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The library was decorated for the holidays in the most nondescript way. There was no specific mention of any single holiday, but there was still a festive mood about the place. The staff had all been encouraged to wear ugly holiday themed sweaters, but Caralee had never owned anything like that. It was the sort of item that friends were supposed to give each other as jokes, but Caralee had few friends to exchange such gifts with. 

Sitting behind the reference desk at the library, Caralee sighed with disappointment and depression. This was not the life she had expected to live. 

All through college, she had assumed her life would miraculously pick up once she graduated. She assumed she would find her place in the world, make friends, and enjoy her life while maybe even finding a man she could fall in love with. 

Instead, she feared she would turn into a nerdy librarian, a spinster for the rest of her days. 

Caralee had already put up with questions from her coworkers, questioning her festive spirit, never mind that the library was operating on a strict no over religion rule when it came to decorations. They did not like her answer that she did not have a sweater she could wear. They were surprised, but it was one more thing that set Caralee apart, that kept her on her own, both at work and in her personal life. 

“Oh my god,” Caralee suddenly whispered to herself as she looked up and saw a man she never expected to see in the library. “It’s Tobin Malloy.” 

Tobin was a man that Caralee had crushed on for as long as she could remember. 

He was handsome, wealthy, and he had always looked right through her. They had gone to the same schools going back years. They even went to the same college. And given that fact, he should have at least recognized Caralee. They had crossed paths enough times for him to at least know her face. 

However, as Tobin walked by the reference desk, looking right at Caralee, he simply smiled as he would to any library employee, being nice. He had no recollection of her. 

Crestfallen, Caralee slumped further down in her chair, her depression fully taking hold. She knew she had no shot with Tobin. He was so far above her in social standing that even if he did say hello to her, nothing would come of it. 

And Caralee was pretty sure that she was not his type. She had seen him with women in college and they had nothing in common with Caralee. They are beautiful, outgoing, and even sexy and she was plain. It was as simple as that. 

She had no chance with him and could not even talk to him if she wanted to. 

Those women were always beautiful, but haughty, full of themselves and almost arrogant about how hot they looked. Caralee was not that. She lacked confidence in herself. She lacked the social skills to manipulate the people around her into treating her like a queen bee or even a goddess. It did not help that the few interactions Caralee had with those types of women usually included them teasing her or just being mean, knowing they were better than her and rubbing it in her face. 

“I do wish I could be with Tobin though,” Caralee muttered under her breath. 

This was not the first time that Caralee had made a wish, but it was the first time that her wish had the slightest chance of coming true. Maybe it was the Christmas season that magically made her wish stand out. Maybe it was a random chance, one of the millions of wishes that get made each day, and it was Caralee’s wish that stood out. It was impossible to know, but what mattered was the universe heard Caralee’s wish and it decided to act upon it. 

Not that she had any idea that something had changed. She went about her work as she usually did. When Tobin left after nearly an hour spent at the library, the only difference between him walking in and him walking back out was that he winked at Caralee as he left. Or, at least, Caralee thought he winked at her. She was so surprised by it, she immediately tried to convince herself that it never happened. 

And once Tobin was gone, the rest of Caralee’s day seemed to return to normal. 

However, there was something strange about her vision. She kept seeing sparkles at the corners of her vision. Assuming it was light reflecting off dust on her glasses, Caralee kept taking them off to clean them, but the sparkles never went away. They remained. 

It was similar when Caralee returned home after her shift at the library. She stood in front of the mirror as she got ready for bed, having already changed into a pair of bulky pajamas that she liked to sleep in. 

“Is my hair longer?” Caralee asked herself. She held her hair out to the side, the

usual shoulder-length strands now seeming to fall several inches farther. She could not remember when she last got her hair trimmed, but it could not have been that long ago, a month at most. But it was not just the added length. The color was more vibrant, the brown richer and her hair softer in general. It was like her hair had transformed into silk. 

And it was not just Caralee’s hair that was different. Her lips formed a natural pout, something that she had never seen from them before. And her breasts looked bigger too, although that was harder to tell beneath her bulky pajama top. 

Nonetheless, Caralee was confused by her appearance. Something was off, but she could not imagine what had caused the sudden changes. 

There was a part of Caralee that wanted to call her doctor. These were not the sorts of changes that a woman her age should be experiencing, even if each and every one enhanced her appearance, instead of detracted from it. However, it was too late for that. This was not an emergency room visit situation. And Caralee was willing to see where else this all went, secretly hoping to see other improvements in her appearance. And it was that reason that she climbed into bed, her mind spinning with possibilities for herself. 

Waking up the next morning, however, was an experience unlike any she had ever had before. As soon as Caralee’s eyes opened, she knew she was not alone in her bed. There was someone beside her, curled up next to her, she was the little spoon to their big spoon. But despite this possibly horrible situation, Caralee did not move. And when the person behind her shifted slightly, moving what turned out to be his cock toward the entrance to her pussy, she even spread her legs to give him better access. 

Caralee moaned as she allowed herself to be fucked by the stranger. His cock filled her completely, filling her body with a pleasure she had never felt with a man before. It was like she was made for this moment and she was fulfilling her purpose. 

The man said nothing as he fucked her from behind, but she could tell he was enjoying himself. She was enjoying herself too. She loved every moment as he breathing became ragged under his careful work. And when he finally came, she came too, her cry of pleasure louder than her normal angry voice, the years of work in the library training her to keep her voice down. 

Caralee did not look as the man got up and moved around the room. She listened, however, as he pulled on a pair of shorts and then shuffled out of the bedroom. 

It was only then, once she knew she was alone, that Caralee decided to investigate what had just happened. Had a man broke into her home and just fucked her? And had she really just let him? 

However, as Caralee climbed out of bed herself, she immediately noted that she was not in her bedroom. This room was different. And from the looks of it, it belonged to a couple. There were male and female contributions to the room, lace curtains counteracting some of the more bold furniture stylings. 

Without thinking, Caralee walked into the adjoining bathroom. She flipped on the light and stared at her reflection in shock, her mouth hanging open and her eyes wide. 

“What the hell?” Caralee asked as she took in her new form. The changes she had experienced the night before were small compared to what she now saw. Her hair was long and a rich chestnut brown. Her lips were plump and inviting. Her nose was carefully crafted, turning up at the end as if she was a doll. 

Caralee’s bulky pajamas were gone, replaced by a flimsy nightie that did not really cover her. The sheer material cupped what had to be augmented breasts and then hung down her torso, leaving the bottom of her ass hanging out. Not that there was anything that the nightie actually hit from view. Caralee’s hard nipples, her trim midriff, and her bare pussy were completely visible through the mostly transparent material. 

Reaching forward, Caralee placed her long-nailed hands on the bathroom counter. She leaned forward and looked into her own eyes, trying to understand what had happened to her. And that was when she was hit with a flood of new memories. 

Suddenly, she was one of those beautiful young women in school, the kind that got by on their looks and viewed everyone else as beneath them. She and Tobin ran in similar circles then, but they never managed to get together. The timing had never worked out. 

Caralee remembered how Tobin went off to college and she did not. She barely

graduated, having had to suck someone off to change one of her grades from an F to a D, enough to let her pass, even if it was at the lowest level. Not that Caralee used her diploma for anything. She got a job at a local breastaurant, known for its waitresses wearing skimpy outfits. 

Caralee’s life seemed to be going well. She was happy to serve the beta males who all thought they were cool for eating there and ogling her and her coworkers. She even managed to make pretty good tips, rivaling her bustier peers, but that was partly because she let the customers feel her up when the manager was not looking. In this new timeline, Caralee was a slut. She did not go home with customers, but she had no issues with them touching her body as she served them. 

It was actually to everyone’s benefit that she allowed the normally inappropriate behavior. It helped to make up for the fact that Caralee had trouble remembering orders. Even when she wrote them down, she still made mistakes. Caralee was simply not that smart. She was a bimbo at heart. 

But then one day, Tobin walked into the restaurant. He was in town, on break from college. He had been dragged there by a few of his friends, but it was clear that he did not belong there. And it just so happened to be that Caralee was assigned his table. 

“You’re not the kind of woman who belongs here,” Tobin said when he had a private moment with Caralee. “You deserve better and I would love to give it to you.” 

For anyone else, Caralee would have laughed off his comments, but this was Tobin Malloy. He was special and his opinion mattered more to her than even her own. 

Caralee quit in the middle of her shift. She went into the backroom and changed into her street clothes. When she reentered the dining area, she walked straight up to Tobin. He offered her his arm and she gratefully took it before he led her out of the restaurant. 

Looking down at her hands on the counter, Caralee saw the wedding ring on her finger. It was gorgeous and more than a breastaurant girl could usually hope for. 

She had taken Tobin’s arm that night and she had never let go. She had let him turn her into his trophy wife, deciding what surgeries to have done. He was the

one who had chosen her nose. He was the one who had chosen her lips. He was the one who had chosen the size of her tits. And he had paid for all of it. 

As it turned out, Caralee left town within a week of going home with Tobin. She had fucked him that night, but it was not simply a one-night stand. It was just the beginning for the happy couple. Caralee left everything behind and moved into Tobin’s apartment with him. He attended college and she focused on being the best girlfriend she could be for him. He took her to parties, introducing her to sorority girls, but Caralee never even considered enrolling. Not only had her grades never been good enough, but she had never been interested in school. 

Putting her efforts toward her appearance and toward Tobin were all she needed to do. 

Caralee’s new life started to slot into place. She still remembered her nerdy librarian past, but those memories were vague and hard to think about. It was much easier to think about her love for Tobin, her husband, and how much her sexy body pleased him. She was Caralee Malloy now. 

Satisfied with what had happened to her, Caralee took a moment to fix her hair. 

She then put on a coat of lipstick, wanting her lips to look perfect for what came next. 

Not bothering to put on any additional clothing, Caralee walked downstairs to find Tobin at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal while he read the newspaper. Caralee could have sat down beside him at the table and poured herself a bowl, but she was more interested in a different kind of breakfast. She slipped under the table, getting on her hands and knees. Then she freed Tobin’s cock. It was already hard again. This was a part of their normal routine and his cock was used to getting hard again first thing in the morning. 

Caralee happily wrapped her lips around him, taking his hardness deep into her mouth. This was where her breakfast came from. She sucked his cock, giving him all of her attention while he continued to eat and read above the table. Her head bobbed up and down in his lap as she painted his cock with her lipstick. 

And when he was done, he shot his load into her mouth. The taste did not last long as Caralee swallowed it all down, but she still enjoyed the flavors as his cum crossed her tongue. 

After that, the happy couple went their separate ways for most of the day. Tobin

had work, although his work schedule was limited. He made plenty of money to keep himself away from the rat race. He could have made more money if he spent more time working, but then he would not be able to enjoy it. And with a sexy wife like Caralee, he wanted to enjoy both that money and his life with her. 

Caralee spent most of the day working out what was real and what was part of her old life. It was exhausting and led her to taking an afternoon nap so that she could build up her energy for the evening’s big event. But that was something her new life allowed, taking a midday nap to reenergize herself for the return of her husband. She was not a working woman anymore. She could not imagine a reason she would visit a library now, unless it was part of a fundraiser that Tobin was involved with. She was simply the sexy arm candy for her husband at such events. 

After that wonderful nap, followed by a delicious orgasm in the shower, Caralee knew she needed to get ready for the Christmas party that was on their schedule. 

She could not be bothered to know which Christmas party this was. They went to several every year. And as long as Caralee wore a new dress to each, she was fulfilling her role as Tobin’s trophy wife. 

For this particular party, Caralee had selected a glittering gold dress with a plunging neckline to show off the tits that Tobin had bought for her. She wore her rings and bracelets, highlighting the various jewelry that Tobin had purchased for her over the years. Her makeup was flawless, as was her hair. She was a picture perfect trophy wife, looking beautiful as ever and without a thought in her head that Tobin had not put there. Caralee was not just satisfied, but happy with her life. What she remembered of her old life was just a shadow that might haunt her in her dreams. This life was better. 

And it only got better. Tobin returned from work, already dressed in his tuxedo for the night. And he came bearing gifts. Or, for this particular night, he came bearing a singular gift, with the rest going under the Christmas tree, to be opened later. 

Caralee laid herself out on a white fur rug, a glass of champagne nearby. Tonight was a night to party and she had no intention of remaining sober at any point during the evening. 

“For you, my dear,” Tobin said as he placed the present in her hands. It was

wrapped in gold paper, similar in color to her dress. 

Caralee tore into it, her long nails aiding her ability to rip the paper away. She opened the present with glee. And her smile got even bigger when she saw what was contained inside. 

“I love it,” Caralee said before she even had a chance to fully appreciate what the gift was. All she saw were diamonds and she loved diamonds. She loved how they shimmered and attracted attention. Caralee was a glutton for attention, especially knowing how it brought such positive light to Tobin. 

“Let me help you put it on,” Tobin said as he took the gift from her. “Get up on your knees and I’ll put it on your neck.” 

Caralee did as she was beckoned, never once thinking of disobeying her husband. It was not a matter of him giving her orders or being demanding, although he could be plenty demanding when he wanted to be, but it was a matter of her doing whatever he said, knowing it was for the best. And even if Caralee found an independent streak in her, she would not know what to do. She was not smart enough to strike out on her own. She needed someone else making her decisions for her. After all, she was a bimbo. Her thoughts were unimportant compared to her body. 

As Caralee held her hair aside, away from her neck, Tobin kneeled down behind her and placed the necklace on her. As he secured the clasp, she felt the weight of the diamonds on her chest, nestling themselves in her cleavage. There was no doubt that everyone would be looking at her tonight. If they did not like her dress, they would surely like her new necklace. And it was a necklace that was almost certain to attract attention to her favorite feature, her tits. She was so glad that Tobin had chosen such an impressive size for her. 

Once the happy couple were at the party, it felt as if they were the center of attention. There were a pair of blonde hotties who were trying to announce themselves as the queen bee of the party, but that was before Caralee stepped onto the scene. The moment she entered the premises, it was clear who the real queen bee was. Caralee looked down her noses at the two blondes. They might have been top of the food chain before, but now Caralee occupied that spot—her dress and jewelry, not to mention her tits, doing all the work for her. 

Nothing needed to be said, but the two blondes quickly learned the hierarchy. In

one of the brief moments that Caralee was separated from her husband, she put the two hotties in their places, signifying that if they wanted to last in this social group, they needed to recognize who was in charge. Even women who the old Caralee would have looked at as mean bitches were below her now. 

That old Caralee might have been flabbergasted at what she could have become, had she known, maybe even holding her tongue to avoid making the wish, but the new Caralee loved her new role in life. It was not that she saw treating others like they were truly beneath her as right, but instead it was necessary to lead them on the proper path. She viewed her relationship with Tobin as a model life, believing that all women should strive for what she had. And if being a bitch to other women pushed them into their own journeys, she was doing her job. 

As the night rolled on, as Caralee continued to drink champagne and other drinks on offer, she maintained a happy buzz of intoxication. At no point was she out of control, at least out of her husband’s control, but she happily floated on fluffy clouds as her few thoughts slipped away from her almost entirely. All she needed to do was hang onto Tobin’s arm and she was fulfilling her duty. 

However, spending all that time as a buzzed bimbo trophy wife on display came with certain disadvantages. Each time someone looked longer than was really appropriate at her slutty body, Caralee experienced a boost to her arousal. It only got worse when it was Tobin looking at her, his eyes momentarily getting lost in the cleavage he purchased for her. 

Caralee bit her plump lip before she whispered in her husband’s ear, “I need you.” 

“Now?” This was not the first time that Caralee’s libido had hit her in public places. And as much as Tobin knew that putting her on display like this and allowing her to drink as she had would put her in such a state, he was not about to deny her those things, because denying her would mean he was ultimately denying himself. And no man wanted to do that, especially when he had such a sexy woman on his arm. 

Caralee nodded her head, affirming that she needed him to fuck her. It was not merely a matter of them having sex. Sex was something that they enjoyed together, but for Caralee it was better to get Tobin to fuck her. Her orgasms were bigger and she always ended up more satisfied. 

Tobin took his wife by the hand and pulled her away from the party. He needed to find a quiet spot, away from everything else, where he could satisfy his wife’s urges, and in turn, satisfy his own. 

That quiet spot turned out to be a supply closet. It was not the most beautiful spot, but it was spacious enough for them to do the deed without anyone else getting in the way. 

Tobin lifted the hem of Caralee’s dress up around her hips. She was not wearing panties. She rarely did anymore. And she was not wearing hosiery either. 

Caralee liked to keep herself available for when her libido came calling, just like this. 

He lifted her up and pushed her against the wall. Caralee wrapped her legs around her husband, his cock already out. The moment she was about to scream out in pleasure as he entered her, Tobin stuck his pocket square into Caralee’s mouth to silence her, since he had no handkerchief at hand. She could be noisy when he fucked her, the pleasure overriding what little sense she had to keep quiet. 

But none of that mattered to Caralee. Her body was on fire and Tobin’s cock was the only thing that could put it out. He fucked her hard, knowing exactly what she liked. He had never imagined that his singular visit to that breastaurant would lead him to this point, with a beautiful trophy wife that he adored. And he never believed that a woman could need sex this much, but would never complain about that. Their sexual needs were a close match, even if he had more control over himself than Caralee did. 

Caralee was lost on a sea of pleasure, riding the waves with enthusiasm, as if she was at a water park. She breathed deeply through her nose as her husband fucked her, pistoning in and out of her pussy, filling her in a way that only he ever had. 

And as he came, so did she. Her body rocked with erotic pleasure, energy cascading through her like a waterfall. The relief was immediate. Her need had been satisfied, but they both knew it was only temporary. By the time they got home, she would be begging for more. And Tobin would give it to her. In the end, he could never deny her anything. She was the light in his eye, the jewel of his life. 

When Caralee finally came down from her orgasmic high, she looked up at her

husband with a gleam in her eye. There was nothing but love and desire there. 

The crush had turned to lust and then into true love. She could not imagine a better life for herself. Whatever she thought before the wish no longer mattered. 

This was the real Caralee. This was the life she was supposed to be living. 

Tobin and Caralee returned to the party with no obvious signs of what they had done. Caralee’s hair and makeup looked flawless once again. The only tell was the missing pocket square from Tobins tuxedo. That had been thrust into Caralee’s small clutch purse after she refreshed her lipstick. 

“Thank you,” Caralee whispered as she saw the two blondes cozying up to a pair of men who were nearly on Tobin’s level. Nearly, because no one had reached her husband’s level. But that was just fine by her. The hierarchy had been maintained. Caralee was the queen bee of the party and she hung to Tobin’s arm, knowing that it would not be much longer before he was once again fucking her in their bed. 

There was no doubt that Caralee Malloy was exactly the kind of woman for her husband. It was magic that made it all possible. And Caralee would not have it any other way. The old Caralee might have considered her Christmas wish one that backfired, but this Caralee saw it for what it really was, perfection. She had a perfect life as a bimbo trophy wife and nothing else mattered. 
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