One day in a woman’s body

For starters, I don’t want to be a woman. I really don’t. But if I had to be, it wouldn’t harm to be a rich one. I would get up early. After a short while spent in studying my face and body, I would visit my attorneys. I would sign the house and all money over to my close friend, Luboš Balek. I guess that I would have to spend there another hour defending my sanity but it would be worth the time.

Now I could move on to something more dangerous. I would take my shotgun (I’d be a big fan of hunting by chance.) and I would visit our school in the Rambo-style. I don’t dare to say that I could miss some of our magnificent teachers... Let’s say that there would be space for new faces in the staff after my departure. Since I wouldn’t plan to stay in this body for a long time, I wouldn’t have to worry about such details as fingerprints or somebody recognizing my face. Then it would be wise to hide somewhere because I wouldn’t like to spend the rest of the day in custody. Or maybe I could try an adrenalin sport like robbing a bank or hijacking a plane. However, at midnight I would leave this body and return to my own. Well, this poor woman would be in deep trouble. Bad luck for her.
