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Nikki, the Sneakiest Grocery Switcher

The Sneakiest Grocery Switcher is at it again

When Nikki turned eight, something changed.

Summary

“Saturday morning had a color, and that color was gray. Gray because it was the one day seven-year-old Nikki didn’t have to rush to school, but still, her mother, Wildly Mae, always woke her up early. "Nikki-Pie! Time to rise and shine, sweet potato!"

“Nikki dragged her feet to the kitchen. Her mother, Wildly Mae, was already sipping coffee. "Remember your mission, honey," Wildly Mae whispered, handing Nikki a perfectly normal, non-dented shopping list. "Your daddy is a sweet man, but his love for the cheapest means trouble for our bellies. Be the Sneakiest Grocery Switcher today."
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Nikki’s dad, Fuzzy Wood, was already by the front door, jingling the car keys. He had a big, joyful smile that always made Nikki smile back, even when she was still sleepy. "Ready, my little financial wizard?" he boomed. "Today, we save big! We are like money ninjas!"

The grocery store, 'Bargain-Rama,' was loud and busy. They headed straight for the produce section. "Look here, Nikki!" Daddy Fuzzy Wood pointed to a bin of apples. "Two for the price of one! It's a deal!"

Nikki looked closer. The apples were bruised and soft, with little brown spots. They looked like they’d fought a long, losing battle. "See, Nikki? We save one whole dollar!" Daddy Fuzzy Wood placed a handful of the mushy apples into the cart, beaming with pride.

Daddy Fuzzy Wood turned his back to look at the bargain carrots. Quick as a flash, Nikki Wood, the Sneakiest Grocery Switcher, snatched the bruised apples out. She walked over to the next bin and carefully chose firm, shiny, red apples. Plink! She dropped the good ones into the cart, right on top of the list.

"Now for milk," said Daddy Fuzzy Wood, inspecting a jug with a slightly crinkled label. "We must check the dates, but if the label is ugly, that's just a free discount, right?" He winked. "Always save the pennies, Nikki. They add up to a dollar!"[image: IMG_7178.jpeg]
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They shopped through the whole store. Every time Daddy Fuzzy Wood picked something cheap and questionable, Nikki waited for her moment and swapped it for something fresh and perfect. Finally, they reached the last aisle. "Now, for the reward," Daddy Fuzzy Wood announced. "The best part of saving money is getting to spend a little on something you truly love."

Nikki carefully chose her favorite chips...the crispy, spicy ones. As they walked to the checkout, she saw the cart: good food, a few real bargains, and her perfect snack. It was a cart full of love, secrets, and smart shopping.

Back home, Nikki poured her favorite chips into a bowl. She looked at her dad laughing and her mom smiling, knowing that Saturday was no longer a gray morning. It was bright yellow, full of important work, secret missions, and the sweet reward of family time. 
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The next Saturday morning at the Bargain-Rama was Fuzzy Wood’s favorite time. He believed this brightly lit, slightly dusty store was his personal temple of finance. "Nikki, my little Good Grocer," he announced, pushing their enormous empty cart. "Today we conduct a sacred service: keeping our hard-earned dollars out of the clutches of the Big Corporate Titans!"

Nikki nodded seriously. She understood Dad’s mission, but she also had her own secret mission, given to her by Mom, Wildly Mae. Wildly Mae had slipped Nikki three green sticky notes this morning. 'Swap the rock-flour, swap the stink-soap, and swap the scary-meat,' they read. Nikki tapped the first note. Time for the Flours of Power.
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They found the flour section. Fuzzy Wood immediately knelt down, dusting off a giant bag labeled ‘Generic Grind No. 4.’ "Behold, Nikki! This is the stuff of heroes! It is eight cents cheaper per pound than the Brand Name Beast. By rejecting the Beast, we keep that eight cents, making us richer, drop by glorious drop!"

Fuzzy Wood stood up, holding the dusty bag like a trophy. Then, he spotted a clearance sign for slightly bruised bananas ten feet down the aisle. "A bounty of saving awaits!" he declared, speeding off. This was Nikki’s chance. With a swift movement, she plucked a bright, quality bag of 'Baker's Best' flour from the middle shelf and slipped it into the cart, hiding the dusty bag quickly behind a tower of sugar.

Next stop: the laundry aisle
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