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Amanda HawkinsSo now I’m your girlfriend? Never trust a schmuck with magic…
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Epilog: The day after the mayor’s post-covid gala…
I arrived at Grant’s house late in the afternoon, still in

Chloe’s body, after being told several times that he was

really, really busy. I’d managed to dress myself the way

Chloe normally does, though dealing with so much long

hair was truly a pain in the butt, and I spent the rest of the

morning trying to avoid Chloe’s parents. I finally gave

up and let her mom take me to lunch, where I spent the

whole time dishing about the mayor’s gala, and how I

got to meet the mayor, and how much of a gentleman

Grant was. Barf. It nearly put me off eating.

I swept into his basement in a mood. “All right, bro, I’m

here now whether you like it or not. When do I get to

swap back? I thought it was gonna be last night, but

nooo—your girlfriend had to go and not show up. Is she

here now? Why am I not seeing my old body?”

Grant looked embarrassed. “Slight glitch, I’m afraid. I

did talk to, erm, ‘him’ this morning, over at his place. He

was disappointed that the whole bodyswap thing didn’t

come off as planned. Turns out, he was kind of looking

forward to being a hot chick for awhile. That, by the

way, is the good news—if you look at it right.”

I glared at him. “What the heck does that mean?”

“Well… turns out there was a minor boo-boo in the spell

I used. I accidentally mispronounced one of the words.”

He shrugged. “Easy mistake to make, y’know. I bet this

sort of thing happens all the time.”

“What sort of thing?” From my point of view, the swap

had worked perfectly. I knew darn well I was Josh, and

that I was now inside Chloe’s all-too-female body.

Grant appeared to be in pain. “Unfortunately… my little

mistake turned the spell into a one-way thing. It copied

your mind into Chloe’s body, but that’s all it did.” A sigh

escaped his lips. “Her mind didn’t go anywhere. It just

got over-written by yours. Chloe herself… she’s gone.”

I had to sit down. “She—she’s gone? Just like that?”

“Just like that,” he said, collapsing onto the couch beside

me. “I killed her. As good as, anyway.”

“So who’s in my body now?” I guess I knew the answer

before he told me, but some things are just so mind-

blowing they have to be spoken out loud.

“You are.” He turned his head. “I talked to Josh earlier. I

took some convincing, lemme tell you, but I finally had

to admit that it really is him. Then I came back here and

studied the spell; went through the damn thing word by

word until I figured out what happened.” His gaze sank

to the floor. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry.”

Something of Chloe must’ve stuck, because it broke my

heart to see the schmuck like this. I leaned against his

shoulder, as I’d often seen her do, and rubbed his hand.

“It’s okay. Anybody could make that mistake.” It wasn’t

okay, duh; that’s just what you’re supposed to say. Then

another thought struck me. “Say, if Josh is still Josh then

how are you gonna get me back into my old body?”

His eyes glazed over. “Christ, don’t you get it? Chloe’s

mind is gone. All we got left is two copies of your mind.

No matter what spell I cast, there’s still gonna be some

version of you stuck in her body.” When that still didn’t

sink in, he bottom-lined it for me. “You’re Chloe now,

dude. It’s as simple as that.”

Mind: blown. Together we sat on the couch, heads back,

staring up at the stucco ceiling. At last, my hand sought

his. “I guess I know what you meant about ‘good news’.

I really was looking forward to being Chloe for the night.

And I did have fun at the dance.”

He nodded. “I could tell.” Our fingers entwined.

“There’s more. I really like the way I look, all dolled up.

Play your cards right and I might just do it again.”

His smile made me melt inside. That’s when I knew for

sure that being a woman wouldn’t be so bad after all.  


