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A sudden disturbing thought rammed into my head, causing me to jolt out of my slumber. I looked around me. How could I have fallen asleep on the subway? The disturbing thought was a tad pathetic and a bit paranoid, but even having the notion that strangers could be looking at me while I dozed away made me uncomfortable.

I shifted in the seat and I wished that they were more comfortable. My commute was long and my back was sore. I rubbed my index finger gently along my lower lashes, in attempt to get rid of any unsightly makeup that could of accumulated during my minute and unintentional nap.


Around me, sat very few people. They say that New York is the city that never sleeps. It’s

sad to think that the time of day where it appeared that most of the population was asleep was at eleven o’clock in the morning. There were only three other souls sharing this section of the long, winding subway with me.


I recognized two of the three.

One of the three that I recognized was a woman whose face failed to hide her many years on this earth. Every day after my early college courses, I saw her. She sat in the same seat, as did I. Despite the fact that I hadn’t ever made any attempt at trying to speak to the old woman, I felt as though I knew her some how. She had a very mother like nature about her, which made me assume that the man sitting next to her was her son.

I hadn’t ever seen the man beside the elder woman before. He couldn’t of been over forty-five nor under thirty-eight. Grey plagued his goatee and hair, but it looked attractive on him. He and the woman exchanged smiles. He looked pleased to see her. 

She looked at him with a glint in her eye that screamed motherly admiration. I tried not to envy the man too much. It was not my fault that my mother had died in child birth, but I constantly blamed myself for her death. I had heard times and times again that I shouldn’t, but no one can honestly control your thoughts but you.

The other person that I recognized I saw every day, along with the old woman. The odd thing was, however, I hadn’t ever seen his face. How did I know it was the same man? I just knew. He had sandy blonde hair that was barely long enough to cover his ears and had been wearing it that way for the past eight months. 

I hadn’t a clue how I had never seen his face. You would think that after eight months of riding the same subway, I would of seen at least his face. I tended to stick to a pattern, however. I sat in the same seat every day and I arrived and departed at the same time. This man who I wouldn’t recognize if I walked past him, but maybe if I walked behind him, always managed to get on and off of the subway without me seeing his eyes.

I couldn’t understand how that was really possible, but obviously, it was. He was off the subway and long gone before I even stood up at a stop. He managed to take his seat while I was distracted by my cell phone or reading a book. Part of me desperately wanted to see his face, yet another part of me could not see a logical reason why it mattered.

Today, I decided that I did not need a logical reason, nor any reason at all. I stood up and immediately grabbed the iron rail that was near my head. I had seen several people walk around on a moving subway with ease, but, I was not one of those people. I spotted two empty seats that were facing the mysterious man. Acting on pure impulse and little thought, I made my way to the seats and sat down.

I did not look at the man’s face until I was adjusted in my seat. To my greatest surprise, he was looking at me. I glanced away from him for a brief moment, but couldn’t help but return my eyes to his face. The face that I had subconsciously wanted to see for quite some time.

He gave me a soft, tooth-less smile and said in a smooth voice that I doubted I would ever forget, “Was your regular seat growing old?”

I let out a nervous chuckle. “I suppose so, yes. I also wanted to see what I could see from this view. Reading the same old ‘Caution’ signs can get a tad boring.” Well, it wasn’t totally a lie. 

“Ah, I see.” That was all he said. I was surprised by my slight disappointment. He turned his attention to his cell phone. It appeared that he was sending a message to someone.

I couldn’t help myself. I took this as an opportunity to feast my eyes upon the face that had been such a mystery to me. His eyes were a dark green with hints of light gold that nearly matched his hair. He had a slight stubble and it worked well with his strong features and powerful jaw. From the front, I could see that his hair held a slight wave. 

Without a doubt, he was attractive.

He wore a maroon dress shirt that looked like it had been purposely stained for a certain punk rock look. It appeared to be the shirt of a uniform. I assumed it was for his work because it clearly read on the right side, “Rex’s Studio”. I had heard of that place, it was a record store. His sleeves were rolled up, showcasing his well developed arm muscles.

There was a silver name tag pinned to his shirt. Adrian Steel. So that was the name of this mystery man. I felt a bit foolish at this point. I couldn’t understand why I hadn’t done this sooner. It’s not like it really is all that important and life changing.

As I shook my head, feeling stupid for changing my seat, I stood up and started to go back to my normal seat.

Without looking away from his cell phone, Adrian gently grabbed my wrist with his left hand. “Wait.”

Behind my closed lids, I could see a bright light. A light that was causing my skin to sweat and my head to throb. I opened my eyes slowly, putting one of my hands in front of my face to shield my pupils from the horridly bright light. I had been asleep? I couldn’t recall ever falling asleep and I know for certain that my encounter with Adrian wasn’t a dream. Or was it?

As my eyes adjusted, a panic overwhelmed me. I did not recognize the room that I was in. I sat up. Where was I? I looked around the room. It looked like a New York apartment, yes, but not my New York apartment. All that filled this room was the bed that I sat in, a desk pushed into a corner to my left and a dresser in the corner to my right. There were two doors on the wall directly in front of me. 

I stood up and made my way toward the door on the left, hoping it was a way out of this bedroom. I was worried what I would find, however. It was a door leading into a rather grotesque bathroom. I went to shut the door out of disgust and try the other door when something caught my eye.

I opened the door wider and flipped on the light. In the mirror...I was Adrian. I turned around. There was no one in the room with me. I looked back into the mirror in disbelief. I touched my face, Adrian did the same. Was this some kind of joke? I looked down at my body, it was not my body, but the body of a male. 

I held back the urge to scream. Maybe I had fallen asleep on the subway again. This was just a dream, it had to be. I just needed to wake up. I went out the other door and my stomach fell. This was not an apartment. It was a dorm.

I looked back down at my body to see that I was only wearing a t-shirt and boxers, which obviously seemed very odd to me. I went back into the room and searched around Adrian’s things. His dresser held pairs of jeans and I put them on. 

I felt heavier, my moves felt like they took longer to execute. I wondered if this was how all men felt. I knew many people in my situation would be curious to look in other places other than the face, but I had no such interest. I just wanted to wake up.

I went outside of the room, into the hall way of the dorm. It was completely vacant. Posters covered the walls with information about school functions and other things that held no interest, nor use to me. I needed to get out of here. If this was just a dream, I might as well just play along.

This body felt odd to me. Of course it would feel odd, it was a male body and I was used to my  female body. I tried to ignore that fact. I had every intention on looking for a dream translator that could explain why I am dreaming of being in the body of a man I met on the subway.

I finally found my way outside of the building that held the dorms. The place surrounding me didn’t look at all familiar. I had no idea where I was. There were gigantic trees everywhere and there leaves were auburn and covering the ground. Weird, it was summer time in reality.

There were no people in sight. The air felt crisp and each gust of  wind brought on a shiver. I rubbed my, well Adrian’s, arms in attempt to get warm. I didn’t know where to go, but I figured if it was truly a dream, the events would simply occur without me doing anything.

And they did.

I saw a man headed in my direction. He was largely built and had dark skin. His bald head looked slick and shiny. He wore a grim expression, like he was out for blood. I started to go in the other direction. Even if this was a dream, I wanted to avoid any and all confrontation.

“Hey, you! Stop! I have some business with you Adrian,” He called out in my direction.

I stopped walking and just stood there. I knew the way I was standing, all huddled in fear, was no way that Adrian would ever stand. I looked up at the man, but so dearly wanted to stare at the ground and wake up.

“Yes?” My voice shocked me. It wasn’t the voice I was used to hearing, so it caught me slightly off guard. Adrian’s voice was beautiful, however, so it was not a bad thing to hear inside of my head.

“You Adrian Steel?”

All I could do was nod.

The man shook his head and started ranting off a long list of profanities, some of which were new to me. I gapped at him, wondering what Adrian had done to him.

At this point, the man was right in front of me. Words failed to describe how I felt in that moment. Frightened? No doubt. Confused? Of course.

My fright and confusion tripled when the man swung his fist at me and hit me square in the jaw. I fell to the ground and immediately, my hand went to my face. I felt tears swell in my eyes, but Adrian most likely never cried during a fight, so neither would I. 

“You promised to pay me, Steel. You failed to do so. You little piece of-”

I didn’t hear what else the man had to say. He had kicked me in the head, causing darkness to envelope me and my body to feel weightless. 

When peeled my eye lids open, it felt like sand had been poured into my sockets. My head throbbed with such force that it made my dizziness even worse. I felt bile raise in my throat, the pain was so fierce. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before.

I looked around the room that I was in. The man that had attacked me was sitting in a chair across from me, staring intensively at my face. I felt his burning gaze, it was full of absolute hatred. 

“What do you want?” I managed to spit out, despite the pain filling me. Speaking made the throbbing in my head increase and I could taste blood.

The man stood up. I went to stand up as well, and run away, but my feet were tied to the chair in which I sat. My arms were tied behind my back and I could feel the skin on my wrists starting to wear away. The man looked irate, such fury I hadn’t ever witnessed before.

“What do I want? I want my money, I want my merchandise. Damn you Adrian, you promised me. You’re going to pay for not keeping your word!” The man screamed at me right as he laid another blow across my face.

I saw sparks in my vision. At that moment, I knew that this was no dream. This was real. No pain such as this could exist in a dream, only in reality. But how was I in Adrian’s body? That was impossible...

The man continued to beat me furiously. I bit back vomit several times when his blows moved from my face to my mid section. I clenched my jaw and gnawed at my cheeks, trying not to sob. Despite my pleas for him to stop, he never did. He continued. I fought the urge to lose consciousness. I simply kept my eyes shut, awaiting the next agonizing punch.

I slowly opened my eyes when I no longer felt his presence in the room,  the heat of his anger, nor the burn of his glare. My attacker was gone, instead the only other soul in the room was...me.

I stared at the body that Adrian now occupied, my body, the body I had lived every day of my life in.. My long brown hair went past my shoulders and held no volume. My eyes were dark and they looked depressed. My face was twisted. I could not determine whether it was a look of pain or sorrow.

“Leila,” My voice spoke my name. 

Immediately, I knew who was in my body. “Adrian?”

My body nodded. “How does it feel?”

My eyes filled with tears. “What do you mean?”

“How does it feel to have your life be in someone else’s hands? How does it feel to beg? How does it feel to be in agony? How does it feel to want the pain to stop so that you can have a chance to survive?”

My throat felt dry and my body was racked with pain. My ribs felt broken and each breath was another agonizing ripple of pain. I felt blood trickling down my face. The blood’s source was several gashes on my face. My lip was split in half. I could not speak.

My body, Adrian, stood up and moved up the sleeves to reveal scarred arms.

“You attempted to take your life, didn’t you Leila?”

I couldn’t fight it any more. Tears ran down my cheeks.

“Didn’t you!” My voice screamed.

I nodded. Regret and humiliation overwhelmed me.

“You attempted to take your own life, even when your life was perfect. You lived mere hours in my body, living how my life would be. The beating you just received is nothing compared to what I normally receive. Yet, you still thought your life was useless enough to just throw away!”

“What do you want?” I sobbed.

“I want you to be grateful!” Adrian screamed at me in my voice. “I want you to be thankful for the life God gave you. If you decide not to be, you will live this life of mine forever.”

I stared up at my face and nodded. “I will be grateful.” I just wanted to be out of here.

“Swear to it!” 

I whispered, “I swear.”

A noise awoke me. I was on the subway. I looked up and Adrian sat across of me. His face was bruised and looked broken. I let out a gasp. 

“Are..are you okay?” I had to ask.

He smiled at me. “Of course.”

The subway came to a stop and the doors opened. Adrian stood up, but before he departed from the subway, he came very close to where I sat and put his mouth near my ear.

“It was not a dream. A touch can change a life. Now it is your duty to find another ungrateful, make them realize that their life is worth cherishing. You’ll know how. I will be watching you. Be grateful Leila, you gave me your word.”

Adrian went to turn away, but returned his mouth to my ear and whispered very lightly. “Trust in your touch.”

Then he was gone. I stood up quickly and tried to follow him out of the door, but he was gone. The scars on my arm that I placed there myself suddenly burned. Tears filled my eyes once again and poured over, falling down my cheeks. I tried to figure out what he meant.

A touch can change a life...

I suddenly remembered. Before I had lost consciousness and awoke in Adrian’s body, he had grabbed my wrist and I had felt his Touch..

Be thankful for your life. After all, we only get one.

