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Jessica woke feeling hot and sweaty with a thumping headache.

Not entirely unexpected when you’re in your twenties after a long night clubbing.

Even when you’re not drinking.

The room smelled stale and overcooked, as if the curtains had been open and the windows closed on a midsummer day.  

She rubbed her dry and gritty eyes, and thought her skin felt strangely dry and loose.

She sat up too quickly, and as the dizziness hit, fell back down.

After a moment, she rolled on her back, opened her eyes and looked up at a blurry ceiling she didn’t recognise.

Not moving her head, she tentatively reached out with both hands, encountering only empty space.

Her eyes teared up, and she closed them in relief.

Firstly, she was probably alone, and secondly, after the initial sting, her eyes felt so much better.

She opened them again, and as gently as possible, moved her head from side to side to see what was there.

She relaxed slightly as she realised she was alone, but tensed again almost immediately as she became aware she was naked in a room she didn’t recognise.

And needed to pee badly.

Pulling a sheet around her, she slid off the bed and stood unsteadily.

Great. Now she wanted to puke too.

Hoping the door she was facing was a bathroom, she half ran, half fell and pushed it open.

Sliding to her knees in front of the toilet she vomited until she was left dry retching.

Utterly spent, she allowed herself to collapse on the cold tiled floor. 

Coming to sometime later, she lay still, eyes closed, and tried to remember where she was, and why.

She’d gone out with the girls for Sarah’s hen night. There’d been a party bus taking them from club to club.

As Maid of Honour, she’d been limiting her drinks so she could make sure no one was hurt or forgotten.

They’d gone into some bar with a loud techno beat. There’d been dancing. There’d been shouting.

She’d seen a beautiful boy with mesmerising blue eyes.

And that was about it.

This wasn’t her home, so logically, it was his.

Had he given her some kind of drug? Was it him though, or someone else?

She still needed to pee.

Leaning on the wall, she gently stood up, and flushed the vomit filled toilet. After waving her hands to freshen the air, she sat to pee.

The bathroom smelled somewhat comfortingly of steam and cologne.

It was luxuriously full of black marble and chrome fittings, with soft thick red towels layered haphazardly on the rails.

Not exactly to her taste, but nice enough.

If not for the messy pile of well-worn slippers, smear of toothpaste on the vanity, and half full skin care containers, it almost looked like a hotel or design magazine bathroom.

It certainly didn’t look like a young man’s bathroom.

Though when you’re renting, you pretty much go with whatever’s there don’t you?

Or did he live at home with his parents?  

Mind you, if he’d used the room this morning, it could still be a hotel.

If it was him.

There was nothing to suggest who it might’ve been.

Jessica massaged her temples where the headache was threatening to return.

Cleaning up and flushing the toilet again, she approached the vanity to wash up. 

The woman in the venetian glass mirror was old. Not like really old, but old enough to be her mother.

She splashed her face with cold water, and rubbed her eyes.

The woman’s greying hair was in a neat longish bob, or at least it would probably be neat when it was combed out.

Her face and crepey chest harboured the odd age spot. The face wasn’t that bad for an old chick - judging by the number of pots of lotion on the bathroom counter she worked hard to maintain it.

With her slightly full cheeks, and lightly padded body, she looked like a comfortable middle-aged housewife.

Not that there’s anything wrong with middle aged housewives.

She waved, and the housewife waved back.

Freaky.

She waved again, then shuffled to the right and back. The woman in the mirror did the same.

She tried a few random lunges and the woman kept up.

It was impossible, yet it seemed that somehow, she and the woman in the mirror were the same person.

Where was the woman who owned this body if she was here instead? 

How was it possible that last night she was dancing with a beautiful boy, and this morning she was in this old body, in this luxuriously tawdry bathroom?

Was she still Jessica, or was she someone else?

Had she travelled in time or was there something wrong with her brain?

Maybe she was hallucinating?

Yes, that was her best hope.

Hallucinating for sure.

Closing her eyes, she prodded her face hopefully, and felt the pressure.

Not reassured, she pinched her neck hard enough to hurt.

And opened her eyes in surprise.

The old woman was still there. Scowling at her.

Closing her eyes again, she bent and leant her head on the cool marble vanity.

Okay.

So.

However she came to be here, this was the body she was in. And she felt a little embarrassed about the saggy arms and baggy legs.

Was that what middle aged bodies looked like? She’d never seen one.

And if she was here in this body, where was its owner? Was she cavorting around town in Jessica’s body Freaky Friday style?

For a moment she was filled with terror, but reassured herself that a middle-aged woman was unlikely to run amok in her body.

Was she?

Something had to be done, but what?

First a hot shower, some clean clothes and then buckets of strong coffee.

And then maybe she could think.

She locked the bathroom door, and took the quickest possible shower.

Partly because she didn’t want to touch the body, and partly because she was afraid someone would try to open the door.

While towelling herself dry, she reviewed the pots on the vanity, then smeared on some face cream, spritzed herself with Chanel No 5 and combed her hair.

The body’s hair?

Next step, find some clothes.

Leaving the wet towels on the floor, she wrapped herself in a dry one and returned to the bedroom where she was confronted by enormous photos of the old woman on the walls.

Aside from shuddering, she didn’t know how to deal with that.

What kind of person hangs larger than life photos of themselves in their bedroom?

How confident did you have to be to choose that size over a standard 5” x 7”?

They looked professional; was this woman a model or actor?

Opposite the bed, was a black and white portrait at a beach tide line. Her jeans were rolled up, sandals dangling from her left hand while the right held down her stripy t-shirt. The wind was whipping her hair, and her head was thrown back laughing.

For a photo taken in a public setting, it was surprisingly intimate, she wasn’t pretending to be something she wasn’t. She’d let her guard down, and was just being who she was at that moment.

For an instant Jessica could almost remember the moment the picture was taken; her comfort with
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