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Riya Khatau hates her new public
school. The only thing that makes
it tolerable is picking on other
classmates with her friends. And
Saanvi, who dresses in dollar-store
clothes, is the perfect target.

But on a field trip to a museum of
ancient Eastern artifacts, Saanvi has
had enough of Riya’'s bullying and
wishes that Riya would trade places
with her. To their surprise, the wish
comes true, and they swap bodies.

Is it too late for Riya to apologize to
Saanvi and for them to switch back?
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For everyone who's ever wished to be someone

else—may you find the joy in being yourself!
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Chapter One

I hate my life!

Most of my classmates are losers. Bad hair.
Strong BO. Zero style. And the classroom smells
like a graveyard for books. Today gym socks and
stale food add to the mix. Ugh! Has no one heard of
deodorant or air freshener?

I stare out the window. My thoughts churn.

How could Mom put me in a public school halfway
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across the city? She said I had to finish eighth
grade here. It would help me learn about respect
and the value of money. The only thing it's taught
me is that she’s cruel.

“Hey, Ree-Ree, you okay?” Nikki, my new bestie,
nudges me. “Lunchtime!” I detest this nickname.
Wish she’d just call me Riya. But friends are as
rare as style in this school. I can’t afford to be
mean to her.

“Place stinks,” I say. “I've lost my appetite.”

Nikki giggles, showing super-white teeth.
“You're so witty, Ree-Ree!”

“Here you go, babe,” Charlotte says, spraying a
cloud of perfume.

Charlotte is Nikki’s BFF. Now mine. We move as
a coven. Some call us witches to our faces. I couldn'’t
care less. I just want out of this public school. Back
to my old one. At least it smelled better.

I take a sniff of Sweet Stardust by Amoure.

“Thanks!” I say, forcing a smile.
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As I walk through the corridors, my heart sinks.
One whole year in this public school. It isn't fair!
I only sneaked out of my private school once, to
watch a movie. And invited a couple of friends to
join me. And made my homeroom teacher cry. And
set off the fire alarm. By mistake, of course. The
principal expelled me, and now here I am.

Girls just wanna have fun. The words are from
an ancient song [ heard on the '80s radio channel.
Cyndi Lauper’s lyrics hit home. Mom and Dad
have probably heard it. They need a refresher. This
school is as far from fun as it can get.

“Out of my way!” Charlotte—Char to her friends—
calls out as we march down the corridor. A terrified
boy flattens himself against the wall. Most others
move aside.

“Did you see his expression?” Nikki chuckles.
“Priceless, Char.”

They laugh. I join in. What choice do I have?

Either I stick with these two or be a loner. I prefer
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being in a pack. We drifted together on the first day
of eighth grade, and now the coven moves as one.

Nikki’s here by choice. School provides
inspiration for her art. She's planning on being the
next Banksy. But better.

Char’'s dad forced her to attend. “To build
character,” Char had said, mimicking her dad. Then
added a few choice words that would have made
him livid. She hates it here too.

A sweaty body smacks into me, and I almost
drop my phone. “Watch it!” I snap, turning around.

Saanvi, a classmate, walks by with an apologetic
smile as she waves to another classmate. “Hey,
Riya. Sorry!”

“You blind or something?” I ask. “This phone
cost a lot”

“Calm down,” Saanvi says. “Who peed in your
cornflakes today?” She walks away, laughing, as

more classmates catch up with her.
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Something about her bothers me, butI can’t put
a finger on it.  navigate the corridor with Char and
Nikki, trying to keep our distance from the sweaty
masses. Saanvi has disappeared into the crowd
headed for the cafeteria.

“No manners, that one,” Nikki says. “But she’s
got confidence.”

Yeah, that’s it. Saanvi is weird and rude.
Nothing bothers or impresses her. She dresses in
dollar-store clothes. But she’s smart and confident.
And popular. Go figure.

“Fresh off the boat,” Char says, wrinkling her
nose. “They should have their own school. Why are
we lumped with the likes of them?”

My heart lurches. My parents, Nidhi and Naveen,
were once “fresh off the boat” too. Millions of years
ago. They arrived in Canada as teenagers to study
computer engineering. They both graduated with

top marks and found good jobs. Eventually they
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got married and started their own IT business. My
brother, Sumegh, and I came along. The Khatau
family was complete and perfect according to Mom.
[ swallow the lump in my throat thinking about my
“perfect” life.

Not now. Don’t go down that rabbit hole now.

The cafeteria is a fresh assault on my senses.
The stink of cheesy pizza, greasy fries and
overcooked meat makes it hard to breathe. The
noise is deafening, and the floor is sticky. Eww.

“That one,” Char says, pointing with a manicured
finger to a table. “It's empty.”

“You need glasses, Char,” Nikki says. “I see two
boys sitting there.”

“Pfft!” Char marches over and snaps her fingers
at the sixth-grade boys. “Don’t you know this table
is reserved for us? Shoo!”

The boys jump to their feet, white-faced. Char
looms over them, glaring. Nikki jerks her thumb

toward another table. The boys pick up their trays



CHAPTER SAMPLER

and back away. I hover in the background. Bullying
isn’t cool. But hey, Char and Nikki are the bullies.
I'm just a bystander. And now we have a table to
ourselves. Sweet.

“Why don’t you pick on someone your own
age?” a voice snaps. “Those boys were at the table
first.”

Saanvi gives us the stink eye. A whiff of butter
chicken from her homemade wrap wafts my way.
It jogs a long-forgotten memory. I was eight years
old and Dad’s mother—Dadi—was visiting us from
Delhi. She cooked butter chicken, and I couldn’t get
enough of it. It's been five years since her visit. Five
years since I ate this dish. Mom believes in eating
healthy, and butter chicken doesn’t make the cut.
Suddenly I miss Dadi. A lot.

“Mind your biz, dahling,” Char says. “Run along
now—your lunch is making me ill.” She pulls out
Sweet Stardust again and spritzes the air. “Ah,

better!”
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“What she said,” I add, watching Saanvi. What
will she do? Fight or run?

Saanvi takes a deep breath. “Vultures. That’s
what you three are. You should have your own table.
The rest of us don’t want to catch your meanness.”
She walks away, chomping on her wrap.

“Rude!” Nikki says.

“No class!” Char adds.

“Enough,” I say with a sigh. “Let’s eat.”

“Whatever you say, Ree-Ree,” Nikki and Char
say in unison.

By unspoken agreement, I'm their leader. It was
right after they visited my mansion of a home. I've
been to their homes too. Mine’s better, but they
don’'t know the real story and never will. I don't
trust them enough to confide in them yet.

We drop our designer satchels at our feet and
sit down. The noise in the cafeteria is at blow-out-

your-eardrums level. To be honest, I prefer this to
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graveyard silence. I shake my head to drive the
dark thoughts away.

Char unpacks delicate-looking cucumber
sandwiches and an apple. Nikki pulls out a
container of sliced avocado with a dab of cottage
cheese. I nibble on the balanced meal packed by
Mrs. Gomez—our cook slash housekeeper. Today
it’'s a green salad with sliced chicken breast and
a fig bar.

“That’s a cool ring,” Nikki says, pointing to my
gold ring with delicate filigree.

“Yeah, it is. A gift from my grandma for my
thirteenth birthday.” I caress it lovingly.

“My gran sent me socks!” Char says. “Designer
ones. But socks.”

Nikki and I both laugh, though my thoughts
are elsewhere. I can’t help thinking of Saanvi. Her
sunny smile and how nothing seems to bother her.

Kids gravitate toward her even though she’s the
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most ordinary person in the class. Everyone avoids
the coven. Us.

[ don't care. And yet..I do.
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