It’s been 6 years since the accident. Rose’s been in a coma for every one of them. The doctors have given up on her ever coming out of it. In a way, I suppose I have too.
They’ve finally agreed to let me bring her home. If they knew what I‘ve spent the past few years working on, they wouldn’t have.

I have this theory; it’s something akin to transmigration of the soul. Last night I put the finishing touches on the machine that will return my beloved to me.

The key to my plan has just walked in. She’s a sweet and pretty girl that’s only been working for me for the past week. She doesn’t know about my wife in the attic or her part in my plan.

“Your tea, Mr. Emerson,” she keeps her gaze low as she sets the silver tray on my desk.

I smile appreciatively, “Thank you, Elizabeth.”

She curtsies before she turns to leave. She doesn’t hear me come up behind her; doesn’t realize anything’s wrong until she feels the prick of the needle. She crumples into my arms and I place her on the couch near the study door.

I hurry to the attic door and unlock it. I don’t know how long the drugs will keep the maid out. Throwing the door open, I rush back to the study. The maid is still where I left her.

Carefully, I cradle her in my arms and start up the long winding stairs. Once in the attic, I set her on the gurney I had prepared next to Rose’s bed. Attaching the electrodes and monitors to her, I move to my beloved’s bedside.
I check her IV drips, glance at the monitors and gaze at her knowing that if all goes as planned, she won’t be in this shell tomorrow.

As I turn the machine on, it begins to rain, reminding some small part of my brain that I haven’t repaired the leak in the roof.

The sounds of the rain dripping into the small bowl are hypnotic as I push buttons and flip switches. Without realizing it, I’ve sent the machine into a humming frenzy.

The sound of a heart monitor registering a flatline finally breaks through to me, sending alarm bells jangling in my head.

“No, no, no!” I cross the room to Rose’s bedside in a few long quick strides. “Not yet, Rose, not when I’m so close.” Before the paddles can charge another sound catches my attention.

“Arthur?” the groggy voice comes from the woman on the gurney.

“Rose?” I move towards the voice.

The drug hazed eyes look up at me. “I didn’t think I’d ever see you again.”

I clasp her hand, but before I can find the words to express what I feel and what I’ve done for her, she sees it.

She looks on her old shell and screams.

“Rose, its okay,” I try to comfort her.

“Arthur, what have you done?”

“I got you a new body.”

She lifts her hands to looks at them, “How?”

“That doesn’t matter.”

“It matters to me.” She starts to panic. “Oh, God. Oh, God, Arthur. What have you done?”
Her elevated heart rate reacts badly with the drugs I used on Rose’s new form before the switch. Spasms rack her whole body before going limp and losing all function in her heart. 
I run to the already charged paddles and try to revive her. I’m too late. She’s really gone this time. I’ve lost her.

With a heavy heart, I turn off the monitor and remove the electrodes. I move to Rose’s original body next and repeat the process, with the few extra steps of removing the IVs and tubes. I stroke her hair before moving to power down my machine.

In frustration and grief, I begin kicking it. As the metal gives way in response, some little voice in my head tells me I should stop. I ignore it. 

Too late I realize that I’m standing in a puddle of water that has begun to seep under the machine. The residual electricity flows through me and holds me captive. The world around me grows dark.

I’m with Rose now. I’ve succeeded after all. 
