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For the first time in two weeks he opened his eyes. He struggled as he perched himself upright onto his elbows, observing the room around him.

He couldn’t believe his luck. He had finally done it!

He pulled out the tubes that were keeping him alive and placed his feet on the room’s cold tiles. He wanted to walk, but his leg muscles were so weak that they couldn’t support his weight, and he ended up on the floor. 

A nurse was passing by at the same time as the commotion and hurriedly entered the room. 

“Mr Burton!” she exclaimed. “Don’t move! I’ll find some help!”

As fast as she had entered, she left again. 

Brax ignored her advice. He tried to get back up onto his feet, but collapsed again, hitting his jaw against the floor. 

He sat there, pushing himself up with his arms, rubbing his throbbing face. 

Two nurses came to his aid. 

“Mr Burton, you should have waited for us. You’ve spent two weeks in a coma. Your legs are weak.”

Brax tried to respond but his mouth was dry. He couldn’t get his tongue in the right position. 

The nurse handed him a glass of water. He brought it to his lips. The warm liquid ran down his throat and the feeling surprised him. At last he could speak. 

“Thanks,” he said. “What happened?”

“The doctor will be here in a few hours to see you. I’m not authorised to discuss your file.”

Brax was already feeling exhausted. He got himself comfortable in bed again. 

“You should be proud of yourself for having come out of your coma,” said the nurse, leaving the room.

Brax could not believe what had just happened. He had succeeded in infiltrating his host, Michael Burton. His plan had worked. He had been dreaming about this for years. 

Now that he had woken up, what were they going to do with him? Where would he end up? 

He did not know what to do with his time as he sat, waiting for his doctor. He looked out of the window and inspected his body. He had beautifully large hands. He observed the delicate movements of his fingers. The human body was a wonder. He touched his face and found he had short hair and a fairly long beard. Although his muscles were weakened by his coma, he could feel that Michael was an athletic man. A little exercise should be enough to get his strength back.

However, a terrible thought crossed his mind. Would he be able to assimilate to this new planet? 

Finally, the doctor arrived. 

“Mr Burton, do you have any memory of the accident?”

“No, I can’t remember anything.”

“Do you remember Kimberley, your wife?”

“I have a family?”

“Yes, you’re married. Kimberley has been by your side each week since you’ve been in your coma. She’ll come by to get you in a few hours. You’re going to have to take it easy, but since you were already in good health at the time of the accident, your body hasn’t suffered much from these two weeks. We’ll administer a few routine tests, naturally, but you’ll be able to leave and continue on with your life.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

Brax was not surprised to discover that he did not have access to all the information in his host’s brain. He had been expecting it. At least he had retained some of the basics, such as language. What else would he remember? 

At that moment, Kimberley entered the room.

“I can’t believe it! I’m so relieved!” She flung herself around her husband’s neck. “I was starting to think I’d never get to speak to you again!”

Brax did not know how to react to this expression of love. He awkwardly patted her back. 

“Michael, I’m your wife, Kimberley. The doctor tells me that you don’t remember me. We’ve been married for five years. I was distraught when I heard that you’d been in a terrible bike accident.”

Brax could not figure out what to say to this woman, who he was meeting for the first time. He could not get control of his tongue and mouth. Although he had the ability to speak, he questioned what to say in this situation. 

“Don’t be mad at me, but I sold it for scrap. I forbid you from ever getting back on that thing!”

Noticing her husband’s confusion, Kimberley decided to take the lead. 

“Let’s grab your things and get out of here. This room is depressing.”

Kimberley gathered the few possessions Michael had and handed him a pair of glasses, placing them on his nose. He could see the woman’s face a lot clearer. From just one look, he found her beautiful. 

A nurse brought in a wheelchair. Brax got in with Kimberley’s help.

“Don’t be disappointed, Michael. You’ll see that, with a bit of rehabilitation, you’ll be back on your feet in no time.”

Kimberley thanked the nurse and pushed Brax in his wheelchair to a grey sedan. Brax stood up, opened the door and sat himself down in this metal object. It was quite comfortable. He inspected this machine intently. He had never seen one before, apart from in his research about Earth. He stroked the hard plastic of the compartment. 

“Don’t forget your seatbelt, babe.”

Brax hesitated. He observed Kimberley as she fastened hers, then copied her movements. 

Kimberley started the car. 

“I’m taking you home.”

Kimberley drove out of the car park. Brax gave a final look back at the hospital. 

Kimberley was driving along, then took a fork in the road leading to the motorway. A few kilometres further on, she turned her indicator on and exited the motorway. As they approached the home, she pressed a button and the garage door opened. Brax’s eyes widened. His house was magnificent. 

Built with white brick and in an American style, it had two floors and a double garage. 

“Are we rich?” he asked.

Kimberley laughed.

“We can’t complain.” 

“What’s my job?”

“You’re a psychotherapist. You have a lot of wealthy clients. Most of them are very anxious to see you again. You’re very well-known.” 

Brax was pleased.

Kimberley turned off the engine in the garage. 

“Here we are.” 

Brax tried to get out of the car, but Kimberley was quicker and came to his aid. He would have liked to have moved himself, but he had to lean on his wife to get into the house. 

Kimberley turned the key in the lock and opened the door. Brax was dazzled by the modern appearance of his new home. He admired the decor. He took pride in knowing the noble-looking materials made from wood and marble were his.

“I’ve put a bed in the living room, so you won’t have to climb the stairs to go to bed. In a few days you’ll be strong enough to come to the bedroom.”

She gave him an inviting smile.

“I’ve ordered your favourite meal for dinner.”

Brax did not know what Michael liked to eat. He looked at Kimberley with question marks in his eyes. She was concerned to see that her husband had forgotten so many details about his life. 


“Sushi, Michael. I’ve ordered sushi.” 



Brax smiled, even though he knew nothing about sushi. He had studied this planet

before deciding to set foot on it. It seemed as though he still had a lot to learn, both about eating habits and social interactions. 

Kimberley supported Brax’s weight and helped him to the sofa. He sat down with relief. He had not thought his body would be in such a state after his coma. He had no choice but to opt for this vulnerable body. A healthy host would have rejected his consciousness. 

Brax worked in scientific research on his home planet, Gallagia. He had developed a perfect method for interstellar travel without even using a physical means of transport. After years of experimentation and calculations, he had finally succeeded in teleporting his mind into the body of an Earthling. He had dissolved his being into atoms and propelled them at an incredible speed across the universe. 

A smile formed on his face. What a strange sensation! Human emotions were intense. He had read all about it, but to feel it was another story. 

He had had more than enough of his old life. The same old routine. There was no way that he could have continued repeating the same experience day after day. Life on Earth would be exciting. He also had the considerable advantage of escaping one or two people he would rather not see again. His controversial work had earned him the wrath of the government. The less educated laughed at him, but some of the scientists knew he was getting closer to the truth: a truth they did not seem to want him to bring out into the open. For this reason, he felt safer on Earth. 

He dreamt of this different life.

The doorbell rang. Kimberley got up to greet the delivery man. 

Brax heard her talking to the young boy. She returned quickly and placed the sushi on the table. 

“You can open up the boxes. I’ll bring out a bottle of wine to celebrate your return.”

She headed for the kitchen to fetch a bottle of rosé that she was keeping well-chilled in their wine fridge. 

She found the corkscrew and removed the cork, then returned to the living room with a smile. 

“One of your favourite rosés, my darling. I’ve been saving it to celebrate this event. I knew you’d come back to me. You’re a force of nature.”

Her voice seemed to choke, but Brax could not understand why.

Kimberley arranged the food on the table in the living room and poured the wine into the glasses. 

“Enjoy!”

Kimberley grabbed some chopsticks and placed the first piece of sushi between her teeth. Brax watched her for a moment and tried to imitate her. The chopsticks slipped through his fingers. He could not figure out how to use them. 

“I’ve forgotten how to do it,” he said sheepishly. 

“Don’t worry. It’ll come back to you. You can eat with your hands if you want.”

Relieved to be offered another option, he helped himself with his hands. He lifted the first piece to his mouth. He chewed and discovered the range of flavours. He tested the sauces and tasted the pickled ginger. Brax was amazed by his first meal on Earth. Everything was absolutely delicious. 

Once the food was consumed, Kimberley threw herself at her husband, kissing him until she was breathless. 

“Darling, I’m so glad I’ve got you back.” 

Brax let his instincts guide him. For the first time in his earthly existence, Brax experimented with sex. He did not have to pretend to like it. 
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Brax followed his rehabilitation routine. In just a few weeks, he had regained his former physique. He was relieved to finally have control over his body again. That morning, the physiotherapist said goodbye to him for the last time. 

Afterwards, Kimberley took Brax home and made him eggs for breakfast. 

“Michael, I think it’s time you went back to work. Your clients are calling. They’re looking forward to seeing you. Your secretary, Susan, says there are also interview requests waiting.”

“Interviews?”

“Of course, Michael. You’re a famous psychotherapist. You’re often invited to speak in front of the media.” 

Brax thought for a moment.

“Yes, I think I’m ready to go back to work.”

Kimberley was delighted with this decision. Their income had plummeted significantly since Michael’s accident. Their savings had fallen dangerously low, despite the enviable salary of her job as a financial advisor at the bank. 

“More coffee?”

Brax held out his cup, and she poured him some more of the dark liquid.

“You know, Michael, before your accident...”

Brax immediately felt defensive. Had she noticed something strange about his behaviour? 

“I mean...we’ve been married for five years now. I’m not getting any younger. We were planning to have children soon.”

Brax choked on his coffee. Him? A father of a human? He did not have the faintest idea how to do such a thing. Besides, he wanted his freedom.

“Since you were in a coma, I stopped taking the pill.”

Brax didn’t understand what this meant. 

“You’re not angry?” asked his wife.

How was he supposed to react? He had no idea. All he knew was that he preferred to avoid any confrontation.

“Of course not. It must have been difficult for you.”

Kimberley flung herself around his neck.”

“Oh, my darling! I’m so happy! I’ve waited so long to have children with you. It’s been my dream for forever.”

Brax swallowed hard. He got up to take his plate and utensils to the dishwasher. 

“What do I have to do to get back to work?”

“You can just tell your secretary to contact your clients. They’ll be on your schedule tomorrow. She keeps a list of people who are just waiting for her to call.”

“Perfect.”

Kimberley wrote down the number on a piece of paper and tidied up the kitchen. She placed a loud peck on Brax’s cheek before leaving. 

“Have a nice day,” she said, closing the door behind her.

Brax was tired of staying at home. Watching television bored him. An idea crossed his mind. 

“I have to help clients tomorrow and I know nothing about psychotherapy and so little about humans! I need to use the day to learn as much as possible about this profession.”

Brax headed for his study, hoping to find some clues about his profession. On the shelves of one of the bookcases, he spotted several academic works which adorned the oak shelves. He rushed over to them and sat down in the armchair.

Luckily for him, his mind was incredibly developed. He read quickly and absorbed a range of theories and tools, essential to the perfect psychotherapist. With relief, he realised that Michael’s profession would suit him perfectly, as he was fascinated by his reading. He even hoped to be as successful as the real Michael. 

The books captured his attention so well that he was surprised by Kimberley, slipping the key into the lock. 

“Hello, darling. I’m back,” Kimberley said as she entered.

Brax looked up from his desk.

“That’s where you’ve been hiding! I’m glad to see you’re getting a head start on tomorrow.”

“I’m back in the swing of things, as you say.”

“As who says?” she said, placing a kiss on his forehead. “Have you spoken to Susan?”

“Yes, I spoke to her earlier this afternoon. I’m going to have a busy week from the get-go!”

“That’s wonderful. I’m sure you’ll have more fun helping your clients than hanging around here.”

This statement gave Brax some hope. He thought he would adapt more quickly to his new life, but everything was complicated. Tomorrow he was going to live like a real Earthling by going to work. He was a little nervous about the idea of doing a job he had only just found out about, but, on the other hand, he was confident in his abilities. A mind as advanced as his, which had discovered how to travel several light years by teleportation, could only succeed in a typically human situation.

However, he hadn’t expected to like Kimberley so much. He felt bad for his wife, Leshi. He hoped to find a way to import her consciousness here to be with him. He didn’t know how, but he was confident he could do it. Unfortunately, the process that had worked for him would not work for Leshi. He had propelled his own particles by his mind, and he hadn’t had the chance to explain this unique method to anyone else. He had to get creative and find a different solution.

“I’m organising a party this weekend to celebrate your return. I’ve invited a few of our friends, neighbours and my parents.”

Brax felt a little nervous at the thought of meeting all these people. He was afraid he wouldn’t know how to react appropriately. He hadn’t spoken to many people apart from his wife. 

Kimberley sensed his unease, so she went over to him to comfort him.

“Don’t worry. I’ve explained to everyone that you’ve lost your memory. They know what’s going on. They all love you and can’t wait to see you again.”

The couple went to bed early. 

The next morning, Brax was excited to officially begin his new life. He jumped out of bed and went to the bathroom to get ready. 

Michael had a well-stocked wardrobe of the finest clothes. He showered, washed his face and chose his favourite suit. It was grey with fine white lines. He selected a colourful shirt with flowers. Unfortunately, it was a bit big for him since he had lost some weight during his coma.

His wife wolf-whistled at him in admiration when she saw him.

“I’m happy to see you so well dressed. I’m sure you’re going to love your first day back.”

“I’ve asked Susan to set aside some time in my schedule to read over the patients’ files before each of my appointments.”

“Right! It’s true: you’re not going to recognise any of them because you lost your memory.” 

“I’d love to remember our life together, but I know we’re going to make new memories together.”

Brax was very fond of his wife, who was always sweet to him. On the other hand, he couldn’t forget that he had someone important in his life before arriving on Earth. However, he was beginning to wonder whether he would be happier with Kimberley.

It was time to leave. Brax called a taxi to his office because he couldn’t drive anymore. At the door of the building, he hesitated to enter. He was afraid of making mistakes and being found out. On the pavement he was jostled by a hurried passerby. This contact broke his resistance. He straightened his back and went straight ahead. 

He activated the revolving door and entered the building. He made his way to the lift and noticed that his clinic was on the third floor. Instinctively, he pressed the right buttons to control the lift. 

Once on the third floor, he looked left and right to find his office. On a very large sign he saw his name spelt out: ‘Michael Burton, psychotherapist’.

He pushed open the door and saw a well-groomed woman in her fifties. Her short hair was neatly combed and she wore light makeup. Brax guessed that she was Susan, his secretary. Kimberley had told him about her to prepare him for his return to work. Susan seemed ready for action. As soon as she saw him enter, she stood up and rushed over to shake his hand. 

“Doctor Burton, I’m delighted to see you this morning. You’re looking very well. I can’t believe you’ve been bedridden for a fortnight.”

“Thank you, Susan. I’m glad to be back,” he said with a smile.

Susan walked quickly and returned to her desk. 

“There’s a lot to do. Your clients are anxious to see you again.” 

“Do you have any files on the patients so that I can review their cases before meeting them?”

“Actually, everything has been computerised for the last three years. Come, I’ll show you.”

Susan headed towards Michael’s office and he followed behind. 

Brax was impressed as he entered the room with white walls and furniture. He approached the window and saw that he had an unobscured view of the park. He smiled. 

Susan had already rushed over to his computer. 

“Come and look,” she said to regain his attention while he was distracted by the scenery.

He stepped forward to look over her shoulder. 

“Just click on the tabs in your diary and you’ll be able to consult the file of the next client.”

“So all the files are computerised and linked to my diary?”

“Yes. It’s very efficient, isn’t it?”

“Susan, you’re a gem.”

Susan left the room to let Brax prepare for his first meeting. Brax made a few clicks on the computer to read the information about his first patient. 

“Marie Allen Thomas, 29, single, suffers from bipolar disorder. She is being treated following a court order. She set fire to several bins over a period of three months before finally being arrested by the police. She claims a voice made her do it.” 

Brax sat back in his chair. This will certainly be an interesting case, he thought. His curiosity was immediately aroused by the figure who came through the door a few minutes later. 

Marie was a tall woman with hair dyed a dazzling red. A tattoo with a phrase written in characters Brax couldn’t decipher adorned on her forearm. She looked agitated. 

“Doctor Burton, you’re back at last. I had to consult another psychotherapist during your coma and it really didn’t work for me.”

Brax thought she looked lovely, with her little turned-up nose and her air of a damsel in distress. He was attracted to her slender body and her huge emerald eyes. He couldn’t wait to hear what she wanted to tell him. 

“Tell me everything that has happened since we last met.” 

“My father has threatened to cut me off. He wants me to get a job, but with my criminal record, that’s almost impossible. Also, I’ve only just graduated from secondary school.”

Brax reread some notes in his file.

“Are you still taking your medication as I told you?”

“The other psychotherapist,” she began, rolling her eyes, “changed my dosage. He said I wasn’t sociable enough. I’m tired of thinking that I’m not cut out for society. Maybe it’s the other way round.”

“That’s new,” Brax said, pointing at her tattoo. 

“Yes,” she replied, smiling. 

“What does it mean?”

“It’s a positive affirmation. ‘I’m perfect the way I am’. I asked the tattoo artist to write it in Korean, but I don’t know if he actually did.” 

She burst out laughing. Her carefreeness seduced Brax. He had never heard such a melodious sound. In fact, having fun was frowned upon on his planet, where work, seriousness and productivity were the religion. 

Marie observed him for a moment in silence. 

“You seem different. You talk a lot less than usual.” 

“I’m trying to understand how far you’ve come since we last met. Have you managed to confront your mother as we’ve discussed so many times?” 

“I don’t know what you were expecting. I’m more than tired of talking about my past. I’d like to dream about my future. I made a mistake setting fire to that apartment. Can we get past that now?” 

Marie crossed her arms and legs with an air of defiance. She had no more desire to come to this mandated psychotherapy. 

“We’ve only got a few more sessions before you’re free to get on with your life. I’d recommend doubling your efforts and making the most of it. You certainly don’t want another accident to happen to you. You need to sort out your past before you can move on into the future.” 

“You’re talking as if I were a drug addict.” 

“Of course not, but you do have another kind of addiction, and you’re easily influenced. We’re here together to help you build a stronger character.” 

The session was over. Brax felt like an imposter. He didn’t feel like he had helped Marie’s cause. He sincerely wanted to help. Without being able to explain it, he found her attractive and captivating. 

He only had a few minutes to consult the file of the next patient: Francis Tanguay. 

He read that Francis was the cherished son of parents who received substantial pensions. He felt misunderstood. He was committing petty crimes to scrape together a few drops of attention. Yet at 34 years old, he should have better things to do than seek his parents’ love. 

A tall, dark-haired young man came through the door. He slumped into the armchair opposite Brax and sighed. 

“I get the impression that you don’t want to be here,” Brax began. 

“You’re a real mind reader.”

“Why do you insist on attending our sessions? You’re an adult.”

“You know why. I come because my parents make me, otherwise they’ll cut me off.”

Brax had indeed read this in Francis’s file. 

“I remember we’ve already talked about it. You’re intelligent; you’re physically fit. There’s nothing to stop you finding a job. You have nothing to live for and you’re going in circles. Life only has meaning if you give it meaning.” 

“Stop being philosophical with me. I’m just showing up to please my parents and to get my check. I don’t give a damn about the rest.” 

Brax sighed. He didn’t know how to help Francis. He’d thought he’d learnt everything from books on psychology: he realised that this new job wasn’t as simple as it seemed. 

He continued talking to Francis. Time was moving slowly. He had no idea what he was doing. He was doing his best to play the role of Doctor Burton. At the end of what seemed like an eternity, he was relieved to see that their session was finally over. 

Francis stood up quickly, eager to get it over with too. 

“See you next week, Doc,” he said, walking out of the door.

Brax watched him run off, as if fleeing from a ghost.

Left alone for a moment, he sighed. He didn’t know how he was going to survive his monotonous life, one client after another. It certainly wasn’t what he had hoped for from his existence on earth. He had longed to experience the full range of positive emotions of humans, but he hadn’t realised that there would be an equal range of negative ones. He had been naive to believe that everything would be better. 

He saw four more patients before the end of the day and felt a sense of failure. He hadn’t managed to help any of them. When the last patient left his office, he sighed. Relieved, he finally got up from his chair.

Susan was still there. 

“Did you have a nice day?”

Brax hesitated to tell her the truth. He chose to lie.

“Yes, it really was. I’m glad to be back. I missed my work.”

Looking at Susan’s face, Brax knew he had given the right answer.  
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Brax felt exhausted from carefully choosing his every move all day. He didn't want to risk attracting suspicion. However, he could say that he was satisfied with his performance. In particular in front of Susan, who must have known him well because she had been Michael's employee for more than five years.

He grabbed his keys and wallet from his desk drawer. He went out, said goodbye to Susan for the evening and decided to take the stairs down the three flights. He found himself outside. On the busy street at the end of the day, he spotted a taxi and raised his hand to hail it.

When the car stopped in front of his house, he saw his wife through the window. He thought she was amazing, reading a book on their luxurious sofa. He paid the fare and closed the taxi door. He took advantage of these few minutes of calm to breathe a little and admire the human being who was now his companion.

"I never imagined that I would be attracted to a human. My wife Leshi must absolutely not find out."

Indeed, Brax's lawful spouse was waiting for him on his planet. He had promised her that he would try to transfer her to Earth. She wanted to follow him and live this adventure with him. However, he felt that with his new wife Kimberley he was questioning the idea of teleporting Leshi here. Kimberley was so sweet, so understanding, so docile, whereas Leshi was like fire. It was her untameable character that had attracted him to Leshi, but now that he had tasted the simplicity of his relationship with Kimberley, he was savouring all the benefits of being with someone less passionate.

He turned his key in the lock. Kimberley approached as soon as she heard him coming. She placed a kiss on his cheek.

Brax was happy to be back home.

“The party is tomorrow and several neighbours and friends have confirmed their attendance. Everyone can't wait to see you again.”

Kimberley seemed delighted, but Brax felt uncomfortable. He already found it difficult to act the part at work, so he doubted he would be able to put on a good show at the party, surrounded by a group of strangers he should know. He preferred to change the subject rather than talk about the party that was waiting for him.

“What's for dinner?”

Kimberley burst out laughing.

“You never used to be so greedy! It's like you're a new man,” she joked.

Brax felt hot. He had just made a mistake. It hadn't occurred to him that Michael might not like food so much, since for him it was a great joy. How was it possible that all human beings didn't enjoy eating as much as he did?
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