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		Wishing for Each Other

		

		“M ichael, look what I found at a yard sale,” Alice called out to her husband as she returned from her Saturday morning walk.

		The pair had been married for five years, each of them now 30 years old. Life had been hard. They had struggled financially, but they had finally reached a point of comfort in their lives. They both worked hard, but they finally felt like there were times when they could relax.

		Alice had begun taking Saturday morning walks. It was her way of trying to stay fit as she finally transitioned out of her 20’s and into the role of a responsible adult.

		Michael entered the living room of their small house from the kitchen, dying his hands on a towel as he had been busy scrubbing the floors. His form of working out was often performing the cleaning in the house. His weekends were often full of it.

		Alice held out an ornate oil lamp. It was gold with intricate designs from a far away and ancient culture. She had no idea what the symbols and designs meant or represented. She just thought it was beautiful. There was a magical quality to it that she could not ignore. The moment the lamp caught her eye as she walked past the yard sale, she knew she had to have it. Luckily, she was able to haggle with the previous owner, getting the price down to only five dollars, the most she had in her pocket at the time.

		“That’s nice,” Michael said, not particularly caring about his wife’s most recent purchase.

		“I think if I clean it up,” Alice said, “I can sell it for a decent amount of money.”

		Alice had always been chasing get rich quick schemes. Only they never seemed to work out for her. The Dale family was never any better off after her ill chosen pursuits. At least she had never spent much money on these schemes. She had just wasted her time.

		Most recently, Alice had been focused on arbitrage, buying items for cheap at yard sales and then trying to sell them online for significantly more money. However, her luck thus far had netted her a few dollars. The cost of shipping had proved to be too much to overcome.

		“That’s nice, Alice,” Michael repeated. He had grown tired of her schemes. Their marriage, while loving to start, had taken a turn for the worse. They still loved each other, but it was not the same they had experienced all those years ago. The financial strain they had experienced had put their marriage on unstable footing.

		Alice ignored her husband’s tone. She was not going to be denied this chance to find success. She could only hope she could get a major return on her investment. Then again, with how little she spent, it would not be a big deal if she had to take a loss.

		Michael returned to the kitchen to continue cleaning as Alice took her new purchase downstairs. The unfinished basement had become her workshop where she collected her purchases, cleaned them, and stored them until she could find a buyer.

		Alice had assumed when she first saw the lamp that it was made of brass. The metal was tarnished, but still found a way to shine through the dirt and grime that covered its surface. However, it was only after she began to clean the lamp that she realized something astounding. The lamp was made of gold.

		“Oh my,” Alice said as she put down the cleaning rag.

		She had no idea if the lamp was made of solid gold or if it was just gold plated. However, she was certain the lamp contained gold. Her eyes lit up at the thought of being able to sell the lamp for many times more than she had originally thought. She had hoped her investment would pay off by a factor of 10. Now she figured her return on investment could be 100 times or even more.

		Alice was almost giddy at the thought of the money this lamp could bring them. She knew Michael was dismissive of her attempts to sell other people’s junk at a profit. She also knew she would be working with small margins until she discovered something massive. This counted as massive.

		Alive spent all afternoon cleaning the lamp, inside and out. She was careful to make sure that every little crevice had been cleaned of its grime. It was meticulous work requiring her full concentration. She paid no attention to the noises her husband made upstairs as she continued his household tasks.

		Michael had tried to get her to pitch in with the cleaning of the house and yard, but she always found excuses, leaving the tasks up to him. She had more important things to do, especially now that she seemed to have hit the jackpot.

		As the afternoon began to turn to evening, Alice finally finished her work. The lamp looked spotless, reflecting the light from her workbench light bulb. She could not be sure, but the lamp seemed to glow with its own light source. The reflection of the lamp off its surface seemed greater than what the light bulb actually produced.

		“Hey, what are these markings?” Alice asked herself as she began to peer closer to the designs on the side of the lamp. “They’re words.”

		“I wish for wishes of the lamp,” Alice read out loud.

		Suddenly the lamp began to vibrate in Alice’s hands. Pink and blue smoke began to pour out of the lamp, sinking as if heavier than air.

		“Michael,” Alice called out, now afraid. She put the lamp down on the workbench and backed away. “Could you come down here for a moment? Like right now.”

		“Coming,” Michael shouted. He sounded annoyed.

		A moment later there were heavy footsteps on the stairs.

		“What’s the matter?” Michael asked as he reached the bottom of the basement stairs.

		However, before Alice could answer, the smoke began to swirl around like a small tornado. In the center of the smoke tornado stood a man.

		“Who wakens me from my sleep?” the man bellowed in a deep booming voice. “I am the genie of the lamp.”

		Alice continued to back away until she ran into Michael. Both were staring at the man as he slowly came into focus. The smoke began to dissipate, leaving them to stare in awe and the shirtless, muscled man standing in their basement.

		“Um, I did,” Alice answered, raising her hand slightly, just enough to get the man’s attention. “I didn’t mean to. I was cleaning your lamp and there were words on the side and I said the words. Then you appeared.”

		“For waking me from my slumber and giving me space to stretch, I shall grant you both three wishes,” the genie said. “However, as there are two of you, you must make your wishes for the other person.”

		“Wishes?” Alice said, still not comprehending of the situation.

		“Three of them,” the genie said. “Each.”

		Michael held his wife by her hips, just behind her and slightly to the side. He wanted to be ready to step in front of her should the man lash out. The idea of this man being a genie seemed laughable. But he admittedly saw no other way for this man to have appeared in their basement otherwise.

		“Take your time,” the genie said. “I will appear again when the clock strikes 10. You will have your first wish ready by then.”

		Before either Alice or Michael could saying anything, the smoke began to swirl once more and the genie disappeared before the smoke returned to the lamp.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		“What just happened?” Michael asked as the couple sat at the kitchen table.

		Alice had brought the lamp upstairs with her, still unable to believe what had just happened.

		“It’s a magic lamp,” Alice said, “I think. But I don’t understand.”

		“Can I see it?” Michael asked.

		Alice wordlessly pushed the lamp across the table for her husband to look at. He picked it up, examining it carefully as he turned it over in his hands.

		“Is this gold?”

		Alice nodded. “I don’t know if it’s just gold plated or if it’s solid gold. I figured I would make some significant money off that. But I didn’t know it was magic.”

		“How did you make the genie appear?”

		“There are words on the side of the lamp,” Alice explained. “Something about wishes. I don’t remember them now.”

		Michael turned the lamp over and over again, looking for these words his wife spoke of.

		“I don’t see any words,” Michael finally said. “There’s not even a Made in Wherever stamp on the bottom. This thing was hand crafted.”

		“No, there are words,” Alice said. “Let me show you.”

		The lamp changed hands and Alice looked frantically for the words she had spoken that activated the lamp and brought forth the genie. However, Michael was right. There were no words.

		“They’re gone,” Alice said. “It really is magic.”

		“I wouldn’t have believed you if I hadn’t seen the man with my own eyes,” Michael said. “I mean, the genie or whatever he is.”

		“I should probably go figure out what my first wish for you is going to be,” Alice said. “I think I need to go for a walk.”

		Michael said nothing as he watched Alice get up from the table and walk away. Moments later he heard the front door bang shut. He was alone with the lamp. He set it down in the center of the table and stared at it. He could not pull his eyes away from it.

		It was only when Alice returned more than an hour later that Michael looked away from the lamp. He looked to the window and saw it was dark out. He glanced at his watch and saw that it was nearly time for the genie to reappear.

		Just as the hour hand finally reached the 10, colored smoke began to once again billow out of the lamp and spread around the room.

		“I have returned for your first wish,” the genie said, his voice echoing off the kitchen tile.

		Alice entered the kitchen and stepped forward to address the genie. He looked down on her with poorly veiled contempt. He saw her as a human sees an ant. She was small and worthless, but it was his unfortunate responsibility to grant her three wishes.

		“Just to clarify,” Alice said. “I have to make the wishes about my husband.”

		“That is correct,” the genie boomed.

		“Okay. I wish Michael was more confident.”

		The genie used his magic to reach into Alice’s mind. She did not know this, but he used her mental image of her wish as the basis to grant her wish. Words were such a poor method of communication when her mind could form such a complete picture.

		“Your wish will be granted,” the genie said. “Go to bed and when you wake up, your husband will be as you wish.”

		The genie snapped his fingers and then returned to the lamp. Alice and Michael looked at each other. They both felt an overwhelming tiredness come over them. Maybe sleep was a good idea after all.

		However, when Alice awoke the next morning, she found herself in an unfamiliar room. The walls were a darker shade of green. The curtains were heavier. Alice looked at her bedside table to see a photo of Michael and her. His smile was wider, his clothing more stylish, than she could remember them being before.

		And then it hit her. Michael was more confident now. He imposed himself on the world around him more. That made him stronger and more successful. Rather than be an assistant manager of a major retailer, he was now the manager. It meant longer hours, but also significantly more money.

		Alice remembered why she had made the wish that she did. Michael was a good man, but he lacked confidence in himself. He let other people run him over. He gave in too quickly. His confidence was fine in their marriage, but outside of it, he was stuck in a rut. But from what Alice could tell, that rut was gone.

		Climbing out of bed, Alice noticed how the carpet did not feel threadbare under her feet. She wandered toward the kitchen, only to discover that the kitchen was not where she thought it should be. They lived in an entirely different house. It was bigger and from the glance out the window, in a better neighborhood too.

		“Morning,” Michael said as Alice found him coming in the front door. The newspaper was in his hand. They had never subscribed to the newspaper before. The cost had been too high. But now they lived a truly comfortable life.

		“Good morning, Michael,” Alice replied. “How are you feeling today?”

		“Just terrific. I had no idea how tired I was last night. But a good night’s sleep was all I needed to feel my best.”

		“Do you remember anything about the genie?”

		“I remember the genie,” Michael said. “But I can’t honestly remember what you wished for. Did it come true?”

		“Yes, yes it did.”

		Alice was otherwise speechless, but she smiled, knowing that her wish had worked. Now she just needed to figure out what her next wish would be. Luckily, it was Sunday, meaning she had all day to decide on what to wish for next.
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		Alice and Michael gathered around the kitchen table Sunday night, waiting for the genie to reappear. Despite Michael having no memory of anything changing, Alice did. His newfound confidence was a welcome relief that had already saved them.

		Michael had spent much of his afternoon working outside, tending their lawn and garden. Their neighbor had always been someone who tried to make unreasonable demands. This time, it had been cutting down a tree that supposedly blocked the sun from shining into the neighbor’s bedroom window in the morning.

		In the past, Michael would have acquiesced. He would have cut down the tree to maintain the peace. However, this time, Michael told the neighbor no.

		“I won’t be cutting down a perfectly healthy tree just to improve your sun exposure,” Michael had said. “That tree was there when you bought your house. Even if you offered to pay for the removal yourself, I still wouldn’t do it. That tree is one of the finest in the neighborhood.”

		When Alice overheard Michael telling the neighbor off, she nearly swooned. That was the kind of man she had always wanted to marry. Now, she was just lucky enough to have done it.

		By the time night rolled around, Alice and Michael once again found themselves in the kitchen at the table. As the clock struck 10, smoke poured forth from the lamp and the genie appeared.

		“Have you ready a second wish?” The genie asked Alice with his loud booming voice.

		“I have,” Alice said. “I wish my husband was more attractive.”

		“Very well,” the genie said as he reached into Alice’s mind to create the more attractive image of Michael. “Go to sleep and when you awake, your wish will be granted.”

		As with the night before, Alice and Michael found themselves overwhelmingly tired, sending them to bed for a deep sleep.

		When Alice awoke Monday morning, it was to the sound of her alarm. She flailed about for a moment to silence the noise before she opened her eyes.

		“Where’s Michael?” she asked herself as she found the space next to her empty. For a moment she panicked. What if Michael was too attractive for her now? It was only looking down at her wedding ring to realize that she was still married. But then where was he?

		Just as Alice started to climb out of bed to go look for him, Michael came into the bedroom, soaked in sweat.

		“Do you mind if I hop in the shower first?” Michael asked. “I just got back from my run.”

		Alice could only nod her agreement as she was otherwise speechless. Michael looked like he could have been a J. Crew model. He was well built and handsome beyond belief. The stubble on his face gave him a roguish quality that made her insides melt.

		“I can’t believe it,” Alice whispered to herself as she wandered toward the kitchen to make herself a cup of coffee. She felt incredibly lucky to be married to such an incredible man. She honestly had no idea how she could have snagged someone like him. His looks and confidence put him well outside of her league.

		However, as soon as Alice reached the kitchen, she began to realize more about her life had changed over night than her husband’s good looks. The furniture was ever so slightly nicer and newer.

		As it turned out, Michael’s good looks had given him the opportunity to make more money. It was easier to make sales when he could charm people into buying more things or at least more expensive things. He was not overly materialistic himself, but he had no problem encouraging other people to be more materialistic.

		It was not long before Michael entered the kitchen. He was freshly showered and shaved. He wore a fashionable suit, although not perfectly tailored to his fit frame. They might have had more money, but that money was not unlimited.

		“The shower is open, whenever you need it,” Michael said before giving Alice a good morning kiss. He had rarely done that in the recent past that she could remember. It had been a normal activity, to kiss each other good morning and good night each day, but that had faded after the first couple years of marriage.

		Michael poured himself a cup of coffee and began to make himself his breakfast. As much as Alice wanted to watch him at work, enjoying his incredible handsomeness for the first time, she knew she needed to get ready for work. That was still a part of her life, even if she wondered if their finances could handle her staying at home. But there were too many unknowns at this point to make that decision for herself. Only time would tell if that were a possibility.
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		Alice returned from work that evening to find Michael already in the kitchen making them dinner. Along with his good looks, he had apparently developed a healthy eating kick that kept him in the kitchen making dinner rather than the other way around.

		Not that Alice was complaining. She was an abysmal cook. Even following a recipe exactly always led to disaster. They had eaten enough burned meals for her to relinquish her cooking responsibilities.

		In the past, that had meant they ordered takeout or bought microwavable meals. It was fast and easy and both of them had to work hard to afford the roof over their heads. But now things were different. Michael was more successful at work and he brought home more money, giving them the freedom to splurge on healthier foods, as long as Michael cooked them.

		Work had not exactly gone well for Alice. She felt behind the curve all day as her mind was preoccupied by her final wish. The first two had gone so well, she struggled to figure out what else she would want to change.

		It had been hard to decide, but in the end she only had one thing she could wish for. Everything about Michael seemed perfect. Their lives together were better than ever. She was married to a kind, confident and very attractive man. What more could she wish for?

		That more turned out to be money. Alice had decided to make Michael more successful. He made good money now, but he could always make more money for them. Maybe then she could quit her job and… Well, she was not sure what she would if she quit her job, but she was looking forward to that opportunity.

		After dinner, the couple spent a quiet evening together watching television. It might not have been the most romantic of activities, but Alice enjoyed curling up next to Michael, feeling his warmth as they enjoyed the story playing out on the screen together.

		Alice almost forgot about the genie all together, but Michael ushered her into the kitchen just as the genie came out of the lamp. He did not seem to remember his old life, but he certainly was aware of what was still to come.

		“What say you for your third wish?” the genie asked, his voice practically vibrating in Alice’s chest.

		“I wish my husband was more successful in his work,” Alice said.

		As with the previous wishes, the genie used his magic to enter her mind and pry out her real meaning. In this case, she left much to the genie’s own imagination. Her idea of success was not well defined. However, he was up to the task of filling in the blanks.

		“Your wish will be granted,” the genie said before he returned to his lamp.

		As with each of the previous nights, Alice and Michael went straight to bed.

		When Alice awoke the next morning, she did so without her alarm going off. She glanced up at the clock to see that it was well past mid-morning.

		“What the hell?” Alice said as she jumped out of bed. Michael appeared to have already been up and out of the house.

		However, as soon as Alice found her feet, she stayed motionless, frozen to the spot by once again finding herself in an unfamiliar room.

		The bedroom looked nothing like she remembered. It was big. It was bigger than big. The bedroom was gigantic. The bed was big too, a king-sized four poster bed. They had gone to sleep in a queen-sized bed the night before.

		Alice found herself exploring the house. It was big like her bedroom was big. Everything seemed to be supersized. But it was not just the size of the house. The furniture was all luxuriously stylish. She had never been in a house this large. It was hard to believe that this was her home.

		It had also become increasingly clear that Alice did not have a job to go to. With the kind of money Michael now seemed to make, she had little need to work.

		“Oh, hello, Mrs. Dale,” said a woman carrying a basket of cleaning supplies. She was short and stout and had a hint of an Eastern European accent, although Alice could not tell from where exactly. “Is this a bad time? I can come back. Usually you are working out downstairs when I come.”

		Alice took the appearance of the maid in stride. It made sense that they would have hired help. She actually wondered what other aspects of their lives had been replaced by hiring people rather than do it all themselves.

		“No, it’s fine,” Alice said, rolling with the changes to her life. “I slept in a little later than I meant to. Let me go get changed and then I will get started on that workout like usual.”

		“No problem, Mrs. Dale,” the maid said. “I’ll get started on the kitchen. Okay?”

		“Yes,” Alice said. “Yes, that will be just fine. Thank you.”

		The sad part was Alice did not know the maid’s name. She would have loved to call her by her name. It seemed only appropriate given the maid called her by her married name. But Alice was the same woman she had been in the past. Only apparently now she worked out in the mornings rather than go to work.

		Alice returned to her bedroom to change. Her closet looked much the same as she was used to, but it was bigger and had more clothes than she owned in the past. But they were all in her regular style. The biggest difference between now and then was now Alice had time to do more than go for Saturday morning walks to get her fitness work in.

		Alice changed into a set of workout clothes and then headed down into the basement. Her outfit was nothing special. Despite having access to large sums of money, she did not seem to have changed her style at all. She continued to wear the same unflattering outfits, bulky sweaters and loose fitting jeans, that she had always worn. Even her workout outfits were limited by the same style. She wore a baggy sweatshirt over a sports bra and a pair of loose fitting workout pants. They could stretch on her body if she needed them to, but they were loose enough not to actually have it happen.

		After her workout, Alice found herself eating a light meal and then sitting around for the most part. She read a book for a while. That was a nice diversion. Alice could not remember the last time she had the time to sit down for a long stretch to read a book. This was a kind of life she could get used to.
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		Michael arrived home relatively early compared to his old job. Alice could hear him arrive, even though the house was mostly sound proof. That was because the car Michael drove was a loud sports car, the kind that cost hundreds of thousands of dollars.

		When he stepped inside the house from the garage, he was carrying a load of groceries. He had arranged for a pickup at the grocery store. He loved to see the look on the clerk’s face when they saw him there in his super car waiting for them. Yes, he had money. He had a lot of it. But he found there was a certain amount of delight the less fortunate got from interacting with such opulence, such as his favorite car.

		Michael only drove his sports car on nice days. The sun had to be out for people to truly appreciate the sleek lines and subtle curves of one of the fastest cars on the planet. And the roar of the engine was like music to his ears.

		“Alice, I’m home,” Michael called out. “I gave Marcos the night off so I’m cooking tonight.”

		Alice appeared in the kitchen doorway to see Michael putting the groceries into the refrigerator. That turned out to be another aspect of her life she would need to get used to. They had a private chef, although it was clear that Michael still enjoyed to cook.

		He opened a bottle of wine and poured them each a glass.

		“You have a nice day today?” Michael asked.

		“It was wonderful. I worked out this morning and then I got to spend my afternoon reading.”

		“I’m happy for you,” Michael said with a genuine and loving smile.

		“How about you?” Alice asked. “How was work?”

		Michael stood up tall and turned to face Alice. “I closed another deal at work. It was a new record. $500 billion. It was one of the biggest mergers ever recorded.”

		“That’s terrific,” Alice said as she tried to pretend she understood what Michael was talking about. Clearly, he no longer worked as a manager. From the sound of it, he worked in finance. Not that Alice was complaining. The career change meant she did not have to work and they were still rolling in more money than they could ever hope to spend.

		Alice was already beginning to think about charitable causes they could begin donating their money toward. She believed they needed to share their success with people who were less fortunate than them. Michael would surely agree. At least, the old Michael would have. Alice could only hope the new Michael was equally as charitable.

		They spent their evening together after dinner. Michael turned on a high definition projector so they could watch a movie together almost like they were in their own private movie theater. As the credits began to roll, however, they both felt drawn toward the kitchen. There they found the genie and his lamp waiting for them.

		“It is now time for the man of the house to take his turn,” the genie said. “Have you a wish regarding your wife for me to grant?”

		“I do,” Michael said confidently. “I wish my wife was hot.”

		Alice was not sure exactly what her husband meant as he said his wish. Although she could guess that her looks would get improved. After all, she had done the same to him. But being hot seemed like such a generic term. She had no idea what he meant by it.

		However, the genie had no trouble ascertaining what Michael meant by his wish. He entered his mind and found a fully formed picture of the woman he wanted his wife to be. Every detail was confidently laid out, ready for the genie to make reality.

		“You will have your wish in the morning,” the genie said before returning to his lamp.

		Alice wanted to ask her husband what he meant by wishing she was hot, but a wave of tiredness hit her hard. She yawned as she shuffled off toward bed, her body acting on autopilot as was Michael’s.

		When Alice awoke the following morning, she stretched lazily, enjoying the silk sheets against her soft and supple skin. She ran a hand down her taut belly to find first a belly-button piercing and then a lack of panties.

		Alice’s eyes opened wide at the realization that something had changed, although she could not remember what. She jumped out of bed and rushed toward the full length mirror on her closet door.

		The image Alice saw left her jaw nearly on the floor. Her body had been completely reshaped. Starting from the top, her hair, once relatively short and brown, was now long and platinum blonde. Her face was well tanned rather than almost sickly pale. Her eyes were bright blue rather than brown. Her nose was smaller, and her cheekbones higher. Her lips were plump little pillows and her jaw had been thinned. A pink stud in her right nostril twinkled. Alice could see pearly white teeth in her mouth and a pink stud in her tongue.

		None of that was what she remembered.

		Her body was fit and time. Her whole body, having slept in the nude, was visible to her. She had no tan lines nor any body hair below her neck. The belly-button was pierced, sporting a dangling piece of jewelry that sparkled in the sunlight.

		However, those were not the most obvious changes. Alice’s breasts were huge. They were big and round, bolted onto her chest without a hint of sag. They were clearly implants, although she could not seem to find the scars. Her nipples were adorned with pink barbells, keeping them perpetually erect.

		Her ass had been padded out as well. Alice could not tell if she had implants there as well, or if she had undergone some sort of lift or fat transfer or even if she had hit the genetic lottery and been able to obtain such a feature through exercise alone.

		Alice took a long time to take in her appearance. She sported long pink nails on her fingers and her toenails were painted in a matching pink. Then there was the matter of her feet. As she stood there, Alice found herself standing on her toes. She tried to lower her heels to the ground, but found she could not without severe pain shooting up the backs of her legs.

		Then something new came to her attention. Alice no longer looked 30 years old. She looked considerably younger. What had Michael’s wish turned her into?

		Alice spotted her purse sitting on a nearby table. She walked over to it, noticing for the first time the new way that her body moved as she walked. Her hips swayed naturally as she almost sashayed across the room on her tip-toes.

		Inside her purse, Alice found her cell phone with a faux diamond encrusted case with hundreds of notifications begging her attention as well as her wallet. Inside that wallet was her drivers license. On that license was her date of birth.

		“I’m 22?” Alice said, completely shocked. No wonder she looked so young. She had lost eight years of her life over night.

		But not only did her wallet contain her license, it also had a student identification card for Tatcher College.

		“And I’m still in school?”

		Nothing made any sense. Alice had gone to bed as the wife of a successful businessman, having been married for five years. Now, she was eight years younger and still a college student.

		Alice let out a sigh of relief as she saw she still wore her wedding ring. And all of her identifying materials in her purse listed her as Alice Dale, using her married name.

		“How long have I been married?” Alice wondered out loud as she tried to think of what to do. Presumably if she was still a student, she would need to get to class at some point. But other than that, Alice had no idea how to live her life. Everything about her had become a mystery.

		Alice took a deep breath and decided she needed to get started on her day. She unlocked her phone to discover hundreds of missed texts and other notifications, most of them from various friends she had never known before.

		Luckily it seemed as if this new and younger version of Alice used here calendar regularly to keep track of her schedule. All of her classes were listed out, as were all of her regular salon and spa appointments. Alice was not surprised at all the work it took to keep her looking like the woman she now did.

		The calendar even had important events with her friends as well as various college parties. It was a complete social calendar and Alice wondered how she found time to do it all, especially considering she had a husband in the picture as well.

		Seeing she had class to get to soon, Alice hurried to get ready. She had no memory of anything she did to get ready in the morning, but she found her body could operate on autopilot. Her routine was well practiced. She just needed to get out of her own way and let it happen.

		Alice turned out to be reasonably efficient at styling her hair and doing her makeup, but she had to pause when she started going through her closet. It seemed her style had changed significantly with Michael’s wish. Not only did her body represent hotness, so too did her clothing choices.

		Feeling a sense of anxiety rise in her chest, Alice let her body go into autopilot again. Her routine was well practiced and she was dressed and ready for class in no time. The fact she wore a tight t-shirt that ended just under her breasts and a tight skirt that barely covered her ass was shocking enough, but the fact she could clearly see the outline of her nipple piercings absolutely terrified her. The only expected part of her wardrobe were her heels, since that was apparently the only way she could shift her weight off her toes.

		Internally disgusted with herself, Alice set off for campus. Her next surprise came in the form of her car. It was a bight pink convertible. It was a nice day, so she drove to school with the top down, giving everyone who wanted to get a good look at her the opportunity.

		Alice found it easier to turn off her mind to get through her day. Even though the eyes of every man on campus followed her around, she found herself going about her day as if everything were normal. She took notes in her classes. She visited the library in between classes to study. The only difference between her and the rest of the student body was that she was dressed like she was a sex worker advertising herself.

		As the day wore one, Alice did have to admit to herself that she enjoyed her life. She found the way people treated her to be refreshing. Alice had always been someone who felt ignored. She had not been classically pretty in any sense. Now she was over the top sexy and she found herself enjoying some of the stares she got. And it certainly did not hurt that people, especially men, fell over backwards to accommodate her. When she stopped at the library coffee stand, the student barista offered her a free cookie with her latte. She turned it down, knowing that she had a figure to maintain—the latte was already enough of a splurge in that regard—but she appreciated the gesture nonetheless.

		Alice was winning the popularity awards too. She had friends in every class, young women like herself, who might not have had all the plastic surgery she clearly had, were still gorgeous in their own right. It seemed as if they took many of their fashion cues from her, as they too seemed to prefer the overtly sexy and revealing styles that filled Alice’s closet.

		Their conversations were not all about school work, although that was still a major topic. It seemed they viewed Alice as an expert when it came to promoting herself on social media so they were always looking for her approval in what photos to post. Many of the notifications on Alice’s phone happened to be from her various social media apps, telling her who liked her latest photos or sent her direct messages.

		Alice ended up returning home at roughly the same time as Michael. She just beat him inside.

		“Good evening,” Michael said with a big smile. “Let me get a look at my hot wife.”

		“What the hell did you do to me?” Alice said. There was still a part of her that was mad, but after such a fun day, she had a hard time staying mad. Yes, her new body took some getting used to. She could not move in the same ways she did before. Her fake tits could easily get in the way. She had to sit differently just to see her notebook when she was taking notes in class. Not that anyone seemed to mind the way she sat up straight with her shoulders back to better highlight what had to be her best assets.

		“What?” Michael asked innocently. “It was my turn to make wishes for you. Tell me you don’t like being such a hottie.”

		Alice stood there for a moment trying to find the words. But the truth was, she did like the way she looked. Yes, she looked plastic in the extreme. No one could take her seriously, but she did look damn fine.

		“Fine,” Alice said. “I like the way I look now. I just wasn’t expecting the boobs and my new age.”

		Michael shrugged. “I like what I like. And I definitely like you.”

		He closed the distance between them and kissed Alice hard on the lips. One hand snaked around to her back, holding her close. The other went to her tits, grabbing and groping the assets he had bought for her.

		Alice kissed her husband back with all her might. Yes, she loved how she looked. And she loved him. It was just a lot to take in. But she was going to be happy with her new. Life, even if it felt like she was living part of her life over again.
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		That night, Alice and Michael were once again drawn to the kitchen for Michael to make his second wish. The genie appeared before them and asked for a wish to be made.

		“I wish my wife was a dumb slut,” Michael said.

		“Your wish will be granted,” the genie said, understanding the meaning behind Michael’s wish perfectly.

		Alice was about to turn on Michael for his wish. How dare he want her to be a dumb slut. He was throwing all the work she had done to maintain a high grade point average at college while being married to him and undergoing any and every procedure to make her look perfect for him. Was her having the perfect body for him not enough?

		However, before Alice could complain, she found herself following Michael to bed. She was only too happy to slip under the covers, her body as naked as the day she was born, and fall peacefully asleep.

		When the morning arrived, Alice found herself waking up with Michael’s cock nestled between her ass cheeks. Her body instantly recognized the potential of having a hard cock to play with. Without even thinking, Alice positioned herself to take Michael’s morning wood inside of her, massaging his cock with the well developed muscles of her pussy.

		“Yeah, baby,” Alice said as she rocked back and forth.

		When Michael awoke, he took little time to take control of the situation. Soon he was fucking his wife from behind, using long hard strokes to drive her wild.

		“That’s it, baby,” Alice said. “Fuck your stupid slutty wife.”

		Alice had no idea what she was saying. They were just the words that came tumbling out of her mouth. There was no longer a filter between her mind and her mouth.

		It was not long before Michael came. He shot rope after rope of hot white cum into his wife’s pussy. She came too, her vision turning white as her body convulsed through her first orgasm of the day.

		“That was nice,” Michael said as he disentangled himself and climbed out of bed. “Nothing like a good fuck to start the day.”

		Alice said nothing. She remained in bed, stretching her lithe body, watching her naked husband and his delicious cock before he disappeared into the bathroom.

		For a moment, Alice started to wonder what was wrong. She had a sense that something was significantly different from before, but she could not seem to get her mind operating at a high enough level to actually identify what was wrong.

		It was only after Michael left for work, leaving Alice pouting about still being horny, that she finally started to understand her new life. Where before she had been hot beyond measure, but still just as smart, juggling classes while still maintaining a happy marriage and a robust social life and web presence, now much of that had been eliminated from her plate. Her schooling was gone. The idea of attending college was a distant memory, one that Alice could no longer comprehend.

		“Who wants to be a smarty pants when you can be hot like me?” Alice had said when someone asked if she ever considered going to college.

		The rest she could still manage, although she found some aspects of keeping up with her social media accounts daunting. It was hard to hide the fact she was just a dumb slut. She had the hardest time keeping her accounts from getting taken down for sexual content. It was not her fault she would forget to wear a top when she took a selfie.

		Alice did enjoy talking sexy with all of her followers. She was even considering arranging for some daytime hookups with a few of the hotter men in her direct messages. After all, she was a slut. Any day that did not start or end, usually both, was a failure in her mind. Her body had needs.

		Once Michael was clearly not coming back to fuck her again, Alice climbed out of bed herself and started her day. That began with a workout in the home gym. She started with cardio, using a special bike with a dildo attached to the seat. She could fuck herself and pretend to bike the alps all at once.

		That was when the maid came. Alice had long ago given up trying to stay decent for the maid. Alice spent most of her days in a partial or total state of undress. The maid was bound to catch on eventually. At this point, despite all the fun and slutty clothes she had, if Alice was not going out, she did not see a big reason to get dressed up.

		The rest of Alice’s day turned out to be controlled by her phone. Michael had apparently programmed it to tell her what to do and when. She found that helpful, since she struggled to keep track of the time. He scheduled regular breaks for Alice to play with her pussy. That was important. She did not know how long she could go without some stimulation. Her need to cum was insatiable.

		On this particular Thursday, it turned out Alice had an appointment to get her nails done. She got herself dressed, wearing a tight bandage body con dress that both highlighted her tits and her ass. The dress was pink. So too were her straps high heels. She planned for her nails to be pink as well. After all, it was her favorite color.

		A car arrived to take her to her appointment. Alice vaguely wondered if she could drive herself, but after a few blocks in the back seat of the town car, she was glad that someone else could handle the driving. There were too many bright signs to distract her, not to mention how complicated a piece of machinery like a car now seemed to her.

		Before Alice went inside the nail parlor to get her nails done, she took a moment to put a remote control vibrator in her panties. She wore panties for just this purpose. She set the device to low and then walked in.

		An hour later, when Alice walked out of the nail parlor, she sported long pink nails and was horny as could be. She came three times during her appointment, but that had only served to raise her arousal to even higher levels.

		When Alice arrived home, once again being driven home by a hired car service, she readied herself for Michael to arrive. She cleaned her body from head to toe, taking special care to clean out her ass and lube herself up. Michael could use any hole he wanted, even her tits if he wanted, but she needed to be ready for him as soon as he came in the door.

		The chef was already in the kitchen preparing dinner. He paid her no mind as she oiled herself up for her husband.

		When Michael came in the door he found Alice in her place. She sat there on her knees, her mind wandering aimlessly. It was only after several moments of seeing her husband in her vision that she alerted on him.

		“Hi,” she said happily. “Are you ready to fuck me?”

		Michael certainly was. He dropped his briefcase by the door and quickly removed his jacket. A moment later his cock was out and he was directing Alice over to a nearby table. She braced herself as he bent her over, stocking out her ass, waiting to see which hole he chose.

		He chose her ass. He pushed inside of her with practiced ease, the lube already present aiding his work.

		Alice cried out in pleasure. There might have been a time when getting fucked in the ass caused pain, but those days were long gone. It was as if her entire body was an erogenous zone, with her clit, pussy, ass, and nipples standing above.

		After a long day at the office, Michael was ready. He came quickly, filling his wife’s ass to the brim. Her orgasm accompanied his, her squeals and moans a symphony in climatic joy.

		The chef could hear her pleasurable screams from the kitchen. He simply smiled and continued to work. Dinner would be ready right on time. He could only hope when his quarterly bonus came that it included a go with Alice. He had always wanted to feel what a slut like her could do to his cock. He wondered how much of money he would trade for a chance with her. He reckoned close to a year’s salary. Not that he could survive like that.

		For Alice, she was in absolute heaven. After cumming in her ass, Michael flipped her around and had her suck his cock, cleaning him. She was only too happy to do it. She loved cock.
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		Alice and Michael had just finished another romp, this time with her on her back on the dining room table with her heels up by her head. Her pussy got well used and Michael found the stamina to make his wife cum three times before he was through. But now that they were finished, they made their way into the kitchen.

		The genie smiled as he waited for them.

		“Do you have your third wish for me?” the genie asked.

		“Yes,” Michael said as he held Alice close to him, placing his arm over her shoulder. “I wish for my wife to be a completed devoted trophy wife.”

		The genie peered into Michael’s mind to see what he was thinking of. Being as confident as he was, the image was clear and crisp. The genie understood immediately what he wanted.

		“So it will be,” the genie said. “My time here is complete. I will disappear from your lives and find someone else to become wake me. That may be tomorrow, it may be in one thousand millennia. Good-bye.”

		Within a blink of an eye, the genie and his lamp were gone. Alice had been hoping to persuade her husband to fuck her one more time before bed, but she found herself being led straight to bed instead, with both of them falling asleep as soon ass their heads touched the pillows.

		When Alice awoke Friday morning, she opened her eyes and looked at the clock. She woke up right on time, just as she had trained herself to. She might not be the brightest bulb, but she could still be trained in for certain activities.

		Alice burrowed under the bed covers and quickly found Michael’s cock. It was her job to wake him up every morning with a blowjob.

		Her plump lips quickly brought his morning wood to full hardness. She then brought her tongue in on the action, aided by her pierced tongue, to give the most pleasurable of blowjobs that she could.

		At some point, Michael woke up under her ministrations. He did not move, instead enjoying his wife perform a task she was so well suited for. When he finally came, she swallowed down every last drop, not spilling any of his seed.

		“As always, my dear, a marvelous blowjob to start my morning,” Michael said once Alice had found her way out from under the covers.

		She beamed up at him, knowing she had helped to fulfill her purpose.

		The Alice of the day before had been untrained and unable to control herself. The Alice that woke up that morning was still every bit the dumb slut she had been before, but now her entire being was wrapped around Michael’s will. He had broken her, training her to be the perfect trophy wife for a rich and important man like himself.

		There were things Alice could still not do. She did not drive. Nor could she manage the household. Michael, however, was more than willing to take those loads off her shoulders, giving her the chance to simply be the best version of herself that she could be.

		Alice was only too happy to comply. Yes, it was hard going through the day pent up with arousal. Sometimes she was so horny she could cry. But she always held firm. And she was always rewarded for her devotion to her husband.

		“Remember,” Michael said as she laid there in bed watching him dress for work, “we have the charity gala tonight. I want you looking stunning. Buy a new dress if you need to.”

		“I’ll be ready,” Alice said.

		The truth was, she had forgotten all about the gala. That in and of itself was no surprise. Alice had the attention span of a gnat and an equally bad memory. Half the time she just mindlessly followed the schedule Michael programmed into her phone everyday. It was just easier that way.

		Once Michael had left for work, Alice began texting a friend. In reality, she had no recollection of who this other woman was, but her fingers typed away as if she was her best friend. Caroline quickly agreed to joining Alice for some dress shopping later.

		With her afternoon agreed upon, Alice put down her phone and let her fingers slide down between her legs. She needed to cum, badly. Sucking her husband first thing in the morning was fun and she loved doing it, but the act always left her horny. Then again, most things left her horny. It was not her fault she was such a nymphomaniac. It had been several years of training from her husband that brought her to this point.

		Not that Alice could find any fault in her life. She was a dumb and horny trophy wife for Michael. She was his bimbo and she saw no shame in that whatsoever. The trade offs, namely an overactive libido and an inability to think beyond the most basic of concepts were welcome in the face of serving the man she loved with her body and soul. The big tits and fancy clothes were nothing to shake a stick at either.

		When the car arrived for Alice to go shopping, they made a short pitstop to pick up Caroline. As the day had continued, Alice finally started to make some small semblance of her life. Caroline was her best friend, but also the trophy wife of Michael’s best friend and coworker.

		Caroline stepped out of her opulent house looking like a movie starlet. She wore a broad brimmed hat and oversized sunglasses along with a red strapless dress and matching heels. Like Alice, Caroline had been a regular visitor to the plastic surgeon, although Alice was still proud of the fact her tits were bigger.

		Alice was dressed slightly less glamorously for their shopping excursion, although her outfit likely cost just as much as Caroline’s. She paired a black and purple corset top that pushed her tits up even more along with a purple micro miniskirt. She had to be careful how she moved, because she was not wearing any panties. They skirt was so tight that even a thong would have shown through.

		Caroline and Alice greeted each other with a brief but sensuous kiss. Caroline, like Alice, had been trained by her husband to ooze sex appeal and part of that training involved how to greet her friends.

		Neither woman was interested in shopping at the local mall. That was below them and there was nothing such common stores sold that would be appropriate for the charity gala. Both would be expected to look absolutely stunning, hanging on their husbands’ arms, tittering at their jokes and looking up at them with awe.

		There was a special boutique the women liked to shop for gown at. The owner catered toward owned women like them. Even off the rack, the gowns sold at the boutique were designed to fit body shapes like those of Alice and Caroline. Few, if any, alterations would be required.

		Despite that, Alice and Caroline both spent much of their afternoon shopping for dresses. And they certainly bought more than one. They would have ample opportunity to wear the others in the future. And they both knew their husbands would not mind them spending all that money. They could both afford it and it was expected. Neither of them even bothered to look at the price tags. They never did.

		When Michael arrived home from work late that afternoon, Alice was already dressed up for their night out. She sat perched on a stool near the door inside from the garage, posing herself for his arrival. His first sight of his wife was her blonde hair cascading down her back. The dress itself was backless, leaving a large expanse of skin bare before hugging her well sculpted rear tightly.

		She continued her pose, letting him soak in the sight of her body, as he came around to look her in the eyes. The dress was equally revealing in the front, almost. Her tits were well displayed with a neckline that fell almost to her belly-button.

		“Beautiful,” Michael said. “I can’t wait to have you on my arm at the gala tonight. Just let me get changed and we will be on our way.”

		Alice smiled, knowing she had done well. Usually she greeted him first thing with a drink and a blowjob, but tonight was different. Tonight they were headed out on the town for a party that Alice was going to enjoy showing off at. No one there would care about her mind, as it should be. They would be entirely focused on her body and the fact Michael would be standing there beside her, making it clear that she was his trophy wife.

		It was only later that night, after the charity auction had taken place and after dinner had been completed, but before dessert had been served, that Michael guided Alice away from the busy areas of the ballroom.

		“You’ve been such a good girl,” Michael said.

		Alice had been bouncing and fidgeting for the past hour. Her arousal had spiked after spending so long beside her husband without any kind of sexual release. He held her up against the wall and his hand found its way under her gown.

		She moaned as his fingers found her sweet spot.

		“Thank you,” she hissed, trying to keep herself silent. It would not do to have her passion alert others to what they were up to.

		It did not take long before Alice came, her body going limp, only held up by Michael’s strength. Her vision turned white as she bit her lip to keep from screaming out in orgasmic pleasure. She had needed this so badly, but Michael knew and he had provided for her.

		“I expect a blowjob on the ride home,” he said after they had finished and started to make their way back to their table.

		“Of course, sir,” Alice answered. She had been planning for that anyway. And if she were particularly lucky, she could expect him to take full advantage of his marital rights when they returned home, fucking in until the early hours of the morning.

		It was a new reality for both Alice and Michael. They had wished each other to become their fantasy partners. And in so doing, they had strengthened their marriage and given each other a happiness neither could have believed possible before.

		Michael was wealthy, fit, and successful. Alice was hot, dumb, and horny. Both were completely devoted to each other as a man and his bimbo should be.
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