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Part 1


Looking out the window of her small apartment, Michaela noted the gray skies and wet street. It was not a day for going out. However, that suited Michaela just fine. She preferred staying indoors anyway.

Michaela’s life had changed dramatically since her parents died. She had just graduated from college and was setting out into the world as an independent woman for the first time. But the depression that followed her parents’ deaths left her less and less wanting to leave her apartment. More and more, her only trip out was to visit her local grocery store. At least she had a reasonably well paying job that let her work from home.

Just as Michaela had started to settle down at her computer to begin on her day’s work assignment, her attention was pulled back outside by the sound of a car parking on the street. Normally, she would have simply ignored the distraction, the car and its occupant had nothing to do with her. But this time, something felt different.

Michaela watched as a man in a gray suit pulled himself out of the driver’s seat, trying in vain to stay dry from the falling rain. It was not a heavy rain, more of a drizzle that left everything soaked. Seeing the man only confirmed her reasoning not to leave the warm and comforting confines of her apartment.

Knowing she needed to get to work, Michaela tried to look back at her computer screen. Whatever was happening outside was of no concern to her. And yet, as hard as she tried to look away, she could not, her blue eyes, the only part of her she thought of as attractive, continued to watch the man in the gray suit.

“No, no, no,” Michaela said as she watched the man walk up the path toward her apartment. There was no reason anyone would come to visit her. She was a nobody with no real friends. But his destination was clear. The small walkway only led to Michaela’s apartment.

Michaela sat there frozen, not knowing what to do. She never had visitors. Even before the man had a chance to knock on her door, she was already trying to work out what he could want. He certainly did not look like a solicitor. She had enough warning signs on her door to ward off even the most persistent salesman. Maybe the man’s presence was a mistake.

The knock came at the door. Michaela’s breath caught in her throat at the sound of the soft rapping. Something about the man’s presence seemed wrong to her. He should not have been visiting her. Her heart pounded in her chest as she tried to work out a plan of action. Michaela felt she was in no position to answer the door.

“Don’t be a fraidy cat,” Michaela scolded herself as she got up to answer the door. As much as she hated the prospect of having to deal with this man, it was better to get it out of the way than to try and hide in her bedroom until he gave up and left. For all she knew, he was just lost and needed directions.

“Hello?” Michaela said as she opened her front door. Despite answering her caller, she was still being careful, only opening the door as much as she needed to let her head pop into view, keeping her body braced to keep the man from pushing the door open and entering her apartment.

“Michaela Adams?” the man asked.

“Um, yeah,” Michaela answered, wanting to ask what all this was about. It was disappointing to realize that this was not all a mistake.

“My name is Nijel,” the man said, introducing himself. “I’ve come here with a very special gift for you. You should let me in so that I can give it to you.”

In a normal situation, Michaela would have slammed the door in Nijel’s face. She had no interest in hearing anything about his special gift and certainly would never let him inside her apartment. The man was a stranger and she saw no reason why she should do what he said.

However, through some unknown and ungodly force, Michaela felt compelled to follow his instructions. Feeling as if her body was operating on autopilot, she pulled the door open for her guest before adding, “Please, come in.” 

Nijel stepped into Michaela’s small apartment, looking around the living room as if he were evaluating it in some way. Michaela stood by the door, still holding it open. She was unsure of what to do next.

“Close the door and come have a seat,” the man said as he took a seat on a worn plush chair, waving toward the adjacent love seat.

“Yes, um, sir," Michaela said as she scurried toward the offered seat, forgetting that it was her furniture in her apartment. She felt like a visitor in her own home.

“Please, call me Nijel,” the man said with a smile. “And there’s nothing to be afraid of. Just relax. Let’s have some tea.”

Nijel waved his hand across the small coffee table and a silver platter appeared bearing a steaming tea pot and two sets of cups and saucers. He methodically poured out two cups and handed one to Michaela. She sat there, holding the hot cup on its saucer, staring at it in disbelief. It did not make any sense, but then again, very little of the situation did.

“Please drink up,” Nijel said, waiting for Michaela to take a sip before he continued. “I’m sorry to come here unannounced like this, but I’m still adapting to a modern mortal life. You see, I’m a faerie. Or more accurately, I’m a reformed faerie, meaning I’ve given up my sinister and trickster ways and am now trying to atone for my previous transgressions.”

Michaela nodded along as Nijel spoke. She was not exactly sure she was hearing him right. Could he really be a faerie? It all seemed so far fetched. But then again, he did make the tea appear out of thin air.

“So I’ve decided to start helping people as much as I can,” Nijel continued. “As such, I am giving out gifts to people who I think are both deserving and in need of a little help.”

Michaela looked down into her lap, her face turning red in shame. She did not necessarily think she was deserving of anything special, but she knew she was in need of help. With her depression and trouble adjusting to life in the real world, she was not someone people generally wanted to be around. Not that she was all the keen on being around other people either, but that was a result of her issues, not theirs.

“I think you are very deserving,” Nijel said. Michaela looked up at him with a queer look on her face. Had he really just read her mind or was her body language just that easy to read? “And just so you know, you are my first gift recipient. That means this will be an adventure for both of us.”

Michaela sipped on her tea as she considered what Nijel was saying. It all seemed impossible, but there they were. But the question was, what was this gift he was talking about? How could he really improve her life?

However, there was another question that kept coming to the forefront of her thoughts. What kind of name was Nijel for a faerie? Michaela knew it was unimportant, but she kept coming back to it. She would have expected something Celtic or a name originating from some dead language. But Nijel? That made no sense.

“I really hate to be the only one speaking,” Nijel said. “Please say something.”

“What kind of name is Nijel for a faerie?” Michaela asked. She usually had more tact, even if her social skills were a little rusty. Just as she had when Nijel asked to come inside, she felt compelled to say something. The question about the faerie’s name just happened to be at the forefront of her thoughts at that moment.

Michaela was shocked and appalled at what had just come out of her mouth. She had never spoken with such abandon before, even as a small child. Michaela always chose her words carefully, knowing how important they could be. One small slip in either word choice or tone could completely change a meaning.

As much as Michaela feared a possible backlash from Nijel, she was deeply relieved when he started laughing. It was a deep belly laugh, completely genuine, which set Michaela’s runaway thoughts at ease. He was not mad.

“It’s a long story,” Nijel answered after taking a moment to compose himself. “I think it’s easiest to just say that my name has gone through several translations over the years and it comes out as Nijel in modern English.” 

Michaela nodded her head in understanding, still feeling silly for asking such an unimportant question. Still, it was nice to know that this faerie was good natured and could understand the oddity of introducing himself as a reformed faerie named Nijel.

“Enough about my name,” Nijel said. “Let’s get down to the business of your gift.”

“Yes, let’s,” Michaela said with excitement. All of her earlier trepidation and anxiety had all but disappeared. It had become clear to her that Nijel and his gift would indeed make her life better, even if she did not understand how it was true.

“That’s the spirit,” Nijel said with a big smile. “But before I get too far into this, I should explain that since I am now a reformed faerie, I do not have all the powers that I once did. It is a sacrifice I have had to make so that I can redeem myself.”

Michaela found it hard to believe Nijel’s magic powers might have decreased in the slightest based on his performance thus far. It was clear he had used magic to get her to let him in. Then there was the tea. She could not imagine what limitations he might have.

“In the past,” Nijel continued, "I always fancied myself a bit like a genie. I would appear to a person and grant them three wishes. I took great pride in twisting the wishes into something entirely different. It was fun if you could look past the person’s suffering, but watching that suffering for many years started to wear on me. Now I’m out to do some good.

“So my gift to you is three wishes. However, before you start thinking of ways to maximize your wishing power, as I will be granting the wishes, I must put a couple caveats on how this will work. First, you will not actually be making the wishes. I have already decided that your gift will include a change to your body, a change to your personality and a change to your lifestyle. Those are your three wishes.”

“But...” Michaela started to say, but she lost her steam to speak when she remembered this was a gift. Still, if she did this right, she was sure her days as a depressed shut in would be numbered.

“And there’s more,” Nijel said, ignoring Michaela’s minor interruption. “It will not be you who gets to decide how you change. Ever since I left the faerie community, I haven’t been able to perform certain kinds of magic, namely, wish fulfillment.”

Michaela’s body slumped at hearing that she would not get her wishes granted. This had to be a faerie joke, picking on an already fragile and sensitive young woman.

“But I’ve figured out a way around the limitation placed upon me. While I cannot grant your wishes, I can grant wishes on your behalf from other people, namely your friends. I will go to three of your friends and ask them to request the changes for you. As your friends, they should have an idea of how you can be better.”

For a short time, Michaela’s anxiety and depression had lifted. Just the knowledge that her wishes for a new life, ideas she fantasized over late at night when she struggled to fall asleep, would come true was enough to drive away the dark clouds that were a perpetual presence in her life. But Nijel’s solution to his own magical limitations brought about the return of the dark clouds. And this time they seemed almost black.

“But I don’t have any friends,” Michaela said. Tears were beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes. All of this was for nothing. Even a faerie wanting to make amends for his mischievous past could not improve her lot.

“Yes, I had to do a lot of research with you,” Nijel said. His tone was kind and caring, helping to alleviate some of Michaela’s worries. “You have done a good job of cutting yourself off from the world, but I have found some viable candidates. I’m not going to tell you who these people are. I can only assume that through their help they will make themselves known to you.”

“If you say so,” Michaela said, still feeling dejected. It was hard to see anything good coming from this whole situation. Still, she supposed it could not hurt. Anything would be better than this. “Okay, let’s do it.”

“That’s the spirit,” Nijel said. “Now there are a couple other things you should know. It will take time for me to reach everyone. Another one of my magical limitations is being stuck traveling as a mortal. That’s why I drove here in a car. I can’t just transport myself across the country, let alone the city. While I haven’t worked out which of your friends will get what wish, I can tell you that I’ll be starting with the body change and then moving on to the personality change, before finally getting to the lifestyle change.”

“That makes sense,” Michaela agreed. It was nice to know how things were supposed to change, assuming they would. She still had some doubts about that.

“There will also be some time when you have two sets of memories. Reality will shift around you to accommodate the changes. Only you will remember this original timeline. That means, the subsequent wishes will be affected by the previous ones. I realize this is complicated, but we’re dealing with a level of temporal mechanics that maybe three humans will ever understand in the history of human civilization.”

“Got it,” Michaela said, although all she really understood from all of that was that it was complicated. Still, she knew any change would probably be positive for her.

“Well then, if you don’t have any questions, I need to start on my way to get the first wish fulfilled,” Nijel said as he stood up. With a wave of his hand, the tea was gone, just like it had never been there.

“Will I get any warning about the changes?” Michaela asked as she opened the door for Nijel.

“Not as such, no,” Nijel said. “It doesn’t really work that way. Don’t worry though. I’m sure the changes will be seamless. But I realize you may have questions after the first round. Here’s my card. Call me with any concerns.”

Nijel handed Michaela a card with a phone number on it and then hopped back out into the rain. She watched as he ran down the path, back to his car, before practically jumping in. Within moments, the only sign that Nijel had ever been in her apartment was the card Michaela held in her hand.

“That was weird,” she said as she dropped the card on the coffee table and walked into her bedroom. She took a moment to look at herself in the mirror, wondering what might change.

While still in her twenties, Michaela no longer had her youthful appearance. Years of depression and anxiety, along with inactivity, had taken their toll on her body. Michaela knew her best descriptors were overweight and frumpy. She could have passed for a crazy cat lady if she had a cat. Sadly, she was allergic.

After several minutes of evaluating her body, Michaela looked at the clock and realized she still had a lot of work to get done. Just because she worked from home did not mean she did not need to produce when it came to work productivity.

As soon as Nijel was back in his car, his only thought was to drive. He knew he needed to make a plan for which one of Michaela’s friends to visit first, but he did not want to do that with her anywhere nearby. Even though she was a shut in, he knew humans well enough to know that they were a curious bunch. And he did not want her meddling in his first attempt to make up for his past transgressions.

About a mile down the road, Nijel found a little coffee shop that would be a perfect place to work out his next step. He quickly parked his car, before running inside, just remembering to grab the file folder from the passenger seat. Nijel wished he had thought to bring a rain coat on his trip. As a full faerie, he had the power to affect the weather. He had never needed a rain coat before. Now it was a different story.

It was not long before Nijel had settled down in a corner of the coffee shop with a warm drink in his hand and his file on Michaela and her friends open on the table in front of him. He had to admit, he might have fudged a few things with her. She only had one person who she could currently call a friend, and they had never actually met in person. The others were people from her past.

Nijel had a list of four friends. He would only need to visit three of them, but he liked having a back up, just in case something happened. It would have been easier to find people who cared about Michaela if it were not for the fact he needed timeline independent friends, people who would know Michaela no matter how her life changed. He needed constants. Paired with her low number of friends otherwise, he was left with few possibilities.

There was Roger, an ex-boyfriend from college. Nijel was surprised they had ever been a couple based on how different they were. Still, their relationship lasted for almost a year before they amicably split. From what Nijel could tell, Roger had become quite the horny stoner since those days.

Vivian was a former neighbor from Michaela’s childhood. From his research, she seemed like a nice enough lady. At some point, however, Vivian had moved to Florida. Considering her age, Nijel assumed she moved there to retire, but he could not be sure. Vivian was a big question mark.

Amy was Michaela’s only current friend. They met online years ago and continued to write to each other off and on over the years. Of the four, Amy was the only one who knew about Michaela’s depression and growing physical isolation.

Finally, there was Katie, Michaela’s best friend in high school. They had not seen each other in years, but at one point the two had been inseparable. The two had gone in such different directions since then.

After spending half an hour trying to work out a plan, Nijel eventually gave up. “Fuck it,” he said, before remembering he was in a public place. He looked up to see several people looking at him, but they quickly turned back to whatever it was they were doing. “Might as well make it random.”

Nijel drained his cup before conjuring four slips of paper to put inside it. Each slip had the name of one of Michaela’s friends on it. As Nijel reached into the cup and pulled out a name, he asked, “All right, who am I visiting first?”


Part 2


Nijel did not mind the long drive north. It was mid-afternoon when he arrived at Katie’s house, one of many nearly identical houses on the block.

Shaking his head at the absurdity of living in identical homes, Nijel was thankful his magic aided his ability to find Katie’s house. Otherwise, he would have surely gotten lost. It did not help that the street numbers were not particularly visible on all the houses. It was like there was a conspiracy against postal workers.

Nijel took a few minutes to collect himself after his drive. He was still getting used to this method of travel, having always used magical means in the past. However, those avenues were shut off to him now. Not that he minded. He considered all of this part of his penance for the ills he caused in the world. Improving Michaela’s life would be the first step in him truly righting his previous wrongs.

As Nijel made his way up the walk toward the front door, he worked out the kinks in his legs. He had made the mistake of driving nonstop and his legs were now complaining.

Once Nijel rang the bell, he used the waiting time to fix his tie. He knew he looked a little shabby, more like a traveling salesman than a faerie, but he was doing his best. Of course his car did not improve on his image either. Luckily, he had magic at his disposal to keep people from judging him before he could start his spiel.

A dog started barking inside the house at the sound of the doorbell. Then a kid started crying.

Nijel cringed at the racket. The screams and cries of children were like nails on a chalkboard to his faerie ears. He never understood why his brethren would steal babies back in the old country. Sure, it might be a fun gimmick, but there was still the baby to deal with.

“Yes?” a slightly frazzled young woman asked.

Nijel jumped a little as he was brought back to the present. The door had opened without his realizing. The woman matched the photo in his file folder of Katie. This woman had been Michaela’s best friend in high school. What the photo did not have were the bags under Katie’s eyes. While she still looked good, she was clearly not past the sleepless nights of motherhood. Otherwise, she looked like a typical suburban housewife. A perfect fit for the neighborhood.

“Hello, my name is Nijel and I am a reformed faerie.” Nijel began his pitch, using his magic to make Katie instantly believe him. “As part of my self-penance for my past misdeeds, I am helping people in need. Currently I am helping your old friend, Michaela.”

Katie’s eyes lit up at the mention of her old school mate. “I haven’t seen Michaela in years. We kind of lost touch during college. How is she?”

“I would be happy to answer your questions, Miss Marshall, once you let me in.”

“Oh, yes, of course,” Katie said. “Please come in. And it’s Mrs. Bennett now.”

Katie beckoned Nijel inside, leading him from the foyer to the adjacent living room.

“Congratulations,” Nijel said. “My files can sometimes be a little out of date. They only provide details on truths irrespective of any changes to the timeline.”

“I understand completely,” Katie said. Nijel doubted she really did, but he was not going to press the issue. It was unimportant for their discussion together.

The living room was strewn with toys. From the looks of it, Katie had more than the one child Nijel had heard crying moments earlier.

“Please, have a seat,” Katie said, motioning toward the couch. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“Thank you,” Nijel said as he sat down. His legs did not like returning to a sitting position after the long drive, but at least the couch was more comfortable than his car. “Some water would be lovely, thank you.”

While Katie left Nijel alone, he took a moment to take in his surroundings. Yes, the room was strewn with toys, but the mantel was where Nijel’s attention fell. Various family photos lines the mantel over the fireplace. Katie and Mr. Bennett’s wedding photos as well as various family portraits. From the apparent timeline, it seemed the dog came first. Then a boy and then a girl. From Nijel’s estimate, the boy looked around four or five in the most recent looking picture.

“Here you go,” Katie said as she returned to the living room with a glass of water in hand.

Nijel took the water with another mention of thanks and took a big first gulp. He had not realized he was so thirsty. Something else he needed to adapt to now that he was operating outside the usual faerie realms.

“So how is Michaela?” Katie pressed as she took a seat in an adjacent high backed chair. She was genuinely interested in her old friend. “I keep meaning to reach out to her, but life keeps getting in the way, you know? First it was the whirlwind romance with Ben. Then we got Oscar. He’s out back in the yard. Then I got pregnant with George. And just when I thought I was adjusting to motherhood, along came little Michaela. I actually named my daughter after Michaela. And I don’t know why I just told you all of that. I’m really sorry.”

“Not a problem,” Nijel said reassuringly. “It happens to me all the time. But I suppose we should get down to business. Basically, things haven’t been going well for Michaela and I am here to give her a new life. Because of the complications of my magical powers, I can’t just let her wish for a new life herself. I have to go to her friends and they are the ones who will make the wishes.”

“Oh my,” Katie said. “Michaela always could be a homebody. She’s not in any trouble, is she?”

“No, no trouble,” Nijel assured her. “I saw her this morning. But your description of her being a homebody has been taken to a bit of an extreme. She rarely leaves home and it’s no secret she is sad. It has been a bit of a spiral since her parents died.”

“Her parents died?” Katie asked, shocked to hear the news. “I should call her right now. I never should have let us fall out of touch.”

“Let’s finish this first,” Nijel said, using his magic to keep Katie from getting up and running to get her phone. He doubted she had Michaela’s number anyway.

“So here’s how it works,” Nijel continued his explanation. “Three things about Michaela will change. The first thing will be her body. The second will be her personality. And the final thing will be her lifestyle. You’re the first on the list to make changes, which means you get to wish Michaela a new body.”

“Oh, wow,” Katie said, surprised at the power she was being given. “So you mean, I can change anything about her body?”

“Well, anything that keeps her human, but yes. I suppose it would help if you saw a current picture of her.”

Nijel reached into his folder and pulled out a picture of Michaela. The moment Katie laid eyes on her old friend, tears began to well up in her eyes.

“She looks so sad,” Katie commented, speaking her thoughts and feelings. However, she was tasteful enough not to mention Michaela’s weight, which had become a growing problem for the young woman. She also did not comment on the acne scars Michaela developed in her early twenties.

“That is one of the reasons I am trying to help her. And now you get a chance to help contribute to that. You can change her body to however you think is best for her. Admittedly, you will only get to change her physically. While aspects of her personality and lifestyle may change, you do not have direct control over that.”

“Wow,” Katie said as her mind began to work through the possibilities. “This is a lot of responsibility. I’m afraid to say something and have you misinterpret it.”

Nijel took a moment to digest Katie’s concern. He was taken aback by her thoughtfulness. So often humans simply started wishing, at least in his experience as a faerie. Of course, back then, it was his job to subvert the wishes of humans. Now he was doing his best to give them exactly what they wanted.

“If it makes you feel any better, I won’t be doing any magic here,” Nijel finally said. “I need a full picture of what type of body Michaela should have and how she got it. There’s back story to everything. I will need that back story so that reality can be properly altered.”

Again, Nijel was sure Katie did not fully understand what he had just said, but he sensed her concerns had been laid to rest. Again, it helped that he could lace his words with magic, making them more believable.

“So tell me what changes you think should be made to Michaela’s body,” Nijel pressed. “You can talk out loud for a moment. I will just take notes and then we can fine tune the details toward the end.”

“Yeah, okay,” Katie said, still unsure of herself, but willing to give it a try. She was helping her old friend, after all. “I mean, I guess she needs to lose some weight. We could start there.”

Nijel sighed. Katie was being far too tepid with her changes. He would need to use more direct questioning.

“How about this,” Nijel began, “tell me about the dreams you two had together. That might help put you in the right frame of mind about all this.”

“We wanted to be rich and successful,” Katie said with a knowing smile. “But we were young and naive. That’s not how the world works. People don’t just give you money for nothing unless you are insanely good looking.”

Katie paused, lost in thought, remembering a moment from years ago.

“You know what, I think I know what Michaela needs. She needs to be insanely good looking. She needs to be so good looking, people will pay her just to be there.”

Nijel smiled. This was the kind of stuff he wanted to do. Now they just needed to work out the specifics.

“So what would be insanely good looking to Michaela?” Nijel asked. Katie was in the right frame of mind, but he needed specifics, not generalities.

“Thin obviously, but not super model thin. We both hated that look.”

“Okay, that’s a good start,” Nijel said. “What else can we do for her?”

“Michaela could stand to be a little taller, maybe two inches. That will put her at just above average. And her hair. I like the color, but she needs the kind of hair you see in shampoo commercials. Long, full body and silky smooth.”

“That’s all doable,” Nijel commented as he wrote everything down.

“You know what?” Katie said as she got a sudden idea. “Michaela should have the body of a bikini model. We used to joke about that back in the day.”

“You’ll have to excuse me, but I’ll need more than that,” Nijel said. “For one, I need specifics for this, but two, I admittedly haven’t paid much attention to bikini models in my time as a faerie.”

“Oh, yeah, let me think for a second.” Katie stared off into nothing as she collected her thoughts, trying to decide how to describe Michaela as a bikini model. “She needs to be athletic, but not overly so. You know what I mean?”

Nijel could start to imagine what Katie was getting at, even if her descriptions lacked the detail he wanted. He understood enough to fill in the blanks. “I think I know what you’re getting at.”

“She should be the type of girl who grew up playing volleyball, playing on the indoor team, but always gravitating toward beach volleyball.”

“That falls under personality and lifestyle changes,” Nijel said. “You can only change her physical appearance. That’s how this works.”

“Damn, well, okay, let me rethink this a little. She’s taller and has better hair and she has a thin athletic frame, right?”

“That is the current plan.”

“So if she is going to have a bikini model body, she’s going to need a nice butt and decent sized breasts. Her butt should be nicely rounded, the kind of thing that would look good in a bikini, thong or spandex shorts. Nothing huge, but pleasing to the eye, you know? And her breasts should be large enough to grab attention, but perky enough where they don’t adversely affect her life. That way she can stay fit, but not worry about back problems.”

“I think I have the picture now,” Nijel said. “That’s good. Is there anything else? Technically, you have control over any piercings or tattoos she might have.”

“Ooh, I hadn’t thought of that,” Katie said with a burst of excitement. “Did you know we tried to get our belly buttons pierced one time. I couldn’t believe she was up for it. I mean, it was my idea, but it was still a surprise. It was the summer after we turned 18. In the end, it didn’t happen. I chickened out.

“So yeah, Michaela should have her ears and belly button pierced. No tats though. She never liked those, even if I think there are some that would look great on her.”

“Got it,” Nijel said as he continued to take notes. “Anything with her face or skin?”

“Definitely. I mean, I don’t really want to change her face much, but no acne scars or anything. She should have really healthy skin. And a light tan. Nothing really dark, but she should be able to keep a good glow going, even during the winter.”

“Last questions,” Nijel said. “How did she get this way? Reality will change to accommodate these changes, but it’s important to work out these details to keep everything shipshape. I assume her added height was just a part of her natural growth.”

“Everything should be natural,” Katie explained. “That makes it simple, doesn’t it?”

“In a way,” Nijel said. He did not mention how a natural change would actually have a bigger affect on reality than an artificial change later. “But what about the piercings?”

“Michaela got her ears pierced on her 18th birthday. And she got her belly button pierced on the day we were supposed to both get it done. Just because I chickened out doesn’t mean she did. Maybe her going through with it would have convinced me to do it too.”

“All right, Mrs. Bennett,” Nijel said as he put his folder away. “I can work with this. I will work my magic tonight, and both you and Michaela should wake up to a slightly altered reality tomorrow. Thank you for your help.”

The moment Nijel said his thanks, the baby began crying again.

“Oh, dear,” Katie said, looking frazzled once again. “She’s always crying.”

“I can show myself out,” Nijel insisted, letting Katie return to her motherly duties.

Nijel collapsed into the driver’s seat of his car, exhausted. He had no idea dealing with people like this would be so tiring. And he had not even performed any real magic yet. That was sure to make him sleep well. But first he needed dinner and to find a hotel for the night. Once he was refueled, he could take the time to plan out his magic and give Michaela the new and improved body Katie had chosen for her.

Waking up the next morning, Michaela had put the visit of Nijel out of her head completely. The only indication that he had been there was his card with his contact information. That small piece of paper could easily be ignored.

Michaela climbed out of bed and padded into her bathroom, not paying any attention to the fact she was no longer in her old apartment.

“Oh my god,” Michaela practically screamed the first time she saw herself in the mirror. The changes to her face were not drastic, but for the first time, she felt proud of her appearance. “He really did it,” she added, remembering the visit from Nijel the faerie for the first time since he left.

Michaela took a step back to get a better look at herself. Her hair was perfect, hanging down to the middle of her back. Her face too, while the same she had always known, was subtly improved, her acne scars gone, and the slightly darker complexion, just enough to make it clear she either spent time outside or made regular trips to the tanning salon. Not that Michaela minded. She liked the change.

However, Michaela’s face was just the beginning. Giving her new body a full look over, she was astonished both with how thin she now was, but also how well proportioned she was. Of course, it helped that rather than wearing her usual sweat pants and sweatshirt, she wore a relatively fitted t-shirt and panties.

“I have to call Nijel,” Michaela told her reflection. She rushed out of the bathroom and started searching her condo for the card Nijel left with her. It took a full minute for her to realize she was no longer in her apartment either.

Michaela’s condo was a big step up from her old apartment. It was not large, but it was high enough to provide a good view of the city. That was important to her, Michaela began to remember. She liked looking out at the city at night. It was a relaxing sight after finishing her day off with a workout.

Michaela put her hand against her forehead as she was inundated with new memories. She could still remember her old life, but now new memories poured into her, including going to the piercing parlor to get her belly button pierced with Katie. Katie had chickened out, at least at first. Michaela was all for it and after she got hers, Katie finally relented and got her belly button pierced too.

Michaela pulled up her shirt and looked down to find the barbell in her navel. She remembered how she often liked to wear something more eye catching to showcase her flat stomach, but she kept it simple when she slept, not wanting to hurt herself if the jewelry got caught.

Finding Nijel’s card, she quickly dialed the number, not even noticing how she now had a brand new smartphone instead of the five-year old model she had in the previous reality.

“Hello, Michaela,” Nijel said. He had just climbed out of his hotel bed and was getting ready to start his day. He needed to track down another of Michaela’s friends and acquaintances.

“It worked,” Michaela said, unable to fully express herself. “It really worked.”

“I said it would,” Nijel responded with a smile. He was glad she sounded happy about the changes. He had not been sure how well she would accept her new reality.

“I have this great body and a condo instead of the dingy apartment. I’ve got bigger breasts and a bigger butt, but I’m thinner, so I’m happy there.”

“That’s great to hear,” Nijel said. “Any problems?” He was a little nervous about it all. The magic had been easy enough, if not a little time consuming, but he had no way of knowing before he began if his magic would do exactly what he had intended. Faerie magic worked in mysterious ways and it rarely resulted in something positive for the subject.

“No...” Michaela began, but then she stopped. Suddenly a wave of dizziness came over Michaela. She held her free hand to her forehead, trying to keep her balance.

The rest of Michaela’s new memories pushed into her head fighting for space alongside her original memories. It was overwhelming. She had to sit down.

“Everything okay?” Nijel asked, worried his concerns were justified.

“Whoa,” Michaela said as she began to sort through the competing memories. She could remember being a homebody, always feeling down and never wanting to leave her apartment. But she could also remember being fawned over by almost every guy she met and actually growing to enjoy it.

“I remember,” Michaela said. Although she was quickly forgetting which were her real memories. More and more she felt the ones that had her modeling in college for the spending money. Between her parents and her scholarships, school was paid for, but it was nice to be able to go to concerts and buy nice clothes.

It had been tough finding a job out of college, especially after dealing with her parents’ deaths. Michaela kept modeling to make ends meet. All through college she had kept it simple and clean, as she liked to say. Yes, she was attractive and that helped sell the clothes she modeled, but the clothes were the kinds of things she was happy to show her parents or to wear when meeting a boyfriend’s parents. Not that she had had many boyfriends, despite plenty of suitors. She remained a virgin, waiting for the right guy.

But after college, Michaela found there was more money in swimsuit shoots. She had become a desired bikini model, almost entirely by accident. And she certainly was not going to complain about the frequent trips to tropical locales. It was tough work, but it did allow her to afford a nice condo and it kept her well fed, well clothed and in shape.

Of course, as she had grown used to modeling in skimpy clothing and swimsuits, her style had started to shift. It was not uncommon for her to go out with a midriff baring top, wanting to show off her belly button jewelry. At least when it was warm enough. Michaela had not yet made the permanent move to California like so many models had. She still had friends at home, especially Katie. Even though her best friend got married and had two kids, they were still inseparable when it came to their friendship.

“Look, Nijel,” Michaela said into her phone. While she was aware how much she had changed, this new her now felt too natural to worry much about what the old her had. She was happy and healthy. What more could she want? “Maybe we can call it good here. I don’t think you need to bother with the next two stops. I really like my life this way.”

Nijel groaned inwardly. He had not considered this possibility. Michaela wanted to stop. The only problem was, it did not work that way. He needed to see it through. Otherwise the magic would wear off and Michaela would be back to her old self.

“I’m really happy to hear you like this version of yourself, but this needs to be seen through,” Nijel explained. “If I don’t go on to the next person and have them design the next change for you, you will lose everything.”

“Oh,” Michaela said. “Well, maybe if this first change was so good, the next one will be too?”

“That’s the way to think about it,” Nijel said, trying to be encouraging. The truth was, he did not know what might come next. He really did wish he could stop, but the magic dictated that the next part of his gift be given.

Michaela glanced at the clock on the wall. “Hey, I have to go. I need to get ready for a photo shoot this afternoon. These looks don’t take care of themselves, you know. I’ll talk to you after the next change.”

Michaela hung up before Nijel could answer. She really did have to run. This particular photographer, while insanely talented, did not put up with tardiness.

After a quick shower, Michaela put her hair up in a ponytail and put on a light layer of makeup. The girls at the studio would fix her up for the shoot, but Michaela liked to look good when she went out. The weather was not great, so she wore a cropped t-shirt under a faux fur-lined coat. She wore a tight pair of jeans that made her butt look fantastic and a pair of high-heeled boots. Of course, she would be wearing various bikinis during the shoot. Summer was not that far away.

Nijel, meanwhile, sat in his motel room. It was not the nicest room, but it served its purpose. He had slept well after staying up late working his magic on Michaela’s life. Her happiness brought a genuine smile to his face. Now he just hoped the next change would be equally as beneficial.

“I’ve got to make it random again,” Nijel said as he looked over his list of Michaela’s friends. He noted that this timeline included more friends than she had before, but none of them were the constants like he needed.

Nijel grabbed the empty coffee cup next to him on the counter and once again conjured up the slips of paper with the names of Michaela’s friends. There was Roger, her ex-boyfriend, Vivian, her former neighbor, and Amy, an online friend. Nijel reached into the cup and pulled out a slip with the name of...


Part 3


As soon as Nijel pulled up to the house Roger rented with a couple of his buddies, he could see that Michaela was not going to get a personality change she would want. The place looked more like a run down frat house than a place where people in their late twenties lived. Nijel almost considered turning around and picking out a new name. But he did not. It had been a long drive, over seven hours, and there was no guarantee that Roger actually went along with some of the antics that apparently went on at his house.

Walking up the front steps of the house, Nijel could not help but notice how the occupants, rather than flying a flag, were flying pairs of woman’s panties instead. “So juvenile,” he commented to himself, trying hard to forget how he had once encouraged such behavior. He did not like being reminded of his past. Still, at least it was not raining.

Nijel knocked on the door.

“Yeah?” said some punk looking guy who answered the door. Nijel could not tell if the guy was high or just an idiot. He actually would have bet on both.

“I’m looking for Roger Williams,” Nijel said. “Is he home?”

“Dude, is that your car?” the guy asked.

Nijel turned around to look at his car parked on the street. “Yeah, that’s my car.”

“It’s a Cadillac, isn’t it?” the guy said as he pushed past Nijel and ran out onto the lawn to get a better look.

“Um, no, it’s not,” Nijel tried to tell him, but it was clear he was not listening.

“Roger, get out here,” he shouted. “You got to see this guy’s car.”

Moments later, another young man was pushing past Nijel, following his housemate out onto the lawn. “What?” he said, annoyed.

“Look at this guy’s Cadillac.”

“Vern, you’re high as fuck. That’s not a Cadillac. It’s some crappy American wanna be. Probably drives like a boat too.”

“You Roger?” Nijel asked, having joined the two housemates on the lawn.

“Yeah, what’s it to ya?”

“My name is Nijel and I’m here on some important business.”

“You’re not from the government are you? Vern, you fucking idiot. Why the fuck did you have to get a Fed up in our business?”

Vern did not answer. He was too busy looking at his reflection in the side view mirror.

“I’m not a Fed,” Nijel said. “If you just let me come inside, I can explain everything. I really need your help.”

“You swear you’re not a Fed?”

“I swear,” Nijel said, crossing his heart with his finger.

“Fine, come inside,” Roger said before turning back toward his housemate. “Vern,” he yelled. “Get your high ass back inside the fucking house. You’re embarrassing yourself.”

Following Roger inside the house, for a moment Nijel thought this might actually all work out. But that only lasted until Roger led him into his room. Other than the bedroom being an absolute mess, the walls were covered in posters of scantily clad women with proportions that were impossible to achieve naturally.

“Let me find you place to sit,” Roger said as he pushed a pile of dirty clothes off a chair and onto the floor. “Here.”

Nijel tentatively took the offered seat, figuring it was better than the bed. The chair was actually probably the cleanest thing in the room. It seemed Roger never got the hang of living like an adult.

“So what’s all this about?” Roger asked.

“Well, like I said, my name is Nijel and I am trying to help an old friend of yours. You see, I’m a reformed faerie, and I am all set to change Michaela Adams’ personality, improving it, but I need your help in telling me how to do it. I already visited with an old friend of hers to improve her body.”

“Michaela? How’s she doing. I haven’t seen her since college. She ever get that stick out of her ass? We dated for almost a fucking year, but she never put out. I had to keep three other girls on the side just to keep the plumbing lubricated. You know what I mean? But man, she was smoking hot. I always wanted to date a model, but she wouldn’t put out. What a let down.”

“Yes, well,” Nijel started, ignoring Roger’s crude story, “admittedly she had fallen on some hard times, but the hope is making some of these changes will fix that. You won’t remember the old her, but she was in a sorry state. After her friend gave her a new body, she is doing much better, but there are three parts to the way this works and next up is her personality.”

“Okay, I can get down with that. So what do you need me to do?”

“What should her personality be like? I can change anything about her personality, within reason. I need you to tell me what she is like and how she got that way.”

“That’s a pretty cool power you got there,” Roger said, completely believing Nijel’s explanation. It helped that the faerie laced his words with a little bit of magic. “You don’t think you could do something for me too?”

“It doesn’t work that way,” Nijel said.

“Damn. A guy’s got to try, right?”

“Back to Michaela...”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right. Does she look anything like she did in college? Just wondering?”

Nijel came prepared. He pulled a photograph out of his pocket and handed it to Roger.

“Damn,” Roger exclaimed upon seeing his ex-girlfriend. “She looks even more smokin’ than when we were dating. Bet she’s still a virgin though. I can’t believe a chick that hot doesn’t put out. What’s the point of dating a hot girl if they won’t at least suck your cock sometimes.”

Nijel grimaced at Roger’s crude description. There was no way Michaela would come out of this unscathed, he was sure of it. He took a deep breath and continued with his work. “So what do you think should change?”

Roger looked around the room, his eyes eventually settling in Nijel’s general direction. He could not tell if Roger was high too, or if he was just staring off while thinking.

“She’s got to be easy, like willing to give it up at the drop of a hat. Now wait, she’s got to be a nympho, constantly craving sex, the dirtier the better. She loves it.”

Nijel groaned inwardly. This was exactly what he was afraid of. All Roger cared about was getting laid. The fact he felt the need to cheat on Michaela with three other girls while they were together was testament enough of how she deserved better. Unfortunately, it was randomness that brought Nijel to Roger and it was too late to visit someone else.

As much as Nijel hoped that would be it, Roger was only just getting started.

“And she acts like one of those fake bimbo bitches. All she cares about is looking hot and fake and sex. And by fake, I mean she’s really into plastic surgery, always looking to make her body better in her eyes. Nothing else matters to her.”

Nijel sighed. “How did she get this way?” He did not want to know the answer, but he needed it to create the changes. At this point he was locked in to using Roger’s wishes.

“She always had this thing for wanting to be a Barbie. And she’s been a horny minx since she turned 18. Constantly experimenting. She takes pride in being sexy and in her fucking. She’d be a pro, but she just isn’t interested in making it into a business.”

“That last part I can’t do with your wish,” Nijel interrupted. “That’s a lifestyle change. Yes, I realize her personality greatly affects her lifestyle, but her even considering prostitution is definitely a lifestyle request.”

“That’s cool, man,” Roger said. “Did I mention she should be really into skimpy fashion. She likes showing off her body some now, but she should like to push boundaries and show the maximum amount of skin that she can get away with in any situation.”

Nijel thought about trying to derail Roger again, telling him that he was pushing the boundaries of what a personality change meant, but he knew Roger could not be stopped. He was obsessed, both with a certain type of woman and with having sex with Michaela when they were together back in his college days. Although it sounded as if Michaela would not be the college type once she got her new personality.

“Unless you can think of anything else, I think that about sums up my visit. Unfortunately, once I work my magic, I will still remember this encounter. Luckily, you won’t. Not that it matters.”

“Hey, you want to hit the bong with me before you go?” Roger asked as he pulled a tall glass bong from behind his bed.

“I have other appointments to keep,” Nijel said. “I can show myself out while you enjoy yourself.”

Nijel got up and quickly made his way out of the house. He could not help but notice the poster that hung from the wall behind where he had been sitting as he left Roger’s room. The description of Michaela’s new personality seemed similar to a fantasy personality of the model on the poster.

Nijel never spotted Vern again, but the man who greeted him was no longer admiring his car. Once back in the driver’s seat, Nijel drove off looking for the nearest motel. After less than an hour in Roger’s house he needed a shower. Once that was complete, he would get to work on changing Michaela’s personality.

By the time Michaela went to bed that night, she had finally fully adjusted to her new life. Her two sets of memories were so different, but she definitely knew she was happier this way. Thus it was a smiling Michaela who went to sleep that night, excited to find out what would happen to her next.

Michaela woke up the following morning relishing the feeling of the warm sun on her skin. She rolled over, stretching lazily only to jump out of bed in shock.

“Ouch,” she called out to her empty bedroom. “That pinched.”

Michaela looked down to her chest where she felt the painful pinch. To her complete shock, she saw two big breasts sticking off her chest. It was a shock that led to Michaela sitting back down on her bed as she assessed the situation.

“This is weird,” she told herself as she started to piece her new world together. She had gone to bed with a decent sized chest, but now she had clearly fake tits. And at this size, they were definitely tits. Vague memories of surgery hung at the periphery of Michaela’s thoughts. More than one surgery, for that matter.

Not feeling secure in her situation, Michaela started to look around her bedroom. It had changed substantially from the night before. There was a Barbie theme going on that she could barely identify with. Pink had become the dominant color in the room. Above the bed hung a black chandelier and sheer pink drapes that framed the bed. The words “Just like the Barbie Dreamhouse” flitted through Michaela’s mind, as if she based her interior decorating on the children’s toy.

Continuing to look around her bedroom, Michaela caught sight of herself in a mirror. Again, she let out a near gasp as she saw her herself for the first time. She had remembered the second set of changes were going to affect her personality, but what she noticed first were the significant changes in her body. Gone were her natural features that had made her a successful model. Instead she looked like a plastic doll, a Barbie doll.

Michaela’s long platinum blonde hair hung down her back in waves, her lips were plump and juicy, big enough to give men ideas, but not big enough to look like a sex doll. The most noticeable difference on her face was her nose. She had always been happy with her nose, but her new one was small and perfectly shaped, much like a doll’s nose.

“I’m posing,” Michaela commented as her eyes finally made it to the rest of her body. Even as she sat on the edge of the bed, her body naturally assumed a pose as if she were at a photo shoot. Or trying to arouse a man. Even sitting there by herself, she naturally assumed a sexual pose.

Then again, looking at her own body, it was difficult not to think of sex. Her large tits, her thin waist, her thick and juicy ass, all shown off to best effect, shown off to make men hard.

Michaela remembered coming to terms with the sexual nature of modeling, especially bikini modeling, but she suddenly felt as if she had embraced the sensual and sexual nature of her craft, and then turning it up to eleven.

Taking a deep breath, Michaela decided it was time to get ready for her day. She was not yet sure what her day would entail, but she was sure everything would come to her as she went along. Standing up again, Michaela noticed she naturally stood on her toes. As she left her bedroom she experimented with walking flatfooted, but she quickly gave it up, finding the pain shooting up her calves to be intolerable.

Michaela found herself pulling a smoothie out of the refrigerator and sucking it down through a comically large straw. The amount of sucking power she needed to drink it was extraordinary. But she seemed fully capable, as if this were an everyday occurrence. It did make her question why she needed such strong sucking skills, but by the time she started to consider that, she found herself on to another task.

Michaela had awoken wearing a pink babydoll nightgown that was open at the front below her tits, leaving her midriff visible, along with the pink jewel in her navel. She wore matching thong panties. Her first step after drinking her morning smoothie was to strip out of her nightwear and prepare herself for her day.

As it turned out, getting ready to leave her condo was a two-hour affair. It might have gone faster, but it took a long time to figure out what to wear. Michaela felt like she was just an observer in her own body as she went through her closet, trying to select the perfect outfit for the day. And what Michaela quickly realized was this new version of herself dressed like a slut. She felt comfortable in her own skin and had adopted a style that included showing off a little skin here and there, but this new her had again turned that idea up to eleven.

When Michaela finally walked out of her condo, she wore a backless pink halter top with a plunging neckline and a cropped hemline and a tiny turquoise skirt that barely covered the swell of her ass. Her feet were encased in pink platform sandals with a ridiculously high heel. Michaela wanted to blush at her own outfit as she walked out the door carrying a little pink clutch purse.

When she reached her car, a small pink convertible, she took a moment to double check her lipstick in the mirror. Even though it had only been a few minutes since she had left her condo, she still felt the constant urge to make sure she looked perfect.

This whole time, Michaela did not know where she was going. She simply sat back and let this new Michaela take charge, waiting for her full set of memories and thoughts to come to her. They seemed to come to her more slowly than before.

Michaela had to admit she enjoyed the drive. The top on the convertible was down, taking advantage of the warm weather. And with the top down, it was easier for others to see her. Michaela could feel herself getting wet and the simple thought of people looking at her scantily clad body. At a stop light, she even took a moment to readjust her tits in her top, pushing them up to produce a better visual.

When Michaela finally parked, she found herself at the same photo studio that she did many of her indoor shoots at as a bikini model. She sighed with relief in her own mind as she walked inside, relieved that her life had not been turned completely upside down.

However, it did not take long for the similarities to break down. It was the same woman who worked the front desk, and while she did not look surprised to see Michaela, she did not look happy about it either.

“Hey, girl,” Michaela found herself saying, her voice higher pitched than she remembered. She had not been paying attention to such things before. “I’m just dropping by to see Trevor.”

Moments later Michaela was opening the door to Trevor’s office, adding extra sway to her steps. He was on the phone, but he waved her in the moment he spotted her. Given the brightly colored outfit she wore and the loud clicking of her heels on the tiled floor, it was not difficult to spot the model.

Michaela sat down across from Trevor, once again striking a sexy pose. It was natural and she could not bring herself to sit in any other way. Trevor looked her up and down with his eyes, but he otherwise remained focused on his phone call.

As Michaela sat there, her memories finally began to catch up with her. She remembered realizing she could physically turn herself into a Barbie after high school. It was the same time that she became sexually active, finding out that she was not only talented in the bedroom, but that she was addicted to the carnal pleasures of her body. Yes, she had been branded a slut, but Michaela tried to own it as much as she could.

And that was why she dressed like she did, why she had visited the surgeon several times to change her appearance, why she even decorated her condo like Barbie’s Dreamhouse.

But while Michaela had experienced a sexual awakening as an early adult, she also discovered that her proclivities for frequent sex were accompanied by a growing disinterest in furthering her education. Michaela attempted college, twice. The first time she lasted a semester. By then she had started modeling. Between the photo shoots and her enjoyment of the party scene, Michaela dropped out.

Leaving school was the first in a series of events that saw Michaela go down a rabbit hole that she did not know if she could return from. This was when she got the boob job, figuring she might as well embrace her fantasies while she was young.

However, Michaela found traction again in her life, thinking it would be good to have a college degree to fall back on when her modeling career was over, whenever that happened. Michaela had seen other girls leave the business only to have nothing to support them when they retired. She did not want that to happen.

And so Michaela enrolled in college a second time. She tried to be a good student. She tried to do everything by the book. She found a boyfriend, and embracing this new version of herself, she refused to have sex with him until there was real commitment between them. His name was Roger.

Only, none of it lasted. Michaela had gone too far down the rabbit hole. She struggled to stay interested in her schoolwork. She found herself staying out late or getting caught up in her Barbie fantasies. Then came the cheating. She could not help it. She needed a sexual release, and while she really had no problems fucking her boyfriend, she had promised herself she would wait with him. But she had an itch that needed scratching and she turned elsewhere to satisfy her cravings.

Michaela’s second attempt at college ended faster than the first. The college administration made her a deal to leave. They paid her back her tuition. Michaela thought it was a great deal, although the administration was only covering liability. Michaela had been fucking several of her professors and the administration did not want Michaela to turn around and sue them. Not that she would have ever thought to do that. She just liked sex and it did not really matter who she did it with.

After that, Michaela fully embraced her old lifestyle. She completed her surgical transformation into a Barbie-like doll. She gave up on romantic relationships, instead focusing on physical relationships. Michaela also stopped using her mind. Like any muscle that atrophies from lack of use, Michaela pushed herself to devote her energies to showing off, modeling for money, and sex. Anything else was superfluous.

And with that in mind, there were only a limited number of places Michaela would have gone on a day like this one. She did not have a photo shoot scheduled, but she arrived at work out of habit. That, of course, is where Trevor came in. There was no secret at the agency that Michaela was fucking Trevor regularly. At this point, she had fucked all the men who worked there and a good number of the women too. Michaela was no longer picky about such things. Sex was fun, with men, women or some combination there of.

“How long has it been?” Trevor asked after hanging up the phone.

It took Michaela a moment to realize Trevor was speaking to her. She was lost in one of her Barbie fantasies where she was an actual doll someone was playing with.

“What?” Michaela finally responded, not knowing what Trevor had said. She knew she had become rather dim recently. Rather than let it worry her, however, she liked feeling dim. It made her feel more doll like. Yes, she was basically a bimbo now, but as long as she enjoyed herself, what was the matter with that?

“You look like you’re hot,” Trevor explained. “I was asking how long since your last fucking?”

Michaela looked down at her fingers, using them to count something out. She started over twice. “Um, I forget. Since last night, I think.”

“Come here then,” Trevor said, pushing his chair back from the desk and patting his lap. “At least this isn’t sloppy seconds.”

Michaela jumped out of her chair and hurried around Trevor’s desk, which was not particularly fast in her sky-high heels. “Oh goodie,” she said. “I’m really horny.”

Across town, Nijel was beginning to worry about Michaela. He had done the best he could, but Roger had been rather explicit. He might have gone overboard with some of his descriptions, but there were certain aspects of his description that could not be ignored.

Nijel paced around his hotel room until it was time to check out. He had hoped to get a call from Michaela, but his phone remained silent the entire time. Three times he checked it to make sure it was not set to silent or do not disturb.

Finally he gave in and decided to call Michaela himself. He needed to know that she was okay. He hated how Roger’s wishes had ruined Michaela’s life.

Sitting in his car, Nijel dialed Michaela’s number. It rang for a long time. He feared it would go to voice mail, but on the last ring, Michaela answered.

“Hello?” she asked breathlessly.

“Michaela, it’s Nijel. I just wanted to check to see that you were okay.”

There were loud noises coming from Michaela’s end, although Nijel could not readily identify them. Michaela was breathing hard and it sounded like someone in the background was grunting.

“So good,” Michaela moaned. Nijel could not be sure if she was speaking to him or not. She sounded so different now.

“Michaela?” Nijel practically yelled.

Then came a scream. It was not a scream of fear or pain. It was one of pleasure. It only took Nijel a moment to recognize the situation. He had called Michaela in the middle of her getting fucked. And being the slut she was, she answered the phone while the guy fucking her continued to pound away. He had just listened to her orgasm.

“So good,” Michaela said again, this time barely louder than a whisper. It was clear she was simply vocalizing her thoughts.

“Michaela?” Nijel repeated, hoping she was with it enough to string more than a couple words together at once.

“Yeah?” she said. “Who’s this?”

“It’s Nijel. I wanted to make sure you’re okay. I visited Roger yesterday and, well, his wishes weren’t all that great. He basically wanted to turn you into a slutty bimbo with a Barbie fetish.”

“I’m just great,” Michaela said. Nijel could hear the smile in her voice. She seemed to really enjoy this new life of hers. “I love being a slutty bimbo Barbie. Best thing ever.”

“I’m glad you’re happy,” Nijel said. “I’ll talk to you later.”

Nijel hung up before Michaela had a chance to respond. He had other things to worry about. There was still one more set of wishes to be granted. As much as Nijel wished he could turn back the clock and have chosen someone else instead of Roger, he knew the other two people on his list were equally wildcards.

Taking a deep breath, Nijel pulled out a quarter from his pocket. Chance had screwed over Michaela royally in his eyes, but there was no good way of doing it.

“Heads is Amy, tails is Vivian,” Nijel said. “Am I headed to New York to see Michaela’s online friend, Amy, or am I headed to Florida where Michaela’s former neighbor, Vivian, retired?”

Nijel flipped the coin into the air. When he caught it, he opened his palm to see...


Part 4


Heads. The coin landed with heads face up in Nijel’s palm. “New York it is,” he told himself.

Nijel carried his bag out to his car, depositing it in the trunk. He dropped the folder containing Michaela’s information on the front passenger seat before he went into the motel lobby and checked out. He needed to get on the road as soon as possible if he was going to reach New York at a reasonable hour.

This was not going to be Nijel’s first journey to New York City, but it was going to be the first time he traveled by mortal means. He considered stopping part way and taking the train into the city. It would have meant less traffic. But Nijel decided against it. He did not know what would be waiting for him when he met Amy. If something bad should happen, he wanted the ability to retreat to what had essentially become his home. He seemed to spend most of his reformed life behind the wheel.

By the time Nijel reached the outskirts of the city, he was beginning to regret his decision to drive the entire way. He faced stop-and-go, bumper-to-bumper traffic the rest of the way. It did not take long for Nijel to realize how much he hated driving in heavy traffic. By the time he found a parking space near Amy’s apartment, he decided he would have preferred to drive an extra five hours on the freeway than sit through the congestion.

The next annoyance was the broken elevator. That left Nijel climbing twenty floors to Amy’s tiny apartment. By the time he was knocking on the door, he was breathing like he had just run a marathon. If he had been human, Nijel would have been worried about a heart attack.

“Hello?” Amy asked, pulling open the door wide. Nijel spotted the baseball bat behind her back.

“My name is Nijel and I’m a reformed faerie,” he started, jumping into his spiel and weaving his magic before Amy had a chance to swing her bat. “I’m here to ask you how to fulfill your friend Michaela’s final gift. Do you mind if I come in so that we can talk?”

“Um, sure, come in,” Amy said as she stepped back and dropped her bat, allowing Nijel entrance. “Sorry about the mess, but I wasn’t expecting company.”

“I understand completely,” Nijel said as he stepped inside Amy’s studio apartment. He could not help but notice the abundance of leather. The restraining device hanging from the ceiling was hard to miss as well. It seemed Amy was a kinkier person than her profile indicated. “I’ve seen much worse,” Nijel added, thinking back to Roger’s house. He figured Amy’s worst when it came to cleanliness was better than Roger’s best.

“So you mentioned something about Michaela?” Amy said as she gestured for Nijel to take a seat on one of the two stools in what served as the kitchen. There were no other seats in the apartment.

“Yes,” Nijel said once he sat down. “As I said, I’m a reformed faerie, trying to make up for my past misdeeds. As such, I have offered Michaela a gift to try to improve her life. However, based on the limits of my powers, I could not just grant her wishes. I have had to visit her friends. I have already made changes to her body and personality based on requests from the people she knows. You are my last stop. I need to know how you would improve her lifestyle.”

“Let me just get this straight,” Amy said as she tried to wrap her mind around the offer Nijel was making. He could see the wheels turning in her mind as she worked through Nijel’s words. “You have been changing Michaela’s body and mind based on requests from the people she knows?

“That is correct,” Nijel answered.

“Who did you visit so far?”

“It was her old school friend Katie who got to request a new body for Michaela. That provided a huge positive change for her. But then I went to visit a guy named Roger. He only seemed to have sex on the mind. Unfortunately, so does Michaela now too.”

“That’s interesting,” Amy said as she considered her task. “I assume that she was not always so slutty?”

“No,” Nijel answered, figuring it could not hurt to divulge some of the contents of the past timeline. It might help Michaela’s current situation. “If you can believe it, she was a smart young woman with severe depression. While I’m sure your relationship is different, you two were online friends before all this started as well.”

“That’s impressive,” Amy said. “At least she’s probably happier now. Then again, she has never really seemed all that interested in learning. So it would be hard for her not to be happy as long as she had access to men and women to fuck.”

“Yes, she had certainly made the most of the changes thus far,” Nijel agreed.

“Did you know she’s offered to meet me the next time she’s in New York? From what I’ve heard, she likes women as much as men.”

“That’s impressive,” Nijel said. “Now if we can just turn to the task at hand. How would you improve her lifestyle?”

“That’s a really good question,” Amy said as she stared off to the side, her brow furrowed in thought.

She sat there for some time, just thinking. Nijel relaxed and let her think. Considering his previous stop, he actually enjoyed just sitting there and waiting. If only Roger had been so careful.

It had been several minutes since Amy had started thinking. There was a part of Nijel that wished she would think out loud so he had some idea of what direction she was thinking of taking Michaela. However, the longer they sat there, Nijel started to notice a sparkle in Amy’s eyes. She was getting an idea, but it was clear she was still working through it.

Nijel could only smile at how thorough Amy was in thinking through her planned changes for her friend. He felt confident in leaving the fate of Michaela in her hands.

“Okay, I think I have this worked out,” Amy finally said, breaking her silence.

“All right, let’s hear it,” Nijel answered with enthusiasm.

“Michaela’s a nice girl, but she is too much of a bimbo now to be left to her own devices. I know she has modeling gig to pay the bills, but with her promiscuous behavior, she’s going to end up hurt in the end, I’m afraid. Eventually her looks will fade and she will have nothing left but her willingness to put out. She isn’t planning for the future.”

“So what would you have me change?” Nijel asked, genuinely curious as to Amy’s suggestions. He had to agree that Amy was right. Michaela, while she certainly enjoyed her current life, it was not sustainable. Eventually something would go wrong and everything would come crashing down around her.

“She needs someone to take care of the details for her. But more importantly, she needs someone who she will serve and obey. On top of that, she needs someone who will look out for her needs and makes sure her libido is properly sated. In other words, she needs to be a slave for someone who can look out for her and care for her.”

“Do you have someone in mind?” Nijel asked, but he could already guess who Amy thought should take ownership of Michaela. A closer examination of the restraining device hanging from the ceiling made Amy’s intentions plain.

“Me,” Amy simply stated.

“And what makes you qualified?” Nijel asked. He did not mean it as a challenge per se, but he wanted to be sure Amy understood what she was getting herself into. He also wanted to make sure Amy was good enough to take on such a role in Michaela’s life. This was Michaela’s future they were talking about. After all that had happened, Nijel wanted to make sure Michaela was properly taken care of.

“I’m already very familiar with the local kink scene,” Amy explained. "I know what I’m doing and I know who to ask for help if I get in over my head. But not only that, I think I’m the only one who can be trusted with Michaela’s ownership. If she were given a master, he would want to keep her to himself, but I understand Michaela better than anyone. She has needs that her owner will need to help satisfy and I can do that in a way that keeps her safe.

“And it wouldn’t hurt to move her to New York. There are so many more opportunities for her here. The two of us, together, could really have a lot of fun and make a life together.”

“Sounds good to me,” Nijel said, already knowing he trusted Amy more than he had Roger. If she said she could take care of Michaela, she could do it. “I need to go work through all this. Magic this complex takes some time to set up. By the time you wake up in the morning, Michaela will be your slave and you will not remember my visit.”

Amy showed Nijel out of her apartment before he set off to look for a place to stay the night. When he was just changing Michaela, at least directly, his magic work had taken time, but it was not overly complex. Amy’s request was much more difficult, because he was really altering two lives, Michaela’s and Amy’s. At least this would be the last alteration he would make to Michaela. When it was all over, he could only hope she would be happy with her new lot in life.

Michaela woke with the sun on her face, shining in through the large windows of the bedroom. She stretched lazily as she thought back to the night she spent with a photographer. Michaela struggled to remember which one she had spent the day with, but she knew it did not really matter. There were more important things to think about, like getting started on her day pleasing Mistress.

Michaela frowned, or at least she tried to, but her plastic face made it almost impossible. Something was wrong. Michaela could remember spending time with a man, but she remembered something else too. She could distinctly remember going to sleep next to Mistress.

Michaela laid there, a blank look of confusion on her face, as she tried to work through what was real and what was not. However, any thinking she was doing was short lived. A tingle from her pussy distracted her. Before Michaela could give a second thought to her situation, both hands started playing with her pussy, erasing all other thoughts in her head.

“Hey there, little lady,” Amy said as she propped herself up and watched Michaela play with herself.

Michaela looked up into Amy’s eyes and squeaked, “Mistress.”

“Good morning to you too, Slave,” Amy said, her tone hardening, despite her continued smile.

Michaela smiled. But her eyes told even more as they were brimming with the love she had for Amy, her owner. Michaela was Amy’s slave and the bimbo slave would have it no other way.

“How may I serve you, Mistress?” Michaela asked. The question came as naturally as breathing. While she had not always been owned by Amy, Michaela had spent the last several years serving her. It had been long enough where Michaela struggled to remember a time before she had been a slave.

As much as Michaela lived to serve Amy, she had other needs too. She was still a slut and needed a daily dose of cock. Amy worked hard to line up a variety of suitors for her. It helped when she regularly traveled for her modeling work, as there were usually plenty of guys to fuck, but when she was home in New York, it was her Mistress that helped find her men to sleep with.

“How about some breakfast, Slave,” Amy said. It was not a question.

“Yes, Mistress,” Michaela said as she jumped out of bed. She slid her feet into her wedge heeled sandals and shuffled into the kitchen.

In the kitchen, Michaela found her apron hanging on the wall. She slipped it over her head and fastened it behind her back. Not that the apron did much to cover Michaela’s naked form. Her breasts poked out on either side, and her large ass went completely uncovered. Not that Michaela minded. She spent almost all of her time at home in the nude. And her modeling shoots usually included minimal coverage as well.

Admittedly, Michaela was not very good in the kitchen. Doing anything more than making a sandwich was usually beyond her ability, and she even struggled with that sometimes, forgetting to put anything between the slices of bread. A stray sexual thought could derail her. Thus, breakfast was usually cold cereal with milk.

Michaela stepped carefully as she carried the bowl of cereal back to the bed. Amy sat up, but made no move to get up. Then again, why bother when she had a slave to bring her breakfast in bed every morning?

“Thank you,” Amy said after Michaela handed her the bowl of cereal. It never hurt to be kind to her slave.

Michaela curled up at the foot of the bed while Amy ate, staring up at her mistress with quiet reverence. She was thankful everyday for the guidance Amy brought to her, knowing she was beyond lucky to have had Amy reach out over the internet to save her from herself.

Sitting there, Michaela was vaguely aware of how much her life had changed. She could sense that she had once been considered smart, that she had not been such a nymphomaniac. Already her ability to recall her old life, or lives as it now seemed, wained. It was the simple truth that her mind had atrophied from the potential she had once shown. She had chosen a hedonistic life, preferring sexual pleasure to academic pursuits.

There was still a part of Michaela that felt somehow offended by her own life choices. A voice inside of her judged her for the path she had taken. But all those choices, however minor, led her here. Without everything that had come before, she never would have been chosen by Amy to become a slave. Michaela had never been happier.

“Let’s see,” Amy said as she set the empty cereal bowl down on the nightstand. “You have a shoot this afternoon. And I scheduled a date for you with an artist friend of mine for after. He’ll pick you up from the studio.”

Michaela listened intently as Amy told her the plans for the day. The prospect of slavery had been scary at first, but Michaela soon found herself enjoying not having to do anything but what Amy told her to do. She could stop worrying, stop thinking, and just be the sexual creature that she was meant to be.

“I’m guessing you will end up spending the night with him,” Amy continued. “You know to call me if you ever feel uncomfortable with any of the people I set you up with.” It was not a question. Michaela did know, although she had never had to call Amy for help. Amy took great care in selecting the men and women Michaela got to play with. That was how Michaela thought of it at any rate, playing.

The truth was, if there were problems, it was usually on the date’s part. Michaela was willing and eager to do nearly anything with her partners. Sometimes, however, she was too willing and too eager. It was a downside to being such an uncontrollable nymphomaniac. Not that Michaela would trade away her sexual desires. They were part of what defined her.

“And since I probably won’t see you tonight, I think it’s only fair that you show me how much you need my direction.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Michaela said as she started to crawl up the bed. She could almost feel herself drool at the prospect of pleasuring Amy with her tongue.

Amy opened her legs, a big smile on her face. Michaela had a talented tongue and it would not be long before Amy was balling the bed sheets up in her fists as she worked her way through her first orgasm of the day.

Nijel had spent a fortune on parking as he sat across from Amy and now also Michaela’s apartment in the city. With the two of them together, they could afford a bigger place than the little studio he had met Amy in. He had contemplated calling, but after all that had happened, he felt ashamed to do so. Despite doing his best to improve Michaela’s life, he could not help but think he had only made it worse. If only he had been able to stop after giving her a new body. Everything seemed perfect.

It was nearly lunch time when Nijel spotted Michaela step out onto the street. Had Nijel not performed the magic himself, he never would have guessed that the vision of plastic beauty was the same woman he had met only days before.

Michaela sported long blonde hair that was nearly as long as the dress she wore. The dress in question was a tight number that barely went past the large swell of her ass. In front, the dress had a deep v-neck that showed off all of her impressive cleavage. It was warm enough that Michaela had not worn a jacket, but cold enough that her nipples clearly tented the fabric of her dress.

Going with the Barbie bimbo look, Michaela wore big hoop earrings, held a small clutch purse in her right hand and somehow walked down the sidewalk in heels that seemed far too high for someone to actually walk in. However, Michaela sashayed down the street like her entire outfit was entirely normal. And for her, it was.

Nijel did not know where Michaela was heading. He nearly climbed out of his car and chased her down, wanting to make sure she was happy with her new life. Although the thought of facing her if she were not happy scared him too much. He did not want to face her.

However, moments later, Michaela was back, walking the other direction, toward Nijel. She seemed to be giggling to herself and shaking her head slightly, causing her earrings to swing. It was immediately clear what had happened. Michaela had started off in the wrong direction and now had to backtrack to get wherever it was she was going. She was quite the bimbo now.

But more importantly, as Nijel watched Michaela closely, he could see the big smile on her face. She might not be the woman she could have been, but Nijel no longer doubted she was happy. That was, after all, what really mattered.

Nijel took a deep breath, turned the key in the ignition, placed the car in drive and turned out into traffic. His job was complete. Now it was on to helping the next person on his list.
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