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    CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR 
 
    Jared’s always been jealous of his sister, Chloe. She’s a straight-A student, a gifted athlete, a talented artist, and everyone loves her. Jared’s always just been her glorified shadow, never excelling at anything in particular. So when he sees a shooting star streak past his window one night, he can’t help but wish he was more like his sister.  
 
    But as the old saying goes: Be careful what you wish for… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    My little sister had it all: the looks, the amazing grades, the scholarships, the popularity. She didn’t know how good she had it! She never even put in any effort. She would just roll out of bed and meander down to school in her sweatpants, wearing no makeup, and men would still throw themselves at her. She hardly ever studied—yet somehow she always aced every single test. She didn’t even apply for those scholarships that she got—they just managed to land in her lap, like everything else in her life. 
 
    I sometimes wondered if being born a man was my biggest mistake—not that it was a decision I got to make. All of the women in my family were smart, successful, and beautiful. As for the men, like me… let’s just say there was something missing from the recipe. I was about the same height as my sister, and about the same weight—especially small for a man seeing as my sister was considered ‘petite’. I couldn’t grow a single facial hair, I could spend weeks at the gym and not put on a single pound of muscle. One time, playing soccer, I broke my arm and I overheard the doctor referring to me as ‘the guy with the feminine build’ to the nurse.  
 
    I wasn’t asking to have everything my sister had—if I could have just had one of her many natural gifts, I could have excelled in life. Even if I just had her gender! Any young woman can, at the very least, get a job as a secretary if they show enough cleavage during an interview. 
 
    It’s hard not to be jealous, growing up alongside someone who is consistently more successful than you in every corner of life, with far less effort. Hell, my sister was even better at basketball than me, and I’d been playing basketball nearly every day of my life. I tried not to let her constant success get me down, and I got better at supressing my jealousy over the years. But the day came where I finally snapped. 
 
    I’d taken up a new hobby: the guitar. My sister didn’t play guitar, or any instrument. For six months, I took lessons (which I paid for with the small amount of money I made at my part-time job), and I practiced every night. For once, it seemed like I had something my sister didn’t have, even though I wasn’t very good and I could only play a half-dozen songs. One day, my sister came into my room and asked if she could listen to me play. I shrugged my shoulders and let her listen. I couldn’t help but notice her watching my fingers carefully the whole time I played, analysing what I was doing. She started making observations, like, “When you put your finger there, it makes the same sound as when your finger is over there.” I explained to her the way the frets were laid out, and I could practically hear her brain processing the information.  
 
    After a second song, she asked if she could try. I was quick to give her a go, excited to see her struggle with something for the first time in her life—finally, something I was going to be better at! Except my plan backfired. She stumbled around the neck of the guitar at first, playing random notes, figuring out how to properly press the strings down to make a clear sound. But after about five minutes, she had it more or less figured out. After ten minutes, she was looking at my guitar tablature, figuring out riffs to songs that I’d been trying to master for months.  
 
    My head was spinning. I thought I was about to have a mental breakdown. I snatched the guitar away from her and said, “Careful. You’re doing it wrong—you’re going to break it.” 
 
    “Really?” she said, her face flushed and her eyes wide. 
 
    “Yeah. I just replaced the strings. You need to be more careful.” I was lying, of course. She was doing nothing wrong and everything right, and I think she knew it, too.  
 
    She smiled and then got up. “You sound good, Jared. Keep it up,” she said, and then she left me alone in my room. Suddenly, I had no more desire to learn the guitar. It seemed like such a waste of time—to think that someone could catch up to six months of lessons in a matter of minutes was utterly demoralizing. I put the guitar back into its case and then I laid myself down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    It was late and I probably should have called it a night and gone to sleep, but I couldn’t sleep, plagued by a simple question: What’s the point of trudging through life if there’s always going to be someone who can do everything you can do, but ten times better? What’s the point of committing yourself to anything if you can’t be the best at it—or even exceptionally good at it, relatively speaking. I was never going to be an outstanding college student, I was never going to have a shining career, and I was never going to be the next Jimi Hendrix. Those were all positions reserved for my exceptionally talented sister. 
 
    Falling asleep also wasn’t helped by my sister on the other side of the wall, pacing back and forth as she packed her luggage for her big trip. She was going camping with some friends for five days, out in the mountains. It was partly for fun and partly for school—they were going out to collect rock samples for some boring science project that I’m sure she was going to get an A+ on. Also adding to my sleeplessness was the fact I could hear her chatting with her boyfriend on the phone, asking him how his football game had gone. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be there, but I have a lot I need to get done before this camping trip,” I could hear my sister saying. Her boyfriend was the quarterback—the guy every girl in the school swooned over (of course he was, right?). 
 
    So instead of sleeping, I rolled onto my side and stared out my bedroom window, at the stars that seemed to be silently mocking me—reminding me just how small and insignificant I was and always would be. 
 
    A flash of cobalt streaked across the sky. “Shooting star, make a wish, Jared,” I muttered quietly to myself. I thought for a moment about what I should wish for. “I wish I could be more like my sister.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I didn’t notice anything had changed when I first woke up. I woke up a few hours earlier than I usually did on weekends, but that didn’t make me think anything was awry. Even as I got up and dragged my feet to the bathroom, I didn’t realize anything was off. I sat down on the toilet for my morning pee, as I always did (standing is too hard before the ingestion of coffee). I didn’t bother looking in the mirror—as was usual with my morning routine.  
 
    As I made my way down to the kitchen, I started to notice things seemed different—simple things. I went to scratch my arm and I suddenly noticed how soft my skin was. I ran my hand down the length of my arm. Had my skin always been this soft? Had I just taken it for granted up until that point in my life? I also noticed my head seemed slightly off-balance, as if there was something very slight weighing it down in the back. I reached back and realized very quickly that I was running my hands through long hair. Long hair? My hair was somewhat shaggy, but it had never been long before. Now, my hair was so long, I could pull it in front of my face and look at it—I’ve never been able to see my own hair without a mirror before. As I held my hair, I noticed the birthmark on my hand was gone.  
 
    Then, as I was looking down at a handful of my strangely long hair, I noticed the bust of my chest, slightly blocking my view of my lower half. I cupped the bust with my hands and then I became frozen stiff. They sure felt like tits, and even more insane, I could feel my own touch, as if they were real.  
 
    My legs were smooth and hairless, and my toes were tiny and cute. I reached down, as if instinctually, to see what was between my legs—and it wasn’t a cock. There was a sensitive slit between my legs: a pussy. My mind started spinning. I sprinted back upstairs, to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror and staring back at me was my sister—except it was me. I even tried to trick my reflection my moving my arms and head swiftly and spontaneously, and sure enough, my reflection followed—because it was me. I’d been turned into my sister.  
 
    I must be dreaming, I thought. I pinched myself, which did nothing, and then I tried closing my eyes and willing myself awake—but I didn’t wake up, because I was already awake. My heart was racing.  
 
    I tried to gather my composure. ‘If I’m not dreaming,’ I thought, ‘then this must be some kind of prank. The tits can’t be real. The hair must be a wig. My friends must have come in and drugged me and given me a makeover…’ The hypothesis sounded absurd as I thought about it, but it didn’t seem as absurd as what I was quickly realizing was the reality: that I really had been turned into my sister. I pulled my shirt up, revealing my perky tits. I had to watch myself squeeze them: they couldn’t have been more real.  
 
    I stumbled, my brain suddenly deprived of oxygen. I carefully brought myself down to sit on the toilet seat. I took a few deep breaths. What happened? How did I become my sister? If this really was a dream, why did it seem so real and why was it not ending. I heard dreams only last something like eight seconds… I counted to eight. This was no dream. 
 
    I looked in the mirror again, at my tits which were still exposed, my shirt still pulled up over them. I stared at them for a moment and then I quickly covered up, feeling suddenly naughty, as if I was staring at my sister’s naked body—and I suppose I was. I’d never seen my sister’s rack before and that was something I was rather proud of. I’d never seen her pussy either, and I sure as hell didn’t want to, but still, I had a strange, overwhelming curiosity to peek. I looked down slowly and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I took a deep breath and then pulled the elastic band away from my body, revealing a cute strip of pubic hair. From my standing angle, I couldn’t see my slit, so I pulled the shorts down, lifted one leg up and checked my pussy out in the mirror. My curiosity wasn’t satisfied: it wanted to know what it felt like. I ran my fingers along my plump lips, and then spread them slightly. ‘My God, it really is real,’ I kept telling myself. ‘But it can’t be… It’s impossible.’ 
 
    I covered up quickly, that familiar taboo naughtiness returning to me. 
 
    I stared at myself for a good ten minutes in complete silence, trying desperately to collect my thoughts. How did this happen? How was such a thing even possible? I tried to remember the events of the previous night, if I’d noticed anything that seemed out of the ordinary. It had been a totally normal day—and then I remembered the shooting star, and the wish I had made before I fell asleep: I wish I could be more like my sister. 
 
    My heart dropped down into my gut. Did I do this to myself? Did my wish actually come true? I shook my head. There was no way—wishing on a shooting star is just some silly superstition… But here I was, in my sister’s body, so was it really so silly? 
 
    And if I was in my sister’s body, where was my sister? I ran into her room to see if she had become me. Her bed was made and her room was empty—that’s right, she was out camping. I went back to my room and grabbed my phone with the intention of sending her a text message to see if anything was unusual on her end. But as I picked up my phone, it buzzed with a message from her, sent to me. “Just leaving cell service. I tried to text mom and dad, but the message wouldn’t send. Want to let them know I’m okay? See you on Thursday!” it read. She attached a picture of her in the passenger seat of the car, smiling and giving the peace-sign with her fingers in a V.  
 
    So she was still herself—and I was herself, too. It made no sense to me, but none of what was happening made any sense. There was no science to explain any of it—it was all magic, what else could it have been? And what happens when my sister comes back from her camping trip and sees me, looking like her? Do I tell my parents what happened? Would they even believe me or would they think I’ve lost my mind? I could show them the text message from my sister, but even still, there was no way they would believe me, until my sister was actually in a room with me. And then what? Now we’re twins for the rest of our lives?  
 
    If a shooting star had the power to turn me into my sister, then another one would certainly have the power to turn me back into myself. Of course—I would just need to keep my eye on the stars and wait. There were dozens of shooting stars every night, and I still had a handful of nights to spot one.  
 
    All I had to do was avoid my parents and— 
 
    My bedroom door opened. “Hey Chloe. I thought you were going out camping,” my dad said to me. “Where’s Jared?”  
 
    I was rendered frozen. So much for avoiding my parents. There was something about my father calling me Chloe that seemed to chill me to the bone, like it was suddenly even more real—I wasn’t just having some schizophrenic episode, others also saw Chloe when they looked at me. “Chloe?” he said. 
 
    I knew I looked like Chloe, but I still wasn’t sure I sounded like her. I was afraid that I would open my mouth and my deep, male voice would come out and my father would think I was possessed by the devil or something. “He went camping,” I said softly.  
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “I’m not feeling great, so I decided to stay back,” I said, a little bit louder this time. My voice did sound like Chloe’s. I was a real carbon-copy, save for my own brain—or at least my own consciousness. I still hadn’t put my brain to the test yet, to see if I could master practically any skill in a matter of hours, or retain an infinite amount of information from a textbook or a lecture. Honestly, I wasn’t interested in seeing whether I could do it—I was far more interested in getting changed back into my regular self.  
 
    My father looked around. “Why are you in Jared’s room.”  
 
    My heart started beating quickly. I felt like I was being caught, but at the same time, I was realizing there were no consequences—I could do anything I wanted, and it wouldn’t matter as soon as I was back in my regular body. No one would ever know it was me and not my sister—not that I was thinking of ruining my sister’s reputation for a few laughs. I needed to be careful, for her sake. “He texted me from his friend’s phone, telling me he left his phone here. He asked if I could check his messages for him,” I said, holding up my phone.  
 
    “Oh, I see. Your mom’s making breakfast. I’ll have her make you a plate,” he said. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m not very hungry. I think I’m going to go out for a bit.” I wanted to get to the library and see if I couldn’t find something on this whole shooting-star-wishing catastrophe, track down the origin of the myth (which I suppose wasn’t a myth at all), and find out if there was a special way to reverse a mistaken wish. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I felt especially naughty slipping into my sister’s bedroom and going through her closet, looking for something to wear. I couldn’t possibly consider wearing my own clothes without my parents thinking I was a lunatic. I decided to keep my own boxers and socks on. 
 
    I never really realized until that moment just how tight all of my sister’s clothes were. There was nothing loose or baggy—maybe the sweatpants she always wore around the house and around school, but she’d taken those with her camping. I wasn’t looking to dress too adventurously, so I dug up a pair of jean shorts and a plain white t-shirt. Slipping the t-shirt on was tough because it was so tight, particularly over my tits. I looked in the mirror and realized right away it wasn’t going to work, not without a bra. My nipples were practically splitting through the thin white fabric, and my tits had stretched the shirt so thin, I may as well have been topless. So I got out of the shirt and I found a black bra. It did a good job of covering my nipples, but the black bra was plainly visible through the thin shirt. I’d picked the t-shirt because I thought it would be the most conservative, discreet option, but the opposite was true. It was surprisingly slutty. So I took it off. 
 
    Most of her tank-tops had the same issue, being stretched so tightly over my rack that they became somewhat translucent. I found one looser-fitting tank top that I had high hopes for, but the arm holes were cut so wide, the whole side of my breasts were left uncovered. Had my sister’s clothes always been so scandalous? Had I just never noticed? It would explain the male attention she got on a regular basis. 
 
    I considered wearing a sweater, but it was hot outside and people would stare at me and assume I was insane. So what other options did I have? 
 
    Hanging on a rack was a series of dresses. There was one little white dress that looked promising. I put it on, and it actually looked pretty cute, with thin straps that hugged my shoulders, and an open back. I didn’t mind the open back—it was better than the overt side-boob in the tank-top, or the protruding nipples with the t-shirts. The only issue with the dress was that it was so short, it only barely covered my ass—my boxer shorts actually hung down lower than the dress.  
 
    I held up a pair of panties and then cringed at the idea of wearing them—but I needed to compromise somewhere, and my boxers were going to ruin half of the options available to me, either being too long or bunching up too much in the tight outfits. So I slipped out from my boxer shorts and I pulled up a pair of lacy panties. I have to admit, they actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my butt and my pussy firmly, while leaving the rest of my downstairs exposed to the fresh air.  
 
    I’d settled on the dress, but now my socks looked ridiculous. There were no shoes in my sister’s closet that went with those clearly-male socks. Begrudgingly, I took them off. I tried on a few different pairs of my sister’s more girly socks, some of which even had little frill decorations, but they all seemed to short, making my legs look freakishly long and unflattering. I found a tall pair of black stockings that seemed to have the opposite effect, cutting off just above my knees, leaving the perfect band of flesh visible. The stockings went perfectly with the pair of black heels I found, with little bowties at the toes.  
 
    I actually looked pretty cute, and I was pretty impressed with my ability to build an outfit. Even more impressive was the fact I was able to walk effortlessly in the heels, as if I’d been walking in them my whole life. It made me think that maybe I had assumed Chloe’s brain as well as her body, retaining only my original consciousness. It would explain a lot—the fact that I found myself admiring all of Chloe’s different pairs of shoes, holding shirts up to my torso that I had no intention of actually wearing.  
 
    It would also explain the strange attraction I was feeling towards the picture of the famous athlete on Chloe’s bedroom wall. I kept finding myself staring at the photo, admiring the man’s mostly-naked body (he was wearing a tiny pair of black undies and you could just make out the bulge of his big dick). I’d never even noticed the photo on Chloe’s wall before, but now I couldn’t not notice it. The man’s muscles were so big, so defined—and he looked like they’d lathered him in warm oil. I bit the corner of my lip as I stared at the man’s rippling abs, and then down at the contour of his meaty cock. 
 
    I kept forcing myself to look away from the image, feeling that taboo naughtiness creeping back into me once again—but I couldn’t help it. Besides, it wasn’t like it made me gay, right? It was natural—I had a woman’s brain and women are biologically attracted to handsome, fit men.  
 
    Staring again at the image, a curiosity occurred to me: what does a female orgasm feel like? The thought got me so excited. My heart started racing, faster and faster. If I wanted to know, I was just seconds away from finding out. All I had to do was reach down, slip my fingers under my panties, and give myself a little rub. I’d heard the female orgasm was far more intense than the male orgasm, possibly lasting much, much longer. I remember reading an article saying the record for most orgasms in an hour was over one-hundred, and a woman’s orgasm can last as long as forty-five seconds. 
 
    I looked at the photo again, into the muscular athlete’s eyes, staring into my own. I sat down on the edge of the bed, heart racing, and carefully slipped my hand up my dress and down the front of my panties. I had to know—If I went back to my regular body without experiencing a female orgasm, I knew I would be filled with regret. I started to gently rub my clit. It felt nice. I imagined the strapping athlete standing up in front of me, slowly shimmying down his tight undies, slowly revealing his long, throbbing cock. It’s slick, oiled up. It springs free, already erect, towering beyond his belly-button, his throbbing tip nearly touching his sternum.  
 
    I pushed my fingertips down harder, slipping them between the plump lips of my pussy. I was wet. I began to rub harder and faster, my breathing becoming slow and controlled. I bit down on my lip. A warm buzzing sensation was growing stronger and stronger. I couldn’t believe it—I was rubbing my pussy, I was masturbating as a woman. 
 
    I imagined the athlete stepping up between my thighs, spreading my legs. He touches the tip of his warm, hard cock to my clit and then slowly lowers it down to my quivering hole. He’s big—I don’t know whether or not he’s going to fit. It might hurt at first, but God will it feel good, his big, throbbing, veiny rod penetrating me deeply. I reach out and run my fingers along it, feeling all the harsh ridges of his meaty stick. I want him in me so badly. 
 
    I pushed my fingers into my warm, damp pussy. A warm shiver pulsed through my body. I let out a soft gasp. The feeling was incredible. I didn’t want it to end—and I could tell it was only going to become more powerful, more overwhelming. This wasn’t even the orgasm and I was already doing my best not to moan or scream. I bit down harder on my lip and took a sharp breath in. The handsome athlete was starting to push his massive cock inside of me. 
 
    “Hey Chloe?” my father said from the other side of the bedroom door. I pulled my hand out from my snatch as quickly as possible, just milliseconds before the door opened. “Do you have any idea where the kitchen scissors are?” he asked. 
 
    My heart was racing. I hid my damp fingers behind my back. “No,” I said, the swirling euphoria still making its way through my body.  
 
    “Alright. If you find them, let me know,” he said, and then he closed the door and walked away. I decided not to finish my little session—I could experience a female orgasm later, maybe when everyone was asleep and I could be a bit more certain of my privacy.  
 
    I straightened out my outfit and then I took off for the library. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was practically shaking as I made my way to the bus stop. Everything about my conundrum so was surreal. I felt hyper-sensitive to the fact my tits were bouncing with every step I took, and I had to constantly check the skirt of my dress to make sure it was still covering my tush. Every time there was even the slightest gust of wind, my dress would rise up and I would have to throw my hands down like Marilyn Monroe to stop a potentially indecent display of ass and panties. 
 
    I started to feel something strange buzzing inside of me, the closer I got to my bus stop. People were looking at me, smiling, nodding. I passed one rather handsome man and he smiled and said “Hello.” It wasn’t anything particularly interesting, but I wasn’t used to it. I wasn’t used to being noticed. Usually I would walk to the bus stop and people would look right through me, occasionally even bumping into me as if I was literally completely invisible.  
 
    But the more looks I got, the more I felt like I was radiating—glowing with some warm aura that people seemed to notice even more. I stopped worrying about whether my hair looked right, or whether my skirt blew up for a second or two and people caught a quick glimpse of my rump—after all, girls down at the beach never bothered to cover up their asses, and no one seemed to mind, so why should I be worried about a little gust of wind? It wasn’t like I was showing everyone my snatch.  
 
    Things got even better. As I stepped onto the very full bus, a man gave up his seat for me. “I’m okay,” I said, and he just smiled. “Really, I insist,” he said, so I took the seat. Not only was I being noticed, I was being treated like gold, like I was actually worth something. Was this how my sister was always treated? It was no wonder she was so good at everything—with confidence like this, I felt like I could do anything! I felt like I could go hike Mount Everest, go write the Great American Novel. It really seemed as though there was nothing I couldn’t do. 
 
    It took me a few hours of research to find any material on the origin of the shooting star legend. One very old book that I found, that was written in an older version of English that was terribly difficult to understand, suggested that shooting stars were God’s way of saying he was listening—I don’t know whether it was true or not, but I kept on reading. It said that if you pray immediately after witnessing a shooting star, God will be more likely to ‘consider’ your prayer, and will ultimately choose what is best for you. Apparently, sometimes the outcome is much different than the request. So what did that mean—that it was best for me to become my sister? That God was listening and decided the best course of action was to turn me into my sister? It was hard to believe, but it was still harder to believe that I’d become my sister overnight, so I kept on reading. 
 
    My heart stopped beating for a moment when I read the next paragraph. According to the old text, there is no way to reverse God’s will. Praying upon another shooting star is useless once God has made His decision.  
 
    I tried to find another text on the subject, desperately hoping to find some information to refute what the old text was suggesting, but I could find nothing. All I could do was hope that wishing (or praying, as the text said) upon another shooting star would turn me back into myself. And if not—what the hell was I going to do?  
 
    I was anxious as I waited for night to fall. I stayed out of the house, hoping to avoid my parents. My sister was already going to be confused when she started to talking to my parents about the camping trip they thought didn’t happen. I figured if I could stay out of their way for a few days, my dad would forget all about the interaction we had in my bedroom, and the topic would never come up… It was wishful thinking—maybe I could sit around and wait for a second shooting star and make a second wish, to smooth things over.  
 
    I figured getting a drink would calm my nerves, so I went into a bar as the sun was just beginning to set. I took a seat at the bar and the bartender came right to me, ignoring the other five guys who had just sat down. “What can I get you?” he asked with a smile, staring into my eyes. I ordered a gin and tonic, and the bartender whipped it up quickly. “This one’s on the house,” he said with a wink.  
 
    If my plan did work, and I did get changed back into my normal self, I have to say, I was going to miss the special attention. I don’t know whether I was being treated so well because I was pretty or if it was just because I was a woman. Either way, I wasn’t going to receive the same treatment as Jared ever again. I would be going back to being invisible, floating down the streets like an aimless ghost. I was going to miss the warm, fuzzy feeling that filled my body every time a guy smiled at me, every time a guy held the door for me, every time a guy bought me a drink or gave up his seat on the bus.  
 
    I had my drink, left a tip, and headed out. I made my way to the far end of the town, where the city light was dim and you could see every star in the night sky. I lay down on my back and I waited, watching the cosmos, waiting for my chance to make another wish. It really was a beautiful sight, something I should have made a point of going out to see more often. Nature really is an incredible mistress. 
 
    It was a good hour before I caught my cobalt flash. I hesitated before making my wish—knowing just how much power these wishes could have, I needed to be careful. “I wish my life was always this nice,” I said. I opened my mouth to finish my request, intending to add, ‘but I wish it was this nice as Jared,’ but a strange curiosity made me hold my tongue. I still had a few days before my sister was back from her camping trip, so why not make the most of her body while I had it? I still hadn’t experienced the female orgasm, and I still wanted to bask in the admiration and attention I was getting as a lady. And if it really was up to the will of some omnipotent entity, then what difference did it make if I wished to be turned back to Jared that night or in a few nights? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I can remember nothing else from that night—it was as if I blacked out shortly after making that wish, as if I fell asleep in that grass, staring up at the stars. Maybe I did fall asleep laying in that grass, but I certainly didn’t wake up in the grass. It was the sheathing sound of curtains being pulled away that brought me back to consciousness, along with the drowning brightness from the morning sun. It was too bright to open my eyes, and too bright to keep my head turned facing the newly exposed window, so I rolled my head to the other side, clenching my eyes closed even tighter. 
 
    Under my head was a pillow, and over me was a blanket. It was comfortable, but it took me a moment before realizing I was inside, not on the grass. Somehow I’d been put into a bed. My immediate thought was that it was all a dream: my whole day as my sister, all the way until I made my second wish under the stars, and now I was finally waking up.  
 
    A second sharp sheathing from another window let another flood of light into the cosy bedroom. I went to cover my eyes with my hands, but they wouldn’t move. A cold panic filled my chest. I pulled my hand hard, but still, it wouldn’t move more than a couple of inches. There was something around my wrists, holding them over my head. I forced my eyes open, but could see nothing in the blinding morning light.  
 
    Maybe that was why I couldn’t remember anything after making my wish—maybe I’d been kidnapped. Someone knocked me out and dragged me to their home. Come to think of it, my bedroom didn’t have two windows, and neither did my sister’s bedroom. As my eyes started to adjust to the light, I could see my restraints: a pair of handcuffs, attaching me to the bedframe—an unrecognizable bedframe.  
 
    I looked around the room. Standing in front of one of the very bright windows was the silhouette of a man with broad shoulders. I couldn’t make out much detail, but I could see that he was naked, the silhouette of his long cock hanging between his thighs. Instinct took over and I tried to pull my hands free again—to no avail. I was stuck. My legs were free, so I tried kicking them. “What do you want?” I said. I instantly recognized my sister’s voice coming out from my mouth. I was still in my sister’s body.  
 
    “Whoa, baby. Calm down. It’s just me,” the man said. His voice was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place it. He took a few steps forward. “Were you having a nightmare or something?” 
 
    I pulled again in one final attempt to break free, once again unsuccessful. I looked to the man again, straining and forcing my eyes to adjust. It was my sister’s boyfriend, the quarterback for the school football team. I couldn’t remember his name off the top of my head, but luckily he mentioned it a moment later. “It’s just me, baby, it’s just Eric.” He climbed up on the bed and I could see his face perfectly—his chiselled jaw, his big, flashing eyes. His smile seemed to provide a bit of relief to my throbbing heart, but it still didn’t explain why I was cuffed to the bed. 
 
    He took the blanket that was covering me and he carefully started to pull it down, off of my body. I looked down and realized I was completely naked—not even a pair of panties covering my pussy. He shimmied himself in between my legs. My heart skipped a beat as soon as I felt his big, warm, flaccid cock against my thigh. He cupped my tits with his hands. I wanted to cover myself up, but he left my hands cuffed. “You need to relax, babe. What’s going on with you this morning?” he asked. 
 
    “Why am I tied up?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed as if it was a ridiculous question, and then his smirk disappeared. “Seriously?” he said. He continued to fondle my breasts with his big, muscular hands. 
 
    “Seriously,” I said. He could probably feel my heart pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. He didn’t seem to care all too much, continuing to squeeze my rack firmly. 
 
    That big smirk swept across his face again. “Because that’s what you asked for, and your wish is my command.” He released one of my breasts and slipped his hand down, between my legs. My instinct to close my legs was thwarted by this heavy body, which didn’t even seem to flinch as my legs clamped down. He rubbed my pussy with his thumb, and with his other hand, he began to play with my nipple. I became completely tense, as if rigor-mortis was setting in. 
 
    “I’m so glad you bailed on that camping trip,” he said.  
 
    I wanted to tell him to remove the cuffs from my wrists, to stop squeezing my tits, to stop rubbing my pussy, but I couldn’t speak. I was completely frozen, terrified. I was with a man! I didn’t like men, I liked women. I liked tits and pussies, not cocks. And now, I could feel his enormous rod throbbing against my thigh, and I could do nothing about it. Maybe it was fear and anxiety stopping me from speaking, or maybe it was that subconscious curiosity. Eric was surprisingly handsome (I’d never thought so before, of course, but now that I could see him through a woman’s eyes…) and it actually felt kind of nice, his fondling of my nipple, his rubbing my slit. Warm pulses of pleasure were beginning to shoot through my body, and I couldn’t help but wonder what the real thing would feel like—being penetrated by his big, meaty cock.  
 
    But he was a man—I couldn’t possibly have sex with him, whether I was a woman or not. Because I wasn’t a woman, I was just trapped in a woman’s body—my sister’s body, as a matter of fact, which made sex even more off-limits. “I don’t think we should do this,” I finally managed to say, but the pleasure was becoming more and more intense.  
 
    “You’re wet,” he said with a smirk, ignoring me completely. 
 
    “I don’t think we should have sex now, Eric,” I said. I had to bite down on my lip to stop a sudden moan from slipping out. He was pushing his thumb into my wet hole, penetrating me slightly, over and over. My nipples were hard and erect. My head was spinning. It felt nice. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to let him go on for just a bit—no, I couldn’t let him. It wasn’t right. In a weird way, it felt like I was tricking Eric into cheating on his girlfriend—my sister—because I wasn’t his girlfriend, even if I looked and sounded exactly like her. I was still me, still Jared. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    My eyes drifted down Eric’s body. I’d seen Eric with his shirt off in the locker room before, but I never really noticed how jacked he was. He was like a massive slab of well-defined muscle, his arms bulging, his chest looking like a plate of armour. The spaces between his rock-hard abs were deep, like thin ravines. And his cock, now almost fully-erect, was enormous, complete with pulsing veins and a big, throbbing tip. It looked like a weapon, like no woman could possibly handle such an impressive thing—especially me! 
 
    “What? You like it?” he said, noticing me staring at his huge dick. 
 
    I snapped my gaze back to his face. “Huh?” I said, feeling my face flushing. “No—I mean—I was just looking…” I couldn’t think of what to say. I was still trying to think of a way to put an end to the little romp that was already going too far for my comfort level. I couldn’t possibly sleep with a man. “I don’t know if I’m feeling very good. I think it might be that time of month—” 
 
    Before I could finish speaking, he bent down and kissed me, locking his lips with mine. Surprisingly, I submitted immediately, kissing back. I let him stick his tongue into my mouth, and then I stuck my tongue into his mouth. His cock was now pressed up against my wet cunt, throbbing, nestled between my warm, plump lips. It felt great, his rigid member rubbing against my clit. I couldn’t help but grind against it, just a little bit, just to know what it felt like—and it felt amazing. I let out a long, elated sigh. 
 
    “Want to suck my cock, baby?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and then that lump returned to my throat. Did I just say yes? Did I just agree to suck his cock? What was I thinking? He planted his knees next to my chest and he grabbed the edge of the bedframe with both of his hands, aiming his big erection right at my lips. All I had to do was open wide, and he was inside of my mouth. I was amazed he was able to fit, with the great girth of his member. It was a surreal feeling, his cock throbbing warmly on my tongue. I was able to bob my head slightly, massaging just a few inches of his length with my lips. It was enough to get him moaning. A few drops of sweet pre-cum dribbled onto my tongue.  
 
    My heart was racing, and my brain was begging me to stop, but I couldn’t help myself. It felt so good for some strange reason, knowing how much pleasure I was giving him, and knowing how much I was about to get. And it felt nice, knowing how badly he wanted me, how hard I was able to make him. The cock in my mouth was like a rod of pure, warm iron. 
 
    “You’re feeling rather horny this morning,” he said with a grin, slipping his cock out from my mouth and returning to his spot between my thighs. This time, I spread my legs wide with no reservations, staring down at his cock, which was dripping with my saliva. “You want your favourite, then?” he asked. 
 
    “So badly,” I said. I didn’t know what my favourite meant, but I was too lost in my swirling euphoria to ask. He took his cock in his hand and then pressed the tip up against my pussy, moving it up and down, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my whole body. I couldn’t wait. My heart was pounding like a battle drum.  
 
    And then he slid the tip of his massive manhood down to my asshole and began to push in. That frozen terror returned to me all at once, filling my body, preventing me from speaking and protesting. Was he seriously about to fuck me in the ass. Was that ‘my favourite’? Did that mean my sister liked taking it in the ass? I tried to push the thought out of my head.  
 
    The initial penetration hurt. I tried to clench to stop it, but his cock was too wet with my saliva, and my asshole was properly lubricated from the warm juice that had dribbled out from my pussy. He slid in without much effort, stretching me wider and wider. “Ouch,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “It always hurts at first, babe, don’t worry. You always love it in the end.” 
 
    I bit down on my tongue. All I could do was hope that he was right. He sunk in deeper and deeper. I let my head fall back onto my pillow. I could still taste a tinge of his cock on my lips. It seemed like he kept on sliding in forever, as if his cock was infinitely long. I could practically feel him up in my chest! And then finally, I felt his ball sack press up against my ass, and he started to thrust himself in and out of my body. He began to rub my wet cunt with one of his free hands, keeping the other on my hip, holding me firmly in place. “Oh fuck, I always forget how tight you are,” he said. 
 
    I kept on clenching, but it was doing nothing to stop him, nothing to slow him down. It still hurt, my asshole still feeling like it was being stretched one-hundred times more than it was supposed to. 
 
    I looked down and watched as he plunged me, his long cock rising and falling over my pelvic horizon. My gaze was once again stolen by his beautiful abs, all hard and flexed, glistening slightly in the morning sunlight as beads of sweat began to form on his skin. I looked at his arms, planted at my sides, also flexed, bulging, glistening, throbbing. I let my body relax, submitting to his overwhelming power. He was right, the pain was going away.  
 
    He stuck two of his fingers into my pussy and began to massage my vaginal walls. “Oh fuck,” I started to moan, rolling my head from side to side. 
 
    I could see why this was ‘the favourite’, it felt so fucking good. My legs started to tremble and I began to lose control of myself. I started to moan uncontrollably—I might have even started to drool. My whole body was being overwhelmed by warm pulses of ecstasy, growing stronger and stronger. “Oh God, fuck me—fuck me harder!” I could feel my tits bouncing up and down on my chest. My vision was going dark, my eyes probably rolling into the back of my head.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” he warned me. 
 
    “Come in my mouth,” I managed to say before succumbing completely to the euphoria. I was coming hard. My body began to shake and I could feel my own warm fluid gushing out from my vagina. So this is what a female orgasm feels like? My God, it was incredible! If I could feel this every day, then I didn’t want to go back to being myself, to being a man. This was way better than any orgasm I’d ever felt before, and it lasted far longer. Even after Eric pulled his long cock out from my raw asshole, I was still coming. Even once he had his knees planted next to my torso and his cock lined up with my lips, I was still coming. 
 
    I opened wide and he came, grunting loudly as he did so. His blasts were powerful, heavy, and hot. They seemed endless, filling my mouth up until I couldn’t fit anymore inside. I let his cum pour out from my mouth as he continued to come, and then when he was finally finished, I swallowed the whole load, save for what was pouring down my face and chest. He brought his cock in close for me to lick it clean, and I did.  
 
    After spending a minute catching our breath, Eric checked his watch. “Shit, I need to get to football practice,” he said, and then he started getting ready in a hurry. 
 
    “Wait—what about my cuffs,” I said. 
 
    “Oh right, sorry.” He grabbed a key from the bedside table and unlocked my cuffs. “Do you mind just letting yourself out? Sorry I can’t stay around for longer,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t mind.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    After my romp with Eric, I returned to my own home. I couldn’t stop thinking about my sister, and how much meddling I was doing with her life. What was Eric going to say when she told him she really did go camping? That would be quite the awkward conversation. And what if I didn’t get changed back into my regular self? It wouldn’t take long for Eric and my sister to realize that it was me that slept with Eric. Would they even believe it? I’m sure they would once they saw me, standing next to my sister like a complete doppelganger. So what, was I just supposed to avoid my sister for the rest of my life? Run away from home and never get in touch with my family again until I figure out how to get changed back? 
 
    I still had hope in finding another shooting star to change me back. The last two shooting stars had worked—in their own way. Certainly, if the wishes were the work of God, like that old book claimed them to be, He wouldn’t be so cruel to make me have to leave home and hide from my family.  
 
    I dug through my sister’s closet, looking for something to wear for the day. I only had a couple of nights left before my sister was back in town—in fact, I knew it was probably wise to transition back to my regular self sooner than later, in case a night or two went by without any visible shooting stars, or if it was cloudy and the stars weren’t visible at all. So as I picked out my outfit for the day, I knew it would be my last day as a woman. I needed to make it count. 
 
    It didn’t seem very fair. There was so much I wanted to try on, so much that I thought would look so cute on me. It wasn’t the warmest day out, so I went with a light sweater and a skirt that cut off just above my knees. I could have stared at myself in the mirror all day, admiring how good I looked, how good I was at assembling an outfit, but my desire to get out and be seen by the world was even stronger. I couldn’t wait to watch heads turn, to chat up some cute guys at the park, maybe even have a drink or two bought for me again. It felt so good, being noticed and desired. 
 
    As Jared, the last thing I ever wanted to do was be out in public, around other people. I used to hate strangers. They made me so nervous and uncomfortable. I was going to miss the feeling of actually being liked in the world, feeling like I was actually a part of society, not just some ghostly observer.  
 
    I was about to leave but I didn’t feel like my outfit was totally complete. I thought a nice necklace would have really pulled things together, so I started to dig through my sister’s drawers to see what she had. And then I found something I wasn’t expecting: a big, purple dildo with a suction-cup end. I held it for a moment, biting my lip to supress the urge to play with it.  
 
    I was so horny—even as a man, I was never this horny. Was it just the new excitement of it all? Or was it something in the female brain, or perhaps something in my sister’s brain? Regardless, I locked the door to my sister’s bedroom, I suctioned the dildo to the wall, and I bent over, sinking it deep into my body, pressing my butt up against the wall. I went wild and got off quickly. My orgasm was incredible, I nearly fell to the ground from my trembling legs, but I managed to hold myself up.  
 
    It was nice but it was also a sad reminder of what I was going to be missing as Jared. I went about my day, feeling the warm sun on my skin. I walked around the park, chatting with a few random people, feeling generally full of life. I watched the sun throughout the day, climbing overhead and then beginning to fall. It was quite possibly the last sun I would see as a woman, and I felt like I needed to make the most of it. 
 
    One of the men I met in the park asked me if I wanted to go dancing with him. I thought he was going to take me to the club, but instead he took me to a big park downtown, where a band was playing on a stage. We danced. I couldn’t stop laughing the whole time; I was having so much fun. I’d never danced before. I’d always been too afraid to ask anyone to dance with me—afraid they would say no and afraid I would have no idea what to do on the dance floor. I didn’t have any idea what to do on the dance floor, but that only seemed to make it more fun, and my partner didn’t seem to mind one bit. 
 
    “Can I walk you home?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. It was late and I knew my parents were asleep—it wasn’t like I was going to bring the man inside, after all. I don’t think he was interested in having sex anyway, he was just being a gentleman.  
 
    “Hey look!” he said, pointing up at a streak of aquamarine that was flashing through the sky. “A shooting star. Better make a wish.”  
 
    My heart stuttered and I hesitated—but I knew I couldn’t stay in my sister’s body forever. It wasn’t right. I needed to live my own life, make my own accomplishments, meet my own friends and lovers, and I needed to stay true to my family. I didn’t say my wish aloud. 
 
    “What did you wish?” he asked me. 
 
    I smiled bitterly. “If I tell you, it won’t come true,” I said. I was tempted to tell him, just so it wouldn’t come true, so I could have an excuse to remain in my sister’s body. But as far as the cosmos were concerned, there were no loopholes.  
 
    I woke up the next morning to knocking at my bedroom door. I looked around my room, making sure it was my own room—it was—and then I quickly looked at my hand, to see if my birthmark was back or not. It was there—I was me again. I ran my hands through my hair, which was back to its normal, shaggy-length.  
 
    A wave of relief washed over me, along with a slight disappointment. I wondered if it was all a dream—I was sure I would find out soon enough, once my sister was back from her camping trip. “Wake up!” my dad called from the other side of the door. “And get dressed. Your sister’s back from her camping trip early. We’re all going out for breakfast.” 
 
    It had the potential to be a very awkward breakfast, once questions started being asked, but as long as I kept my mouth shut, there was no way anyone would suspect me as having anything to do with the shenanigans. I just hoped that everything would be okay between my sister and her boyfriend, that the mystery sex he had while she was gone wouldn’t escalate into a giant argument.  
 
    I got up and dragged my feet over to my closet, wiping the sleep out of my eyes as I went. I swung open the door and then I froze. My clothes were all gone. The closet was filled with someone else’s clothes: panties, stockings, skirts, dresses, blouses, neatly hung on hangers and folded in separate baskets. “What the hell?” I said, and then I froze again. My voice was different—it was higher and softer, like that of a woman. 
 
    I looked down. I was naked, and my tits were hanging free. My lips parted but I didn’t move. But my birthmark was still there and my hair wasn’t long—what was happening? Was I still in the process of changing back into myself? Was I some sort of half-me, half-Chloe, like that Jeff Goldblum movie where he turns into a fly?  
 
    “You coming?” my father called out. I began to panic. I ran to the door and locked it. I couldn’t leave the room like this—what would they think?  
 
    There was another knock at my door. “C’mon, sis! Let’s go! I’m hungry!” my sister called out. Sis? Did she just call me sis? 
 
    I looked around the room for a mirror. There were no mirrors in my bedroom, but there was my laptop, which had a webcam. I ran over and fired it up, turning on the webcam. I watched my own eyes light up. I wasn’t my sister—I was still me, but I was slightly different. My skin was softer, my hair was styled, my lashes were fuller. I was a woman.  
 
    A giddy excitement filled my body. I stepped back and looked at my whole self on my computer screen. My tits were small and perky. I ran my hands down my whole body, feeling my pussy between my legs, making sure it really was legitimate. Unless I was dreaming, it was real. I zipped back towards my closet and started looking through all of the clothing options. I loved everything—as if I’d picked it all out myself (and maybe I had).  
 
    “Chloe, tell your sister to hurry up!” my dad shouted. 
 
    “I already did!” she shouted back. 
 
    It was like I’d slipped into a different dimension where I was a woman, and I’d always been a woman. I didn’t have to worry about anyone looking at me strangely, or having to explain to anyone why I suddenly had tits. And best of all, I could continue living the life I couldn’t get enough of over the past few days. I nearly squealed like a piglet, I was so excited. Suddenly, everything just seemed right, like all of the pieces of the universal puzzle had fallen into place. 
 
    If you ever decide to make a wish on a shooting star, be careful what you wish for, and know this: your life is going to change, whether you’re ready for it or not. 
 
    THE END 
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