Wishes Fulfilled

Chapter One-~Dreams Do Come True

I clroPPecJ my head in shame as | came to knowing that he was a bit of a Plager. But

a stoP inside of my garag&thc gentle | hadrt told her that. Hones’clg, | was

bang of the garage door signaling me more interested in having her distracted

that it was time to getout of the car. for the niglﬁt so that | could have the
night to mgselmc.

“Was | rea”g that selfish?” | thought
to mgsehc.

My mind kept trailing
back to Ella. Beautiful
E”a, stuck bg herself
with Jack in that res-
taurant. All because |
couldn’t Put off my
little Fantasy ?orjust
another couple of

hours!

Was | wrong to de-
sert her like that?

On the one hancl, she
was an adult-far more
self assured than I could

ever hoPe to be. On the

other, she trusted me.

e g

She was my guest. | »
had ;ntrodiil them  Was I really that selfish?” I thought to myself.



J gathcrecl my tlﬁings and entered my
home, my head still hanging low. Tonight

was suPPosec! to be the most cxciting

night of my life!

Slowlg, after Pouring mgselmc a
glass of wine, | made my way
back to the stucly where |
had left it. SiPPing the
warm red, I let my ﬁngers
drift over the hand writ-
ten instructions. Would
theg rea”g do as she
romised? | certainlg
Paicl enough for that

to be true!

I read the instructions

clesPeratelg trging to find angthing that |

again-

might have missed before-but there was
nothing new to be found.

I had two choices. The first was as close
as she coulcl match to my current lhce.
Similarjob, similar interestsjust the one

shift that I had Iongecl for my entire life.

The other oPtion was where things got
trickgl “Extreme ]Deautg,” she had writ-

ten, “for a cost.”

She didrt explain what the costs were. |
guess that was for me to find out, and ul-
timatelg c]eciclejust which one was to be
my life.

From what | could ‘ce”, there were three
“sPe”s” written on regular notebook pa-
per that had been clil:)l:)ccl to the center
of the huge book. The sPe”s were bound
to me through a charm she
had crafted from
some Pcrsonal
) items of mine I had
: sent her a few
weeks ago. by read-
ing the words aloud,
theg would
the power she had im-

bued into the book and

this alternate version of

channel

me WOUlCl take my Place.

Once in Place, the new me

would have a real historg, oc~
cupation and would fit into my life as
though she had been her all of my life. 1t
would be as if 1 had been born into the
world a woman. Mg greatest Fantasg. Mg

lhcelong dream.
I\/\g salvation!

I would have as long as | needed to make
my choice. However, once | had sPent a
total of three weeks in one of the boclics,
my realitg would completelg change, and
that would be the onlg me that existed. In
her note, she said a sPe” on the book
would magica”y transPor‘c it back into her
hands~mal<ing the the choice permanent.



it had been a Iong week, but 1 had re-
signecl mgsehc to wait for the weekend to
P|39> as it were, before trying out my new
identities at work. Who knows, what
there was something | hadrt expectccl
awaiting me once the transformation had

become complcte.
Or worse, what if it was a scam!

| was Pret’cg sure 2 dags weren’t

I read the aloud Just as she had

going to be enouglﬂ to recover from t]‘ne

heartbreak that realitg would cause.

So, at Iong last J began reading the
strange words. | read them aloucl )us’c as
she had mstruc’cec#care&”g Fo”owmg

each O{: her rules

Just as | finished the bizarre incantation, |
feltit!

It was suclclen, and somewhat an-
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instructed-carefully followmg each of her rules.




ticlimactic. Suddenlg, evergthingjust sort
of shifted. Then it was over.

 looked around the room. 1 knew in an in-
stant that | had change& because every-
thing seemed off. | couldn’t tell bg how
much, but it was clear that | was a bit
shorter than before. There were a few
changes to the room itself as well-a new
Pic’cure here) books that had been moved
to one bookshelf or the other. Most of
the furniture remained the same, since it
was what was left behind when my
gra ndmother died.

| took a few steps back and almost fell to
the floor.

The “casual Fridag” dockers and Polo
had turned into a Iigh’c sweater, skirt and

heels! I was wearing heels! 1t had worked!

| stumbled for a second, but managecl to
barelg grab onto the desk and keep my-
self uPright.

I will have to be more careful next time,” |

said in a soft whisper.

That voice! It was so pure. So beautiful.

And it was my voice!

“It can’t be true!” | said aloud, smiling like

never before. “ltjust can’t be!”



| ran over to the small oval mirror beside ljus’c stood there staring at my reflection.
the door and almost cried as | looked It must have been several minutes, but
into the Prett9 blue eyes that looked there was nothing | could do. ljus‘c
back at me behind thick, dark lashes. couldr’t Pu” mgsel{: away.

“You are beautiful,” 1 said in a whisPer. After a few minutes, | Frantica”g ran into
the bedroom and almost fainted as I saw
mgsehc in the full length mirror. There |

stood looking so wonderful in a soft

sweater and a sweet, PIagFul

skirt. | was wearing a skirt!
My hair was Pu”ed back in
a comFor’cable, but pro-
fessional little pony tail
and I was wearing eye-
liner and Iipstick. Just
the basics for me, it

seemed!

| was frozen! |
couldr’t believe that |
| was seeing mgsch
’ reflected in the mir-

ror.

“«Oh my godl” | said as

J co”apsed to the
grouncl. Tears running
down my cheeks leaving
smeary trails-even that
was a beautiful sight to
me. | smiled as | laughecl at
mgsehc and I walked into the
bathroom, casua”g clabbing each

"Oh my gOd!" eye with a tissue before splashing my
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face Wit]‘l warm water and I\/\g shoulclcrs were sma”—slenclcr with
just a hint of definition be-

neatlﬁ the soft roundness.

scrubbing ever so

soft] Y.

When 1 was fin-
ished, there she
was-staring
back at me
from the bath-

room mirror.
Fresh Faced

My breasts were smallish,
but theg were breasts
nonetheless, and looked
soft and feminine. 1 let
my open hands Pu“,
ever so gentlg, up the
smootl‘l, flat stomach

and stoP jus‘c below

and slightlg \ the nipples. l Pushed
recl~eged. in a bit and cuPPecl
Her smile was

a bit crooked

Fu”g my small breasts
as theg rested inside

and her the white cotton bra. |
brows were a / t led F

o o , struggled tor a mo-
ittie usny, ment but managecl to

but the face |
saw before
me was more

than omc aver-

success?u”g open
the clasp and set it
on toP of the

1 sweater.
age beautg. -
| Naked now from the
Nervously, | , waist up, | was shaking

removed the

Fuzzg sweater
from my bodg.
Then 1
the soft halter and
Placecl them careFu“g

removecl

onto the vanitg and
admired m

new chest.

as | admired m95<3|1C in

the long mirror.

“| wonder i she was mis-

taken,” I said in a soft,

sweet whisper. “Magbe

"Maybe this was the
beautiful one after all!!"

this was the beautiful

one after alll?

There was no Point



in waiting any longer. I had waited lence at the woman before me.

my life for this moment. “In for an

. APParentlﬂ, I |<ePt m95e|1c nicelg

»

ounce...” | whisperecl to mgself
trimmed!

with a smirk as | quic‘(lg Pu“ecﬂ the

skirt down my smoo’ch, hairless

| M9 mind was swimming as |
€8s stared at the relqection be~

I had to stoP before 1 took ,‘ fore me. This woman, this

Og thC PaﬂtiCS !’.)CCBUSC l amazmg woman..... ShC was

I I
was almost hgperventilab me: | was so happg. !

ing | looke d closel9 over coulcln’t rememberthe last
mgselF as | stood there in time 1 felt this happg. It
my cute cotton Panties must have been when I was

Jus‘c a little child. “A little glrl |

Iooking so beautiful-so
whlsperec] to mgselF with a grm

natural. = 5
| = Tha‘c was true now. When | was a

Once | was in control of y child, 1 would have been a little girll
mgself once again, | Pu”ed "
the soft waistband of the

Panties awag From mg SOF{:

| let a ﬁnger trace those folds that
nestled close to my bocl9~t|1e soft-
ness that trulg did rePresent

tummy. There, in pace of

what l had ‘(ﬂOWﬂ ‘FOI" nearlg ‘\\ womanlﬁoocLancl gﬂﬂﬂCCl. | wasn’t

30 years was something 5o aroused. On the contrary, | felt per-

™ Fectly nonsexual about the WI’IO!C

much more beauthcul, and so

h . experience. Yet, | couldrm’t draw
much more appropriate. Down

mgsehC away from this one, very
L simple detail. 1t was both beau-
\ tiful and, 1Cranl<|9) it scared
the hell out of me!

inside the warm white cavern

womanhood. A vagina.

was the pure definition of \

[ let my breath catch up with me

for a moment before I took the \ as PU”Cd out OF }119
final Plunge and quicklg re- = yeverie b9 the rnging
moved the g | Phone. | Pu”ed
the panties
panties and There in it's place was something "

up quicklg

stared In si-

much more appropriate



and ran into the Iiving~room onlg to stare tractive woman, but the woman 1 had
at the ringing Phone. loved was still a close friend-and 1 would

see her tomorrow morning!
The woman wl'\o set a” O{: this up For me

had told me that my new life would be | was so excitcd, | found the stereo and
similar to my old one. That many of my put in a CD. It was
friends would still be friends with the

new me-but I still didn’t know what

these new relationshi[:)s were.

| stood there Iooking at
it when the caller
started to leave a

mcssage.

»

“Hi sweety! it was
Ellal “ljus’c got in
and realized 1 for-
got to ask you
about tomorrow. |
hope we are still on
for the exhibit at
the Wistful Mon-
keg. | can be at
your house at ten in
the morning? | was
thinking we could get
an earlg start and
have a late lunch on the
way back. Call me i that

doesn’t work for gou.”

It was as if evergthing I had

ever hoped for hadbecome [ ¢apy he at your house at ten in
true! Not only was | an at- the morningn



a CD from the 80s, when I was a teen, but up high as | could while Iauglﬁing. “Just
| didn’t own any CDs from then....or, so | ke a schoolgirl when her parents are
tlﬂoughtl I hit Play and turned it awagl”

I don’t know whg, but ljus’c couldr’t con-

tain mgselg. | was in a state of eupho~

ria, and 1 had to embrace the ex-
citement. So ljus’t started hopping
around like a child. 1 even tried to

dance from time to time.

I couldn’t resist singing along
with the chorus when | wasn’t

too busg laughing.

“Her name is Rio,” | sang in a
clear alto. 1 had no trouble
matc]wing his range! SOmetIﬁing
that 1 had alwags struggled

with as a teen.

it felt so gooc]. Everg move |
made. E:verg step | took. The
movement my hips made. The
sensation of my longish hair as
it teased the sides of my face
with each hop. It was all Permcectl

Thenina moment, my world shifted.
Mg heart exploclcd from my chest

and mg gace ]DUI"I’TCCI Wlth an unseen ﬁrc.

S, -- o The doorbell rang.

A

Her Name is Rio and she | froze completely. ny mind was
dances on the....sand  completelyblank.



Who was out there at this time of night’?
It’s much too la’ce 1Cor anyone to clrop bg

fora visit....excel:)t for one person.

| shrank back agains’c the wall furthest

From tl‘lC ClOOF ancl SIOWI3 iﬂCl‘\CC‘ towarcl

the back of the house.

if it were Jack, | couldjust Pretencl |
didmt hear the doorbell. But
what if it was an emergency?
Once in the ha”, | crept
down to the launclrg room

and grabbc&
sweats | Pu”ing them up

some

over my hips-they were
a bit tighter than what |
was used to, but thcg

COVCI"CCI UP mg ngS.

Mg hear’cjumped once
again as the door-
bell rang a second

time.

J grabbed the match-
ing shirt and held it
over my bare chest as |
decided what 1 should do.
9f it rings a third time,” I told
mgself, clutching the shirt
tightlg againt my chest, “rll put
this on and answer the

door.”

After a few minutes and no third ring, |
relaxed a bit. I found the strength to Put
the shirt on and slowlg, my world came
back into control as my heart settled
back into my chest.

“l guess whomever it was is gone,” | whis-

Pered to my-

e
ey

I froze completely.;..ﬂe doorbell rang.



hacl CIFCSSCS O{:

sehc as | Pu”cc] the s]‘:ir’c down
over my waist. | grinned as | ad- " . every length and

color, skirts and
things that I couldn’t

remembcr O‘FH"lal’lCl

mired how it bg
over my
breasts~so

soft and deli-

clous.

what theg were even
called!

| walked over to the s’cucl9 and | ran over to my dresser) which
looked at the book. “Shouldrt 1
try out the other sPe”?” | asked
mgselF. She did say | would be
increcliblg beautiful,

but...wasnt| PerFect as | was?

| closed the book and decided

to check N on my closet. J

was susPiciouslg much nicer
than the one I had been used
to, and began Pouring through
the items that I found inside.

Panties and stocl(ings and
bras, oh my! I had alwags kePt
what | thought were a bunch
couldr’t wait to seejust what of underwear (boxers and t-
sort of changes migh’c have shirts), but I now owned more
been waiting there. On the air of underwear than the to-
tal of evergthing I had owned

before!

way up the stairs, | was care-
ful to grab the bottle of wine.

Who could know how long this

would take. and. there was noth- I had evcrgthingl could imagine! At

ing better than another glass of least 5 different swim suits (nC you

wine to make a new cxPericnce more could call that one bikini a swim

fun! suit!) | several cligerentjogging sets,

some cute outfits for working out in
As | had expected, the closet was the back room downstairs (I never

CXCFCiSCCl as a man) ancl tl’lCﬂ gObS

Packecl full of cvcrgthing imaginable. J

g

o

R

I couldn't resist having some fun!



of clothes ranging from t-shirts to stglish

silk blouses and skirts.

The closet was litera“g Packed full of
everything from business suits to what |
somehow knew to be the dress J had worn

to PI"OITI mg senior 3ear.

J stoPPed for a moment to reflect on the
strangeness of having virtual memories. |
couldn’t rea“g remember going to the
prom, nor did I recall my date’s name, but
seeing the dress was all | needed in order
to associate that event with whg it was
there.

As | let my mind focus on the memory, it
became clearer! Thomas Wahl. That was

my dates name!

While I could almost see us dancing to-
get]*:er, I could also see us Preparing for
that stupid government Presentation that
everyone dreaded. I remember him te”ing
me about some of the girls he
dated...and in this new realitgj | was one
of those!

I ran my ﬁngers down one of the Fancg
gowns. Unlike the prom dress, onlg one
of these had any sort of distinct mean-
ing. It was aPParent|9 the dress | had
worn to the office christmas Partgl As a
bog, I had worn one of my suits. You

know, the ones you break out whenever a

relative dies, or you have to o on an in-
terview? As the girl Aubry, J actua”g went
out speciﬁca”g to bug a new clress,just

for that Partgl

I couldr’t resist having some fun, Plus,
the glass of wine I had been nursing since
| started Pouring through my closet was
gone, and | was Feeling the the effects
quite clcarlgl Pretty soon, | had gone
through my closets and had made a huge

mess of my bedroom!

Lging on my bed, exhaus’ced, but unde-
niablg gidc]g from the rush of bcing the
new me, | stared up at the ceiling in my
Po”<a~clot bikini and said a small prayer
of thanks to god. | had never been rclig~
ious, but somehow, in this moment OFJU~

bilation, it seemed right.

It was bad of me. But that first niglﬁt, |
crawled under the covers, still in what was

left of my makeup, and went to sleep‘






