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					Introduction  

					Picture a night in Paris, where the Eiffel Tower’s lights  

					twinkle like captured stars, and the Seine’s murmur  

					carries secrets older than the city itself. Now, envision  

					the wild roar of Alaska, where snow-draped mountains  

					guard mysteries that defy time. In A Wish in Paris,  

					you’ll be swept into a whirlwind of magic, courage, and  

					discoveries that will quicken your pulse and set your  

					imagination ablaze.  

					Noah, a 12-year-old boy with eyes hungry for  

					adventure, tosses a coin into a hidden Parisian fountain,  

					whispering a wish we’ve all felt: to grow up, to be free,  

					to live unbound. But when the fountain’s magic  

					awakens, Noah is hurled into a 16-year-old’s body and a  

					mission that pulls him to the untamed heart of Alaska.  

					There, a Tlingit legend whispers of a sacred bear  

					trapped in a cave, a curse that freezes the heart of a girl  

					named Lana, and a destiny only a pure-hearted stranger  

					can unravel.  

					Between Paris’s seductive charm and Alaska’s raw  

					natural force, this story is an invitation to race alongside  

					Noah, feel the biting chill of the forest, hear the echo of  

					an ancient roar, and question what it means to be a hero.  

					Each page is a doorway to a world where wishes come  

					alive, past and future collide, and love, courage, and  

					magic intertwine in an unforgettable dance. Clutch your  

					curiosity, take a deep breath, and dive into this  

					electrifying journey—because when a wish is made, the  

					universe is never the same.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
				
			

			
				
					Chapter 1: A Wish in Paris  

					The summer sun bathed the streets of Paris in golden  

					light, reflecting off the windows of boulangeries and the  

					calm waters of the Seine. Noah, a 12-year-old boy with  

					messy brown hair and curious eyes, walked alongside  

					his parents, Sarah and Daniel, on the cobblestone  

					sidewalks of the 7th arrondissement. It was the last day  

					of the family’s vacation in the City of Light, and the  

					plan was simple: visit the Eiffel Tower before catching  

					their flight back home.  

					“Noah, hurry up!” Sarah called, adjusting her bag’s  

					strap while snapping a selfie with Daniel in the  

					background, who was juggling a croissant and an  

					espresso. “We want to get to the tower before the  

					crowds.”  

					“I’m coming, Mom!” Noah replied, distracted, as he  

					fiddled with his phone, trying to capture the facade of  

					an old building with ornate ironwork. Paris was unlike  

					anything he’d ever known. The streets seemed to  

					whisper stories, and every corner brought a new scent:  

					fresh bread, flowerbeds, or the sweet aroma of crepes  

					from a nearby stall.  

					After a few streets, the Eiffel Tower loomed  

					majestically ahead, its iron silhouette cutting through  

					the blue sky. Noah paused, awestruck. He’d seen the  

					tower in photos and movies, but in person, it was  

					something else—like it pulsed with the city’s energy.  

					“Let’s take a family photo!” Daniel suggested, handing  

					his phone to a kind Japanese tourist who offered to help.  

					Noah grimaced but stood between his parents, the tower  

					behind them. Sarah laughed and ruffled his hair.  

					“Smile, Noah! You’ll want to remember this when  

					you’re older.”  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					“Fine, fine,” he mumbled, forcing a smile. At 12, Noah  

					felt caught between being a kid and craving more  

					freedom. The Paris trip had been amazing, but he  

					couldn’t stop thinking about how much cooler it would  

					be to explore the city alone, without his parents  

					dictating every step.  

					After the photo, the family ascended to the tower’s  

					second floor. Noah pressed against the railing, gazing at  

					the city sprawling below: the Seine snaking through,  

					gray rooftops, pristine gardens. He imagined wandering  

					those streets at night, maybe hitting a café or a party,  

					like the teens he saw in movies.  

					“Noah, don’t lean so far!” Sarah warned, gently pulling  

					him back.  

					“Relax, Mom, I’m not gonna fall,” he replied, rolling  

					his eyes.  

					After descending, they strolled through the Champ de  

					Mars, the park stretching at the tower’s base. Couples  

					picnicked, kids chased pigeons, and vendors hawked  

					keychains and Eiffel Tower miniatures. While Sarah  

					and Daniel debated buying a bottle of wine to take  

					home, Noah wandered ahead, drawn to a glint on the  

					ground.  

					It was a small fountain, almost hidden among  

					flowerbeds. Its crystalline water reflected the sunlight,  

					and the bottom sparkled with coins. A bronze plaque  

					beside it read, in French and English: “Wishing  

					Fountain – Toss a coin and make a wish.”  

					Noah dug into his jeans pocket and found a two-euro  

					coin, featuring a tree and the word France engraved. He  

					twirled it between his fingers, pensive. His parents were  

					a few meters away, distracted, laughing at something  

					Daniel said. Noah glanced at the fountain, then the coin,  

					and felt a surge of boldness.  

					“Why not?” he muttered.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					He closed his eyes and gripped the coin tightly. I want  

					to be an adult. I want to be 18 and enjoy the rest of the  

					vacation my way. The wish crystallized in his mind,  

					vivid: himself, taller, more independent, exploring Paris  

					on his terms, free from schedules or rules.  

					With a quick flick, he tossed the coin. It spun in the air,  

					catching the sun, and landed in the water with a soft  

					plop, sinking to the shimmering bottom. Noah stared at  

					the fountain for a moment, waiting—for what, exactly?  

					A magical light? A mysterious voice? Nothing  

					happened. He shrugged, chuckling at himself.  

					“Noah! Let’s grab lunch before the airport!” Daniel  

					called, waving.  

					“Coming!” Noah replied, jogging to catch up.  

					As they walked toward a nearby bistro, Noah felt a faint  

					tingle in his fingertips but chalked it up to the day’s  

					heat. He didn’t know that, in that moment, something  

					far bigger than he could imagine was beginning to  

					unfold. The fountain, ancient and forgotten by many,  

					held secrets even Paris’s legends didn’t tell. And Noah’s  

					simple, impulsive wish was about to change everything.  

					Chapter 2: Lunch at the Tower  

					The Eiffel Tower’s elevator glided smoothly, carrying  

					Noah, Sarah, and Daniel to the first floor, where  

					Madame Brasserie awaited. The restaurant, with its  

					wide windows and panoramic views of Paris, seemed to  

					float above the city. White tablecloths, gleaming  

					cutlery, and the lively hum of patrons created a  

					sophisticated yet welcoming atmosphere. Noah, still  

					feeling the faint tingle in his fingers from the wishing  

					fountain, followed his parents inside, marveling at the  

					view of the Seine sparkling below.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					“What a place!” Sarah exclaimed as a sharply dressed  

					waiter led them to a window-side table. “Let’s savor  

					every second of this.”  

					Daniel grinned, grabbing the menu with a glint in his  

					eyes. “Today’s for breaking routine. Let’s treat  

					ourselves before heading home.”  

					As they settled in, the waiter handed out menus. Sarah  

					and Daniel quickly chose the Menu Grande Dame, a  

					three-course feast promising refined flavors: salmon  

					tartare to start, followed by filet mignon with truffle  

					sauce, and a mille-feuille with vanilla cream for dessert.  

					Noah, however, received the kids’ menu, adorned with  

					colorful illustrations and a tempting list of desserts.  

					“Here, Noah, pick whatever you want,” Daniel said,  

					handing him the menu with a smile. “Enjoy, it’s our last  

					day!”  

					Noah flipped through it, eyes lighting up at the  

					options: crispy nuggets, spaghetti with tomato sauce,  

					and a whole dessert section featuring chocolate ice  

					cream, caramel éclair, and a fruit cup with whipped  

					cream. There was also a selection of sodas, which he  

					loved. He ordered the spaghetti and, for dessert, the  

					éclair, imagining the crisp pastry and sweet cream.  

					When the food arrived, Noah was delighted with his  

					vibrant plate. The spaghetti came with a bright red  

					sauce, and his soda fizzed in a tall glass with a striped  

					straw. But as he ate, he couldn’t stop eyeing his parents’  

					dishes. Daniel’s filet mignon looked succulent, its  

					aroma blending herbs and truffles. Sarah’s plate, artfully  

					arranged, could’ve been from a cooking show.  

					Something stirred in Noah—envy, perhaps, or the same  

					wish he’d made at the fountain. He wanted to eat like  

					the adults, to taste those complex flavors, to feel more  

					independent, more… powerful.  

					“Enjoying it, Noah?” Sarah asked, slicing her filet.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					“It’s great,” he replied, forcing a smile as he twirled his  

					fork in the spaghetti. But inwardly, he pictured himself  

					ordering the Menu Grande Dame, sitting with  

					confidence, savoring something that didn’t come with a  

					colorful straw.  

					Lunch continued with laughter and light conversation.  

					Noah’s éclair arrived, as delicious as he’d imagined,  

					with cream oozing from the first bite. Sarah and Daniel  

					raved about their mille-feuille, swapping bites and  

					joking about who’d picked the better dish. The view of  

					Paris—gray rooftops and the sun glinting off the river—  

					made everything even more special.  

					After eating, the family leaned back, soaking in the  

					scenery. Daniel started talking about Paris urban  

					legends he’d read in a guidebook: tales of haunted  

					catacombs, ghosts at the Opéra Garnier, and even  

					rumors of magical fountains hidden around the city.  

					Noah, still thinking about the wishing fountain, felt a  

					shiver but stayed quiet.  

					“You know, Paris has a unique energy,” Sarah said,  

					gazing out the window. “It feels like anything could  

					happen here.”  

					“Like finding a shop full of tacky souvenirs?” Noah  

					teased, recalling the stalls brimming with keychains and  

					Eiffel Tower T-shirts.  

					“Exactly!” Daniel laughed. “By the way, we need a  

					fridge magnet before we leave. Maybe a scarf for you,  

					Noah?”  

					“A scarf?” Noah chuckled. “Dad, are you trying to  

					speak French now?”  

					“Mais oui!” Daniel replied with an exaggerated accent.  

					“Let’s practice. Repeat after me: croissant.”  

					“Cruassant,” Noah mimicked, laughing.  

					“Abajour,” Sarah tried, pronouncing it like “abajoo.”  

					“Omelette,” Noah added, joining the game.  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					“Métro! Chauffeur!” Daniel finished, and the three  

					burst into laughter, drawing curious glances from  

					nearby tables.  

					The conversation flowed, warm and full of affection, as  

					the Parisian sun began to dip. Noah felt the glow of  

					family and the joy of the moment, but deep down, his  

					wish to be older still burned. He glanced out at the city,  

					brimming with possibilities, wondering if the coin in the  

					fountain could really change anything.  

					As they left the restaurant and descended the Eiffel  

					Tower, Noah carried a mix of contentment and  

					restlessness. Paris sparkled around him, and he had no  

					idea that soon, the city—and his life—would reveal  

					secrets he’d never imagined.  

					Chapter 3: The Magic of Paris  

					The last day in Paris arrived with a gentle breeze  

					slipping through the hotel room’s half-open window.  

					Noah, Sarah, and Daniel spent the afternoon packing,  

					folding clothes, and tucking souvenirs into bags. Their  

					suite in a quaint boutique hotel in Saint-Germain exuded  

					Parisian charm, with floral wallpaper and a French press  

					that Sarah insisted on using to brew a bold, aromatic  

					local coffee.  

					“Nothing like Parisian coffee to cap off the trip,” Sarah  

					said, pouring a cup for herself and Daniel. Noah, who  

					never liked coffee, accepted a hot chocolate offered by  

					the hotel. Sitting at the small table in the suite’s living  

					area, they reviewed their plans: no dinner tonight, just  

					quick showers and an early bedtime. Their flight to  

					Alaska, the next leg of their vacation, was scheduled for  

					the early morning.  

					As he packed, Noah felt a mix of exhaustion and  

					excitement. He kept thinking about the wishing  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					fountain, the coin spinning in the air, the wish he’d  

					made. Before his shower, he sat on the edge of the bed,  

					letting his imagination run wild. What if the wish came  

					true? He pictured himself at 18, tall, confident,  

					exploring Paris without his parents—maybe even  

					driving through its narrow streets or stepping into a chic  

					bar. “Paris has to have something magical,” he thought,  

					gazing at the city through the window as its lights began  

					to twinkle. “If that fountain works, it’ll be awesome.”  

					After his shower, Noah slipped into old pajamas and  

					turned on the TV. Flipping channels, he landed on an  

					episode of Mr. Bean—a rerun of the character’s  

					bumbling adventures in Paris. He laughed loudly when  

					Bean mangled a French order for a croissant, knocking  

					over a tray of pastries. Nestled in pillows, with the day’s  

					fatigue weighing on him, Noah’s eyes grew heavy. The  

					last thing he saw was Bean fleeing an angry waiter, and  

					he drifted off with a smile.  

					The next morning, the alarm blared at 6 a.m., but Noah  

					was already awake, feeling… strange. He stumbled out  

					of bed, groggy, and headed to the bathroom to brush his  

					teeth. When he looked in the mirror, he froze. The  

					reflection wasn’t a 12-year-old boy. He looked older—  

					much older. His skin was different, with a bright red  

					pimple on his forehead. His face was more angular, his  

					shoulders broader. He lifted his pajama shirt and saw his  

					body had changed too—taller, more defined. “Sixteen?”  

					he murmured, confused. He’d wished for 18 at the  

					fountain, but this… this was close. Almost.  

					Noah rushed to the bedroom and grabbed his sneakers.  

					They pinched, as if his feet had grown overnight. He  

					tried on the previous day’s jeans, but they ended above  

					his ankles. His T-shirt looked like a crop top, exposing  

					his stomach. “No way!” he exclaimed, laughing and  

					panicking at once. The wishing fountain had worked,  

				

			

		

		
			
				
					but not quite as he’d imagined. Was Paris’s magic this  

					whimsical?  

					He bolted to the hotel’s dining area, where Sarah and  

					Daniel were eating croissants and sipping coffee. “Dad!  

					Mom! Look, I grew!” he shouted, pointing to his  

					exposed legs and tight sneakers.  

					Sarah dropped her croissant, and Daniel’s eyes  

					widened, nearly choking on his coffee. “My God,  

					Noah!” Sarah gasped, standing. “What happened to  

					you?”  

					“You look like you aged four years overnight!” Daniel  

					said, half-laughing, half-shocked. “Paris did something  

					to you, kid!”  

					Noah opened his mouth but decided not to mention the  

					fountain. How could he explain something he barely  

					understood? Instead, he shrugged and laughed. “Guess  

					it’s the Paris air, who knows.”  

					Daniel glanced at his watch and shifted to practical  

					mode. “Well, the hotel bill’s paid, our Alaska flight’s in  

					two hours, and we don’t have time to solve this mystery  

					now. Noah, how are you gonna travel with those short  

					clothes? Let’s improvise. Grab my jacket from the  

					hanger on my bed and put on my running

					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

			

		

	




