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Prologue 
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In the first volume of the series, Brax succeeded in transferring himself into the body of Michael, a psychotherapist in Montreal. He had settled into his new life so well that he decided to leave his wife, Leshi, to start his own family with Kimberley. Their little daughter, Roselyn, has just been born.

Leshi, who walks the Earth in the body of Marie, was feeling neglected, so she asked Brax to bring her best friend, Evat, to Earth. Brax agreed, but not without it being on his own terms. He chose the body of Thomas Parker, an attractive, but dangerous, man, as her host.
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Chapter 1
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Roselyn. Leshi had just learned of her birth. Brax's baby had completely changed Leshi's life, even though the baby had no idea of its own existence yet.

Leshi hated the situation, but, in spite of everything, she couldn't hate Roselyn, since she had nothing to hate her for.

Leshi also wanted to be a mother. Although she was ambitious and a career woman, having children had always been a part of her life plan. She loved the idea of taking care of little Gallagians who would discover her planet thanks to her. It was a responsibility that suited her perfectly.

However, nothing seemed to be going according to plan. Even though she had done her utmost to control her life, events continued to thwart her vision. Intense frustration overwhelmed her. She would have preferred to be in control at all times.

Brax, her ex-husband on Gallagia, had sent her a text message announcing the birth of Roselyn. When she read the words, they made no sense. Of course she knew that Kimberley, his new partner, had been pregnant with Brax’s baby, but the reality seemed impossible to admit and everything was still a blur in her mind. Now a human being had been added to this planet and Brax was responsible.

Now that Brax, Kimberley and Roselyn were a family, Leshi was beginning to think that, just perhaps, Brax's place was with them. She cried every night alone in her room, out of sight of her roommate, Ashley, and her best friend, Evat. She found it hard to give up on her relationship. Evat had always told her that Brax wasn't right for her. Would she be able to let him go? "He's already moved on anyway," she sobbed.

She was gradually coming to terms with her marriage. To do this, she was making the most of the time she spent with Vincent, Ashley and Evat.

She was particularly comforted by the presence of her best friend. Leshi could be completely herself with her. On the other hand, Evat was still angry at her for having brought her to Earth without consulting her. In her defence, Leshi had found no way of talking to her. Communications only travelled in one direction between Gallagia and this planet, since Leshi had managed to send electronic messages to Brax. It all seemed so long ago!

Leshi couldn't help but find it ironic that Brax, who was so keen on his freedom, had now become a father, which came with its fair share of responsibilities. What was difficult was the fact he had never told Leshi that he wanted to start a family with her. The thought brought a pang to her heart.

Leshi walked with determination towards the university. Despite her brisk pace, she shivered on the cold October morning. Despite all the pain caused by her increasingly official separation from Brax, Leshi had to concentrate on her studies. She had a considerable workload with the nine courses she wanted to take in the autumn term. In addition, she continued to spend a few hours a week in the lab. This part-time job would give her a head start on her career. Although Brax continued to send her money every month, it wasn't enough to cover all her living expenses. In fact, she now had to provide for Evat's needs too, as she hadn't yet found a job.

Her best friend had been living with her since her release from the psychiatric institute a few weeks ago. Leshi had brought a man, who Ashley already considered a danger, into their home. Leshi set her up in their living room, ignoring all her objections. Thanks to the comforting presence, Leshi felt good. Sharing her life with a loyal comrade at her side was precious. They had so many secrets to tell each other. Now that Leshi could confide in someone, she was able to manage her emotions better and had even managed to cut down on her alcohol consumption. In any case, hiding her excesses with her best friend in the flat at all times was more complicated.

On the other hand, Leshi was disappointed that Evat didn't like her new life on Earth with her. Evat did not seem as determined as Leshi to mould this life to her wishes. Of course, it was harder for her to adapt since Thomas Parker, her host, had left some difficult obstacles in her path. As soon as one door closed, she got discouraged and went back to hiding in the apartment. Leshi and Ashley did everything they could to support her, but nothing worked.

Lost in her thoughts, Leshi entered the Science Complex without even realising it. A friend greeted her in the hall, bringing her back to the present moment.

***
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For as long as Kimberley could remember, she had dreamed of being a mother. As a child, she had a collection of dolls that she looked after with great care. She fed them, dressed them up and rocked them lovingly. It seemed to her that she was born for this great role. She had even chosen a career that could balance her work and family. There was no question of working evenings and weekends like her husband. She preferred a stable office job with a predictable schedule.

However, a doll didn't need round-the-clock attention, nor cry all the time. Kimberley had grossly underestimated the level of difficulty entailed in taking care of a human baby. To add to her distress, she had set the bar very high for her role as the perfect mother. She had consulted several books on child stimulation, which led her to devise a hectic schedule every day: breastfeeding, naps at regular times, baths, massages, adapted physical exercise, reading and discussions in French and English.

Nothing was going according to plan and Kimberley was exhausted and unhappy. Faced with the failure of her vision, she felt miserable. She wasn’t living up to her expectations. She blamed herself and Roselyn for not living up to her dreams. Reality hit her like a ton of full nappies in the face. Why did all the other mothers seem to be doing so well, while she was crying almost every day?

Breastfeeding hurt. The nipples bled with every feed and she was fed up with the tiny mouth suckling at her hungrily. She felt like a walking milk machine, at the constant beck and call of this little being. Kimberley had read that priority should be given to this method of feeding to ensure optimal health for the child. Her Facebook feed reminded her of this, with all the messages praising breastfeeding that had been posted since she had given birth. For this reason, she wanted to persevere for as long as possible.

When she tried to talk to her husband about it, to confide in him about what was weighing on her mind, he invariably replied that all she had to do was wean the baby off breastfeeding. He couldn't understand why she persisted when a bottle seemed just as appropriate. She wanted to scream in rage at his incomprehension.

In the dead of night, she sometimes thought that she regretted having had a child... but she would never admit it, not even if she were being tortured.

***
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Evat woke up with a sore back. She had been sleeping on Leshi's couch since she had nowhere else to go. Evat wiped her cheek with the back of her hand. Crumbs from her bag of snacks were stuck to it. As she stood up, the open bag beside her fell to the floor, spilling even more crumbs. Evat sighed as she picked them up.

She was not adapting well to her new existence on Earth. Everything seemed so different! The values, the pace of life, her identity... It was all part of a package of changes that was hard to accept. As if that wasn't enough, living in the body of a man with a past as deep as Thomas Parker’s was closing a lot of doors. Following the mysterious death of his wife and his incarceration in a psychiatric institution, this man had lost everything. His flat had been emptied to pay legal fees and he was made homeless. Thomas Parker had nothing left but a few clothes and a motorbike in poor condition. Evat had learned to drive it. She liked this mode of transport, which allowed her to swerve in and out of the city's traffic, but, for the moment, Evat had nowhere to go except for a walk. In fact, every place she had applied to for a job had turned her down. Who would hire a man like Thomas?

Evat had been living temporarily in Leshi's living room for too long. She felt that her presence was beginning to bother Ashley. She had no money, no future and no home.

She got up to throw away the bag of snacks and opened a cupboard to make herself a bowl of cereal for breakfast. She chose Leshi’s box, but she often helped herself to Ashley’s food on the sly. For once, she decided to be good and not provoke Ashely’s hatred, even though she didn't like Leshi's brand of cereal. Just then, Ashley came out from her room and joined Evat in the kitchen. She picked up the bread and put a slice to toast.

“Still no luck with your job search?” she asked.

“No. No success at all.”

“That's a shame," remarked Ashley.

Evat pursed her lips to avoid answering. After all, her presence under this roof depended on her goodwill. She tried to win Ashley’s sympathy by tugging at her heartstrings.

“When employers find out about my past, which is all over the internet, they reject me.”

Ashley’s toast jumped out of the toaster. She grabbed it and brushed it with butter. They sat down at the table in the dining room to continue their discussion over lunch.

“Since no one's hiring you, it's about time you thought about hiring yourself," suggested Ashley, biting into her toast.

“What do you mean?”

“You could start your own company.”

Evat was immediately excited. It was the best idea she had ever heard.

“Can I do that?”

“Of course you can.”

“But what kind of company could I set up? I don't know what kind of services I can offer.”

“Think about your talents. What can you do better than anyone else?”

Evat remained silent. She considered her options, chewing absent-mindedly. She needed time to think. Ashley finished her breakfast and put her plate in the sink.

“I'm off to work. See you later.”

Evat finished her cereal. She had to come up with a brilliant idea, and quickly. She took out a pen and paper to take notes. What were her skills? She hadn't done anything in particular since her arrival on Earth. There was perhaps something she could consider a talent. "I pretend every day to be someone I'm not."
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Chapter 2
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Brax was walking back home. Since the birth of his daughter, Roselyn, he hadn't had a second to himself. His only moments of peace were when he was at work. At his clinic or hospital, he felt normal. He could breathe. At home, his to-do list kept growing. On top of that, as soon as he walked in the door, Kimberley put Roselyn in his arms. She cried a lot. He would have liked to give her formula milk in a bottle, but Kimberley was vehemently opposed to it. She was adamant about breast-feeding and Brax couldn't explain why. He knew she was suffering and yet she persisted.

In his heart of hearts, Brax thought that Roselyn was crying a lot because she was hungry. He had never admitted it to Kimberley, because he was convinced that she would throw a huge hissy fit at him for daring to insinuate such an outrageous idea.

However, Brax still intended to test his hypothesis in the evening without his wife’s knowledge. He stopped off at a chemist's to get some bottles and milk powder. He planned to wait until Kimberley went to bed before force-feeding Roselyn the synthetic milk.

In the shopping centre car park, he hid his purchases in his briefcase. He returned home and, before entering through the door, he forced a smile onto his lips. He opened the door.

“Kimberley, I’m home!.”

As she did every evening, Kimberley rushed over to him and placed Roselyn in his arms. Brax's heart leapt at the sight of his adorable baby. Despite all the work and lack of sleep, love was swelling in his chest. Roselyn was the most precious treasure life had given him.

Kimberley, her hair a mess and in her pyjamas, placed a quick kiss on his cheek. Her eyes had bags.

“Let's get dinner started right away. You can go to bed early tonight, sweetheart. I'll look after Roselyn.”

Kimberley did a little victory dance to celebrate.

“I'm going to have a shower. I haven't washed for two days.”

Brax gave his daughter's plump face several pecks. He took off his shoes, then went round the living room to find the baby carrier. He had got accustomed to handling the equipment like a professional. He slipped Roselyn inside, safely on her stomach. He noticed that he was feeling increasingly comfortable in his role as a father. He picked up the phone and ordered sushi: their favourite meal. He also chose a bottle of wine and chilled it. He then went into the kitchen to boil some water and wash the bottles while Kimberley was still in the bathroom. He did this as quickly as possible and wiped up all the pieces before hiding them with the powdered milk in the cupboard behind the old coffee pot.  

“Tonight's your night to taste the milk from the shop, sweetheart," he murmured to his little girl, stroking her hair.

Kimberley reappeared wearing jogging trousers and a loose jumper. She looked much better now that she had had time to shower, comb her hair and brush her teeth.

“I even managed to cut my nails," she said, parading her hands in front of him.

Brax was pleased to see her smile. He went over to her and placed a kiss on her cheek.

“I've already ordered the sushi. Now all we have to do is relax in the lounge.”

“I hope this one agrees with your proposal," she said, pointing at Roselyn who was threatening to cry at any moment.

Brax shrugged.

“We'll have to do the best we can.”

Just then, the delivery man knocked on the door. Brax went to open the door with the baby still clinging to his belly. She had fallen asleep. He gave him a tip, then took his bundle of food to the living room table. Brax hoped that this romantic evening would help lift Kimberley's spirits. He was worried about her mental health. He had noticed that her eyes were often bloodshot.

“I can only have one glass. The alcohol should have time to leave my system before the next feed.”

Kimberley measured the wine in her cup. Brax sat down slowly on the sofa, taking care not to wake Roselyn. Kimberley grabbed a pair of chopsticks, selected a piece of hosomaki, dipped it in the spicy mayonnaise and popped it into Brax's mouth.

“I'm entitled to five-star service," Brax laughed.

“Anything to keep Roselyn asleep.”

There was little to talk about. The couple were tired. Kimberley had to get up at night to breastfeed and Brax had to get up every morning even if the baby's cries kept him awake.

Once the meal was eaten, Kimberley tidied up alone to avoid waking Roselyn, who was sleeping peacefully, still strapped to Brax's stomach.

“I need a nap. Can you look after Roselyn until she asks for a drink?”

“Of course I can! As promised, I'll entertain our little monster," replied Brax, turning on the television.

Kimberley went upstairs to bed. Brax's plan was working perfectly. In a few minutes, his wife would be sound asleep. As soon as Roselyn started to stir, he prepared a bottle for her. He intended to give her an all-you-can-eat buffet.

At around 7.30 that evening, Brax mixed the right amount of pre-boiled water and powder. He gently took the baby out of her pouch and changed her nappy. Roselyn woke up, stretching her tiny arms on the changing table. Her senses now alert, she began to whimper. Brax had only a few minutes before the siren went off. He quickly zipped up the pyjamas and heated the milk in the microwave. He checked the temperature on his wrist. Suddenly doubt came over him. He wondered if he had used the right amount of water and powder, and he didn't know if the heat was right. He hesitated, but as Roselyn began to whimper in his arms, Brax rushed to the rocking chair.they had bought and set up in the living room.

“That should do it," he murmured hopefully.

He positioned the baby and presented her with the bottle. Her lips sealed over the teat, putting an end to the crying. Brax listened, relieved to find that he couldn't hear Kimberley's footsteps upstairs on the floor. He was afraid she would wake up, but she must have been in a deep sleep after all those sleepless nights. 

Brax turned his attention back to Roselyn. Although, at first, she seemed surprised by the strong flow of the concoction, she quickly got used to her new food. She greedily drank the large bottle. As soon as she had finished, she belched, then went back to sleep peacefully in her father's arms. Brax decided to put her in her crib to rest for a while. He slowly went upstairs to his bedroom and laid her in the cot next to Kimberley. He went back downstairs to hide the contraband. He cleaned the bottle and made sure that everything was well hidden in the cupboard. If everything went according to plan, he intended to repeat this procedure every night. His sanity and that of his wife were at stake.

In the middle of the night, Kimberley woke up with a start. She found it strange that Roselyn had not yet asked for a drink. Her swollen breasts were sore and full of nutritious milk. Worried, she turned to check that the baby was still breathing in her bassinet. As the baby dozed peacefully, Kimberley went back to sleep.

Thanks to all the food she had ingested, Roselyn slept for six hours straight - a historic feat. Kimberley felt great after all those hours of restorative sleep.

“Finally, Michael, she’s starting to sleep through the night.”

Brax was happy. He alone knew the truth. It would be a secret between him and Roselyn. 

***
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Brax's popularity had soared since the publication of his scientific paper on the treatment that had cured the psychopath, Thomas Parker. He even won an award at a recognition ceremony organised by the Order of Psychologists of Quebec. He accepted the award with embarrassment because Thomas's recovery was an illusion, a sophisticated lie.

Susan, the secretary at his private clinic, was dealing with a high volume of calls and had to turn away new patients almost every day as Brax's schedule was always full. Thanks to this increase in demand, he had taken the opportunity to double his prices, thereby earning more money for the three women in his life: Kimberley, Roselyn and Leshi.

“I'm an impostor", he often told himself. The accolades he received for his fake treatment made him even more uncomfortable than the fact that he had taken over a man's body.

Yet he couldn't get out of this lie.

He had never worked so hard. He had to juggle his job at the psychiatric institute, his clients at the clinic, and now there was Roselyn in his life. Kimberley was exhausted from breastfeeding and caring for her baby. Roselyn would cry if she wasn't in her mother's or father's arms. As a result, Kimberley put the baby in the baby-carrier and walked with her most of the day.

When Brax arrived in the evening, exhausted, he had no choice but to take his daughter, whom Kimberley held out to him in desperation. Brax was doing his best to contribute, but the lack of sleep and time to himself was beginning to sap his mood. He knew that being a father was demanding, but he could never have imagined such a heavy obligation. There were always chores to do and, on top of that, he had to keep Roselyn constantly entertained, otherwise she would unashamedly show her discontent. He wanted the best for her and he couldn't bear to hear her crying. His dark circles were consuming his face, and yet he couldn't see any way out.

***
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Leshi and Evat had the flat to themselves this evening. Ashley had gone out with a new bachelor from Tinder. As she closed the door, she said to them:

“Keep your fingers crossed!”

The two friends sat down in the living room for one of their card evenings. In reality, the cards were simply there to keep their hands busy, because what they were really interested in was sharing their experiences and observations. With a card down on the table, Evat started the conversation.

“Leshi, Ashley gave me a great idea today.”

“She did? What did she suggest?”

“She said that if no one wanted to give me a job, I should hire myself.”

Leshi picked up a card.

“And?”

Evat played.

“It's not crazy. What could I do?”

Leshi thought.

“I haven't got a clue. What do humans need?”

“Ashley advised me to take stock of my talents and use them to find out what to offer. The only issue is that I don't have any.”

“With my eyes, I can tell you that every woman dreams of dating a man as handsome as you.”

Leshi blushed, pointing down at Thomas's slender body.

“Banking on my looks?”

“Why not?”

“It seems to me that I have a lot more to offer the world than this envelope of meat that doesn't even belong to me.”

“Of course you do. But your aim is to make money.”

Evat wasn't convinced about the validity and interest of this option. There had to be other opportunities that would better suit her ambition and intelligence, but she couldn't identify them. She had never really thought about it. She lived from day to day. On Gallagia, she worked almost all the time, except she had never stopped to analyse whether her pace of life and her career were really what she wanted. Coming to Earth could be a second chance for her and she didn't want to waste it by choosing just any job.

***
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The next day, Ashley was frantically knocking on the bathroom door of their flat, squirming.

“Get out now, I can't wait any longer.”

Evat finally opened the door. Ashley jostled her to get in and slammed the door in her face. She shouted:

“If I'm late for work because of you, it's over.”

Evat chose to go and take cover in Leshi's room, hoping that Ashley’s anger would calm or that she would leave for the day.

Sitting on the floor with her back to the closed door, Evat decided that it was really time for her to start her own company to secure her financial future. She grabbed the laptop that Leshi had left on her bedside table and spent three hours on the web researching the various opportunities available to her as a future entrepreneur. In the course of her reading, she discovered the concept of passive income, an activity that allowed her to earn money long after the initial work was finished. This idea seemed to her to be a promising avenue. She decided that selling products suited her, but to ensure customer interest, Evat needed to make a name for herself. She did more research to find out how it was possible for a human to do this. She learned that she could use social networks to become an influencer. "That's intriguing," she thought. She decided to consult Leshi that evening to get her opinion.

Evat closed the laptop and put it on the bed. As she could no longer depend on Ashley’s good faith, she had to take her future into her own hands. Without an income, she felt insecure with the threat of being made homeless overnight. Ashley could throw her out at any moment. To avoid this miserable fate, she wanted to be financially independent and she was going to do everything in her power to succeed.
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Chapter 3
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Ashley went to bed at around nine o'clock as usual. She liked to curl up under the covers for a few minutes to read a novel before going to sleep.

Evat looked forward to the moment when she would be free of Ashley’s presence. Her accusatory gaze made her uncomfortable. She sighed with relief when Ashley closed the door to her room.

As she ate her snacks, she went over and sat down next to Leshi on the sofa.

“I need to talk to you," she whispered, her mouth full of crumbs.

Leshi reached for the remote control to turn off the television, but Evat stopped her.

“Leave it on. It will cover our conversation.”

Leshi was intrigued. Evat faced her and said:

“I've come up with a brilliant idea for a company.”

Leshi reached into the bag of chips and took a big handful.

“Go on.”

“I think I'm going to need your help.”

“I'm here for you.”

“Do you know what an influencer is?”

“Is it for politics?" she asked, her mouth full.

Evat burst out laughing.

“You know me, nothing that serious.”

“So what is it, then?”

“Young people make videos and put them online. When they get a large number of subscribers, they become influencers.”

“Are they like celebrities?”

“In a way, yes.”

“Interesting! But how do they make money out of it?”

“They get royalties from advertising or they promote products.”

“I think you're handsome enough to make it," Leshi laughed.

Evat threw a cushion in his face.

“Honestly.”

They got serious again.

“Where do we start?" asked Leshi.

“Are you going to help me?”

“You couldn't manage without me," she joked.

Evat rolled her eyes.

“What can I talk about on my YouTube channel?”

“It has to be something you're interested in, something you're passionate about, so that you'll want to talk about it for the next ten years.”

Evat took a large handful of chips and chewed loudly, thinking.

“I don't know yet.”

“Decide as soon as possible so we can get started.”

“I'll give myself until the end of the week to decide.”

The two friends turned their attention back to the film on the television. Evat had every intention of continuing her research the following day to find a promising subject, but, above all, one that would excite her enough to want to talk about it day after day.

***
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Kimberley went to bed early every night. She had a lot of sleep to catch up on and her days seemed endless. Brax waited for her to close the door of their bedroom to prepare a bottle on the sly. He used enough powder to make eight ounces. He wanted to make sure that the baby's stomach was full. Each time, Roselyn became impatient at the sight of her generous meal. She swallowed the contents greedily and fell asleep as soon as the lukewarm liquid disappeared.

As a result, Roselyn began to sleep longer and the nights were more pleasant for everyone. Brax had thought that Kimberley would finally smile again once she was rested. However, this was not the case. Brax could sense that she was unhappy.

Even though she was now much sleepier thanks to the secret bottle Brax had given her, Kimberley was haggard and threw herself into bed at the slightest opportunity, where she would fall asleep in a minute. What worried Brax the most was that she didn't seem to enjoy her days with her daughter. Although Brax was happy to spend some quality time with Roselyn, he too needed to rest. He was working long, tiring hours.
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