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Callie smiled. Men could be so dense at times.

“What does it look like, babe? I just turned you

into me, only prettier. That is what I used to

look like in college, before we got together.”

“Yeah, okay. I get that. But, like how the—?”

“Uh-uh, you don’t get to know that. Suffice to

say that you happen to be very susceptible to

hypnotic suggestion. After I put you under I

did the transformation using an old dress of

mine, the one you’re wearing, that I haven’t

touched in years. I told you to put it on, gave

you a little makeover, and voilà! A younger,

prettier and sexier version of Callie Ames.”

Her eyes went wide. “Oh my… gawd. I do

sort of look like you! My hair’s a lot longer,

no duh, and I’m quite a bit slimmer, but—”

“Okay, okay, I get it. I let myself go a little.

It’s been, what, ten years? Stuff happens.”

She pawed at the tresses that threatened to

engulf her face. “I don’t get it. Why would

you want to turn me into your old self? If

you had this incredible magical spell, or

whatever the hell it was, why not just turn

you into your old self? Call me crazy, but I

really am supposed to be your boyfriend.”

“You’re crazy.” Callie giggled. “How can you

be anybody’s boyfriend when you’re a girl?”
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“But I wasn’t—” The girl sighed and shook back her hair. “I think I see where this is going. You’re

like a dog with a bone, when you get one of your ‘ideas’. What do you want this time?”

“Simple: I want the ‘girlfriend experience’. The whole nine yards. You know what that is?”

“I can guess.” She snorted derisively. “I wasn’t aware that you dated yourself in college.”

Callie grimaced and gritted her teeth. Men! “No kidding. But I did date a man named Travis. Nice

guy, really fun. Pretty good-looking too; he played varsity soccer. Left back.” She sighed. “Turned

out he was gay, but we had a few real good months.”

The girl adjusted the hem of her little black dress. “What’s that got to do with me?”

“Well… for the next two weeks, during our vay-cay, you’re gonna be dating him—as in 24/7.”

“You want me to date a guy?” She shook her head, looking petulant. “Nope, no way.”

“You don’t get a choice. Soon as I say the magic word, you’re gonna think that being me for awhile

is like the best idea ever.” Callie affected an effeminate pose. “When Travis shows up, you’re

gonna be all swishy and flirty—heck, you’re gonna be all over the guy, just like I had to be.”

The girl stamped her foot, clenching tiny fists. “Callie, change me back—right now.”

“Uh-uh, no can do, sweetie-pie. Because as of right now—superspacemonkey—you are Callie!”

The girl blinked a few times and then, with a coy smile, relaxed into a feminine stance. “Wait right

there, babe,” Callie told her. “The man of your dreams will be out in a jiffy.” She headed for the

spare bedroom. “Soon as I lay my hands on that darn medallion,” she muttered.

Five minutes later, the door opened and a young man stepped out. He was thin but well-muscled,

with tousled dark hair and a circular beard. He was wearing an old Pink Floyd T-shirt and a ratty

pair of gray sweatpants. “Sorry for the attire, babe. This was all she had left of mine.”

Young Callie shrugged. “No worries. There’s lots of men’s stuff in the other bedroom. Some of it

might fit you.” She minced over to him on towering heels. “Plenty of time later to check that out.”

She swept into his arms and they kissed. “Missed you, Trav,” she murmured, when she was able.

“Me too.” He grinned. “You’ll also be glad to know that I’m not gay. Nothing wrong with that, of

course; some of my best friends. But for the next two weeks, I’m entirely a one-woman man.”

Callie stuck her hand down his shorts. “And I’m the girl. Lucky me. Let’s seal the deal, shall we?”

She fell into bed, he fell onto and ‘into’ her, and the fireworks didn’t let up until dawn.  


