
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Destiny, passion, friendship, and the road to Santiago de Compostela

Written by:  F G C

A narrative, reflective, and adventure novel.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DESTINY, PASSION, FRIENDSHIP AND THE ROAD TO SANTIAGO DE COMPOSTELA

    

    
      First edition. December 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 FGC.

    

    
    
      Written by FGC.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


I have walked the Camino de Santiago de Compostela twice. The first time I did it completely on my own—a deeply personal and transformative experience. The second time, however, I had the privilege of walking it with my daughter, who celebrated her 21st birthday during the route. That day was especially emotional: in the hostel where we were staying, some pilgrims she had met along the way surprised her with a cake. You can imagine her face when they appeared singing and celebrating with her; it was one of those magical moments that only the Camino knows how to give.

Stories like that—small, spontaneous, full of humanity—are an essential part of this journey, and they make every stage unforgettable.

On YouTube you’ll find a series of 31 videos, one for each stage from Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port to Santiago de Compostela. If you’d like to take a look, here is the link to my channel:

https://www.youtube.com/@FGC-o4o

"Oh energy, whatever your name may be,

thank you for being with me along the way."

Things About Dogs, the Human Spirit, and Other Topics. Volume 1 and Volume 2 are two new works written by FGC.

In these pages you’ll find a collection of short stories that explore all kinds of everyday situations: from a conversation between two dogs who share a deep friendship, to those small realities we have right in front of our eyes but fail to notice due to routine or distraction... until life decides to give us a good smack on the nose to wake us up.

Each story offers a different perspective—emotional, funny, reflective, inspiring, and at times unexpected. These are tales that invite imagination, humor, and introspection.

Let yourself be carried away by the reading and you’ll find it hard to stop until you reach the final page.

You can find both volumes on Draft2Digital:

Things About Dogs, the Human Spirit, and Other Topics. Volume 1

Things About Dogs, the Human Spirit, and Other Topics. Volume 2

If you wish, you can also visit my YouTube channel:

https://www.youtube.com/@FGC-o4o
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https://www.youtube.com/@FGC-o4o
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F62479681@gmail.com

Prologue

Someone once told me something I’ll never forget: “Stop working all the time. Make space for yourself—to give your body, your mind, and your soul the maintenance they need.” At that moment, their words resonated with me in a way I hadn't anticipated. They suggested I start enjoying what I had achieved so far, because even though it seemed like I had a whole life ahead of me, I would never know when the end might come. “If you died suddenly, would you feel satisfied with what you’ve done and lived?” That was a question that made me reflect deeply.

They also told me that one of the best ways to break out of that routine, that whirlwind of work and obligations, was to travel. Not just as a temporary or partial escape, but as a real way to connect—with time, with the world, and with myself. They explained that once you start traveling, something inside you changes. You realize how much you’ve missed by being trapped in the day-to-day routine, in the constant doing, without even stopping to look at what’s around you and in front of you. And the curious thing is that when you’ve just returned from a trip, the feeling of having discovered only a small piece of the world immediately pushes you to plan the next journey across this blue planet. It’s as if the backpack from the last trip never completely empties—there’s always something left to discover and explore.

The most interesting thing about all this is that “you only need to take the first step.” That’s the key: daring to say “yes” to adventure and mystery. It’s a yes to the unknown, to what challenges your limits, to what transforms your worldview. And once you do it, something inside you changes. Your perspective on life expands in an incredible way. The boundaries between what’s possible and impossible blur and fall at your feet, and you realize that life is full of surprises just waiting to be lived.

Traveling not only allows you to discover new places, but it also teaches you to know yourself better. It’s a way of stepping out of your comfort zone and starting to understand the true value of what really matters. And the more you give yourself to that adventure, the more you realize that the world is both big and small, diverse and full of experiences that are simply waiting for you.

In the end, it’s not just about the places you’ll be, but about the people you’ll meet, the stories you’ll hear, the moments of solitude that will make you stronger, and the new perspectives that will open doors in your mind and in your energy that you never imagined. Traveling doesn’t just change your life; it changes the way you see The Everything.
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A Monster Called Phone
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It was 6:30 in the morning when my alarm clock went off. As usual, I got up with difficulty, since the chronic laziness I wake up with takes a few minutes to dissipate. With considerable effort, I stretched my arms toward the sky—or rather, toward the ceiling of my bedroom—and yawned, opening my mouth like a bossy lion.

Without wasting any more time, I went straight to the bathroom. There, looking at my reflection in the mirror, I thought, “Man, I look rough. Nothing a little exercise can’t fix.” With that motivation, I put on my running shoes, shorts, a T-shirt, socks, and a hoodie. Then I grabbed my bike, headed out to the street, and made my way to the park where I usually work out.

On the way, riding my bike, I felt my body starting to recharge with energy. At a traffic light, while waiting for it to turn green, I entertained myself by watching people on their way to work. There were young, pretty women, full of enthusiasm to make their dreams come true, as well as guys determined to conquer the world in one go. Though some didn’t seem quite as energetic, just watching all of them go back and forth filled me with vitality. When the light finally turned green, I started pedaling with renewed vigor, as if I had stolen a bit of energy from each person I had just seen.

––––––––
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When I arrived at the park track, after a few laps—first jogging and then running—sweat started to run down my face. My shirt was quickly soaked, and although running usually lifts my mood, that morning I was lost in thought. I couldn’t stop thinking about my relationship with Nicol, my girlfriend, and how it had slowly deteriorated until, weeks ago, we decided to end it. That thought stole some of my peace and made the physical effort feel heavier.

Even so, I kept running, feeling the rubber track under my feet. The sun, shy and sluggish, was just peeking over the horizon, but its warmth—conspiring with my exertion—made the sweat pour even more intensely and abundantly.

Nicol was the only woman in my romantic life during those days. Over the years, everything had revolved around her and only her. My habits, my priorities, and my love were dedicated to Nicol—of course, after my two children. I admit that being faithful to one woman is not easy, especially when beautiful women around you pay attention and sometimes send flirtatious invitations or hints. However, when you love someone, you know you don’t want that person to be unfaithful to you, so you must offer the same in return: loyalty and respect, both to her and to the relationship.

On weekends, we almost always met to go to the movies, the theater, or somewhere else. We also met on Tuesdays, although that day we usually preferred to stay at my place. We'd order food, watch a movie, and then make love—or, as she jokingly said, “do dirty little things.” I still remember how funny it was to hear her say that for the first time.

That day was a Saturday, and as always, our routines seemed unchangeable. Interestingly, though, Tuesday was the only day that if we went out somewhere, we did so in Nicol’s SUV. I couldn’t take my car that Saturday because it was in the shop and wouldn’t be ready until the following Monday. We had just come back from a movie, and sitting in Nicol’s SUV on the street in front of my house, I said:

— “Do you want to come up for a bit? I’ll make you some tea.”

It was around nine at night, and I knew Nicol didn’t drink coffee after seven because then she couldn’t sleep. That’s why I offered tea instead of coffee. She pretended not to understand and asked:

— “Why do you want me to come up?”

— “Why do you think I want you to come up? It’s not like I need you to wash and iron all my clothes, right?”

— “Oh, so you want to do dirty little things!” Nicol replied.

I almost burst out laughing when I heard her say it for the first time.

Of course, not everything was amusing. For example, when I had just met Nicol and we went to the movies, I was used to sitting in the middle of the theater and row for a better view of the screen. However, with Nicol, we never sat in the center—only at the end of the row, by the aisle. That way, the view wasn’t as good, since it was from the side, not straight on. 

Nicol liked sitting that way because she preferred having the aisle next to her, so she wouldn’t be beside strangers.

When she spent the night at my apartment—from the very first time—she told me:

— “I sleep next to the nightstand, because that’s how I like it.”

In my bed, that was my spot, but even so, I gave it up for her.

When I rearranged the living room in the apartment and placed two reclining chairs in front of the screen, I used to sit in the one on the right—it was my favorite. But when Nicol came over and I sat in that chair, she said:

—“I want the chair on the right.”

And, chivalrously, I gave it up for her.

The same thing happened with other things—I gave in out of courtesy. However, Nicol was never capable of saying:

—“At the movies, let’s sit where I like this time, and next time where you like.”

The same thing happened with the bed and the seats at home.

My mistake was staying silent, not speaking up when I could’ve talked it through—not to argue, but to negotiate.

And that's how, little by little, Nicol became my whole world.

After exercising, I went home. When I got there, I showered and had some cereal and fruit for breakfast. In those days, I had a growing sense of loneliness inside me—an immense emptiness, a deep void.

I knew my life had to go on. This isn’t over until it’s over, and maybe our relationship was done—but my life wasn’t. Only God knows how and when my existence on this plane will end.

So my duty, as a human being who’s been given the chance to experience this reality, is to keep living and enjoying all that has been granted to me as an inhabitant of this beautiful blue planet.

I left the house, got into my car, and headed to work. While stopped at a red light, I looked at people passing by again: men, women—maybe heading to work, the bank, or school. It was strange, but I was now paying more attention to the little details of everyday life.

I saw a beautiful woman walk by, showing off her gorgeous legs, wearing heels that enhanced her figure masterfully—and instantly, I thought of Nicol. She usually wears heels, and she looks stunning in them with those fair-skinned legs. Anyone passing by would turn to look at her.

It was curious, but I often imagined Nicol at her workplace, taking the elevator. Inside the elevator: her and three other guys. The guys in the back, and she near the door—they'd glance at each other, whisper, elbow each other, admiring her well-shaped body.

One of them, the most lustful, wouldn’t just whisper—he’d fantasize in his dark, twisted thoughts about caressing Nicol’s legs. That made me jealous, in a way, but also aroused me—knowing someone fantasized about and desired Nicol.

Still, only I could make love to her. Only I could touch her. Only I made her realize she was capable of having multiple orgasms.

One time, while we were making love, I discovered that Nicol liked it when I whispered dirty things to her—right when we were about to climax, seconds before the ecstasy hit. Hot, sweaty, in the heat of the moment, it turned her on intensely. She told me it was like making love to her body and her brain at the same time—something incredibly hot, very arousing, that made her orgasms much more intense and delicious.

An Erotic Explanation.

One day, at the mall, we were enjoying a delicious coffee at one of those famous franchise cafés. That day, the place was almost empty, and the closest people were three or four meters away from us. I asked Nicol to describe in more detail what she meant by making love to her body and her brain at the same time.

This is what Nicol told me—in a low voice and a slightly sensual tone, while we sat there in the café:

"Two weeks ago, when we were together—Saturday night, at your place. That night, we were both naked, standing there by your bed. You bent me over, making me lean on the bed, and you immediately pressed your chest against my back. We were both already sweaty, and I felt your sweat mixing with mine, right as I felt you enter me. Then, you started moving slowly, gently, and began to kiss the nape of my neck. I couldn’t see you, but I felt the warm air of your breath on my neck and upper back..." "That's when I asked you to say dirty things to me, and you started whispering them in my left ear. Then you switched to my right ear, while you moved inside me—slowly, and then suddenly, desperately slow—you started to go a little faster."

Let me know if you want a more poetic, literary, or toned-down version depending on the context. "You slowed down, as if to make me suffer from desperation, only to increase the speed again, moving quickly inside me as if you wanted to drive me crazy with pleasure and desire. 

The sweat on my back and your chest slid down our bodies to our most intimate parts, and combined with our fluids, it served as a timely lubricant." "Then you started moving faster and more steadily. With a trembling voice and the warm breath that soaked my words, I begged you not to stop, to go faster—and you did, while whispering filthy things in my ear." It was then that I couldn't take it anymore and started to release myself. There is not such thing as a one-time ejaculation; It was a burst, like five times in a row. Then, I couldn’t stop ejaculating.

I felt like I was burning up inside, my whole face tingling, my brain working at a thousand percent, processing all the filthy things you were whispering to me. In an instant, the tingling spread through my entire body. I screamed with all my strength because I felt that if I didn’t, I would explode. It was something like releasing an enormous pressure from within me, with that intense scream of both heavenly and hellish pleasure. That’s what I mean when I tell you that you make love to both my body and my brain.

The car horn behind me snapped me out of my steamy thoughts. I put the car in gear and drove off to work.

The following days felt like a fog of sadness and exhaustion. I didn’t want anything but to sleep. I ate because I knew I had to, not because I was hungry. I got out of bed in the morning to go to work, but reluctantly, without energy or motivation. If zombies were real, I have no doubt I would’ve been one of them—walking without feeling anything except a heavy sadness and darkness in my chest.

It was almost 10 a.m. I was home, about to leave for work, when something caught my eye as I passed through the living room: the phone. That phone, which would transform before my eyes into a greenish monster with enormous jaws full of sharp, pointed teeth dripping with saliva. Its jaws opened and closed, trying to devour me. I wanted to pick it up and call Nicol, try to save our relationship—or maybe get confirmation that it was truly over, like in those old 80s video games when the game ends: “Game Over.” I stared at the phone but didn’t dare get too close, afraid of its crocodile-like teeth—or at least that’s how I imagined it. I stood there in the living room, frozen, indecisive. My mind began to release and relive memories.

I remembered how I met Nicol. It was one morning at the park where I usually go to exercise. Running is what I enjoy most, along with cycling and fronton.

That morning, I was jogging without a care in the world when suddenly, about ten meters ahead, I noticed a female figure also running.

At that time, I had a female friend I often ran with. We’d regularly accompany each other to make the workout more enjoyable. It’s well known that running with someone else makes the activity more pleasant and the time go by faster than running alone.

I picked up my pace to catch up with what I thought was my friend. I was just two meters behind her when I said:

—Hi! How are you?

She turned to look at me and—oh, surprise!—I was mistaken. It wasn’t my friend, but someone else. 

A woman who, at least from behind, looked a lot like her. She had a small waist, well-shaped and firm buttocks, long and sensual legs. I had no choice but to apologize. I explained that I had confused her with someone else. She smiled kindly and said:

—No worries, it’s nothing.

And with that, she kept running.

At the time, there was no one special in my life. I had been sailing solo for quite a while—no companion to share moments with, no one to caress, give myself to completely, or share silly things with, like going to the movies or the theater. Someone whose hand I could hold when she was sick—or just to feel her warmth.

My life had been good and simple, but it lacked a partner.

That woman I had accidentally mistaken was beautiful, with a stunning figure. Within seconds, I decided I had to get to know her. So, beyond apologizing, I asked if she’d mind if I ran alongside her. To my surprise, she said it was fine.

Inside, I celebrated:

—Yesss! I’m the best, a real Don Juan!

I told her my name and she replied:

—My name’s Nicol.

Without stopping our run, we shook hands. After we finished our workout, I asked for her phone number. I told her I’d love to keep in touch. Nicol agreed but said there was no need to exchange numbers—we could just chat there in the park.

Days went by and I saw her again at the same place. I asked for her number again, but she didn’t give in. I invited her out, and while she didn’t say yes, she didn’t exactly say no either. Time passed through our conversations and shared workouts. Days turned into weeks, and weeks into months. Finally, a year later, Nicol agreed to meet up outside the park.

We arranged to meet at a restaurant for lunch. I was a bit skeptical about whether she’d show up, but what I knew about her from our chats made me think she would. Nicol didn’t seem like the type to stand someone up. If that had been her intention, she would’ve done so long ago by more directly rejecting my invitations.

I had nothing to lose—in fact, I had much more to gain.

When I arrived at the restaurant, I started looking for her. It was the agreed time and place. The restaurant had an area with books and magazines. I scanned the space, searching for Nicol, but only saw, from behind, two men reading magazines and a woman in tailored pants who looked at least 15 years younger than Nicol. From behind, at least, that’s what I thought. So I kept looking around but didn’t see her. Maybe she hadn’t arrived yet.

Well then, I’d have to wait.

I headed to the magazine section, and as I did, the woman standing there turned around. To my surprise, I saw it was Nicol. It was the first time I had ever seen her dressed in anything other than workout clothes. What a beauty—what a vision! A goddess was standing before me. She looked stunning, more than I could have imagined. When she greeted me with a simple “Hi,” I could barely get any words out to respond. She didn’t notice, and I barely managed to mumble a shy, “Hi, how are you?”

We went to the table and started eating. I couldn’t stop thinking about her—her figure, and how I had assumed the woman in the book and magazine section couldn’t possibly be her. But it was. It was Nicol, and she looked spectacular. The most exciting part of it all was thinking that maybe there was a chance she could be mine, that I could give myself over to her charms completely.

Of course, I knew that if it had taken a year to convince her to go out to eat with me, it would take at least a few more weeks before I could be alone with her in the dark, in intimacy. But that didn’t matter in the slightest, because Nicol was worth it—worth the time, the effort, and the wait.

We finished eating, and I asked for the check. As we left, I was hoping we’d walk together, chatting about anything—nonsense, or something along those lines. But my surprise was even greater than seeing her for the first time in clothes that weren’t sporty.

There, in the parking lot of the small shopping center, Nicol suddenly said to me:

—"Do you want to be with me?"

Every part of me froze. When I finally reacted, my priority was to make sure I had understood what she meant: “Do you want to make love to me?” And yes, that’s what she meant. However, it wasn’t exactly that. What Nicol was really asking was: “Do you want to have sex with me?”

Why do I say this? Because some time later, Nicol confessed to me that she and her doctor had talked about me. Nicol wasn’t just afraid of getting into a relationship—she was also unsure. She was curious to understand why I had waited for her for so long—over a year. A year of insisting, of looking for her every day in the park where we exercised. A year during which, at times, she would disappear for several days or even weeks. She was curious to understand my patience.

When she discussed it with her doctor, the doctor said:

—“Have sex with him, but just once, and walk away if you don’t want to get involved with him or with anyone else.”

So Nicol took her doctor’s advice. In a couple of days, she’d be leaving on a 30-day vacation, so this was the perfect time to have sex with me and then disappear. She wouldn’t see me during that time, and that gave her a big emotional and moral advantage for her plan.

Obviously, those weren’t my plans. What I was looking for wasn’t just a night of sex. I think I had made that pretty clear by pursuing her for over a year. I wanted—and needed—a woman for life.

When I was sure that Nicol truly wanted us to have a sexual encounter, I immediately accepted her proposition. Who in their right mind wouldn't want to be with such a beautiful woman like Nicol? I had been pursuing her for a little over a year, so we went to a hotel.

As for what happened in the hotel, I’ll just say I enjoyed her body to the fullest—cautiously, but within the bounds of what’s usually expected for a first time with someone. I took advantage of every moment to the limit.

When we left the hotel and said goodbye, I told her I wanted to see her again. Nicol, surprised, responded:

—“Do you really want to see me again?”

I confirmed:

—“Of course I want to see you again.”

Somehow, I realized she wasn’t expecting that answer. It wasn’t part of her plan. In the end, she had no choice but to tell me she would be going on a trip and wouldn’t be back for at least 30 days, so, according to her, “there’s no point.” I asked her about the trip, and she explained she was going on vacation. I told her I didn’t mind, that I would wait for her—that if things went well, I would always wait for her. I assured her that when she came back from vacation, I’d still be here, thinking about her.

In my living room, sitting in front of the phone, I remembered all of this. In the end, I decided to face my fear: I imagined beating the monster-shaped phone with a club, then I picked it up and called Nicol.

I was terrified to confirm that it was truly over, but I couldn’t bear one more day in that state. It was early March, and the previous year had been full of fights, reconciliations, and long periods of separation, until we finally decided to end our more than seven-year relationship.

However, the way she ended things—first with a WhatsApp message and then, days later, with a phone call—hadn’t completely convinced me. It seemed too drastic. Would it be a good idea to make one final call? For me, it was necessary: my mind and my heart needed it, either to get a definitive confirmation or, maybe, a miracle that could fix things. My stupid heart twisted the arm of my rational brain to force it to make the call.

I gathered my courage and dialed her number.

—“Hello?” she answered.

—“It’s me, Gabriel.”

—“Ah, yes. Go ahead.”

—“I just want to ask you: is this really over? Is everything finished?”

—“Yes, of course. I’ve met someone else.”

There was more conversation between us, but I’ll only mention the essentials.

After hanging up, I sat there thinking for a while. A huge void started to take over my chest. The nostalgia and sadness grew with each passing second. Tears ran down my face; I tried to stop them, but it was impossible. I felt like I couldn’t breathe and that the world around me was closing in. Suddenly, I was no longer in my apartment.

I’m on a battlefield, like in those medieval movies where two great armies clash in a vast treeless plain. Both are ready to wage a bloody battle, driven by motives that, like all wars, make no real sense. Blood splashes onto my face—not mine, but that of my enemies, who are now either in hell or perhaps in paradise.

I grip my sword, red like my face. Around me, two massive armies are fighting to the death in this distant land. Suddenly, I find myself surrounded by several enemies. I’ve fallen from my horse, which now lies lifeless on the blood-soaked ground. Now, standing, I take in the scene. I lift my gaze to the sky, gray and cloudy, like the uncertain fate of those who dare venture into the business of war.

Suddenly, a break opens in the clouds, a sunbeam pierces through the gap and touches my face. The light is warm and comforting; it caresses my soul, tormented by days of war. I hear a voice within me whispering: “No!” But I don’t understand what it means. The voice insists: “Nooo!” I’m distracted, watching my enemies get closer and closer, their swords ready to pierce my body and feast on my blood. Then the voice finally clarifies:

“No. Not now. Not today. Not here. This land will not drink your blood.”

I look ahead and see my enemies. I search for a way out, form a plan. I grip my sword tighter and carve my way through with its blade. The swords clash, producing the unmistakable sound of death. I spin once, twice, over and over again, wielding my weapon with determination. 

My foes fall one by one until none remain. I lower my sword and my gaze to the ground. I take a deep breath, filling my lungs with air.

Is it over? That’s the question I ask myself immediately.

A gust of hot air interrupts me. I look to the horizon and see a massive dragon flying just above the ground. When it sees me, it speeds up and heads straight toward me. It locks its gaze with mine, and as it gets closer, I can make out a cruel, ruthless, and dark word tattooed on its forehead: “Loneliness.”

The beast is almost upon me. I raise my sword, readying myself. I’m not challenging the dragon, nor defending myself from it, but from the word it bears marked upon it. The clash is imminent and inevitable. My survival instinct kicks in and urges me to run. I leave my house, get into my car, and drive aimlessly for 50 minutes.

When I return home, I sit in the living room. A feeling of escape overwhelms me: I want to go far away. I no longer want to stay in my house, in my business, in my city. Above all, I don’t want to be near the woman I loved who is now gone.

It’s a feeling I’ve experienced before. I remember when I was younger, I parked my car near the airport. I watched the planes land and take off while telling myself, “I feel like throwing everything to hell and going far away, where no one knows me. Maybe on vacation, but I just want to feel free and alive.”

This time, however, the urgency was different. I wanted to escape to forget, to distance myself from the loneliness settling into every corner of my heart and mind. Also, last month I had a birthday and promised myself a vacation, but I didn’t take it because of work and problems. “Just Excuses Betraying Myself.”

The glass overflowed and finally spilled. I turned on my computer and looked for accommodation in Paris, France. Then I searched for plane tickets to the same destination. I wanted to leave as soon as possible, but I was only able to coordinate everything for the following Sunday. Well, it didn’t matter. Just three more days and I would be gone for thirty-seven days—or maybe forever. That was a real possibility for a broken heart, desperate to put distance between itself and the woman who had once been its whole life, now its ex.

I pulled out my credit card and paid for everything at once: round-trip flight and lodging. Okay, okay—I know I said I wasn’t sure if I’d come back, but the truth is that leaving the return ticket open cost almost twice as much, so I had to set a return date in order to get a much cheaper fare.

It was done. There was no turning back now. In just a few days, my life would change in ways I never imagined. In just a few days, destiny, in complicity with the universe and the energy that surrounds us, would open my eyes, my spirit, my heart, and my mind. It would touch my soul to remind me that there’s a whole world out there, that Nicol is not my whole world, that there is so much more to discover—places, people, feelings, and experiences I need to live in order to complete my learning as a human being.
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