afloat,

yet cutting through the core of my soul.

I felt dead,

but with an unbearable urgency to come back to life—

the life that truly belonged to me,

the one beside them.

The only path my despair could see

was the one that led back

to where my soul felt whole again.

In that consuming melancholy,

I returned to the infinite library of the Internet.

My fingers moved with a desperate urgency,

as though my very joy depended on finding a crack in reality itself.

I searched for knowledge about the spirit world,

about astral planes,

about how a soul could separate from its body.

There had to be a way back—

a way to shed this empty shell

and return home,

to my family.

In that frenzy to escape this reality,

my fingers danced across my phone screen

like possessed creatures.

Each search led me into another dead end.

No hope.

No doorway.

No return to the world that meant everything to me.

Panic took hold of me,

and with the weight of total defeat,

I realized there was only one path left.

The only way to be with Ágata and my daughters again

was through death—

through the liberation of my soul from this hollow body.

My heart pounding,

I typed the words that chilled me to the bone:

“homemade methods to end your life.”

Among the search results,

a single post stopped me cold.

It read:

“Life belongs to the brave.

There is no prize in suicide.”

The words struck me like lightning in the dark.

The text continued,

saying that life is like gold—

it must endure the fire to reach its purest form.

As I kept reading,

the message began to sound like a voice speaking directly to my soul.

It said that life belongs only to God,

who gave it,

and only He can take it away.

It told me that even the prophets suffered,

that suffering is not in vain,

for within it lies redemption.

But suicide—

it said—

is cutting short that purification,

stealing the spirit from God

before it has been refined.

It ended with a truth that felt divine:

“The only way to transcend

is to trust blindly in God,

for His plans are perfect.

He never gives a trial

without also giving the strength to overcome it.”

The words hit me like a divine blow.

It wasn’t mere information—

it was a revelation,

a slap from heaven that shattered my despair.

Suddenly, the screen of my phone—

that black mirror of hopelessness—

glowed with purpose.

I realized my suffering was not a punishment,

but a test.

The blindness, the deafness, the emptiness—

all of it was part of a perfect plan

to purify my spirit,

to forge me into the gold

I was meant to become.

My search was not meant to escape reality—

but to understand it,

to transcend it.

With that awakening,

my despair turned into iron will.

I no longer wanted to die;

I wanted to live again—

not in this decaying plane,

but in the world of dreams,

where my soul still belonged.

My searches changed.

No longer did I type

“how to die,”

but “how to reach other planes,”

“how to astral project,”

and “spiritual masters.”

My hands, once trembling with fear,

now moved with a burning urgency—

a purpose I had not felt

since I awoke from the coma.

And then I understood the irony of it all:

my broken body was the key—

the blindness, the deafness—

these were not curses,

but doors.

The price of entry

into the world where true sight

and true sound exist.

My suffering was the fire

that would burn away the flesh

so that the soul could rise.

With my heart rekindled,

I kept searching—

knowing now that my life

was not a cruel joke

played by unseen forces,

but a sacred trial designed by God.

Driven by this revelation,

my fingers typed once more,

with purpose blazing through me.

I sought the words that would lead me home—

back to my real home.

And then I found it.

An article spoke of a Haitian spiritual master.

There was little information,

but the name and address were clear.

A man said to be a guide of souls,

one who could teach

the art of astral separation.

To most, he was a healer.

To me,

he was my last hope.

Life had taken everything from me,

but now it offered one final chance.

My eyes—though one blind—

shone with a new light,

a light not born of this world.

My heart, shattered by Domingo’s death,

was now burning with fierce determination.

It was no longer despair that moved me,

but faith—

faith that God had given me a trial

I could overcome,

a trial meant to lead me toward transcendence.

I knew the path would be dangerous.

But I didn’t care.

I had to go home.

Back to Ágata.

Back to Mai and Kaori’s laughter.

The black screen of my phone,

once a window to despair,

had become a map to freedom.

I had found my purpose.

I was no longer a ghost.

I was a warrior—

on a holy mission

to return to my true home.
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Seeking to Escape Reality

[image: ]




The physical world had become my prison, and I was its only prisoner.

Losing Domingo had been the final blow—a cruel reminder that in this reality, life was fleeting and love a luxury I could no longer afford. My heart, already shattered, broke into dust. I had nothing left to lose, only a world to win. With a fierce determination, my single purpose became to escape my body and this world that had stolen everything from me.

Life had no meaning without Ágata and my daughters, Mai and Kaori.

My only connection to what people called “reality” was the black screen of my cellphone. I sat on my mother’s couch, hands resting on the device, seeking the last spark of hope left to me. I searched deep into the web—spiritual forums, obscure books, whispers of other dimensions. I was looking for anything that could show me a way home, back to my true family.

I didn’t care if the path was dangerous or if the price was madness; I was ready to sacrifice everything.

One name kept returning to me through every search—a passage about astral detachment.

A text that spoke of the Ahitano, one capable of separating his soul from his body, and of his spiritual master, who guided others through the same journey.

In a world that felt alien to me, that article became my light in the darkness. It was proof. It was the sign I needed—the only certainty that somewhere, somehow, I could return to Ágata. That was the door. Now, all I needed was the key.

The physical world would no longer hold me captive.

The black screen of my phone was my only window to the outside, and my trembling hands began to move with the urgency my despair demanded.

What most people called life, for me, was death.

I clung to the web like a drowning man clings to driftwood—forums, spiritual texts, fragments of forbidden knowledge. That same article was my compass, my fragile hope, my only map back home. I no longer cared about anything else.
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