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DAY 0

I sit one row over and three seats back from Nicole Evans

inphysicsc | ass. We"ve been in schoc
now, and | “"m not sure i f she"s
immediately. For a seni or guy in high

not to notice the perfectgir. She " s smart and fu
when she smiles she lights up the entireroom. Th at “ s what
drew me to her first. Her smile. | t “ s war m and sin
complemented by her eyes. They narrow ever so slightly
when she smiles. Her eyes. Blue as an ocean that seems to
have no bottom. Blue that is accented by the canvas that is
her hair. Her hair. Blonde, silky smooth and flowing over her
shoulders, laying gently over her...
“ J a KB Whisper made me jump out of my seat. Mike,
my best friend. | “ m  nhe Habit of drawing attention to
myself, but when I jumped I kicked my desk. That was
enough to draw the attention of my physics teacher, Mr.
Korelinski.
“l1s ever yt hMatthgws?a’l rhieg hats kMrd..
“ Y e s1theught Isaw a...s p i dChuckles’rolled
throughout the classroom. Aspider. That *s t he best
come up with? Nicole turned over her shoulder and looked at
me.l couldn"t read t,bhueitsemepr es si
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to have a hint of indifference. I w a st sure, but I thought she
rolled her eyes as she turned away from me.

I looked over at Mike sheepishly.* What ?” el whi spe
back, trying to project my irritation. He was laughing to
himself, obviously unconcerned with my embarrassment.

“ No t* h.uistrwanted to see you jump. Dude, you
lookedl o0 st i ThanksVake e . "

I had been planning for a week to ask Nicole out. I had
the whole thing worked out in my head. When third period
was over, [ would stop by her locker. I would start by saying
hello, talk about our physics class a little, and if the
conversation was going well I would ask her if she would like
to study together sometime. I just had to try and relax. Be

nonchalant. Iwasn“te X act | y alIflwardsmatd * man.
woul dn" t..sheev'esn ttortyal | y Bwoifiypu of my
don"t try, you wil!/ never do any

So, I had decided today was the day. It was Thursday and
I was thinking ahead for tomorrow. If things went really well
today, may b e ..we |Onestepwte finle.l kes € e .
telling myself that once she got to know me, she would see
that | *"m a pretty great guy.
As the class started winding down, my heart started
beating faster and faster. My head started buzzing and
everything was becoming hazy. What if she got to know me
and she di dtithink I was a great guy?
What makes me great, anyway? |  d 0 n ‘any moheg, v e
I don“t Ilive in a fancy neighbo
Truth is, my father walked out on my mother and me when |
was real little and we have struggled to make things work.
My mother” done the best she could, and we" vneanaged to
get by.
Okay, that wasn"t Sotwhaemakess y c he L
me great? | am smart, hard-working and sometimes funny.
Il *m not bladhalvoeokai mg.ce compl exi o
feet tall, a little on the skinny side, short, blonde hair, blue
eyes and fairskin.l * m not going to win any
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Day 0

competitions, n 0 t t hat I W a saein & scaret 0 bu
anyone away.
|l “ve never asked awasynphige out
chance. Id i d n " t blow &.1ifthe conoersationdidn* t g o
well, I would just say goodbye and work out a new plan. I
wo u |l gball'intifitdidn® t s e e nwaslinterkseed. s h e
Mike looked over at me and motioned to get my
attention.” What are we going to do f
I'wa s reddytto think about lunch yet. I needed to stay
focused, and lunchwas n“t f or anot hedohour
really knowyet AsSk me after next perio

“Warehaving | unch tYoge talreern “ar €
going to punk ow&kedon me are yo
“Dude, I “ mllyrfeelihg varyewell right now and I

have some studyi ngAskimeaftedtoext s o |
p e r i He oked annoyed, but he quickly changed gears.

Mike and I have been friends for seven years, since we
were 10 yearsold. | t “ s f u n neally mwhealika r en* t |
Mi ke is a |ittle shorter than
lifts in, whichhed oesn“t really do anymo
and coul dn " . tHehastdadkprown hait thahis n g
wavy and a little longer than I would have it. With his stocky
build, he could be confused for a football player, but he" s
real coordinated. Mike has really nice skin, which makes me
jealous. Not that my skin is bad, but his is naturally a very

light brown, which he gets without tanning.| coulndn“t e
get that color with tanning. I would just end up with a really
nicebun.l coul dn"t tel | argledausewhat ¢

have never really paid that much attention. Mike is smart, but
he never really applies himself. I think he has less confidence
thanldoonot t hat | " m bri bumheng wi th
masks it behind jokes and bravado. He is always trying to be
the funny one. He usually is, but sometimes he tries too hard.
Mike* s a good Welliuvenalld, t hough.
There were five minutes left of class, and I was getting a
little antsy. Mike could tell that something was up, but he
didn® t  k n o Miad bebnaateful not to say anything to
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him about Nicole. Better to let him know after the fact on this
one. He might just try to help, andyounev er know how t}
goingtoturnout. Mi ke and | don“t have th
period, which is why I chose this period to speak to Nicole.
Mi k e tbearouid.
“Hey, | can"t talk after cl ass,
f o u rMikh nodded that he heard me.
When the bell rang, I was already packed up and ready to
go. I said goodbye to Mike and started walking toward the
door at the front of the class room. All of a sudden, I tripped
and fell, with my face inches from the ground. Mike. On a
differentd ay | st have thoughtdt wds flimy, Hut
why did he have to pick today to trip me? Of all the days.
Half the class was staring and laughing. Not Nicole. She
appeared not to have noticed. I looked back at Mike, and he
was trying not to laugh, but he was grinning from ear to ear.
“Was that absolutely necessar.y
my disgust.
“Dude, " mosudrdmy'.t help myself
“Maybe you should try a |ittle
I gathered myself and tried to catch up to Nicole before
she left her locker. If I missed her at her locker, I would have
to wait until tomorrow or next week. That would make me
crazy. I" vhed enough nerves today to last a lifetime. Okay, I
can”“t s h o wWnedted to beeoblWNetsver the top

cool , just ..cal m.

As I neared her locker, I saw a friend saying goodbye.
Perfect timing.| coul dn*t do this with a
her friends. [ walkedupandlefta | ocker s | ength
andme.“ Ni c o ltage@” | s

“ Y e $he Iooked at me and smiled. Not a ,hey [' m
really happy to see you" smile, but more of a courtesy smile.
Thought ful, that“s a start.
“I “Jake,and | * m i physiyso U B Bleaned’
against the locker and then, feeling like a pimp, straightened
back up.

4



Day 0

“1 know wkouYyoe yafrEBmgliinshm cl &
That sounded a | ittl e Maybeld, bu
misread. And she noticed me!

“Right, hwdl Ilwawh just wonderin
get together sometime and stud
Now she looked unhappy.“ I “ m not | ooking t
anypody right now...Jake.so | do
“Who a, | d o nljudtthongbten@dbegou t ut or

could use a study partner.
She turned her body straight toward me.* What makes
you think I need a study partner? Is that your way of trying to
ask me out? Because...ifitis, | “ m n o.Whatisitt er e s t
with you guys, anyway? Yo u “re | i ke, the thi
asked me out today. What is there, some kind of bet going
around?”
Okay, now I felt like I had just entered the Twilight Zone.
One minute everything was going okay, and next thing [

knew, it was like a switch had been flipped.“ | don“t kno
aboutanybet.] j ust wanted to get to

“Look, ”,“3 h g@le"sm ii plveeydné¢ wants to
gettheprettygirl. 1 t s notl hddapdéaisi ng.
clowns.| have goals, and..”

“Wai t aHowdo gou deteff calling me a class
clown?That “s not even fairl!?”
Shepaused.“ | " ve seen YyAbwmaysneedsptope be
be the center of attention.Do y ou t hi fskta | “m dur
coincidence that today, the day you are at my locker, you just
happened to have the whole class focused on you twice? |

mean, , | t ho uwglrheh, you fallsd@vwas dasss pi d e
is getting out? Could you be more obvious? Wh'y di dn"t vy

just dance on your deskandyell , , hey, %xThae c k me

way, at least, you would have been upfront about your

intentions.”

“ Wo Wo you usually indulge your ego that much?” I
snipped.
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“My dd@? * sl “frmninnydul gi ng my ego
you are in front of me. And there you were in class making a
spectacle of yourself."”

“ Tat had nothing to do with you, and it certainly doesn “ t
make me a class clown. I just thought you seemed like
someone who would be nice to get to know, but forget it!”

She stood silent for a brief moment. “ | “ nag tgbe fate
for my nS$&stamnedha beker, turned away
from me and walked out of sight. As she walked away, I
swear | heatbtds dired”l whmies gpdire ‘di dn*”
call me a loser.

Huh. Well, the good news is that was likely the worst
rejection I would face my entire life. The bad news ..t hai
wasn"t really making me feel any better at this particular
moment. Fortunately, it didse"t seem
was really paying attention to the conversation. I wanted to
crawl into a hole, but I had a test waiting for me next period,
and I was running late. Yay.

I walked into Spanish and took my seat. Ididn “ t h a
MikeandIdidn *t have Nicole in t
would be left to my thoughts. Then again, I would be left to
my thoughts.| di dn"t r e abodtapythinggant t o t h
the moment, but [ was having a hard time not thinking about
it. [ kept playing the conversation over and over in my head.

Where did I go wrong? It seemed like the conversation was

going well enough at first. Class clown. Of all of the things

|l “ve been in my |ife, Stass clo
didn* t know t he sl i ghtwesdobking hi ng al
like she never would. How depressing. I felt like my heart

was sitting in my stomach.

Fortunately, my Spanish test was really easy. Or, at least,
it should have been. On a normal day, it probably would have
been a 20 minute testand |~ w 0 uhhv@nmsSed any
questions. Today, it took all 55 minutes, and I probably
missed two questions. | “ | | a;dA.llHode. g et

The bell rang and I headed to the cafeteria for lunch. I
could have sworn a couple of people looked at me and
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Day 0

laughed. Did they overhear our conversation? Worse yet, did
she tell them about the conversation? How could I have been
so wrong abouther?l wasn“t even sad anyr
Well, sad and angry.
Mike came up and sat down next to me in the cafeteria.
“What, you?tehaeosaedtin
“1"m not hungry."’
“What*s wrong with you?”
“What s wrong with mé@éfthe What "
moment,youar e what"s wrong with me!

“Wh'att do?” he said defensivel
“Wel | l et"s start with you m
for the sake of seeing me jump. Then, i f ywewaoluld | i ke

spend a little time talking about why you decided to trip me
on my way out of class?”
“1 was “"fashaveyanlittle fun.
“Yes, but your fNotonlydalgou at my
embarrass me, but you helped me leave a lasting impression
on a girl [ was hoping to ask out. Instead, she ripped into me
andcalledme a cl own!”

“Wow, " nheely SDade,dd " m rebl dsdnt y.
know you were going to ask her outtoday.| wasn®t tryi
kilyour chances.”

I didn*"t real |l y.Hklookettecalyh at t o
sorry. I blew out asigh.“ L 0 0 k , I kneaeavfory ou di
thistohappen, but it di dNduheedioehimkd o

t
about the things youdo, Mike. You “r e going to b
high school this year. You have no idea what you want to do

after high school and your gr a
level.”

“You sound |li ke my mother,k”
“The thing is Mi ke, you are
You" raec i ng p hy s ilunking Hasit tnathyl mdad, r e f
who does that?”

“1 physiksd t s cool .7
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“Yes,oubudtonyt really hdlve anyt
your smarts. You hide behind jokes and pranks instead of
taking a chance on doing something...in fear you" ff la i |

It was silent for about two minutes before he got up
suddenly.“ | * m asow Nicolg.l| "I I see you | ate

I didn"t s a¥icok toWMikehHowmdidhea b o u t
know I was talking about her? Man, was it that obvious? This
day was getting worse by the moment. | 1 telegraphing my
moves and I just hurt my best friend.

Truth be tol d, I “m Wt t oo wor
said was true and it neededtobesaid. He * | |  probably b
it before I get over this deal with Nicole. I wanted to go
home, but I still had two periods to go.

| ¢ o havedenalledl a thing from fifth or sixth period
if my life depended on it. I was pretty sure I showed up to
class, but I was definitely on auto-pilot. Not like I was in a
love-lost coma, but more like participating while in deep
thought.

I headed home, still on auto-pilot. Ididn* t ownBo a car ,
usually I would get a ride from Mike. Today, I just walked. I
lived about four miles from the school. I could take the bus,
butl “ve never be&wrmdesaam" toft hdte b
far, especially when you had thoughts to process.

I t " s Avedrushdd bnkewery dirl in school, or even
every pretty girl in school. | “ m s o me wNicaléis pi c ky .
beauti ful, but that"s not the
She is very smart. She is one of the top students in the classes
we share. She" serious, but she never seems too serious.

When she laughs it* sontagious. Today seemed completely
out of character for her. Orwasitme.Ei t her way, I wa
sure where to go from here.

I wandered for the better part of an hour before I arrived
home. My mom woul dn"t makeShet home
got of f  adkand liwwukl uswally halve dinner ready
for her on Thursdays. Ther e aren“t a | ot of |
make, but there are a few. Actually, my mother appreciates
just not having to worry about coming home from work and

8
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Day 0

cooking. I try to cook for her a few times a week. Tonight

was spaghetti. I needed to start boiling the pasta at five thirty

to have it ready by the time she got home, and I needed to

have my homework done by then. After dinner, I wanted to

go straighttobed.| don"t us ua hkbouytengro t o I
eleven 0 “ c | 0 cwkasready to put this day behind me.

My mom walked in the door at about five forty-five. She
al ways greets me with a smile,
tired. She looked exhausted.

My mother is pretty, but she is very simple. | don"t mee¢
that in a bad way. She just chooses not to be flashy. She
al ways dr esses apprownpnythiegt el y,
fancy. She usually wears little to no makeup. She has brown
eyes that have bags under them today. Wh e n s h @htys t i r
tend to look half open. Her hair has gradually darkened over
the years, from a dirty blonde, to almost a medium brown
color. She wears it almost shoulder length, and usually parted
on the left, combed over her right and tucked behind her ear.

Shedoes n*t eat much, mai nly becau
allow it, and her exercise routine consists mainly of running

around the office she works at as an administrative secretary.

Al'l things consi der eflhgandsslhe ™ s i
have the same straight nose, but I can only imagine I look

more like my father.

“Dinner"s KHowowads r elasitkyherd ay ?”

“1t was good, but it seemed
end. One of the secretaries under me called in sick, and we
were already spread thin with the project we were working
on. My boss seemed to be in a particularly bad mood today,
but he was in meetings this af
there. So I was able to use the last half of the day to catch up.

I *“m st ar Mwakedthtodgdudhunch. ”

“You need to st 6You odonng® tt hraea
eatenoughasitis. Di dn“t you take Yau sand
don"“t eventhatuygl’ve t o heat

“1  kin"olwl. dbotI jistedt davght up in things
and the time gets away.’
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I looked at her, feeling more like the parent than the son

atthemoment.“ 1 t “ s j ust t hat , it doesn
there is looking out for you, so you need to make sure that
youdo.l “ ve o0 n imgthergotwaonnte t o keep Vyol

She di dn ‘ingaftes thay I tredtoylighten the mood
by giving my sincerest smile. She smiled back and started

eating.

This was not a normal conversation for us. I wasn" t in the
habit of telling her what to do
ofadowner.Ime ans mnmat | i koesayh¢lasm wi spy

clown, but I do try to be positive and enjoy my life. I take
pride on being able to deal with every challenge that comes
my way. Today just felt a little heavier than usual. Tomorrow
I may be able to put it into perspective, but today it felt like it
was more than a little rejection. When you feel like you know
what someone is like, and you get blind-sided like that, it
tends to leave a mark. Nicole is someone I could really see
myself being with. I felt like something had ended before it
even had a chance to begin.

I was suddenly lost in thought. Five minutes passed in
silence, before my mother| ooked up and said, *
ask you about yourday. Di d you have a good d:

“1't was olkadi,dn"“lt steteahdehe ey e co

noticed.

“What h?%WaypMVeka getting on your nerves
today?"”

“You could say that."”

“Tellme.] can“t help i f you don"t
on in your |ife.”

“1t"“s notlhilng,rireadaltlay ki ng t o
thought it was going well, but all of a sudden she was yelling

at me and calling me a class cl
“Why would she cal lasksdou a cl as
“You“re notWarelwss kéiowg.silly
“No, it wa smisandelstanflifg.lTwas bi t of a

daydreaming a little, and Mike startled me. I jumped and the
whole class noticed. Then, as I was leaving, Mike tripped me.

10



Day 0

She noticed both times and now
And...| think she called me a | os

“Swe,etyou are not a“ Y oonsaga , " S
amazing young man. You are handsome, and smart and a

good person.’”

“Thankshytambmmot hers tell t he
“Only the ,970osdh enmos ahiddvewi t h a
parent should feel that way ab

me a n titrtie. Ybushave'so much to offer, and I am very
proud of you.” She walked over and kissed me on the
forehead.

“Now, Il *m not condoning what
know anything about her, but she may have been having a
badday.l t *s easyt tlmneb,e wmtgryowm" | |
you forgiveherand move on. "~

Iknew she was trying to help,

he didn"t see Haondkddlliec ol e trea
“Thanks

“As for Michael,” she contin
much time on his hands. What that boy has going on in his
head someti mes..” sheHebanbd, sha
business tripping you in class. His sense of humor needs to be
reeledinabit.] “m gl ad you have better

hedoes.| know he" srealyobtitheacedbta d ki d,
start thinking about his futur
“1 said just about the same

“Good, " “dHree | 4 it Manysb & oy oyw“ul. | |
straighten that boy out vyet .’

I di dn"t k nShewaswvhraitg htto, shawt. |
really want to have this conversation with my mother. Maybe
it was my mood but I think that, even in the best of moods, I
woul dn"t want to discusvih t he f
my mother. True or not. “I  going to do the dishes and then
I *“m goi nugt ¢ ob ence.a’d

She looked at me, so sadly, with her forehead crinkled
up.“ I "1 d 0Gettsdmerestd¥ asth“elsl. f e el bet
mor niSrhge. paused for a moment , e

11



Adrian Stephens ¢ In My Shoes

let this girl get youdown.Sh e s obhesberdoesn”t
appreci at e you, someone else will."7
“ T h an k sl said,owvithmy best fake smile. I said
good night and turned and left the room.
I went to the bathroom, washed up, brushed my teeth and
went to my room. In my room, I undressed, turned out the
lights and crawled under my covers. I felt so beaten down
that I thought I would be asleep in no time. There I was,
though, staring at the dark ceiling an hour later.
You know, when you"re a kid yoc
help you cope with the cruel things other kids can do. “Sticks
and stones may break my bones, but names will never hurt
me”l n the end, t WVallt sticles andistoties r eal | y
may break my bones, but names hurt, too. More specifically,
names hurt when cast by people you care about, in one way
oranother.] don“t really know Nicol e
obviously care enough that her words hurt.
Tomorrow I will need to get over this, but tonight I
couldn®t help dwell |gwmegs sont iat “as
way of getting over things. I like to really think about
something, go over all of the scenarios, try to resolve it in my
mind and thenmoveon. That *s wher eTryingam ri g
to resolve it in my mind.

I f Mi ke hadn"t made me jump, &
me, would the result have been different with Nicole? Maybe.
Well, probably. At t he very | east, she wo

me a class clown. Nothing has happened prior to today, in
any of our classes, that would have given her reason to think
I *“m aoffgoof
Would that really have made a difference, though?
Probably not. She said she had already been asked out twice
today, and she seemed pretty bothered by the way those
conversationshad gone. | don“t fwddbd y get it
flattered to have anyone ask me out. To have three people ask
meoutint he same day..wow!
Anyway, she obviously was bothered by it. If Mike
hadn*"t tripped me, she probably

12
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maybe she would have been nicer about it. Then again,
maybe not.
Sometimes, I wish I were more like Mike. Maybe I
should rephrase that. I wish, sometimes, that I actually had
the confidence that Mike projects. He does not have a lot of
confidence. On the surface, he looks like he has confidence
coming out his ears. He does that more as a defense
mechanism. If he acts cocky, maybe nobody will notice that
he is insecure.
Mike comes from a home life somewhat similar to mine.
I wouldn®"t change pl a®websth wi t h
are only children living with single moms. The main
difference between our lives is because of our moms. Do n “ t
get me wrong, I love his mom. She is always nice to me, and
I feel like I am part of their family.
Mi ke s mom, Di a nWhen Miks watitsh e p a
to have a party, Diana always lets him have them at her
house. She would rather have the kids get a little out of
control where she can see them. I think she likes being the
cool mom who relates to the kids.
She lets Mike do whatever he wants, though. Mike knows
his dad, but he" sHisnonttriec’fto bi g p a
overcompensate by being his friend. He i s n “toward busi v
his mom, but he pushes her buttons to get what he wants. He
knows how to work her, and she just goes along with it.
I't"*“s not Inis&leo U bedriantstwikh thgira r e
kids, but really, they need to be parents most of the time. As
much as | | i ke Diana, | woul dn
Maybe I realize this because I see the difference between
Diana and my mother.
My mother and I get along very well. You could say that
we are friends, but when she needs to be a parent, she is. I
don"t r e a kolroubleesoney mothgrelto eism “ t
usuallyhave t o pl aytooofceDgopatr enhi nk
for a minute that she wouldn"t
of line, though. My mother usually tells me that I act older
than my years show, and that I need to remember to enjoy my

13
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high school years. I feel like she has prepared me, the best

she knows how, for the real world. | think | "ve turn
pretty good.
You know, Il guess that®"s what

Nicole calling me a clown. She hurt my pride. [ am proud of

the fact that I am responsible. | t * s kallitkg eng a clowa r

has taken something away fromwhoIam.l *“ m not goi ng

let her change that for me. If [ were her, I would never treat

someone like that. If Nicole were a guy, then maybe she

could see how hard it was asking girlsout. She doesn"t ha

to |i ke me, but some dSamedays he " | |

she" |l |l see Ssomee dvaays swredtingd. | ear n

friends with Mikke doesn"t make
I have nothing left for the day. | “ v e stabirg & the

ceiling for what seems like forever, searching for answers. I

don“t know if I *"ve found any an
to find the back of my eyelids. Id on*“t know how | |
themorning, but it couldn®“t be wor s

14
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I must have tossed and turned all night, because the
morning hit me like a lead brick. I felt myself coming slowly
out of a dream, and I felt strange. Something was pushing
against my chest, and something was tickling my neck. My
bed felt softer,too.] obvi ously diMn“t sl e
head was foggy, like it was in the clouds. I was rolling over in
bed when I jolted awake. No more haze. Something was
wrong. | had my eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling. But it
wasn"t myartal epiinlbdd indlooked around.
Nothing was right. Everything was pink and yellow and white

and | didn"t r e thergwasiadr&serso s i ngl
my left with a large, oval mirror on it.

That* s about t he tAtlmgltinkiat | S
was me. | saw the mouth in front of me open and I felt the
scream, but i Thersflectsomifithemimyr VvV 0i C e

di dn“t bel ohvpasNicole. Ifvekedeoimy lhfte r .

and then I looked to my right. No Nicole. I looked down. This

was not my body andlwhsNidolzn"t we
I jumped out of bed, but | d

what to do. I was looking all around me trying to figure out

what was going on. How could this be happening? Wait. Was

I still dreaming? N 0 , this didn'was f eel | i

completely cognizant of what was going on around me. Just

because it didid“tt nmekan alnyc swln

the difference between dream and reality. No, this was

something else.
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I started to tell myself to slow down, but my heart was
beating like someone was playing the drums on my chest.
Deep breaths. Take deep breaths, Jake. Think. If [ am in
Ni col e s..Wherdisymy botllyh Andh where is
Nicole? Wait. | f ilmM mher body, .nhaoybei sshe*"
this even possible?
Ineededto find her...' mean me ..l finean..ugh!
were her...well, actually [ am her. Focus! If she was in my
body, she would be freaked out like me, and shewo u |l d n * t
want to stick around an unfamiliar place. She would probably
go looking for me. But would she know where to find me?
Would she assume I was in her body? Would that even be a
normal thing to assume? Wa i t t he school ! Ma y
the school. It was worth a shot! I needed to get dressed and
head for school.
It seemed like it had been hours that I had been trying to
sort this out, but it must have been just seconds. As I started
looking around for clothes that I could wear, a woman came
barging into the room. She was almost the same height as me
and | could tell i nNst &ietvdsy t hat
an older version of Nicole in so many ways. She was blonde,
though her hair wé8hshaksthesamet er t ha
capturing eyes that probably came alive when she smiled.
Only,she wa s n " She loofeid Worriadg .

“Ni kki, what"s wrong?” she chc
“Sorry, | .hadnd bagdudteamal i ze¢
for school ,” | sai d.

“You don"t wusual hayfhowd K€ susifxor
i n t he Heovoiceivad @lmihg now that she knew I
was okay.

I didn"t kn“lw.waratted ot s agget t h
today. "’

She started walking into the bedroom toward the dresser.
“Well then, Iwattdtomaktohoathip y ou.
morning anyway.”’

“Oh..okhdput Mdkedt ?”
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She was walking and talking and acting like this was
perfectly normal, while I was jumping out of my skin...well,
Ni c ol e.'trging ® fei myself out of here without
tipping her off. She laid out clothes on the bed and walked
toward an attached dressing area. She pulled a brush out of a
drawer, turned around and looked at me curiously. I was out
of place and it felt obvious.

“Areyouokay?”” she questioned.
“Um.yesdy.]l. " m a | ittle out of
I don“t think | slept very wel

I turned back toward the bed to the stack of clothes she
laid out, and she sat down on the bed. She was talking, I was
nodding, occasi-bnh)1'yaaddit hgnh
about how to do this. I would never change in front of my
mother. Is this one of those things that girls are perfectly
comfortable with? She wasn®“t making any
and I told her I was in a hurry to get to school. Okay, I would
start undressing, and if she gave me a funny look, I would
have to improvise.

I was wearing a white nightshirt that had pink flowers all
over it. It went down to mid-thigh. I began taking the
nightshirt off slowly, i steni
mot h er " She domitudd,isal gid the same. I was
standing there in white, ankle-high socks, pink underwear and
nothing else. Nicole seemed to really like pink, I thought. I
started to look at the clothes on the bed when it suddenly
occurredtome...Iwasl ooki ng down at Nicol
breasts, whatever is the right thing to call them. I had about a
second to note how nice they looked before it occurred to me
that I should close my mouthb e f or e Ni col e
me ogling at Nicole"s body

Okay, there was a bra, a shirt and a skirt on the bed. No
socks and no underwear. | was wearing underwear, so [ was
good there. I reached for the bra to try and figure out how to
putiton.] “ve seen my mother"s bras
triedtoputoneon.l t di dn"t seehputinhat co
arms through the big loops and put the cups up to my chest.

17
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Wait. It was inside out. I took it off, turned it around and tried
again. | had it over my shoulders, cups in place and I was
trying to fasten the back. I was very obviously lacking
coordination here, but Nicole"s
suspicious. She seemed to be very aware at this point that I
was having a rough morning. She continued talking as she
motioned her finger in a circle, for me to turn around. She
fastened the bra and I reached for the shirt when she caught
my attention.
“ me an, | can uddichthsothand your
two boys, Nikki, but you d i dsay‘artything about that third
boy that was worth treating him like that. He di dn“t know
other boys had asked you out di
“Uh .,me@ di dn"t , "Shelvastslldngaboutqui et |
me Nicole had gone home and talked to her mother about me
What did she say about me? I started putting the shirt on as
she continued.
“Sweetie, | know it"s hard being t
sometimes you have to try and consider where other people
are coming from. You are a smart, funny, beautiful girl who
has everything going for her. A guy would be crazy not to
want to be with you.

[

“Now, I don“t expect you to se
In fact, I would prefer if you
“ B uhere is a big difference between saying no and being
cruel. Someti mes it"sobehaek yoast &

them | eave with their pride."”

I didn"t real ITagreehwitbhwr.Iwhat t o ¢
t hought Nicole was cruel yester
necessary at all. | was already starting to like this lady. I
wished Nicole were actually here to hear what she was telling
me. As far as | was concerned, she was preaching to the
choir.

“You know, "’ she continued, “wt
di dn"t h awevenaskidg meout.Mfy molher ysed
to tell me that it was because I was so pretty that the boys

18
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were just...afraid to ask me out. So, when someone who
seemed nice did ask me out, I
She was looking at me, and I guessed that I needed to

respond with something that Nicole wouldsay. But | di dn*"
really know what she wouldsay.“ | s ee youdeit poi nt
like he was being aclownandIdi dn*“t feel | i ke

himWoul d you?”
“No, probdrmdlly dort" t BukInthinkv t hi ¢
it was far from appropriate to say the things you said to him
yesterday. You seemed so angry yesterday, and you seemed
to be proud of yourself for pu
“Re al | y ?Did Nicoleaeslli seeth proud of

herself?
“Reall ldyon" t wannch mote,decassaly t 00
think | "ve Imaldevaenyy pwiaantd you"

Just know that your father and I have worked very hard our
entire lives to provide you with every opportunity in life. We
expect you to be an example toothers. Don “ t rdwalk ot he
all over you, but show compassion when you can.

“Oh, and onbdarc ksl iadijst fifished
zipping the skirt up in the front. She turned it around so the
zipper was in the back, looked at me and started brushing my
hair.“ Ar e wgtabe afay foday? You are all out of
sorts. | swear , i f your head werent
| ose i $hehbhdadidesy . ”

“1 "1 1 .Ibe uosktaywo Kdnawp sf amny .

understatement!

I started walking toward the door when she called me.

“Nolce, are you not going to \
asked.

I wouldn®"t even “kinow whuetr e tt
schoo.] really want to get there

“Do you hayv eShedad i qaestibning lavld a 'y ? 7
on her face.

“Not until Inexati dwdée kd, shwtdy w
friends b dhopedtkatssaldd plamsible.”
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“Oh, Welaly,, don"t forget your p
backpack,” s he sai dmomhedeskatihafsy at t he

wall.“ Oh , and shoes.” She wal ked i
came back with some shoes.
“Thanks, ” [ sai d.

I grabbed the purse and the backpack and started
following her out of the room. I was hoping she would lead
me to a door out of the house,
was supposed to be my house. She led me down the stairs,
and at the base of the stairs, about twenty feet in front of me,
was the door. I started heading toward the door as she was
heading into another room.
“Are you going to eat breakf as
“Yeah, I *"m not very hungry."”
“®ay, do wewill befgatihgth@nik late tonight.
Dad and I are getting together with the Hendersons for cards.
I *“m guessing Yyou"JdsicaotCarynh'™angi ng
“Uhh . . probéaklalven“t really tal ke
replied truthfully.
“ J tibessure you are home by eleven or call if you want
to stay over at one of their ho
“1 Bykel?
She turned and went into the other room as I made my
way to the door. I shut the door behind me and ran out into
thestreet. | di dn*“t reddghninze ean ytelein o
street before. I looked up and down the street and headed in
the direction of the cross street that had the most passing cars.

Clayton Avenue. That I recognized.| wasn"“t positi ve
had a pretty good idea how to get to school from here.

I ran almost the whole way. In a skirt, noless! | “ ve never
mi nded running, and it appeared
pretty decent physical shape.l di dn“t have too mi

It probably had more to do with
thinking about this whole crazy mess. What was I going to

say to Nicole when I saw her...inmybody? Wh at i f she" s
in my body? Whatthen?l| don"t have the slig
we are going to reverse this whole thing, but if Nicole is not
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i n my botdyknolw dwhna't .Pldasmbemmoi ng t
my body. I slowed a bit as I reached the school.

When I was younger, I used to run everywhere. [ was a
pretty good runner. The problem was, once I stopped running,
the sweat glands seemed to just flood open. It wasn “* t any
di fferent i InwasNweating prefusely, aadl myd y .
bra was itchy. Probably a result of the sweat. I needed to get
to a bathroom to take it off.

I entered through the front of the school and headed for
the bathrooms in the science corridor. They seemed to have
the least amount of traffic at any given time of day. School

woul dn*t start for a while, so
wouldn"t run into anyone there

I wal ked up to the entrance
stopped. | ¢ 0 u lirdtheré. If sorgeone camei n , I *d wi

upinthede a n * s Itook & deege beeath and walked into

t he gir | NSbodpveadimide.d watked into one of
the stalls, closed the door an
purse on the door coat hook. I pulled the shirt off and
wrapped it over the hook. I pulled the bra straps over my
arms, pulled it down to my waist, turned it around and
unfastened it. [ waved the shirt around like a flag, trying to air
it out and dry it off. Once it was passable, I put it back on. I
opened the door and headed to the sink. I got a few paper
towels wet and used them to wipe my face, arms and pits
down. Well, that would have to do for now. Time to find
Nicole...well, time to find my body.

I headed out of the restroom and startedto war d Ni col e
locker.] t was easy to tell she was
nobody in sight. I waited at her locker for a few minutes and
headed toward mine. Again, nobody around. I dialed my
combination and opened my locker, realized I had all of
Nicole" s stuff andhshis whenl dc ke
voice call from a short distance away.

“You! " dtlwe weird séeiegdny body coming
toward me, hearing my voice yelling at me. * | don“t kno
what you did or how you did it, but you need toundoit no w! ”
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The good news was that the best possible, miserable scenario
appeared to have come true..Nico
body. The bad news was.she seem
“Wai t, you tlIbaidimdeedulouslg.f Nowhi s ?”
just how do you think I managed to pull something like this
of f ? 7, thiowing @yi hahds in the air.
“Well, I know that | d i d n “!"tshe ehapped. t

“Wel | , you !ftwagall pag @ mymmastero u t
plan. I thought, hey, I h a v e n “htimilifee éxdugh by this
gir,so | “m goi n.goodbospelipomthe boshofme

us s o Ilemeredmy voice to a forceful whisper,
“switched bodies!”
““Wel | | | don"t K n bcevtaitiyo w i t har
didn“t wish thsseé to happen,” sh
I laughed sardonically.“ Af t e you tleatedime
yesterday, if [ were going to wish for something to happen to

you, this wouldn®t be it!?”
A few people were starting to fill the hallways now. We
weren“t exactly yelling, but it

were having an argument. Most people were making a point
to look away. Mike saw us and walked up next to Nicole,
obviously thinking she was me.
“Hey !l3akeer yt IHetmrmgdaondkoekyd th”
my direction, glaring at me as if he were trying to tell me not
to mess with his friend.
Nicole turned on Mike. “ | * m oo must bye lost. I
don“t remember anyone sending vy
party, so why don“t you butt ou
Normally, if this were anyone else, Mike would have had
a snappy comeback and defended himself just fine. He “ s
usually good with the quick wit. But Mike thought this was
me talking, and he must have thought I was still angry with
him about yesterday. He stared at Nicole for the slightest
second, and began walking away.
“Hey,” | snapped bawhisperTagai n v
was trying real hard not to draw attentiontous.” Who do you
think you are talking to my friend like that? He doesn"t knc
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what*s going on here and he th
chewed him out for no good rea
Mike turned around. | d dink"hd entitely heard what
we were saying, but something caught his attention. He stood
and stared at us squabbling, and he was standing about 15 or
so feet away from us.
“1 don"t really card "whasttihde
not done with you,andIldon*“t have time to d
“1"m not going to have you r
trying to figure out what happ
She smirked.“ | “ m not sSuryeucdmgoy you t
me ! ”
Ok ay, maybe thisMawalsen "itt tvheesr
the classiest thing to do, but it was all I could think of. I
turned toward Mi ke, and | | ift
chest to him.
Several things happened at almost the same instant.
Mi ke"s eyes bugged out Tand he
heard the most hideous, blood-curdling scream come from
mymouth.l di dn"t think it was eve
scream like that. But there was Nicole, with my mouth wide
open, screaming a scream that no guy should ever be able to
scream. She definitely took some estrogen with her into my
body. I quickly pulled my shirt down and tried to calm Nicole
down.
“Okay, okay /17 “Im Mowiwldwer ed.
please calm down so we can try and sort this whole thing
out ?”
“ S 0 rYpuyjust flashed my breasts to your best friend
and you"Andecsoaltdp?t you have at
house wearing a bra?”
“1 did | eave your house wear
got here [ was itchy and sweaty from running. [ had to take it
of f .7

“1 can"t believe yowed|just di
“1"m sorry, [ di d¥Youwerek now wh
getting belligerent.”
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We both stood there silent for a moment gathering our

thoughts.

“Look, " | sai d, “ don"t know
more than youdo. A | | I know is if we don*”
this could turn out verybad We can“t exactly t el

friends and family Weaad we"ve s
commi tted."”

She stared at me for a moment, contemplating what I had
said Then she said in an al most de
I c lelieve you left the house letting me look like that. I
have no makeup on.”

“lonit know howontYmup wtonmdk du ke
way you look now, you would have been really upset if I had
tried to put on makeup. I woke up this morning screaming.
Your mom came in to see what was wrong, and then she
helped me pick this out. I was trying really hard not to make
you look stupid in front of your mother, and I was trying
really hard to get out of there before I said something that
would make her suspicious. ”

She paused at this and her features, well actually they
were my features, seemed to softenjustabit.® Ok ay, | ook, ”
shesaid.“ You"re right about us needi
This may all go back the way it is supposed to be tomorrow,
but it may not. Either way, we need to work out a plan. We
need to get to know each other well enough to pass as each
other...at least for the short term.

“Iwill make youadeal, ” s he .tleihdoimn ued
besttob e y 0 u ...cyaur résponsibilitids and do things
thewayy ou woul d whiodyeéfyoudotthe i n your
same for me. Working together will also allow me us, ” s h e
corrected,“t 0 keep an eye on each ot he

“ don"t know. Il “m not sure tt
wanted to."”
“The ot h evecoubdpestioyeath othesr “ s | i ves

in a very short time. And trust me, I would destroy you.”
I considered that. “Okay. We need a plan then. ”

24



Day 1

She motioned me to follow her and we walked away, not
even realizing that Mike was passed out on the floor still. She
was leading me out toward the parking lot.
“We can"t wor.Weabcgdingtahavotoan he

ditchtoday.] don“t havehaaopeac| asses
today, do you?”
“No, " | sai d.

“ G o ovd will go to my house. My mother is usually
gone on Fridays, shopping and running other errands with her
friend Julia. We should be safe there, and then I can get you
lookingdecent. So, where did you park

Ilooked at her blankly.” You have a car ?”

“ Wa Yol mean you ran from my house all of the way
here?”

“WeYyedh.l didn“t know you had a
make sure I got out of there. Your mother kept saying that I
was acting funny, and | was te
right because | hadn®"t slept w

“Well, hopefully ddimycatindn" t
the garage. That would make her really wonder. Hopefully
Julia is driving this week."’”

“What do you mean?” | asked.

“They t ake Myowmnan dadiget togethen g .
with John and Julia Henderson just about every Friday.

Wh o0 e v e r "hsy arbigetting tegether at that week
decides the person who drives.

“Your mom mentioned they wou
because they were getting toge
offered.

“Good,” she said. “Then, Jul
around to run their errands. My mom will keep everything in
Julia"s fridge Myfathetmeetsthany | eav
at their house and drives my momhome. So, she | i kel
have noticed my car in the garage and we will have more
time alone at my houseto gettok now each ot her.
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If she had said that to me yesterday, I would have been
bouncing offthewalls. Tod ay , it doesn"t have
feel.

We both were a little worn down from the morning
drama, so we walked the distance back to her house, mainly

in our own thoughts.| coul dn*t tell what wa
mind, but for my part I was thinking about my mom. I hoped

this would all go back to normalsoon. 1 di dn"t want tc
about what would happen i f | di
anymore. And my friends. Ok ay, so | wasn"t t he
most popular person in the world, but it was my life, and I

likedit.1 coul d make the best out of

shoes for a whil e, but-telm. don"t
As we neared her house,Istar t ed wonderi ng,

go at my house this morning?”
“Not too differ enhwokefipr om your s,

screaming, and your mom came in to see if you were okay.

lI't*s funny, but | hadlgies|l d her

t her e s n o tcanmaywhén yoa Wakeaip y o U

screaming in the morning.
“Did she seem okay?” |1 asked.
“Yes, she asked if | Ineeded ar

rushed to get dressed, and high-tailed it out of there. I yelled

that I had to get to school and said bye as I headed out the

door.I hope she didn"t think | was
“Yeah,” | sai d, “ don"t usual

willbeokay. She doesn“t get offended e
She stopped two houses down from her house.“ Ok avy ,

her e" s S$Shbsartedrimanaging’through her purse,

which happened to be on my shoulder, and pulled out a set of

keys.” You wi I | go in through the f

see if anyone is home. If my mom is still there, tell her you

aren“t feeling well Thajjudgotheci ded

myroomandwait.| f s he“s gomrpemelewii me out

wait for about ten minutes. | f y ou d o bythen, cb'mkel ou

start wal king arounddncsshe | don"t

| eaves, come outside so | know
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I headed up to the front door, unlocked it and headed into
thehouse.” He® | & ¢ & lsl @ad y o NoansieoIme ?”
walked around the whole house, callingout,and di dn"t g
response. [ went back to the front door and signaled to Nicole
that it was safe.

She came into the house and went straight to the garage.

Two cars were in the garage.* Good, justShe'kse I
i n JulNow sl ecta'rs. c hléshekveretgding Ki t c |
to |l eave a not Weheadedintomtleul d be t

kitchen. There was a note on the counter. She picked it up
and read it.

NikKki,
Ihopeyoulre el i ng betgoed . You didnot
thismorning. Remember, we WilHbeat d er sond s
| ate. Ther e@Gbmyfcaldguwant t he fri dge.
tostaya n e o fhousébnght.gi r | s 0O
Love,
Mom

“Godd. doesn“t | ook Okaiyke she
First, I need to get you familiar with my house. You need to
look like you know where you are going when you are
walking around. You already saw the garage. My car, which
you will be driving, is the silver Toyota Camry at the far end
of t he Slgsoppadguel turhed towardme.“ You do
know how to drive don"t you?’
“Yes, | know how to drive."”
“Do you have a license?”
“Yes, I have vy bsmitedsatherais§ ht ..her
patted her purse.
“You know \Havayou passedp@uadriving
test ?”
“ Y @& sanswered. “If you look in my wallet, you will
see | have al “dwe vneerviesr |hiacde nas et.|
“Wel | , t hat "Igotasmddihgeidket abonta n me
a year ago, and I lost the car for two weeks. Wait, do you
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have a car? | only saw one at your house, and I figured it was
probably your mom"s."’
“1t iNso , h esrosr.r vy, | Mikepitksnte have a
up for school most of the time and sometimes [ walk. | § *
only about four miles from the school. It takes forty-five
minutes to an hour if I walk somewhat fast. If you want I can
pick you up and drop you off so
about it.”
“Thanks, but | “"m hopiLmeg “tshi s v
worry about that later.
“ S, Ni col e acyourtdn $eq) thedatise is to
stories. This, obviously, is the kitchen. Over there is the
living room. We only use that room when we have certain
company over. | almost never go in there. Through here, we
have the formal dining room. The family room is through this
archway,” she said, walking through an opening into the next
room.
“Wow!” | tAdahatrupgptadhuge scr ec
“Yeah, my dad wanted this roor
mini movie theater. Most of the time, we get together to
watch a movie on Saturday evenings. | t * s somet hing w
do togetherr We | i ke movi es.”
She continued walking me through the house.* Ther e i s
one bedroom downstairs, but my father uses it as an office. |
don"t r e a lthéreyeithervIBerbathgan isistmaight

downthathall,  Ni col e s ai dfThapbongsnt i ng t
us back to the main foyer area. Now we head upstairs. You
probably recognize my bedroom on the left there. We * | |  head

in there in a minute. Straight ahead is the Jack-and-Jill
bathroom that opens also into my bedroom. To the right is the
loft. Are you keeping up?”

“Yeah, | *"m keeping up,” | said
this was rocket ppoi eMandvwae ‘| " | S
starting to feel like I was on The Price is Rightand I was
being walked through my “Showcase Showdown.”

“Thab&syou play?”
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“ A Dbliketto.go to Crazy Cues with my friends
sometimes.| *“ m not t*hmkhgst, but |
“Yeah,” she said, “Immbto n * t p
toobad My dad®“s given me pointers
don“t alJwtankse adyomesagks. you to play, |
rarelybeatmydad. So i f you"re that good
doesn"t gdt dowms gi aisawmd dfgw ma k e
shotsinarow.Just keep that in mind."”
“Ok&pu“re real |l yHavejowswitochadg h a't
bodies with someone before?” |
mood.
I saw the slightest sliver of a smile, and then I saw the
crease between my eyebrows. “ Ve r y Thnuhopimywe
will wake up tomorrow and this will all be fixed, but if not,
you need to know what to do tomorrow morning when you
wakeup.You can“t wake up screamin
mom is going to try and getyouhelp.So, take thi s s
“ 1 am tsedolsly. d vgas just trying to lighten the
mood. "~
“Ot her wise known as”"simot taki
sneered.
“There is a difference betwe
seriously and being serious.”’
“Uh-huh. Down the hall, on the left, is a short hallway.
The laundry room is on the left of the hallway, and ahead is
my brother, Ty | gdofi.Ble * s a wa y Heastinhic ol |
second year at Stanford.1 don"t expect to
soon, so for now, just remember Tyler, Sophomore, Stanford.
Got it?”
“Got repetted.” |
“ G o @l last set of doors down here is my mom and
dad"sMyodmd"s name is Keith an
Sara, but you will call them Mom and Da d Shé led me to a
picture of the two and pointed.
“Kei t hDad, Mom.rtGa,t i t 4 Mathejrwomi d .
al most takes wup half of the wup

n o
D «Q
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“Yeah, | don"t come in here too of
and I think it best you try and stayout.| don"t want yol
walking in while my mother is getting dressed.”

Their room had a big square bedroom area with the
dressing area in the back, right corner. There was a makeup
table, lavatory and walk-in shower on the left wall, a tub with
jets straight ahead, a walk-in closet to the right by the tub and
then double sinks on the right closest to me. All that was
mi ssing was a brand..new..car!

“Mat " s ladto'ud dgd .b aWkneedto my r 0O
get cleaned up.”

She led me back into her bedroom. Her bed faced the
door, and we stopped right in front of it.

“Ok avy, I don"t know how famil.
room earlier, but | &déudbsioujlyu st cove
know where the bed is. To the left, over there, is my desk.

You probably noticed that since I always put my backpack
and purse there at night."”

She turned over her left shoulder.® Thi s i $n t he wal
closet Not nearly the size of my pal
compl aining.”

She turned back around and went to the other side of the

bed.“ Over there is my dresser, an

table. The house didn“t come with it

couldhave one | ike my mom*"s, and h
“He did a nice job,"” I of ferec
“Yeah, he"s pretty Hadmhdy when

is the bathroom. Like I mentioned, Jack-and-Jil. Yo u “ | | want

to be sure to | ock both doors w

just get a rude surprise from a
A I B keep that in mind."”

“So, why do nGetundrgssedandgoacarf i r st .
get c¢cleaned up."”

I looked at her.
“Whartoy need a shower. You ...l m
youstink,” s he said.
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“ U miou want me just to get undressed in front of you,

and get in the shower?”

“Yes,” she said as she went

“‘'m not getting undideasamed i n
matter of fact.

“Look, | under stand this is
expect you to get undressed in front of me normally, except,
you do realize thatismy body.| “ve seen it a co
before Now i f t her eyosf rao nwasye etion gk ei el
all ears.” Too late.

“Okay, so maybe | *"m being du
uncomfortable. | d o n " t watldng, bcrutinieing as I

take a shower.
“1I ' hmt going to wat chueyoou t ak

know how to take a shower, but I want to make sure that you

know how | take a shower. You can leave the door cracked

open, and | "Il tralokn,tokay®”"fro
I looked at her in disbelief.
“Look,” iBhke Baddmy“choice, y
be in my house right now, much less in my body. You can do
this on your own, but it"s goi
hel p."”

“Fine, ”gruinbled. “ Y 0 ue se8nuawfully okay with
this, though. ”

“No, I *“m def i nit d&ikefsaidh oti tad" ksa yn ¢
like I have too much of a choice. I could expect you to just
stay dirty until we change bac
have t oo many méagaind coadscomplinge n | “
but I *"m not exactly sufYes who t
are familiar with the female a
“Yes, but thewetdidnthelhodkdn
likethisi n t he anatomy books,” | s
She blushed. Is that what I looked like when I blushed? I
gUuess So.
“Thank you for the compliment, I think, b ut | * d
appreciate it if you diUdth"t og
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you exposed my breasts to your ape friend earlier today,
nobody but my family had seen me nake d . ”

I put my head down and then I looked ather-l “ m st i | | nc
used to seeing her in my body. “Look,| “ m r eal |l y sorry
that. It felt like the whole conversation was getting out of
hand, thonlywaylcbusdthinkoft o shut you wup

“ We | nh npt over it yet, but I understand your logic. It
worked, I guess. Although, I think if you had tried harder you
could have come up with somethingelse. | t " s a pretty \
excuse for flashing your friend.

“1 have four | aundr yntieadsck et s i
“One each for towels, whites, colors and darks. Do you know
how to sort your | aundry?”

“Yes, "Il cdainy. |l aundry at home
separate colors and dar ks.”

“Wethlat *"s how my mother sorts t
laundry. You can throw the clothes you are wearing in the

baskets and hop in the shower .’
I looked at her again.
“Look, you are goi ngouldtwun have t

around, but when you get out of the shower, you are probably

going to need help getting dres
She was right. I did as she said, placing the clothes in the

baskets and trying to cover myself as [ walked toward the

shower.
“1"m going to g-dowe "yselhet saiqui

yelling into the bathroom. “I shower in the evenings before

bed. On Saturdays I usually shave my legs, but hopefully we

will be back to normal tomorrow and I will just shave my

legs myself. Ot her wi se, | “1l 1l show you h
later. And my armpits. I usually shave them every day, but
we " | | skip that today.

“Now,” s henwe niton " t know how vyou

your hair, but girls, particularly girls with long hair, have to

take care of it a certain way. After you get it completely wet,

take the shampoo, about...t wo q u ar tamlrulsitall wor t h
throughout my hair. Let that sit whiley o uc.l. ean my body,

32



Day 1

she said hesitantly. I think she was struggling with this part. I
couldn*"t see her face, but | "nm
beyond the door. I know I must have been blushing because
my face was on fire.
“Make sur e fyotuher isnocsaep acld mpol et
be uncomfortable later. Now, rinse the shampoo out really
welLOnce it"s compl ettweol yqg urairntseerds,
worth of conditioner in your hand and work it through the
hair.”
“Got it | yell ed out to he
“ No w theromtin the basket and comb the
conditioner through the hair. This will help work any knots
out .”
“My head feels heavy with al
conditioner,” | said.
“1"m sure you c aWhilateendl e it ,
conditioner is sitting, I clean my face. I use the facial wash on
the shelf. Rub it all over my face, let it sit for about twenty
seconds, and rinse it off.

“Once I am done with my face,” s he c“@wilt i nued,
shavemyar mpits. | f it"“s Saturday,
ThenIrinset he condi ti oner out of my

“That"s a |l ot to do every da

““Wel | I only washThergstohai r e

the time, I just get it wet. Some girls have to wash their hair
more, some less. If [ wash mine more often, it gets dry and
brittle. ”

“1 didn"t realize Okaph®re was
what s next?” |1 asked.

“Now you get OShdhanded metwbe s how
t owel s. “olkboff andtherolltyaur hdir up in it.

Bend over so your hair falls down. Wrap the towel around
your hair somewhat tightly, stand up and let the towel fall
over backwards. This will let your hair keep from getting
frizzy until you are ready to blow-dry it.”
“What s the other towel for?
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“ T o mafte you put lotion on. The lotion is on the
counter, there. I put a good amount on my arms and legs
because they dry out so easily. I put lotion on my stomach,
back, chest and dddaskshesajd,andt not
walked out of the bathroom. She saw me and rolled her eyes.
“ Wh a tasked innbcently.

“The towel was supposed to be
your ..chest . Not your waist. The
your arm to cover your .my..your

| felt dumb. “Oh, " | sai d, tur

“T h a tkdy,sve 0 d 0 n "ydu to wadk@ardund in a
towel for the next hour, anyway.Let * s get you s ome

“The next hour Doels gdi d aklkro gload
l ong to get ready?”

“Someti mes more, sdrmdt idmes nldes
on what | do with my hair."”

She walked me over to the dresser and showed me where
the bras, underwear, socks and jeans were. She pulled one
item out of each drawer.® You can“t make too m
with the socks and underwear. The bras are different for
different tops. I have regular bras for shirts and blouses that
cover completely. Don“t wear a bl ack bra w
or a white bra with a black shirt. The idea is, you want to
match the shirt and bra colors as closely as possible. Bras are
supposed to suppoAt, |l ehsey &ahant"
way my mother taught me. The other types of bras, we “ | | get
into later if we have to. For now, just wear shirts or blouses
that cover completely.”

I put the underwear on and grabbed the bra.* So, i s t her
an easy way to get this on? Your mother had to help me this
morning."”

“That had t oShestered bunidtospacefort i ng . ”

a brief moment, then shook her head. “ | don"t want to
Anyway, |l *ve gotten really good
practice. For now, why don"t you cl asftg

turn it around, pull the straps up over your shoulders and
adjust the cups into place. There are three sets of clasps. I
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usually use the second set of clasps, but you can adjust as
needed for comfort or support. ”
1 did as she said and then I put on my socks. “ | am goi n¢
to get your outfit for today and then I will lay out your clothes
for tomorrow. It will take time to teach you outfit

coordination.| * m hopi ng.."
“ know, ” [ interrupted, “vyo
back to normal tomeoerbow sahdwym
“Am | an n bjuystiwmigo make wure that we

cover everything so you don"t
She actually waN®n, tl adindry'thgr
sound like that. You are doing a great job of explaining

everything. | t “ ¢ hjaust wel |, Il “m hoping
to normal tomorrow also.L et s j ust assume t|I
don“t tell me you wiflhdiveacover |
guestion, [ ask."”

“Fair S»nhis gotr outfit for tomorrow. Jeans,
a t-shirt, bra, underwear, socks. To d a 'y , you can we

she said as she laid out shorts, another shirt, bra, underwear
and socks.

“Oh, I al most forgot, this d
shirts for bedtime.| don"t we dlheyder as f or |
uncomfortabletosleepin.L et “s do yous henakaiu
leading me to the makeup table.

“I'*"m just going t ol dol ytoemac m
tomorrow if...” s h e “pSaoursreyd..”

I smiled and she smiled back. My smile, but different.

Even in my body, I can still see a hint of Nicole. Her
mannerisms and features look more feminine. We * | | have
work on that.

She left the clothes on the bed and headed toward the
makeup table.* Shoul dn*t | put my shir
questioned.

“No, the br a gadesoughfordos.rYoue ar i
put on your outfit last so you stay cooler while you are doing
your hair and makeup. The last thing you want is to be hot
putting on makeup. Now, come sit down.
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I't didn"t seem to take |l ong foc
makeup. I was in awe watching how methodical she was.
“You seem so rellagxedt diot ngt mahg

makeup on another person, who |
“Yeah,” she said, “I mean, | "\
girlfriends before, but this is quite different. | * m mi | d 1l vy
freaking out inside.”
“You don®"t Il ook Ilike it on the
“1 pride myself on keeping my

My dad has al ways taught me tha
problem being overly emotional. There is a time for emotion

and there is a time for rationale. He * s al ways tel |l in
think about a problem in terms

“That " s gloojdusatdvdocre®.t see a wh
who are able to handle it as we

“ T h a n K thiykd i$ something that anyone can do.
But it takes practice. | t doesn“t hApgiein overn
just choosing to make good decisions. Some people seem to
thrive onchaos.| * m not ol fike thimgftobt h e m.
organized. L.et s do your hair.
“1 “ m ¢ ca¢hgog how to puttya@ir hair in a
ponytail. | t *s fairly easy, SO0 you carl
Nor mal | vy, I wouldn®"t put my hai
row, but we are making an exception. Go ahead and take the
towel off of your head.”
I took the towel off of my head and threw it in the towel
laundry basket.* Don"“t | just pull it bac
band things around it?” | asked
“Not Hrd, yotireedtoblow-dryitYou don"“t wan
to walk around with a wet head. Plus, it will frizz as it dries.
Use the medium heat setting. It takes a little longer, but it is
better for your hair. Brush it as you blowitd r y . ”
I dried the hair like she directed, and she continued
walking me through the rest of the steps. I would never have
guessed there could be so many steps just to put my hair in a
ponytail. She was very thorough.
Ididasshesaid.“ Li ke t his?”
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“Yeah, t hatJistmakp surethethayr elagtio o d .
is pushed to the base of your head before you let go of the
ponytail. Depending on how you brush it, you can make the
tail higher or lower on your head. I prefer to have it lay in the
middle of the back of my head. Not too high. | ™ 1 | show yo
more styles later, if necessary.” Yay.

“Something td Ildep ciosmiyninruc d,
shower atnig h t but | don"t do my ha
blow-dry and brush my hair straight out. In the morning, I
will wash my face and get my hair a little wet so it is
manageabl e when | style it."”

“Got it,” |1 said.

She walked back into the bathroom, and I followed her.

She showed me where the deodorant and perfume was, and I
put them on as she directed.

She went over to the bed where the shorts and shirt were
and picked themup.“ Now you put these on.

I put them on and looked ather.® Now what ?”

“Now, ecylladadytago.l t * s rhool! lur n.
don"t s me IDbyowususllyshogya ia tie.
morning, becau®® | didn"t

“ Y e &shower in the morning because it helps wake me

up.’
“Okay, shobwWhatshe gaud. rout
“1 wi sh | ntyeouihedvas s eghgughttolt & t
yours, but iAftérsecingwha&yoigsy si mpl e.
through, this should be a piece of cake. Go ahead and shower.

You can use whatever stuff you
really care.”

“Let"s get s oomeherse psloacle ndeomt” t
get back i nt OMybrbttersse litttebiggdh e s ai d
than you, but we can probably make do until we get to your
house."”

She went into her brother®s
socks, underwear, shorts and a t-shirt. Then she headed back
to her room and started to undress. It is weird enough looking
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at myself walking around, but it is that much stranger
watching me get undressed.

“Okay,” she said“ds sstee whas tyL
mean.| t “s not r eal Istangdundgssiganl , but
front Shdheadedtwthe bathroom, where she
finished undressing.

“1 wusual | y,thamal@hnybogyamai s have.

“You shave in the shower?” she

“Yeahtried the shaving cream t
benefit. I just use the shampoo toshave. Don “t worry abo
shaving today, though. My hair is pretty fine, also. If you use
that razor you shave your legs with on my face, you are going
to cut me more than usual

“How do you know?” she asked.
“1 " viemymoshee r * s r aBadthingshhetf or e .
wait until you have my razor."m

“No problem. So, she said, “1"*“ve wash
rinsed off. Wh a t next?”

“Now, get o0DNekt Idemndny edrswith o f f .
Q-tips, if you have them.”

“I do,” Nicole said.

“God,” "l saindt know about you
cleanmyearseveryday.| actually enjoy how

“Notme, ” she“Ireplléaend my ear s, b u
day. But, clean them as much as you like, as |l ong as yo
careful. ”

Yesterday, this was the girl of my dreams. Today, I am
the girl of my dreams,s he “s i anocy weddygy tal ki
about how often we clean our ears. Could this day get any
stranger?| guess at this point, I s hi
“So, [ usually wrap the towel around my waist, while I
finish up in the bathroom. When you have really short hair, it
tends to dry before you have a

“That makes sense,” she seemec
“1 wuswually put a little gel i
wet, and I kind of mess it around. I brush the sides back.

“Next, | p u't on deodor ant
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“l think my brother keeps so
home,” Nicole sai d bdosthssinke open
“Yehpere it is.

“l guess that"s betplicer t han

“Once you are done, you can fi
“Do you put |l otion on or any
““Wel | | n oYou canaftyou waet &, though.”
“Thanks, "l sheebanatl itchy if

on.l “ Il finishmudup "and be right
“You know, it*“s kind of weir

under wear on,” she called out.

“Probably not any more weird
said, laughing.
“Well, that"s a pretty good
After about three minutes she came into the bedroom.
“Wowayn“dt get me wrong.. don"t
body, but I could sure get used to this 15 minutes to get
dressed thing. Shal | we head over to yo
“Sounds ¢ 6o d“Ate gou gateng hungry,
because all of a sudden | "m st
“ Y e acbuld ust somethingtoeat. | “ve got sand\
stuff downstairs.| “ 1 1 make a couple of s
take them with us.”
“Works for me, ” | sai d.
We went downstairs and Nicole went to work pulling out
what she needed to make some sandwiches. Once she had
made the two sandwiches, | helped her clean up the mess.
“What do you want to drink?

“Do you have any Pepsi ?” | a
“We probably have soméein th
don“t drink a | ot of soda in o

fridge stockedf o r g Shehsatled intd the garage, and
came back a minute later with a Pepsi.
“Here $odagiosn"t rkeeinmgdod f

t hat | dlotnf$otla, sdif peopleksee you drinking a
lot, they might notice the change. Plus, [ want you to keep my
girlish figure intact,” she sa
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“Thanks,” | satd)|l ktadongy thesf
whatdoy ou dr i nk?’
“ Wa tl érink.milk or orange juice in the morning.
Usually milk with dinner. But mostly water. How about you?
Whatdo you | i ke to drink?”
“1 prefer Pepsi, but 1 "11 drir
I * mveaypti cky . ”
“So, | can drink whatever | we
l ook at me funny?” she asked as
“No, pr o Dapeoblyrealty pay that much
attention to things I|ike..what I
“Okay,” “STthheats &ai d.oShadgratbeda know. ”
bottled water, we gathered up our things and headed for her
car.
“1“"m not allowed to have anyor
had better drive. If I drive, anyone watching would see you
driving my car. My parents would take my car away for a
week if | did that.?”
“No prlobdaem.drive."”
We got in her car, backed out of the garage and headed
toward my house. With her car, my house was only about 30
minutes away. Now that [ knew where she lived, | knew how
to get where I was going.
“Can | ask you something?”
“Didn"t you jsuhset sdaoi dt.hat ?
Why do people alwaysthi nk t hat s funny? |
respond and eventually, she said,” As k away.”

o)

““Wel | ..l K ned twcoapegate @ get theough
this.?”

“Yeah?”

“Wel | , beyh@aimoseniceeto me right now. With

the way that things went this morning and yesterday, and with

what your mom told me you said
“Oh Whoa!t did she tell you I sa
“WIlIl, she didn"t get into spe

seemed proud of how you treated
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I looked over at her and saw what looked like shame on
my facee Again, the expression wasn
on my face.

“1 wasn®"t poreyind what f saidnyysuel | f  f
was frustrated at how the day went yesterday. You were the
third guy to come up to me and I was beginning to feel like a
piece of meat. The first two guys were arrogant and one was
crude. Your antics in class justaddledtomy annoyance.

| wanted to interrupt her , t
of f in cl ass, but | didn"“t thi
I let her continue without saying a word.

“When you came up t olwaied, I w

to hear what you had to say, and it sounded like you were
headed down the same road as the other two guys. | was more
proud of myself for standing my ground. I tend to be too
polite, and sometimes I feel like certain people take
advantage of that.”
She stopped for a minute as I drove in silence. After a
minute, she continued her thought.“ I don“t really
thatwell,a nd d o rfor d mintitdhtiatdh K m over you
flashing your friend. But...I may h ayfastrdtienk e n
out on the wrong guy. Time willtell. | f s ool F yn. s
“Thank you, " | sai d.
“ so,"” s heoue.npehlacsa nzee.d”, “y
“So,” | continued, “That sti
being so nice to me now."”
“1 1like to think that"dathi s i

really being ni cppeolaist enuyahiz® ra su d
way withever yone. "

“Wel | , Withdsmik,ath‘@dt “s what | t hoi
yesterday.”

“Look, " offdleé “maybe we should just
“Sounds good” Maybme ,df tlers ati hdi. ¢
over ..

“Yeah, dosh&stoppg@ush it ,h6 "7

Maybe after | grow on her a
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It didn"t take | ong before we
in front of my house. My house is a single story house built in
the eartydodesses't really stand o
All of the houses are single story and they are all painted in
shades of brown. Af t er seeing Nicole®"s ho
little self-conscious about my own house.

“Well, it doesn"“t compare to Yy
said meekly.

“ hope you don"“me, t"hisnhke tshaitd,r
affronted.“ 1 | ove my house, but my pa
be about things I realize it may not look like it from the size
of our house, but if you |l ook ¢

I particularly liked the functional movie theater. “ |
noticed. | t *s just .well, it"s just ve

“Well , thank you, blUt"$ Baw §s
big, obviously, but it seemed nice. At least what I saw of it as
I was running out the door. It matters a lot more how you live
than where youlive.l di dn®*t f eel uncomfort
house. Okay, so I did feel uncomfortable in your house, but it
was more about waking up in a strange place and a strange
body than it being your house. Don “t wor rly ldb dowet n
just fine in yoeuhopebtsée!| whjuset]l
today. Al t hough ..l don*“t know if | “11
your bed."”

“What*"s wrong with my bed?” |

“ | yourded.l shoul d sayltjutt“s a gu)
doesn"t Sk eansmiling gied she $aid it, so |
figured she was being playful.

“You shddlmd ntoal kexactly |1 ookin
sleeping with all of the frilly flowers on your pillows and
blankets. And pink. Everywhere pink.”

“Well then, Il et"s just hope tF
the morningd” she countere

We had made our way in through the front door.“* S o, " |
continued, “this Thehvingrbothiztot t ake
theleftt We wusually save this room fo
have a | ot of company, so it"s
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“You c an tghentthrodglothattofereng ik the
l'iving room or you can just wa

I turned left and faced the kitchen.* The fri dge i s
left, there. Feel free to help yourself to anything in there. The
pantry is to the left of the fridge. You can help yourself to
anything in there also."”

“Thank you,” she replied.

“ S u Okey, so I cook for my mom usually about three
timesaweek. | f we are still switched

“No probl em,” s“hMy rneosnp odnodeesd n
of t he «c¢ooki ngequitbabit. Whathleeybus t aug
cook for your mom?”

“1*"m not a great cook,” [ s a
appreciates the effort. I can make just about anything with
instructions on the box. Feel free to prepare anything you see.

If she acts surprised, tell her you are trying something new.
She“l 1l tel.lanydou hiet""lsl gweeaant i t .

“Got it."”

“Okay,” I cont i,nhalketdhennot as you
only opens back to the living room and the hall, but around
the island it opens to the dining area and den. We either eat at
the dining area table or we eat at the island, and we watch TV
in the den. There is a bathroom against that wall next to the
television.”

We circled back around the island to the hallway we
entered from, facing the front door. From where we were
standing, we headed left down the main hallway.

“Everything else is sOmraight
the right, there is a guest bedroom and then the door to the
garage. The washer and dryer are in the garage. Sorry, but |
do my own | aundry.”

“1 “ m sndigue it dut. [ knaw the basics. Do
you.do wbsrl smondry?”

“Someti mes, Sloe hwedmp" theas k uytal
she doesn"t expect”"i Shessedmed
show a bit of relief on her face, not that I could blame her. I
woultdmant to do some strange Vv
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“On t he | ef ther" & err Wgheadedsintomy mo
my mot her s r oom.

“What i " yomamem®” she asked.
“ Oh, Heonant i Angela. Matthews, same as
mi ne."”

“What about your dad?”

“1 d o nfiuch abont mywather. My mot her doesH
say a |l ot about him, and | *ve n
I't*"s not that she days amoytehitrhaga
she seems really sad and angry when I mention him. I know
his name is Steve Matthews, and he left when I was one or
twoyearsold. You won®"t really need to |
him.l t *s not a subj ectthetolmgat <c o mes
friends.”

“I'*"m sorry,” she said.

“Don*“lt" mbenot feel i AlgsissvimtrIry f or
know.l t “ s  Tkoew hinh whdén &e was here, and then he
l eft.”

“1 ..guess that"“s al tg'oso dj uvmaty I ar
me to imagine. S0 ...t hi s im'Ss y pyeusaix’o

“Yes,” ‘1Shephae dinclessanathelfar wa | k
end of the room. Straight ahead and to the right is her
dressing room and bathroom.| “ m not in here ver
Usuall vy, I am just bringing | au

We headed out of her room and made aleft.“ St r ai ght
ahead is my bathroom, and my bedroom is on the left. First,
the bathroom. Notmuchtoit.t Ther e s Natubs hower .
sorry. "’

S I | i $he souhdedspit @ut, baitdt seded
like she was teasing.

“So, t he b ebaveawandard closet.iNe r e .
walk-in. Bed is there and my clothes dresser is at the far wall

there. Feel free to | ook around.”

She started walking around the room, opening drawers
and memorizing the contents.“ | s t her e anything
should stay out of ?”

“No, " | replied, ‘O don"t have
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After a while, she turned to me and asked,* Do you hayv
my purse withyou?| need my cell phone.”

“1 think I left it in the ca
my nightstand,” | said.

“Girls never | eave lhetkei r pur
leave my purse in my car. It is either on me, or put in a safe
pl ace | i ke my Sheeesnkdamdsyedthatl r o o m.
left her purse in the car.

“Son ¥yl go get it."”

I went out to the car, grabbed her purse and brought it in
toher.“ Her e you go."”

“ThaBksthe way, do you have
“No, |l veohhe maney for a cel
“Well, if things don"t go ba

are going to have to go out and get you a phone. We are
going to have to be able to co
“'m kind of .om a strict budg
d pt

“1 wil | bWeywilligdtyod oa p/roeaip ai
“1 don"t want you to have to
“Look, if we are apart for s

be able to contact each other to get answers. You haveto
have a phone. My parents gave me a credit card to use in case
of emergency. I think this qualifies.

“Ther es he Djustwrxted Jessica to collect my
schoolwork so I can work on it this weekend. I asked her to
bring it by my house tomorrow.1 t ol d her t hat |

“Good idéa, shloudai ¢dal lo Mi ke
bring my homework over.’”

“Wel l, you calnf"tyawaddlyl dMi ke
going to wonder why"“JNi call d" hii
What do you want me to say?”

“ Ri dubt tell him you are sick and you want him to
bring my homework over tomorrow. Although, he probably
stil | think ©hnbad, we juskfdhimgpdssedh i m.
out on the floor today! Icanonlyi magi ne what “s g«
hishead | hope he"s okay.
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“1  wi | IIf hansermriond this andrning, I will tell
him it never happened. How do you talk to hin
“What do you mean?” | asked.
“1 mean, do yoludeorddyNo h? " m Mi ke
Ismiled. © We | | it depelndvse ocna | ntye dmoho
all of those before. Mike isnotreall y ..what woul d be
w o r dlaquent? Try not to speak so proper.”
I dialed the number and handed the phone to Nicole. She
started talking and I realized that she was leaving a message.
She told him she was sick and asked that he bring the
homework by my house tomorrow.
“Wel l, that was "e assidebkaiyda nl |
think for the rest of the day we should stick to the basics.
Let " setfgmilig with gur houses and immediate family.
We will recite it until we know
“ My theravi | | be home in a coupl e
offered. © We ¢ a n ustil fevey buthhenmweshould
definitely head over to your house. | t “ s Fryimdteey , s o m
won"t expedt |lhe jtuesni gletave a not
the night 6&Wer wa tispddd akoeof & .
Fridays at Thei, whenYos cothedhams lete
tonight, if you run into my mother, you can just tell her that
you started feeling sick.
“That “ | | wtHt We, tashepeaddt he e\
my house, and you can get more familiar with my house. You
can drive me back to your house at about nine. That will give
you time to get back to my house before my parents arrive.
You can just stay in my room with the lights out, and they
will | eave you alone.”
Over the next few hours, she walked through my house,
opening more drawers, simulating things I do when I am in
my house. She had changed into some of my clothes and we
washed her brother®s clothes so
we got back to her house. When five came, we packed up our

stuff, piled into the csar, and
“I'*"m getting Dhawnwaw ,Want stad dst
getapizza? We can take it back to you
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Day 1

“Yeah, | guess that would be
We stopped at Giovanni s Kit
We took it back to Nicole"s ho
her i mmedi ate family®“s info.

I repeated the same steps that Nicole took at my house. I
walked into the kitchen, opening drawers and cabinets. She
would ask me for a drink and I would have to go to the
cabinet to get her a glass and pour her a drink. When I was
able to maneuver throughout the kitchen without making any
mistakes, we moved to other parts of the house. She showed
me how to work the theater. We went upstairs and walked
through each of the rooms. We spent most of the remaining
time in her room. She would tell me to get something and I
would go retrieve it.

“1t“s almost nifwvYeu” nekee ftiona
to your house now. "’

She started walking down the stairs and we headed into

the garage.”* Tomor r ow, if things aren
have to work onyourwalk. You so don"t wal k |
“1 actually t ak €urentsiaudtionas a ¢
excluded, Il *“m not sWipiplos ewetmroe
on the subject, you"l/I need so
“Fair enough,” she said.
“So, " t hought al ouwmekback” wha't

I
to normal tomorrow?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well , are we going to be..fr
“Jake, ” yamaynosbads lthd as I'thought, but
that doesn®“t mean we have anytf’
We both got in the car and I started the engine.* Y e a h , I
guess swapping bodies dblesn"t
said sarcastically.
She looked at me for a minute, seeming to consider the
thought. Neither of us said anything for the rest of the trip. I
pulled up in front of my house and she opened the door. As
she started to get out, she turned back to me.
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Adrian Stephens ¢ In My Shoes

“Whatever happens tomorrow, WEe
What are you going to do when you get back to my house
tonight?”

“1“"m going to take a cdgosower , f
andgotobed.l “"m actually exhausted,”’

“Me lt'om.going to drag mysel f i
wake up a girl ."”

“You may want tYowedanorte waretc i
wake up as some other girl. ”

“Thanks f oHopehfeulalgw ilc'el.l s ee
tomorrow. "’

I waited while she walked into my house, and then I took
of f for NiThdlse 'nd ghduseoulIldn*“t en
hurried back to her house, went up the stairs, undressed,
jumped in the shower and foll ow
as I could remember.

I got out of the shower, dried off, got dressed into
underwear and a night shirt and returned to the bathroom to
blow-dry my hair. | f | weren®t so exhauste
have taken a few minutes to enjoy the view. As it was, |
wanted sleep more. I turned the lights off in the house and
crawl ed i nt IovasNdingtoHe &sléep beflrenty .
head even hit the pillow.
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DAY 2

“JaHKoemey. Wake up. Are you feel
I knew already téat Ifwadakéet:
was waking me up and calling me Jake, then I was still in his

body. “ Not .“rle"am Isyt,i"l Il fsedldi ng |
“1s it your stomachi?smaly, "t akt
replied.
“1 don"t think Peptgt is goin
Thanks for the advice, but | "I
“I'*m sure you will,” she sai
“Oh, | al most forgot, t here®"s
handed me a cor yheensngisidolene. “ S
Il sn“t that ahguighglwiyblh twlkee eot
“Yeah.it"“"s the same girl ."
“Did something new happen be
“1 guess you could say that.
“Good,” she said with a smil

her,” she whispered away from the phone.
I *“m sure Jakelbadtolmomshewas ul d f e

giving away insider trading se
t his. Wel | , weT hlaln kssp..anroem, U's | b osts
walked out of the room and shut the door.

“Hel |l 0?7

“Hey Nicol e, it"s Jake,"” he

“Hel | o sighaKle, T obks | i ke we"ve

work to do."”



“Looks like,” he said. “1"11 ¢
Your mom said that she and your dad are going out for the

afternoon, Sso we can come back
“Okay, I “ 1 | mpweandsdeyouiiabie s hower
Bye."”
“Bye. "7

I grabbed the clothes I was going to wear today and
headed into the bathroom. I turned the shower on so it would
warm up, undressed and went to
of course. That wahowdoysfcdher ent .
make a mess. Those things are unpredictable.
I jumped in the shower and got myself cleaned up. Five
minutes later [ was out of the shower, drying off and doing
my hair. I don"t want to tempt
this getting ready as a guy thing. On a bad day, it can take me
two hours to get ready as a girl. I was done in 30 minutes
today.
Once I was finished dressing, [ decided I would wait in
the family room for Jake to pick me up. I figured [ would
likely spend some time with his mom, but I should be okay if
I was polite and didn“t talk mu
would just play up the fact tha
I headed down the hall and into the kitchen where I
would fix a bowl of cereal and
breakfast of choice, and then eat at the kitchen table. As I
came into the kitchen, I saw his mother sitting in the family
room watching television and writing something on a
notepad.

“Morning,” | said with a smile
She returned t he asnnyi lbee.t t“eAr ey ey
“Actual ly, Il *m feeling a | itt]l

“1 guess the shower helped.”
I reached to grab a bowl out of the cupboard and found

the glasses. Oops! Concentrate harder Nikkil grabbed a

glass, as though I had intended it, and placed it on the

counter. I opened the bowl cupboard and pulled a bowl out.



