
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	ONE MILLION WISHES

	     Seven Everson

	I know I don’t look anything like the real Wonder Woman. 

	To say I’m a plus size is to be generous, at best. 

	Still, at any given Comicon, my go-to costume is your generic plus size Wonder Woman - the one with the blue skirt. I’ve seen some of the bigger girls not wearing the skirt, but I don’t have their chutzpah. I know what my thighs look like, and I don’t care to share that with the world.

	But I also don’t think that the skinny pretty girls should have all the fun, with their Avatar makeup, Poison Ivy costumes and barely concealed warrior breasts, looking closer to the real thing than any person has the right to. 

	Big girls can have fun too. 

	Admittedly, a lot of the fun is watching the hot boys wearing Thor or Star Lord. Not all Comicon nerds are weedy and pimply . . . a few of them are actually built.

	Comicons are great levellers, and I’ve met a lot of my friends that way, but as a larger-sized girl, I don’t expect to have any of those built boys show me any interest, other than the usual line-up conversations while we wait for our turn in the photo booth. 

	So, when a Greek Adonis walked straight up to me at an anime stand, I stepped out of the way to let him pass because, clearly, he was not there for me.

	I say Greek Adonis, but he wasn’t dressed as one. He was wearing jeans and a tee, with a suit jacket over the top. Blond hair hung raffishly over one eye. His face was textbook handsome, kind of Captain America and every Twilight vampire all rolled into one. Stunning blue eyes, high cheekbones, an award-winning smile.

	He pointed that smile at me.

	“Michelle,” he said, “I’m Peter. Can we talk?”

	I looked behind me, to make sure there wasn’t another, skinnier, more attractive Michelle smiling at him from over my shoulder. But there were only two Stormtroopers, comparing weapons.

	I looked back at him. “Have we met?”

	He smiled. “We have now. Buy you a coffee?”

	I frowned. This felt like a set-up. Somewhere, the group of friends I’d come to Comicon with were giggling behind a wall, watching me. It was my fault for ducking out to the bathroom alone. I wondered how much they’d paid him.

	But . . . if the trade-off was that I got to sit and talk to a hot guy for a few minutes, I would suffer the laughter of my friends. I’m pretty sure that I was getting the better deal.

	I let him buy me a hot chocolate (coffee makes me jittery) and we found a table. Just a plus size Wonder Woman and a Greek God about to have a regular conversation. 

	Awkwardly, I couldn’t stop staring at his face. His eyes were astonishingly blue.

	He leaned forward and pursed his lips. He looked a little uncomfortable.

	“So,” he said. “Sometime, when you were about five, you wished for a Pegasus.”

	I froze. So, this is the joke. My friends all knew about it, the childhood obsession that had turned into a something that bordered on obsessive compulsive. A habit I simply couldn’t break.

	He was going to hit me where it hurt.

	“You started wishing for one, every day,” he went on. “Then someone told you that if you made a million wishes for the same thing, on the millionth wish, it would come true.”

	I twitched uncomfortably. My friends had clearly given him all the details.

	“And so you started wishing every hour that you were awake. Ten, twelve times a day, you made a wish for the Pegasus.” His eyes never left mine.

	“Mattie put you up to this,” I said flatly. 

	“I don’t know Mattie.” 

	He went on: “At some point you realized that if you only wished every hour, you would never get that Pegasus in your lifetime. You started wishing two hundred times a day. You would lie in your bed at night and count them all off. You couldn’t sleep until they were done. You still can’t. Every night, even now, two hundred wishes.”

	I shrank in embarrassment. It was bad enough for a nineteen-year-old girl to be dressed as Wonder Woman, but now someone else knew about my ridiculous habit. I don’t even know why I did it anymore. Like I said, it had become such a fixture in my life that I couldn’t stop it. Perhaps it was a superstitious belief that if I didn’t say the two hundred wishes, something terrible would happen the next day. It was my safety blanket against the world, I guess. 

	I’d never told my mother about it because I knew she wouldn’t get it. She’d just add it to the long list of reasons why I’d never get a boyfriend. Or a girlfriend. I really didn’t know which way I swung, because I’d never had the opportunity to try either.

	I looked at the Greek God. I couldn’t believe how straight-faced he was about the whole thing. Personally, I was mortified.

	He sat back. “Sip your chocolate.”

	I sulked at him. “Why?” How much more embarrassing could it possibly get? 

	He shrugged. “Because you’ll need the sugar.”

	Is that fat shaming, now? “Fuck you.”

	He ran his fingers through his hair in exasperation. All it did was make his biceps bulge through his suit jacket. 

	“I’m not your enemy here,” he said. “If anything, you are mine.”

	Well that made no sense. I angrily sipped the hot chocolate.

	He watched me, silent. He didn’t sip his own drink. I wondered if maybe he’d laced my drink with something and was setting me up to be the butt of another joke.

	But he didn’t look calculating. 

	If anything, he looked resigned. Sad. The weight of the world upon him.

	I leaned back in my chair.

	“Look,” I said coolly. “It’s all very nice sitting here with the hot guy, but we both know what’s wrong with this scene. Let’s get it over with.”

	He drew in a deep breath and met my gaze. I couldn’t meet his directly; he was just too beautiful. 

	I hated that he was.

	“You have one wish left,” he said. “And when you make that wish -” he held up his hands to silence me, “please don’t do it right now. When you make that wish, Michelle, you will get your Pegasus. For real. The truth.”

	I shivered. Somehow, however ridiculous the idea, I knew he was speaking the truth.

	It was as real as the air I was breathing.

	One more wish.

	One more and I would have that childhood dream come to life.

	I smiled.

	He hung his head. “I’ve come to beg you not to make the wish.”

	I snorted. “Why wouldn’t I? It’s all I ever wanted.”

	He bit his lip. It was disarmingly adorable. I wanted to climb over the table and maul him.

	He said, softly: “Because I’m the Pegasus.” 

	I frowned, not sure that I’d heard him correctly. “What? That doesn’t make sense.”

	“I’m in human form. I have been for a long time. When you make that wish, I will be transformed back into my true form. The winged horse.”

	He met my gaze. A shiver ran through me. Around us, the hubbub of the Comicon faded away. There was just him and I, sitting at the table: the badly dressed Wonder Woman and the Greek God . . . who had just told me he was the Pegasus.

	He winced. “If you make that wish, I will be your Pegasus for the rest of your natural life. I will be at your beck and call; you can summon me anytime and I will take you anywhere. My magic will protect you when you are with me.”

	I knew I was grinning. I shook with excitement. Everything I’d ever wanted since I’d been a small child. Come to life.

	He sighed. “If you don’t make that wish, I will remain human. I will stay with you, as your partner.”

	I sat back. The what now?

	“With one wish to go, I’m indentured to you,” he admitted. “You hold my fate. All I can offer you to let me stay human . . . is myself.”

	“But,” I struggled to understand it. “Wouldn’t that be the same thing, for you? You have to stay with me, so aren’t you a prisoner either way?”

	He nodded. Then realised what we’d both implied. “I mean,” he said, “I’m a prisoner no matter what you chose, but I’d rather be with you as a human.”

	“Seriously? Instead of a magical flying horse?” That made no sense. Not to me.

	He sighed. “I’ve been alive thousands of years. And I’ve learned through bitter experience that it’s easier to be in human form than that of the Pegasus. And now, with all of this technology,” he waved at the room, the tv screens and iPhones, “I’d never be hidden. I’d be pursued the length of every land whenever you rode me.”

	“Can’t you use your magic to hide yourself?”

	“Not in flight. I’m cursed to be magnificent.”

	I had to smile. “Yes you are. Human or horse.”

	He leaned forward and took my hand. His touch was warm. His blue eyes held mine. “I beg you, don’t make that last wish. Keep me as this. I’ll be yours until the day you die. This I swear.”

	And there it was, so simple. I could have this gorgeous, beautifully built man, this handsome Adonis at my side for every day of my life. I would walk the aisle and become his wife. Bear his children. Be with him.

	If my friends were here, I know exactly what they’d say:

	You can’t have sex with a flying horse, Michelle. And you’ll never get a man who looks like that ever again.

	True. As if I hadn’t gone one day of my teenage life without imagining what it must be like to have a man like him. To feel those slick muscles against my body as he made love to me. To have strong arms hold me safe and hear him whisper that he loved me. To wake up to the best smile in the world every day.

	But magic. Actual, proper magic. The legend of the flying horse. The Pegasus.

	The one thing I’d wanted my whole life. 

	That was also mine for the taking, if I wanted it.

	Was it a silly, childish dream to want the magic over reality? 

	Or was this that moment in Labyrinth where Sarah gives up her desire for the sexy Goblin King and all his dangerous magic in order to grow up and take responsibility?

	Was that that lesson for me, now? That I had to let my childhood dreams go? 

	I could walk away from Wonder Woman. I could walk out of here right now with the hottest guy in the room, walk into a new life where I knew I would find the courage to stop telling myself I couldn’t be better or look better. Feel better.

	But . . . the Pegasus.

	There didn’t seem to be a right choice.

	Choose magic over reality. 

	Or choose growing up instead of remaining the child.

	I looked at Peter, if that was even his name. I wished he hadn’t come to tell me these things, and that I could have made my last wish in unknowing bliss.

	I wished my friends would turn up and I could tell them about it, and they could help me choose.

	I wish I didn’t have a choice.

	I opened my mouth to tell him all these things.

	“I wish,” I said, hesitantly.

	He looked at me in despair. He thought I was going to make the last wish.

	I looked at him and I realised then that I did know the answer. I’d always known it, in my heart.

	I would always know it.

	“I wish I could have a Pegasus.”

	He gave a short, embittered exhale.

	From his body there blazed a light so bright that I had to look away. Around me, patrons shielded their eyes.

	The light faded.

	In its place stood the Pegasus. White, shining. Its wings shuffled and folded against its flanks.

	It looked at me. The eyes were the same: Peter’s eyes. Blue.

	People came running. Shouts went up through the auditorium. Phones were thrust forward.

	I laid a hand on the Pegasus’ nose. “I’m so sorry.”

	Reluctantly, but obediently, the Pegasus knelt down on one knee. I climbed up onto his back. He rose and began to walk. I’d never ridden on a horse before, but I instinctively felt that he would not let me fall. He had me.

	The crowd was thick now, but as the Pegasus moved out of the café area and down towards the front doors, the people pulled back, as if by magic. People shouted things at me, but I didn’t really hear them. 

	I was joy. Pure, unbounded joy.

	At the front doors I had to duck under to fit through. The sudden sunlight was blinding.

	Outside, on the landing, crowds poured out of other doors to watch.

	“Did you make that?” Someone called out.

	I patted Peter’s neck. Had I made the Pegasus? I supposed that, finally . . . I had.

	“Yes, I did.” 

	His back was warm beneath me. His nose lifted, tasting the air.

	His wings flexed, startling the crowds, pushing them back.

	I leaned forward and gave his neck an apologetic hug.

	Then I sat back and took in a deep breath. The day shone brilliantly in front of us.

	One million wishes. Who knew?

	“Come on Pete,” I said happily. “Let’s fly.”

	And so we flew.

	A girl dressed as Wonder Woman on her magic flying horse.
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