
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


IN MY SHOES

 


[image: tmp_869f38734eb74711c3982e7f3c08664f_kXNYpf_html_36a609b6.jpg]

 


BY

ADRIAN STEPHENS

 


ARTWORK BY ADRIAN AND CRISTY STEPHENS

 


 


 


Published By Stephens Family Media Group at
Smashwords

 


 


 


Copyright 2010 by Adrian Stephens

All rights reserved.

 


This novel is a work of fiction. The names of
the characters, places and events in this novel are the product of
the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any
resemblance to real events or circumstances is strictly
coincidental.

 


This novel may not be reproduced, by any
means, whether digital, photocopying or otherwise, in whole or in
part without the express written consent of the publisher. Requests
can be submitted by email at stephensfamilymediagroup@cox.net

 


Editor-in-Chief: Adrian Stephens

 


ISBN-13: 978-0-9831681-0-2 (e-book)

ISBN-13: 978-0-9831681-1-9 (hardcover)

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 


 


This book is for my loving wife, Cristy, and
my amazing boys, Bailey and Brendan. Without their love and
support, this book would not have been possible.

 


 


 


Thank you to the following people for their
contributions and support:

 


Editing Team

Jeanette Forrey, Cristy Stephens, Catherine
Taylor,

Krista Hampton

 


 


Creative Input

Jeanette Forrey, Cristy Stephens, Catherine
Taylor

Dick Stephens, Rhonda Dunaway, W. Terrence
Groom

 


 


Support

To my family and friends, and to my parents
in particular, thank you for your encouragement and support as I
took this journey. To Ashlea and Chelsea Suarez, thank you for
continuing to ask to read my novel. Don’t stop writing!

 


 


 


 Contents

 


 


Day 0

Day 1

Day 2

Day 3

Day 4

Day 5

Day 6

Day 7

Day 8

Day 9

Day 2812

Day 2813

 


 


 


DAY
0

I sit one row over and three seats back from
Nicole Evans in physics class. We’ve been in school for more than a
month now, and I’m not sure if she’s noticed me once. I noticed her
immediately. For a senior guy in high school, it’s kind of hard not
to notice the perfect girl. She’s smart and funny, and when she
smiles she lights up the entire room. That’s what drew me to her
first. Her smile. It’s warm and sincere, 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…

“Jake!” His whisper made me jump out of my
seat. Mike, my best friend. I’m not in the 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.

“Is everything alright Mr. Matthews?” he
asked.

“Yes sir. I thought I saw a…spider.” Chuckles
rolled throughout the classroom. A spider. That’s the best I could
come up with? Nicole turned over her shoulder and looked at me. I
couldn’t read the expression on her face, but it seemed to have a
hint of indifference. I wasn’t sure, but I thought she rolled her
eyes as she turned away from me.

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

“Nothin’…just wanted to see you jump. Dude,
you looked lost in space.” Thanks, Mike.

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, I 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. I wasn’t exactly a ladies’ man. If I were smart I
wouldn’t even try…she’s totally out of my league. But if you don’t
try, you will never do anything, right?

So, I had decided today was the day. It was
Thursday and I was thinking ahead for tomorrow. If things went
really well today, maybe…well, we’ll see. One step at a time. I
kept telling myself that once she got to know me, she would see
that I’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
didn’t think I was a great guy?

What makes me great, anyway? I don’t have any
money, I don’t live in a fancy neighborhood and I don’t play
sports. Truth is, my father walked out on my mother and me when I
was real little and we have struggled to make things work. My
mother’s done the best she could, and we’ve managed to get by.

Okay, that wasn’t the psyche up I needed. So
what makes me great? I am smart, hard-working and sometimes funny.
I’m not bad looking. I have a nice complexion, I’m almost 6 feet
tall, a little on the skinny side, short, blonde hair, blue eyes
and fair skin. I’m not going to win any male modeling competitions,
not that I wanted to, but I don’t seem to scare anyone away.

I’ve never asked anyone out before, so this
was my big chance. I didn’t want to blow it. If the conversation
didn’t go well, I would just say goodbye and work out a new plan. I
wouldn’t go all in if it didn’t seem like she was interested.

Mike looked over at me and motioned to get my
attention. “What are we going to do for lunch?”

I wasn’t ready to think about lunch yet. I
needed to stay focused, and lunch wasn’t for another hour anyway.
“I don’t really know yet. Ask me after next period.”

“We are having lunch together aren’t
we? You aren’t going to punk out on me are you?” he asked.

“Dude, I’m not really feeling very well right
now and I have some studying to do, so I don’t know. Ask me after
next period.” He looked annoyed, but he quickly changed gears.

Mike and I have been friends for seven years,
since we were 10 years old. It’s funny, we aren’t really much
alike. Mike is a little shorter than I am; probably 5’10” if he has
his lifts in, which he doesn’t really do anymore since I found out
and couldn’t stop laughing. He has dark brown hair that is 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 not 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. I couldn’t even get that color with
tanning. I would just end up with a really nice burn. I couldn’t
tell you what color his eyes are because I have never really paid
that much attention. Mike is smart, but he never really applies
himself. I think he has less confidence than I do, not that I’m
brimming with confidence, but he 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 friend, though. Well,
usually.

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 know what. I had been careful not to say anything to
him about Nicole. Better to let him know after the fact on this
one. He might just try to help, and you never know how that’s going
to turn out. Mike and I don’t have the same class next period,
which is why I chose this period to speak to Nicole. Mike won’t be
around.

“Hey, I can’t talk after class, I’ll catch up
with you after fourth.” Mike 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 different
day I still wouldn’t have thought it was funny, but 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 necessary?” I said,
trying to contain my disgust.

“Dude, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help
myself.”

“Maybe you should try a little harder.”

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’ve had enough nerves today to last a lifetime. Okay, I
can’t show my nerves. I needed to be cool. Not over the top cool,
just…calm.

As I neared her locker, I saw a friend saying
goodbye. Perfect timing. I couldn’t do this with an audience,
especially her friends. I walked up and left a locker’s length
between her and me. “Nicole?” I started.

“Yes?” She looked at me and smiled. Not a
‘hey I’m really happy to see you’ smile, but more of a courtesy
smile. Thoughtful, that’s a start.

“I’m Jake, and I’m in your physics class.” I
leaned against the locker and then, feeling like a pimp,
straightened back up.

“I know who you are. You’re also in my
English class.” That sounded a little cold, but she didn’t look
angry. Maybe I misread. And she noticed me!

“Right, well…uhh….I was just wondering if
you’d like to get together sometime and study.”

Now she looked unhappy. “I’m not looking to
tutor anybody right now...Jake…so I don’t think so.”

“Whoa, I don’t need a tutor. I just thought
maybe you 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…if it is, I’m not interested. What is it
with you guys, anyway? You’re like, the third guy that’s 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
I knew, it was like a switch had been flipped. “I don’t know about
any bet. I just wanted to get to know you better.”

“Look,” she said, “I get it. I’m pretty.
Everyone wants to get the pretty girl. It’s not happening. I don’t
date class clowns. I have goals, and…”

“Wait a minute. How do you get off calling me
a class clown? That’s not even fair!”

She paused. “I’ve seen your type before.
Always needs to be the center of attention. Do you think I’m dumb?
Is it a coincidence that today, the day you are at my locker, you
just happened to have the whole class focused on you twice? I mean,
‘I thought I saw a spider?’ Then, you fall down as class is getting
out? Could you be more obvious? Why didn’t you just dance on your
desk and yell, ‘hey, check me out’? That way, at least, you would
have been upfront about your intentions.”

“Wow. Do you usually indulge your ego that
much?” I snipped.

“My ego? That’s funny. I’m indulging my ego,
yet here you are in front of me. And there you were in class making
a spectacle of yourself.”

“That 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. “I’m
going to be late for my next class.” She slammed her locker, turned
away from me and walked out of sight. As she walked away, I swear I
heard her whisper “Loser.” Tell me she didn’t just 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…that
wasn’t really making me feel any better at this particular moment.
Fortunately, it didn’t seem as though anyone else 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. I
didn’t have Mike and I didn’t have Nicole in this class, so
fortunately I would be left to my thoughts. Then again, I would be
left to my thoughts. I didn’t really want to think about anything
at the moment, but I was having a hard time not thinking about it.
I 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 I’ve been in my life,
class clown was not one of them. She didn’t know the slightest
thing about me, and it was looking 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 test and I wouldn’t have missed any
questions. Today, it took all 55 minutes, and I probably missed two
questions. I’ll still get an A. I hope.

The bell rang and I headed to the cafeteria
for lunch. I could have sworn a couple of people looked at me and
laughed. Did they overhear our conversation? Worse yet, did she
tell them about the conversation? How could I have been so wrong
about her? I wasn’t even sad anymore, I was angry. Well, sad and
angry.

Mike came up and sat down next to me in the
cafeteria. “What, you’re not eating?” he said.

“I’m not hungry.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with
me? At the moment, you are what’s wrong with me!”

“What’d I do?” he said defensively.

“Well let’s start with you making me jump in
third period for the sake of seeing me jump. Then, if you’d like we
could spend a little time talking about why you decided to trip me
on my way out of class?”

“I was just tryin’ to have a little fun.”

“Yes, but your fun was at my expense. Not
only did you embarrass me, but you helped me leave a lasting
impression on a girl I was hoping to ask out. Instead, she ripped
into me and called me a clown!”

“Wow,” he said meekly. “Dude, I’m real sorry.
I didn’t know you were going to ask her out today. I wasn’t trying
to kill your chances.”

I didn’t really know what to say next. He
looked really sorry. I blew out a sigh. “Look, I know you didn’t
mean for this to happen, but it didn’t need to happen. You need to
think about the things you do, Mike. You’re going to be graduating
high school this year. You have no idea what you want to do after
high school and your grades aren’t exactly college level.”

“You sound like my mother,” he snapped.

“The thing is Mike, you are probably smarter
than I am. You’re acing physics but you’re flunking basic math. I
mean, who does that?”

“I like physics. It’s cool.”

“Yes, but you don’t really have anything to
show for all your smarts. You hide behind jokes and pranks instead
of taking a chance on doing something…in fear you’ll fail.”

It was silent for about two minutes before he
got up suddenly. “I’m sorry about Nicole. I’ll see you later.”

I didn’t say anything about Nicole to Mike.
How did he know I was talking about her? Man, was it that obvious?
This day was getting worse by the moment. I’m telegraphing my moves
and I just hurt my best friend.

Truth be told, I’m not too worried about
Mike. What I said was true and it needed to be said. He’ll probably
be over it before I get over this deal with Nicole. I wanted to go
home, but I still had two periods to go.

I couldn’t have recalled 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. I didn’t
own a car, so 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, but I’ve never been a fan of the bus. Four miles wasn’t that
far, especially when you had thoughts to process.

It’s not like I’ve crushed on every girl in
school, or even every pretty girl in school. I’m somewhat picky.
Nicole is beautiful, but that’s not the main reason I was attracted
to her. She is very smart. She is one of the top students in the
classes we share. She’s serious, but she never seems too serious.
When she laughs it’s contagious. Today seemed completely out of
character for her. Or was it me. Either way, I wasn’t sure where to
go from here.

I wandered for the better part of an hour
before I arrived home. My mom wouldn’t make it home for a few
hours. She got off at five o’clock and I would usually have dinner
ready for her on Thursdays. There aren’t a lot of things that I can
make, but there are a few. Actually, my mother appreciates just not
having to worry about coming home from work and 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 straight to bed. I don’t usually go to bed
until about ten or eleven o’clock, but I was ready to put this day
behind me.

My mom walked in the door at about five
forty-five. She always greets me with a smile, but I can still tell
when she’s tired. She looked exhausted.

My mother is pretty, but she is very simple.
I don’t mean that in a bad way. She just chooses not to be flashy.
She always dresses appropriately, but she doesn’t own anything
fancy. She usually wears little to no makeup. She has brown eyes
that have bags under them today. When she’s tired, they 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. She doesn’t eat much, mainly
because the budget doesn’t allow it, and her exercise routine
consists mainly of running around the office she works at as an
administrative secretary. All things considered, she’s in pretty
good shape. She and I have the same straight nose, but I can only
imagine I look more like my father.

“Dinner’s almost ready. How was your day?” I
asked her.

“It was good, but it seemed like it was never
going to 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 afternoon, and I didn’t have to be there. So I was
able to use the last half of the day to catch up. I’m starved,
though. I worked through lunch.”

“You need to stop doing that,” I said. “You
don’t really eat enough as it is. Didn’t you take a sandwich with
you? You don’t even have to heat that up!”

“I know. I’ll do better, but I just get
caught up in things and the time gets away.”

I looked at her, feeling more like the parent
than the son at the moment. “It’s just that, it doesn’t sound like
anyone there is looking out for you, so you need to make sure that
you do. I’ve only got one mother. I want to keep you around.” She
didn’t say anything after that. I tried to lighten 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, and I’m not usually
this much of a downer. I mean, it’s not like I’m wispy, or say a
class 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 looked up and said, “I didn’t
even ask you about your day. Did you have a good day?”

“It was okay,” I said. I didn’t make eye
contact and she noticed.

“What happened? Was Mike getting on your
nerves today?”

“You could say that.”

“Tell me. I can’t help if you don’t let me
know what goes on in your life.”

“It’s nothing, really. I…I tried talking to a
girl today. I thought it was going well, but all of a sudden she
was yelling at me and calling me a class clown.”

“Why would she call you a class clown?” she
asked. “You’re not a class clown. Were you being silly in
class?”

“No, it was a little bit of a
misunderstanding. I was daydreaming a little, and Mike startled me.
I jumped and the whole class noticed. Then, as I was leaving, Mike
tripped me. She noticed both times and now she thinks I’m a clown.
And…I think she called me a loser.”

“Sweetie, you are not a loser,” she
reassured. “You are an amazing young man. You are handsome, and
smart and a good person.”

“Thanks, mom, but all mothers tell their kids
that.”

“Only the good mothers,” she said with a
smile. “Every parent should feel that way about their kids, but
that doesn’t mean it isn’t true. You have so much to offer, and I
am very proud of you.” She walked over and kissed me on the
forehead.

“Now, I’m not condoning what this girl said,
and I don’t know anything about her, but she may have been having a
bad day. It’s easy to be angry at her, but you’ll be happier if you
forgive her and move on.”

I knew she was trying to help, but she wasn’t
there, and she didn’t see how Nicole treated me. I smiled at her.
“Thanks.”

“As for Michael,” she continued, “that boy
has way too much time on his hands. What that boy has going on in
his head sometimes…” she said, shaking her head. “He has no
business tripping you in class. His sense of humor needs to be
reeled in a bit. I’m glad you have better common sense than he
does. I know he’s not a bad kid, really, but he needs to start
thinking about his future.”

“I said just about the same thing to him
today.”

“Good,” she said. “He listens to you. Maybe
you’ll help straighten that boy out yet.”

I didn’t know what to say. She was right, but
I didn’t 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
wouldn’t want to discuss the fault list of my best friend with my
mother. True or not. “I’m going to do the dishes and then I’m going
to head up to bed.”

She looked at me, so sadly, with her forehead
crinkled up. “I’ll do the dishes. Get some rest. You’ll feel better
in the morning.” She paused for a moment, and then added, “Don’t
let this girl get you down. She’s one girl. If she doesn’t
appreciate you, someone else will.”

“Thanks mom,” I said, with my 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 you learn lots of
sayings to help you cope with the cruel things other kids can do.
“Sticks and stones may break my bones, but names will never hurt
me.” In the end, that’s not really true. Well, sticks and stones
may break my bones, but names hurt, too. More specifically, names
hurt when cast by people you care about, in one way or another. I
don’t really know Nicole that well, but I obviously care enough
that her words hurt.

Tomorrow I will need to get over this, but
tonight I couldn’t help dwelling on it a little more. I guess
that’s my 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 then move on. That’s where I am right now. Trying to
resolve it in my mind.

If Mike hadn’t made me jump, and if he hadn’t
tripped me, would the result have been different with Nicole?
Maybe. Well, probably. At the very least, she wouldn’t have called
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 a
goof-off.

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
conversations had gone. I don’t really get it. I would be flattered
to have anyone ask me out. To have three people ask me out in the
same day…wow!

Anyway, she obviously was bothered by it. If
Mike hadn’t tripped me, she probably would have said no, but 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 places with him any day, though. We both
are only children living with single moms. The main difference
between our lives is because of our moms. Don’t get me wrong, I
love his mom. She is always nice to me, and I feel like I am part
of their family.

Mike’s mom, Diana, is the party mom. When
Mike wants 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’s not a big part of his life. His mom
tries to overcompensate by being his friend. He isn’t abusive
toward 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.

It’s not like I think parents shouldn’t be
friends with their kids, but really, they need to be parents most
of the time. As much as I like Diana, I wouldn’t want her to be my
mother. 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 really ever get into trouble, so my mother doesn’t
usually have to play the ‘parent’ role too often. Don’t think for a
minute that she wouldn’t put me in my place if I got out 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 high school years. I
feel like she has prepared me, the best she knows how, for the real
world. I think I’ve turned out pretty good.

You know, I guess that’s what really bothered
me about Nicole calling me a clown. She hurt my pride. I am proud
of the fact that I am responsible. It’s like, her calling me a
clown has taken something away from who I am. I’m not going to let
her change that for me. If I were her, I would never treat someone
like that. If Nicole were a guy, then maybe she could see how hard
it was asking girls out. She doesn’t have to like me, but someday
she’ll see what I’m about. Someday she’ll see she was wrong.
Someday she’ll learn that being friends with Mike doesn’t make me
Mike.

I have nothing left for the day. I’ve been
staring at the ceiling for what seems like forever, searching for
answers. I don’t know if I’ve found any answers, but I think I’m
ready to find the back of my eyelids. I don’t know how I’ll feel in
the morning, but it couldn’t be worse than today.

 


 


 


DAY
1

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. I obviously didn’t sleep very well. My 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. I had my eyes wide open,
staring at the ceiling. But it wasn’t my ceiling. I darted up in
bed and looked around. Nothing was right. Everything was pink and
yellow and white and I didn’t recognize a single thing. There was a
dresser to my left with a large, oval mirror on it.

That’s about the time that I screamed. At
least I think it was me. I saw the mouth in front of me open and I
felt the scream, but it wasn’t my voice. The reflection in the
mirror didn’t belong to me either. It was Nicole. I looked to my
left and then I looked to my right. No Nicole. I looked down. This
was not my body and I don’t wear nightshirts. I was
Nicole.

I jumped out of bed, but I didn’t know where
to go or 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? No, this didn’t feel like a dream. I was completely
cognizant of what was going on around me. Just because it didn’t
make any sense didn’t mean I couldn’t tell the difference between
dream and reality. No, this was something else.

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 I am in Nicole’s
body, then…where is my body? And, where is Nicole? Wait. If I’m in
her body, maybe she’s in my…how is this even possible?

I needed to find her…I mean me…I mean…ugh! If
I were her…well, actually I am her. Focus! If she was in my body,
she would be freaked out like me, and she wouldn’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? Wait, the
school! Maybe she’d go to 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 I could tell instantly that it was Nicole’s mother. She was an
older version of Nicole in so many ways. She was blonde, though her
hair was shorter than Nicole’s. She had the same capturing eyes
that probably came alive when she smiled. Only, she wasn’t smiling.
She looked worried.

“Nikki, what’s wrong?” she choked.

“Sorry, I…had a bad dream…and I just realized
I’m late for school,” I said.

“You don’t usually wake up for another half
hour. It’s six in the morning.” Her voice was calming now that she
knew I was okay.

I didn’t know what to say. “I…wanted to get
there early today.”

She started walking into the bedroom toward
the dresser. “Well then, let me help you. I wanted to talk to you
this morning anyway.”

“Oh…okay. About what?” I asked.

She was walking and talking and acting like
this was perfectly normal, while I was jumping out of my skin…well,
Nicole’s skin…trying to get 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.

“Are you okay?” she questioned.

“Um…yeah…sorry. I’m a little out of sorts
this morning. I don’t think I slept very well.”

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, occasionally adding an “uh-huh,” and thinking 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 attempt to leave 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, listening for a pause in Nicole’s
mother’s talking. She continued, so I did 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 occurred to me…I was
looking down at Nicole’s…boobs, 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 mouth before
Nicole’s mother noticed me ogling at Nicole’s body.

Okay, there was a bra, a shirt and a skirt on
the bed. No socks and no underwear. I was wearing underwear, so I
was good there. I reached for the bra to try and figure out how to
put it on. I’ve seen my mother’s bras before, but I’ve never tried
to put one on. It didn’t seem that complicated. I put my arms
through the big loops and put the cups up to my chest. Wait. It was
inside out. I took it off, turned it around and tried again. I 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
mother didn’t seem too 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.

“I mean, I can understand your frustration
with the other two boys, Nikki, but you didn’t say anything about
that third boy that was worth treating him like that. He didn’t
know the other boys had asked you out did he?”

“Uh…no, he didn’t,” I said quietly. She was
talking about 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, I know it’s hard being the pretty
girl, but 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 say yes to all of
these boys. In fact, I would prefer if you didn’t,” she said with a
smile. “But, there is a big difference between saying no and being
cruel. Sometimes it’s better just to say ‘no thank you’ and let
them leave with their pride.”

I didn’t really know what to say. I agreed
with her. I thought Nicole was cruel yesterday, and I didn’t think
it was necessary at all. I was already starting to like this lady.
I wished Nicole were actually here to hear what she was telling me.
As far as I was concerned, she was preaching to the choir.

“You know,” she continued, “when I was your
age, I didn’t have a lot of boys even asking me out. My mother used
to tell me that it was because I was so pretty that the boys were
just…afraid to ask me out. So, when someone who seemed nice did ask
me out, I considered it.”

She was looking at me, and I guessed that I
needed to respond with something that Nicole would say. But I
didn’t really know what she would say. “I see your point, but I
felt like he was being a clown and I didn’t feel like dealing with
him. Would you?”

“No, probably not. And I don’t know this kid.
But, I think 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 putting him off.”

“Really?” I asked. Did Nicole really seem
proud of herself?

“Really. I don’t want to say too much more,
because I think I’ve made my point. I love you and you’re a good
kid. 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 to others. Don’t let others walk all
over you, but show compassion when you can.

“Oh, and your skirt is on backwards.” I had
just finished 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. “Are you going to be okay today? You are all out
of sorts. I swear, if your head weren’t attached you’d probably
lose it today.” She had no idea.

“I’ll be okay. I just woke up funny.” That’s
an understatement!

I started walking toward the door when she
called me.

“Nicole, are you not going to wear makeup
today?” she asked.

I wouldn’t even know where to begin. “I’ll
put it on at school. I really want to get there early today.”

“Do you have a test today?” She had a
questioning look on her face.

“Not until next week, but I said I’d study
with some friends before school.” I hoped that sounded
plausible.

“Oh, okay. Well, don’t forget your purse and
your backpack,” she said, pointing at them on the desk at the far
wall. “Oh, and shoes.” She walked into Nicole’s closet and came
back with some shoes.

“Thanks,” I said.

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, so I wouldn’t look lost in what 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 breakfast at the
school?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m not very hungry.”

“Okay, don’t forget we will be getting home
late tonight. Dad and I are getting together with the Hendersons
for cards. I’m guessing you’ll be hanging out with Jessica or
Caryn?”

“Uhh…probably. I haven’t really talked to
them yet,” I replied truthfully.

“Just be sure you are home by eleven or call
if you want to stay over at one of their houses.”

“I will. Bye!”

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
the street. I didn’t recognize anything. I’d never been on this
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. I wasn’t positive, but I had a
pretty good idea how to get to school from here.

I ran almost the whole way. In a skirt, no
less! I’ve never minded running, and it appeared that Nicole’s body
was in pretty decent physical shape. I didn’t have too much
trouble. It probably had more to do with the fact that I couldn’t
stop thinking about this whole crazy mess. What was I going to say
to Nicole when I saw her…in my body? What if she’s not in my body?
What then? I don’t have the slightest clue how we are going to
reverse this whole thing, but if Nicole is not in my body, I don’t
know what I’m going to do. Please be in my body. I slowed a bit as
I reached the school.

When I was younger, I used to run everywhere.
I was a pretty good runner. The problem was, once I stopped
running, the sweat glands seemed to just flood open. It wasn’t any
different in Nicole’s body. I was sweating profusely, and my 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
wouldn’t start for a while, so there was a really good chance I
wouldn’t run into anyone there.

I walked up to the entrance of the boys’
bathroom and stopped. I couldn’t go in there. If someone came in,
I’d wind up in the dean’s office. I took a deep breath and walked
into the girls’ bathroom. Nobody was inside. I walked into one of
the stalls, closed the door and put Nicole’s backpack and 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. I 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 started
toward Nicole’s locker. It was easy to tell she wasn’t there
because there 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 and shut the locker. That’s when I heard my voice call from a
short distance away.

“You!” she cried. It was weird seeing my body
coming toward me, hearing my voice yelling at me. “I don’t know
what you did or how you did it, but you need to undo it now!” The
good news was that the best possible, miserable scenario appeared
to have come true…Nicole seemed to be in my body. The bad news
was…she seemed angry with me. Again!

“Wait, you think I did this?” I said
incredulously. “Now, just how do you think I managed to pull
something like this off?” I said, throwing my hands in the air.

“Well, I know that I didn’t do it!”
she snapped.

“Well, you figured me out! It was all part of
my master plan. I thought, hey, I haven’t been humiliated enough by
this girl, so I’m going to put some…voodoo spell on the both of us
so we…” I lowered my voice to a forceful whisper, “switched
bodies!”

“Well, I don’t know how it happened, but
I certainly didn’t wish this to happen,” she hissed.

I laughed sardonically. “After how you
treated me yesterday, if I 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 was probably
evident that we 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 Jake! Is everything okay?” He turned and
looked in my direction, glaring at me as if he were trying to tell
me not to mess with his friend.

Nicole turned on Mike. “I’m sorry. You must
be lost. I don’t remember anyone sending you an invitation to this
party, so why don’t you butt out!”

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,” I snapped back, again with the
forceful whisper. I was trying real hard not to draw attention to
us. “Who do you think you are talking to my friend like that? He
doesn’t know what’s going on here and he thinks his best friend
just chewed him out for no good reason!”

Mike turned around. I don’t think he entirely
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.

“I don’t really care what he thinks,” she
said. “I’m still not done with you, and I don’t have time to deal
with him!”

“I’m not going to have you ruin my life in
the process of trying to figure out what happened,” I said.

She smirked. “I’m not sure how you think
you can stop me!”

Okay, maybe this wasn’t the best idea. Maybe
it wasn’t the classiest thing to do, but it was all I could think
of. I turned toward Mike, and I lifted my shirt revealing Nicole’s
chest to him.

Several things happened at almost the same
instant. Mike’s eyes bugged out and he passed out on the floor. I
heard the most hideous, blood-curdling scream come from my mouth. I
didn’t think it was even possible for me to 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,” I whispered. “I’m sorry. Now
will you please calm down so we can try and sort this whole thing
out?”

“Sorry? You just flashed my breasts to your
best friend and you’re sorry? And…couldn’t you have at least left
my house wearing a bra?”

“I did leave your house wearing a bra, but by
the time I got here I was itchy and sweaty from running. I had to
take it off.”

“I can’t believe you just did that,” she said
stunned.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know what else to do.
You were getting belligerent.”

We both stood there silent for a moment
gathering our thoughts.

“Look,” I said, “I don’t know how this
happened any more than you do. All I know is if we don’t work
together, this could turn out very bad. We can’t exactly tell all
of our friends and family that we’ve switched bodies. We’d be
committed.”

She stared at me for a moment, contemplating
what I had said. Then she said in an almost defeated tone, “Look at
you. I can’t believe you left the house letting me look like that.
I have no makeup on.”

“I don’t know how to put makeup on. You don’t
like the 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 soften just a bit. “Okay,
look,” she said. “You’re right about us needing to work together.
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.

“I will make you a deal,” she continued. “I
will do my best to be you…carry out your responsibilities and do
things the way you would while I’m in your body, if you do the same
for me. Working together will also allow me…us,” she corrected, “to
keep an eye on each other.”

“I don’t know. I’m not sure that I could be a
girl even if I wanted to.”

“The other option is we could destroy each
other’s lives in a very short time. And trust me, I would destroy
you.”

I considered that. “Okay. We need a plan
then.”

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 work out a plan here. We are going
to have to ditch today. I don’t have any classes that I have
to be at today, do you?”

“No,” I said.

“Good. We 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
looking decent. So, where did you park my car?”

I looked at her blankly. “You have a
car?”

“Wait. You mean you ran from my house all of
the way here?”

“Well, yeah. I didn’t know you had a car, and
I wanted to make sure I got out of there. Your mother kept saying
that I was acting funny, and I was telling her that I wasn’t
feeling right because I hadn’t slept well.”

“Well, hopefully she didn’t notice that you
left my car in the garage. That would make her really
wonder. Hopefully Julia is driving this week.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“They take turns driving. My mom and dad get
together with John and Julia Henderson just about every Friday.
Whoever’s house they are getting together at that week decides the
person who drives.”

“Your mom mentioned they would be home late
tonight because they were getting together with the Hendersons,” I
offered.

“Good,” she said. “Then, Julia will drive
them both around to run their errands. My mom will keep everything
in Julia’s fridge until they leave tonight. My father meets them at
their house and drives my mom home. So, she likely won’t have
noticed my car in the garage and we will have more time
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