
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter  1  –  The Wish 

Christine  sat  at 

the edge of her bed, 

staring 

into 

the 

cracked  mirror  that 

leaned  against  the 

wall. The mirror had 

been with her since childhood,  moved 

from  one  rented 

apartment 

to 

another, a constant 

reminder  of  how 

little  in  her  life  truly changed. 

The 

reflection staring 

back  at  her  tonight carried  the  same 

heavy  eyes,  the 

same  dull  brown 

irises  that  seemed 

to 

melt 

into 

shadows. 

She  touched  her cheek 

with 

two 

fingers, 

pressing 

against  the  pale 

skin  as  though  she 

could 

reshape 

herself  by  force. 

Her 

lips 

parted 

slightly,  whispering the  same  mantra 

she  had  rehearsed 

since high school: 

 "If only I had blue eyes…  everything 

 would be different."  

Her 

roommate, 

Clarissa, 

had 

always 

laughed 

when Christine said 

that.  “Boys  don’t 

care 

about 

eye 

color, 

Chrissy. 

They  care  if  you’re 

confident.” 

But 

Clarissa  had  never 

understood. 

Clarissa  had  eyes 

the 

color 

of 

glaciers,  luminous 

even 

under 

fluorescent 

light, 

eyes  that  seemed to 

sparkle 

with 

every 

smile. 

Christine’s 

own 

were 

nothing—

brown  puddles  that 

people 

forgot 

seconds after 

looking at her. 

And  then  there 

was him. 

Ethan. 

Tall, 

broad-

shouldered, 

with 

that  lazy  grin  that 

bent  slightly  to  the left. He was the star 

of 

the 

theater 

department, 

rehearsing 

endlessly  for  the 

spring  production, 

and  Christine  had 

never  seen  him notice 

her. 

Not 

once. 

She 

had 

auditioned, 

of 

course.  She  had 

stood  in  the  same 

room  as  him,  her 

voice  trembling  as 

she  read  her  lines, hoping—praying—

that  he  might  look 

at 

her 

with 

something 

like 

admiration.  But  his 

eyes  had  skipped 

right 

over 

her, 

sliding  past  as  if she were part of the 

wallpaper. 

Blue.  She  had 

thought  it  again  as she  watched  him 

laugh  with  Clarissa 

in  the  cafeteria.  If  I 

 had blue eyes, he’d look at me too.  

The 

obsession 

had 

started 

innocently,  or  so 

she  told  herself. 

Contact 

lenses 

first—cheap  ones 

ordered online, 

lenses  that  stung 

and burned after an 

hour  of  wear.  Then 

came  the  makeup 

tutorials,  the  eye-

enhancing  serums, 

the  promises 

of 

beauty  magazines. 

None  of  it  worked. 

None of it mattered. 

She 

was 

still 

invisible. 

Tonight, 

the 

cracked 

mirror 

reflected  a  girl  at 

the 

edge 

of 

desperation. 



The  city  outside 

buzzed 

faintly, 

neon 

signs 

flickering 

against 

the damp windows. 

Christine pulled her laptop  into  her  lap, opening 

search 

engines  she  had 

already  scoured  a 

hundred times.  Eye color 

 surgery 

 permanent. 

Most 

results were 

cosmetic 

procedures, 

iris 

implants, 

colored 

lenses that required 

medical 

supervision. 

Expensive. 

Dangerous.  Out  of reach. 

But buried deep—

on page seven of a 

late-night  search—

she 

found 

something else. 

A 

website, 

primitive  in  design, with white text on a 

black  background. 

“Vision 

Beyond 

Beauty.”  

Her 

pulse 

quickened. 

The page claimed to 

offer 

 experimental ocular transformations—

not  implants,  not 

lenses, 

but 

“fundamental 

alteration 

of 

pigmentation at the molecular 

level.” 

The 

testimonials 

were 

brief 

and 

oddly poetic. 

 “I  see  the  world, and  the  world  sees me.”  

 “Every gaze 

 is 

 power.”  

 “Blue is the color of destiny.”  

Christine scrolled, 

hands trembling. At 

the 

bottom, 

a 

phone 

number 

pulsed  faintly,  as though alive on the 

screen. 

She 

hesitated 

only 

a 

moment 

before dialing. 



The  voice  on  the other 

end 

was 

male, calm, with an 

accent she couldn’t 

place.  “You  seek 

change,”  he  said, 

not 

asking, 

but 

stating. 

Christine swallowed.  “I…  I 

want my eyes to be 

blue. Permanently.” 

Silence. 

Then: 

“Not  just  blue.  The kind  of  blue  that 

bends  the  world 

toward  you.  The kind of blue no one 

can forget.” 

Her  skin  prickled. 

“Yes.  That’s  what  I want.” 

“You 

must 

understand,” 

the 

voice 

continued, 

“there  is  always  a 

price.  Beauty  does 

not 

come 

free. 

Power least of all.” 

“I’ll 

pay,” 

she 

whispered,  though 

she  had  no  idea 

how 

much 

he 

meant. 

The 

man 

chuckled 

softly. 

“Not  in  money.  But 

in 

consequence. 

Are 

you 

still 

willing?” 

Christine’s  throat tightened,  but  she 

forced the word out. 

“Yes.” 

“Good. 

Tomorrow. 

Midnight. 

23rd 

Street, 

the 

old 

theater clinic. 

Come alone.” 

The  line  clicked 

dead. 



Sleep 

never 

came. 

She 

lay 

awake,  staring  at 

the 

ceiling, 

replaying  the  voice 

in 

her 

head. 

Consequences. 

Power. 

Beauty. 

She  should  have 

been  afraid.  She 

should  have  hung 

up, 

blocked 

the 

number,  forgotten 

the website. But the 

thought  of  Ethan, 

the 

thought 

of 

standing  on  stage 

with 

eyes 

that 

commanded  every 

gaze—it was 

intoxicating. 

By  morning,  her 

reflection  seemed 

even 

more 

intolerable. 

The 

brown 

eyes 

mocked her, hollow 

pits  sucking  away every  dream  she 

ever 

dared 

to 

imagine. 

She 

pressed  her  palms 

against  them  until 

bursts 

of 

color 

exploded 

behind 

her  eyelids.  Blue, she  thought.  Blue, 

blue, blue. 



That 

evening, 

Clarissa 

knocked 

on 

her 

door, 

holding  a  steaming 

mug  of  tea.  “You look  awful,”  she 

said. 

“Are 

you 

sick?” 

Christine forced a 

laugh. “Just tired.” 

“Don’t kill yourself 

over  that  audition,” 

Clarissa said, 

sipping  her  tea.  “If you  don’t  get  the 

part, there’s always 

next time.” 

 Next 

 time.  

Christine 

nearly 

snarled  the  words 

aloud.  There  was never a “next time.” 

Not for girls like her. 

Clarissa  lingered, 

her 

pale 

eyes 

shimmering  under 

the  lamplight,  and 

Christine  felt  the 

familiar sting 

of 

envy rise sharp and 

hot. 

Blue 

eyes 

opened 

doors, 

even without trying. 

Christine 

would 

open  hers  by  force 

if she had to. 

At 11:30 p.m., she slipped  out  of  the 

apartment, 

the 

night  air  biting  at her skin. 



The  address  led 

her  to  a  forgotten 

building  on  23rd Street,  a  place  that had  once  been  a 

medical 

clinic 

attached 

to 

a 

theater 

school. 

Now  its  windows 

were  boarded,  its 

doors  tagged  with graffiti.  The  alley 

smelled  of  rot  and 

damp brick. 

Yet 

the 

door 
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