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 The Wish

My tale begins about a year and half ago. I was
a struggling actress trying to keep my head above water. To keep a
roof over my head I was working as a part time assistant at a
talent agency. I had huge aspiration for my life and was desperate
to break into show business. I couldn’t wait to be the next super
famous actress. But I was having a serious failure to launch. I
was, feeling pretty depressed and completely alone. I desperately
needed to shake these feelings so I called my girl friend Natasha
and asked if she wanted to grab a bite to eat and chat. We met at a
local restaurant and as we ate I started to open up to her,
explaining my situation. I told Natasha that lately I was feeling
really depressed and that I had seriously thought by now my acting
career would be on fire. I said, “Why can’t I catch a
break?”

 


Natasha could see that I had reached an all
time low and that’s when she broke down and responded, “Well,
Karen, I’ve been reluctant to tell you this but I may know a way to
help you, Hun. You see, I know this guy. I don’t know how he does
it but I’ve seen him transform lives. You basically tell him what
you want most in life and the next morning you wake up to a new and
different life.”

 


What Natasha didn’t know or was unable to tell
me at the time was that this guy was what you call a Trixster, a
magical being that uses wishes as a weapon - often times for their
own perverted entertainment and enjoyment. They possess the power
to reshape an individual’s reality, and the ability to read a
person’s thoughts and push commands and ideas into their
subconscious mind. This made these beings very dangerous if you
crossed one. What I didn’t know at the time was that a Trixster was
actually required to grant your wish in the manner you stated, so a
well thought out and detailed wish could turn out awesome but a
poorly constructed wish could be truly scary. Suffice to say, you
surely wouldn’t want to wish for something as simple as fame like I
did.

 


Natasha said, “I have been reluctant to say
anything because I’ve heard both amazing and scary stories when it
comes to this guy. It seems like dealing with him is a mixed bag of
results. If you’re interested in taking a chance and your desire
for fame is that bad, I could set up a meeting for tomorrow with
him if you like. But I have to warn you, Karen, I don’t think I
would be brave enough to chance it if it was me.”

 


“Natasha, I’m so sick of my life. It’s going
nowhere fast and I need something to change so please set up the
meeting,” I said. Natasha pulled out her cell phone and dialed a
number. She put the call on speaker so I could hear.

 


“Hello, Markus speaking.”

“Markus, it’s Natasha. I have a girlfriend who
is in need of your assistance. Can she meet you somewhere tomorrow
night around 10pm?”

“Yeah, baby, send her over. Have her meet me at
Club Black. I’ll text you the address - tell her 10pm promptly. I
have other business to tend to tomorrow so I don’t have time to
wait around.”

 Club Black

The following night I got in my car to make the
journey to Club Black. I pulled out my phone and looked at the
address Natasha had texted me. It looked like the club was in a
really seedy area of town, but that didn’t deter me. As I drove to
the meeting location, just as I suspected the area got seedier and
seedier the closer I got to the club. Finally I arrived at the
location. The club itself from the outside looked amazing and I was
having a difficult time understanding why a nice club like this was
in such a crappy area. Nevertheless, I showed my ID and entered the
club. As I entered an employee asked me if my name was Karen and if
I was here to meet someone named Markus. I replied, “Yes, that’s
me.” The young lady said, “Please follow me. I will take you to
Markus.”

 


As I walked through to the back of the club
following the attractive young employee, I noticed almost everyone
was black. Being from the Deep South, I didn't really care for
blacks. I tolerated them for the most part but definitely was not a
huge fan of them at all. My parents were complete racists and
unfortunately some of their views had rubbed off on me. I
remembered many times my dad telling me, “The only thing niggers
are good for is pickin’ cotton and cleaning toilets.”

 


The employee walked me over to Markus and
introduced me to him. He was attractive for a black guy, tall with
a muscular build and there was something very interesting about his
eyes but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was. But my racist
up-bringing would never allow a black guy to be my type no matter
how good-looking he was.

 


“Please, Miss Karen, have a seat,” Markus said.
He then looked at the employee and asked her to bring him a beer.
Markus then asked me what I would like.

“I’ll have a Long Island Ice Tea,” I told
him.

“Ok one beer and a Long Island Ice Tea,” said
the employee and within seconds the employee returned with the
drinks.

 


“So, Miss Karen, what brings you to me?” said
Markus.

 


“Well, Natasha said you were something special
and you could transform lives and I’m sick of mine. I have been
trying to break into the acting business but have only been getting
small parts. I have always wanted to be famous but I can’t seem to
get my foot in the right doors,” I explained.

 


“Well, Miss Karen, what your friend Natasha
said is partially true; I grant wishes. Sometimes as a result of
the wish the person’s life is transformed maybe in a small way
maybe in a huge way. It’s up to the person and their wish,” said
Markus.

“So how does it work?” I asked.

 


“It’s simple. I will grant you one wish.
However, you must understand the only way to revert to your
previous life is at the end of five years you will have 10 days to
bring another person to me to have their wish fulfilled. If you
like your life after the wish, it’s simple; you just don’t bring
anyone to me and you will keep your wish-enhanced life forever,”
said Markus. “So do you have a wish in mind?”

 


“Yes,” I said.

 


“Well, please Miss Karen, take your time and be
thoughtful. The quality of your wish is very important.”

 


“My wish is simple, Markus. I want to be
famous,” I said

 


“Are you sure that’s all, Miss Karen?” Markus
gave me one last chance to alter or improve my wish. As I took a
moment to think about my wish and reframe it I said, “I want fame,
fortune, big houses, nice cars and most important, the beauty of a
supermodel with a body built for sin. I want the life of a famous
actress, Markus.” I remember thinking at the time that this wish
was good - it covered all my bases and I was sure it would get me
everything I ever wanted. Boy was I ever wrong!

 


I watched Markus’ eyes turn black as night as a
thick black smoke began to swirl around my feet. The smoke
continued up my body, enveloping me, entering my nostrils and
mouth. In an instant the smoke was gone, leaving Markus and I
sitting at the table. Markus said, “Your wish has been granted.” A
sinister smile crept onto Markus’ face as he said, “I hope you
enjoy your new life, Dearie. Now return home. This is the last
night of your humdrum life.”

 The Next Morning

I woke up the next morning completely refreshed
but quickly realized something was off. I woke up and my chest felt
really heavy. I got out of bed and stumbled to the mirror because
my center of balance had shifted. I was horrified to discover my
boobs were the size of two goddamn soccer balls. The once firm but
natural breasts I had were replaced with something that looked
completely over-sized and totally fake and ridiculous. My tits were
so big and firm I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. I would
never be taken as a serious actress with huge fake tits like
these.

 


As I touched my new globes I was shocked to
discover it sent ripples of pleasure to my sex. Oh my god, I was
getting worked up. I couldn’t believe it. I thought to myself, I
have to stop rubbing my tits or I’m going to need to masturbate
soon. I continued to evaluate myself in the full-length mirror. My
once plain Jane brown hair was now Platinum Blonde and flowed all
the way down to my butt. As I looked at my butt it was extremely
firm and round - a perfect example of a Brazilian butt. My legs had
also grown four inches. I had grown to a height of five feet nine
inches.

 


Looking in the mirror it seemed I had lost some
weight, maybe twenty pounds or so, and a quick trip to the scales
revealed I was right. I now weighed a sleek one hundred and thirty
pounds and my body looked tanned, toned and athletic like I had
been in the gym daily, which I hadn’t. As I looked closely at my
face it was completely different. Gone was the face I viewed as
relatively plain and underwhelming. It had been replaced with the
face of a southern angel that reminded me of Hilary Duff. My lips
were much plumper and looked like soft pillows.

 


Then my inspection fell to my legs. Which now
looked like they went on for days. They were certainly longer and
shapelier. The muscles were toned but not overly so and they were
silky smooth like a babies bottom. They almost seemed to shimmer in
the light. My eyes rose from my cute little feet with pretty red
toenails to my calves to my thighs, ultimately landing on my now
completely hairless pussy. Not a single follicle of hair remained.
Then, to my shock, where hair should have been on my sex there was
a tattoo of two pink clams with the words tattooed in a decorative
banner above the clams that read, “I LUV A CLAM BRUISER.” I
couldn’t believe it. Where had this tattoo come from? When did I
get it? I didn’t even remember sitting for a tattoo like
that.

 


As I rubbed my hand over the tattoo, hoping
against hope that is was a temporary tattoo, I damn near had an
orgasm standing right there. Despite my best hopes, it seemed the
tattoo was in fact very permanent and my sex was somehow
supercharged and incredibly sensitive. I couldn’t help it; I slid
my fingers in between my pussy lips and as I touched my clit it was
like rockets went off in my head. Wave after wave of pleasure
rippled through me. Just then, I heard behind me, “Are you having
fun, Dearie?” I quickly stopped the all out assault on my clit and
grabbed a towel to cover myself. I turned around to discover what
appeared to be some kind of monster that reminded me of the Crypt
Keeper from the Tales of the Crypt as it said, “Hello Dearie. You
may recognize me better in this form.” The monster snapped his
fingers and transformed into Markus, the man I had met with the
previous night.

 Trixster’s Return
Visit

Stupidly, I started calling the Trixster every
bad name I could think of. I could have made a sailor blush with
the expletives that were flowing from my filthy mouth. The Trixster
waited quietly for a few seconds, and then put his index finger
vertically to his lips indicating he wanted me to be quiet. I
suddenly shut up, but not by my own will. The Trixster had somehow
silenced me. Try as I might, I couldn’t say a single word. This
shook me to my core as the Trixster said, “You should stop talking,
Dearie, you may find what I have to say interesting and helpful. Or
you could just muddle around and try to figure things out on your
own. You see, Dearie I have worked very hard constructing this new
life for you. But it’s a life built for my entertainment, Dearie.
You didn’t really think the wish came without a cost, did you,
Dearie? Remember the life you wished for. You see, child, your wish
was to be a famous actress, but other than that your wish was quite
vague so I have, shall we say filled in the blanks for you, my
dear. You will be a world famous actress, that much I promise you,
Dearie.”

 


At this point I was quietly confused. I didn’t
really understand what the Trixster meant by my wish was vague and
he had to fill in the blanks. But I would find out soon
enough.

“Would you be interested in knowing what kind
of actress you’re going to be? Since you didn’t tell me, Dearie, I
had to pick one for you,” continued the Trixster. He then waved his
hand and I felt my voice return. With much trepidation and fear I
timidly said, “Yes, I certainly would. Is it movies, TV or maybe
even a world-renowned stage actress?” The Trixster cackled and
said, “Oh no, Dearie you’re going to be the world’s most famous
fetish porn starlet. Your career will be that of legend because of
the unspeakable acts you allow
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