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There are certain things that people always try to put off to a later date even though eventually they will have to deal with it and the longer that period of avoidance lasts the more difficult it will be when they eventually have to tackle the problem.

That was the situation Gerard had found himself in.

He knew he should have cleaned the attic up earlier when it was just an hour long job but instead he allowed more and more unwanted junk to gather up there. Lo and behold when he finally had to do the job an hour long grind had suddenly turned into an afternoon long chore.

Gerard’s attic was absolutely filled to the brim with useless stuff that had been kept up there just in case and then had never been thought about again. He had used it as a dump for far too long and it was time to finally tackle the issue. However he didn’t even know where to start.

His attic was filled with boxes, trinkets, old clothes, unwanted ornaments, ‘treasured’ family keepsakes; he knew he shouldn’t have put it off for so long. There was nothing else to do but get stuck straight in.

Wanting to get things over and done with as fast as possible, Gerard began to shift the boxes out of the way and throw the rest of the items scattered around into bin bags he’d fetched up to use as easy carrying tools, anything to get it over with in a hurry.

It didn’t take much work for him to break into a sweat. The labor was tedious and surprisingly straining and the room was awfully stuffy too. It hadn’t even been an hour of work and already he wanted a break.

With sweat dripping down his brow Gerard took a seat on one of the sturdier boxes to take the weight off his feet. It was sitting like that, relaxing, when Gerard noticed something glistening at him, tucked away under a dusty old cover.

Swiping the cover away and pulling the object over he found himself holding something that looked like a tacky magic lamp.

“Pff, oh come on,” he mused to himself, reliving a moment of stereotype he’d seen many times on TV in the past, “A magic lamp, seriously? What now do I just have to rub it and a genie--!?”

As he was snickering to himself, rubbing the surface of the metallic ramp, the entire room began to rumble around him. It felt like his home was being struck with an earthquake, books falling off the shelves and trinkets tumbling to the ground, as Gerard got close to joining them.

He was in a panic before he noticed that the lamp in his hands was shaking even faster than the room around him. That was when it happened.

There was a bang, a flash of light and then a poof of smoke as the air began to pollute with a dense, purple, fog.

Gerard could hardly see a thing. He coughed loudly as he wafted a hand to try and fan away the thick smoke which was clouding his vision. As the fumes thinned and flowed off into the distance he began to notice what seemed to be a silhouette standing in his way. Actually it didn’t seem to be standing at all, it seemed to be floating.

Soon things became clear as the smoke evaporated from a blinding screen and instead remained as a swirling cloud around the body of the one who had suddenly appeared in his attic.

It was a woman with light brown skin, dark, flowing, hair and piercing, purple, eyes. Her body was dressed up in sparkling gems and trims made from gold and silver, holding in place red robes which covered her chest and flowed down her body, leaving her midriff exposed.

Gerard couldn’t believe it. That entrance, that look, the fact that her feet weren’t touching the floor; she had to be a real life genie!

“Mortal,” she began, “I am the genie, Qadira. You, who has freed me from my magic lamp, I am now obliged to grant you three wishes.”

“Holy shit,” he muttered in shock. Not only was the lamp real but it was seriously just like in the movies. He had managed to get himself three wishes.

“Alright then, let’s get this over with. What is your first wish?”

“First can I just check some things?” he asked.

“What sort of things?”

“You know. Without wishing for anything I wanna know some things, find out some terms.”

Qadira looked as him in bemusement, “Aren’t you going to hurry up and wish?”

“In a bit, don’t rush me. I need to think this through.”

Every time Gerard had seen something like this on television the person in control had never managed to get the full perks of controlling a genie. They either wasted their wishes, usually by accident, didn’t abuse the rules properly or got abused by the genie instead. Gerard didn’t want to fall into the same traps.

“Are you going to wish or not?” she snapped at him, to his surprise.

“What’s the matter with you? You’re a genie aren’t you? Isn’t granting people's wishes what you’re made for?”

“Look, just because that’s our job doesn’t mean we have to love doing it,” she told him with a scowl, her arms folded tightly, “Would you enjoy being ordered around by a bunch of greedy fools?”

She did have a point but he still thought, “But surely being out here is better than being trapped in your lamp?”

“Yeah of course it is. I’m sure that you love going to work because you hate being at home. I mean who would want to be relaxing in bed doing whatever they like when they could be getting ordered around by somebody else?”

Another excellent point, no matter how sarcastically she decided to get it across.

“But, the lamp is so small…”

“And I’m a genie, I’m a being of immense magical power. Do you really think I spend all my time jammed in a tiny space? Do you think we hide these lamps so diligently because we hate being stuck in them?”

She certainly wasn’t anything like what he imagined a genie would be like. He imagined a grand, regal, being who showed no emotions. Qadira, on the other hand, was making snide quips like a stung teenager.

“So that’s why you only grant three wishes then?” he asked.

“Oh look who figured it out all of a sudden. Of course it is. If we loved being out here, getting ordered around, then we’d happily give everyone infinite wishes. Don’t even try wishing for that one, I can see it in your greedy face. That doesn’t work, we don’t do wishes for infinite wishes. That loophole is closed.”

Well that was one line of inquiry already closed down, the movies did get something right then even if they seemed to have gotten a whole lot wrong.

“So you could grant more wishes if you wanted to? You just don’t want to?”

“Bingo.”

“I always thought genies could only do three because of… magic or something?”

“Yeah I’m more powerful than you could possibly imagine, if I wanted to give you a hundred wishes I could easily do it. I just don’t do it because I don’t want to do it. I don’t wanna get ordered around by some weak mortal like you.”

“But you still need to give me at least three?”

“You can stay at work and do overtime but you can’t go home early just because you feel like it. In fact this is feeling a lot like overtime like now and that’s something I don’t do. Will you hurry up and make you first wish?”

It looked like she was stuck there with him until he gave her his wishes, however she was getting more annoyed the more time that passed. He didn’t imagine genies hated their jobs so much which meant he had to speed up his process. Luckily for him she had already given him enough information to formulate a plan. He was going to try and do what the people on TV could never do. Gerard was going to try and outsmart the genie.

“So if you’re really that powerful,” he asked her, “I can wish for pretty much anything?”

“No wishing for more wishes. No wishing to make others your slaves or lovers. No wishing to kill others,” she explained, “That’s pretty much everything I’m not allowed to do.”

“So I can make wishes to affect others as long as it isn’t one of those?”

“Yep.”

“And I can do that to anyone?”

“For the last time yes,” she sighed, “Now stop asking twenty questions and make your wish.”

“Okay,” he began, “for my first wish, I wish that you were dumb.”

She glared at him after that one, “Are you fucking kidding me!? You have three wishes to do anything you want and you’re going to waste one getting revenge on me? Did you get pissy because I said I won’t give you more wishes? Did my words hurt your feelings? I knew it, you humans really are scum.”

“Look they’re my wishes to use as I want,” he argued, “Now are you going to do it or aren’t you?”

Qadira of course didn’t want to make it happen however the wish was a legal one which meant she had no choice other than to make it a reality thanks to the genie code. She clicked her fingers and made the wish real.

There was no way that Gerard could see that the wish had worked just as he wanted to however she gave a visual cue when she released a moaning gasp as her own magic attacked her mind. She dumbed herself down, just like he requested.

“Like wish granted,” she mumbled, not even sounding sure herself. Her head seemed all empty once the spell was over and all her processing seemed to be happening a lot slower.

“So it’s happened now? You’re dumb, aren’t you?”

“Like yeah I did it, I’m a dummy now you stupid… dummy.” Even her insults didn’t have the same wit behind them.

“Fantastic,” he chuckled, part one going well, “I guess it’s time to make my second wish then. You sure you won’t mess it up now you’re an idiot?”

“Like I’ve been doing wishes for a super long time, I won’t start doing bad just because you made my head all fuzzy!” she protested.

“Fine. For my second wish I wish you were incredible forgetful.”

“Huh? Like that’s a stupid wish.”

“It’s a stupid wish that you have to grant.”

He was completely right so again she sighed and clicked her fingers, making the magic happen.

Again there was no way for him to see that the magic was taking effect, the only sign he had was the fact she let out another squeaky moan as her eyes glowed a bright, brilliant, purple.

The glow didn’t last long as the magic spell wasn’t a complex one. All she did was hit one part of her brain with magic, making both her short term and her long term memory very, very, poor. Just like he requested she had gotten incredibly forgetful.

“Like wish granted?” she said, sounding even less focused than after the first wish.

“Amazing, I can’t believe how amazing you are,” he beamed, “I can’t wait until I get to see you grant my first wish.”

This was it, this was the make or break moment. This was when the plan really kicked into high gear.

Qadira tilted her head to the side in confusion and asked, “Like what? What about the other wishes?”

“What other wishes?” Gerard countered with.

“You know, the wishes I already granted for you.”

He shook his head, looking puzzled, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. You haven’t granted me any wishes, you only just got here.”

“But I thought…” Qadira mumbled as she picked her own brain. She had already granted him wishes, hadn’t she? She could remember granting a wish but… what was it?

“Is something the matter?”

“Like, I haven’t granted you a wish yet?”

“Nope. You just popped from your lamp, told me I had three wishes and then you started acting confused.”

Qadira went back to thinking. She could definitely remember granting some wishes but were they to him? She was a genie after all, she’d been granting wishes for a long, long, time. Was it possible she was getting confused?

“So I really haven’t granted you any wishes yet?”

“Nope.”

“No wishes at all?”

“No wishes.”

“Like… fine, it must be my mistake. Then I guess you have three wishes left. Now hurry up and get them over with. I wanna get back to my book.”

Gerard grinned wickedly. He had taken a big risk but it appeared to have paid off splendidly. He had managed to beat the genie’s rules.

“Okay then. For my first wish, I wish you were topless.”

She gasped! “Pervert!”

“Just grant my wish.”

Qadira huffed in annoyance before clicking her fingers. This time it was a wish that Gerard could see happening before his eyes. In a poof of smoke her jeweled brasier vanished, leaving her light brown skin exposed, including those dark nipples.

As soon as she was done granting the wish she covered herself with a wrap of the arms, mumbling out, “Wish granted.”

“Oh yeah! Now for my first wish.”

“Like first wish? But I just granted you a wish?”

“You just got here. Are you trying to rob me of my wishes? Are you trying to cheat at your job?”

“Like I would never do that!”

“Then for my first wish I wish your tits were so big that you can’t hide them from me.”

She gasped, “Pervert!” in a major deja vu moment.

“Grant my wish genie.”

Again she had to do it, she was powerless to stop him. That wouldn’t have been the case if she knew he had surpassed his quota but as she remained fooled his wish was her command.

Her perky breasts suddenly expanded after a click of the fingers, the size increasing dramatically and quickly before his very eyes. After he had commanded her into stripping she had been able to cover her modesty with a simple arm fold but that wasn’t the case after the growth went the full distance. Her breasts expanded to a size and softness level where she would need to use her gripping hands just to cover herself up, however the doughiness of those giant tits made that impossible, the marshmallow soft mass sinking and rolling around her desperate fingers.

She tried to keep her breasts hidden but the colossal melons always found a way to escape. Quickly she found that there was simply no way to hide them.

“Wow, that’s a busty genie!” Gerard announced loudly, “I can’t believe such a stacked genie has appeared to grant my wishes. I wonder what my first should be…”

“Hey wait, didn’t I just…?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about but I’d like to make my first wish now. I wish you had nice, thick, kissable, lips.”

Qadira knew there was something wrong but she didn’t know what it was. She had gotten too forgetful to keep a track of the wishes he was making and she was too stupid to be able to figure out his trick. He had gotten his first two wishes to perfection. She had no choice but to keep following his commands.

Because he wished for it she clicked her fingers and made her lips inflate in size, growing deliciously plump and puffy in a matter of moments.

“Wow what a sexy genie. I can’t believe such a sexy genie is going to serve me. Alright then, for my first wish I wish you had platinum blonde hair.”

She was completely trapped in his loop. He wished for it so she delivered, she snapped her fingers and made his request a reality. She turned her dark, brunette, locks into a radiant, platinum blonde, shine.

“I never imagined a genie would look so hot. Oh right, my first wish. I wish you had a thicker backside.”

Qadira made all his wishes reality. She warped herself to his requests and then completely forgot she’d done it. She didn’t know that he had done all manner of things to her, she simply presumed that was what she was like.

When her magic was making her ass nice and thick she knew that it was his wish that was making it so. But once the process was over, once her booty was left fat, all it took was a little manipulation by him to make the entire memory of the wish vanish into thin air.

“That’s one thick genie, can’t believe someone who lives in a tiny lamp could have such a body. Anyway, for my first wish I wish you were incredibly horny.”

His wish was her command. Again she clicked her fingers, again she used her magic and this time she engulfed herself in lustful need.

She panted heavily as her cheeks flushed. Her pussy began to drip as she grinded her thighs together in a bid to stifle her raging emotions, her body desiring excitement and action.

“Wish granted,” she moaned out, her excitement levels soaring by the second.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he chuckled, “You only just got here, I haven’t made a wish yet.”

There was no way she could argue with him. Her entire mind felt hazy, her memories were mumbled and her body was throbbing in warmth.

“Please make your wishes,” she begged him, right on the verge of going crazy, “Please!”

“You don’t look so good. Luckily for you I’m a good guy, I’ll use my first wish for something that will benefit the both of us. I wish you would give me a blowjob.”

Qadira snapped her fingers to poof his pants away before throwing herself at his lap and his rock hard cock. Once she was down at eye level with that erect slab of dick she opened wide and embraced the thick girth in her fat, puffy, lips.

She pressed those fat pillows down tightly to his manhood as she began to bob her head up and down along the length of his erection, showing expert skills in the art of pleasuring men, giving him a thorough demonstration of her oral talents.

Gerard moaned in pleasure at the feeling of those tight, warm, wet insides pumping the length of his cock. He grabbed hold of her head with one hand, combing his fingers through her platinum blonde locks.

“Hmm I can’t believe I’m getting a blowjob from a genie,” he groaned out, “I haven’t even made a wish yet and already she’s sucking my cock like a needy slut.”

Qadira couldn’t help feeling that way. Her pussy juices were dripping, her hips were squirming and her heart was pounding. The sensation of that cock grinding between her overly plump lips felt so good. She didn’t even remember that his wish was the reason she was down there. After all she was so horny it only made sense that she had gobbled him up willingly.

The more she sucked the closer he got. She was already being filled with a trickle of his pre, a small taster of what was soon to come. It was that which would be the centerpiece for Gerard’s next wish.

“You’re so good at this, it gives me an idea,” he said down to her, “For my first wish I wish you were addicted to my cum.”

Without missing a beat she clicked her fingers, granting him his wish without even slowing down her increasingly fast blowjob. She was sliding all the way down the base, slapping her puffy lips into his lap while his bulbous member penetrated the tight confines of her throat. She had him on the edge.

Gerard could hold back no longer. A genie’s mouth felt too good and it pushed him over his limits. Gripping her tight and pinning her into his body he began to cum, spraying his hot, thick, climax into her throat.

With her lips sealed tightly to the base of his cock the only place his cum could go was into her. That meant that she couldn’t miss a drop of that hot seed. That meant that every single bit of his highly addicted jizz was being fed directly into her stomach.

Once his climax had eventually came to an end, Gerard having the biggest one of his life, he slowly pulled his hardness from her mouth with a wet, sloppy, pop.

“Hmm that was incredible,” he complimented her, “I’ve never came like that in my whole life. Who knew genies were such amazing cocksuckers?”

Suddenly she jumped up and pushed herself up against his front, her huge tits squeezing into his body as she panted hotly up at him.

“More,” she begged.

“What’s that genie?”

“More, please. I need more of your cum. Please I’m so hot, so hot. I need more, I need more.”

Grinning wickedly he asked, “You want to give me another blowjob?”

She shook her head and twisted around, leaning on a stack of boxes. Clicking her fingers she poofed away her lower robes, leaving herself completely naked with her pussy on display, gushing juices.

“No, please fuck me. Please, I need it here,” she whined, her fingers rubbing across her wet pussy lips.

“I don’t even need to wish for it? You’re not even going to make me waste my first wish on fucking you? You’re just going to let me do it?”

Sharply she nodded and squealed, “Yes! Just please, fuck me!”

“Hmm, no.”

“H-huh?” she squeaked in shock.

“I’m not going to do it,” he explained, “well not without some incentive.”

“But I’m letting you fuck me! I need you to have sex with me! Please give me your cum!”

“I could just wish for that, that’s nothing special. If you want me to fill you up you’ll have to give me something special,” Gerard said as he squeezed one of her huge buttocks tightly, leaning down to whisper into her ear, “You’ll have to agree to become my personal genie servant.”

He couldn’t wish for her to be his slave and to obey his orders but that didn’t mean she couldn’t do it willingly.

“Yes! I’ll do it!” she cried out, “Now fuck me! Please fuck me master!”

It was his complete victory. He took a firm hold of her wide hips and pressed himself against her needy wetness, burying himself inside, making her squeal in bliss.

“Good decision my genie slave. Now I’ll give you the fuck of your life.”

There was no need to be gentle, after all she had just submitted herself to a life as his genie servant. She may have been forgetful but that was a fact he would never allow her to forget.

He used her body roughly as the excitement and confidence was oozing from him, pounding into her needy, dripping, wetness with his piercing erection, slamming it eagerly into her tight folds in a bid to milk out his own lust and to keep her squealing beneath him.

Qadira’s curvaceous body jiggled viciously as he used her hard from behind, his hips slapping against her giant, thick, booty, filling the attic with the sound of skin clapping together, along with her squealing moans.

“Master, I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum!” she hissed, “A mortal is going to make me cum! I’m going to go crazy.”

“Slave you’re already crazy, I’m just going to keep you that way. I’m cumming too!”

Both of them were at their limits and together they were pushed over the edge, their bodies being washed over by powerful orgasms.

Qadira’s body tightened up, her wet folds squeezing that throbbing hardness within as her pussy juices squirted out, soaking the room in her excitement. His lust had somewhere more concentrated to go as he released it directly into her body, spraying her insides, dosing her womb in the seed she had found herself so addicted to.

The sensation of his cum filling her was her version of heaven. It turned him into her world, her everything. It was the true final act, the moment that she was turned into his eternal genie servant.

Gerard had managed to do it. He had outsmarted and tamed the untamable. The genie belonged to him.


“Your drink sir.”

Gerard lifted his head from the lounger and smiled as his maid had arrived with his drink. He reached up and hooked the fruity beverage from the tray, sampling it with a satisfied groan.

“Hmm, delicious. You’re excused for now,” he said to his servant, shooing her away.

The genie’s code meant that it was impossible to wish for others to be your servants however Gerard had found a way around that and that way was money. As long as he had the cash he could buy all the beautiful servants he wanted and he was in no danger of running low on cash anytime soon, or anytime ever.

Thanks to his conquest Gerard had traded an average life in a small house with a dull job for a life of luxury. He lived in a huge mansion on a private, exotic, island that was filled with only beautiful women who worked for him and it was all thanks to the woman who was riding on his lap.

With a collar around her neck, Qadira moaned and bounced up and down on his cock, riding him with her tight pussy, trying to will another addictive orgasm from his shaft. She had traded her life as well. She had gone from an ordinary genie to his loyal, genie, slave.

“Master, I’m close, I’m close,” she moaned, nearing another orgasm.

“Me too slave. Here it comes, here comes your favorite drink.”

Yet again he fired another load into her pussy. Thanks to a wish his stamina was endless, he could go again and again and again. Any less than that and he wouldn’t have been able to spend almost every waking moment sampling the bodies of his island beauties and his magical treasure who was making it all possible.

Qadira shuddered in climax as her body gobbled up his seed before she collapsed onto his chest, panting heavily in euphoria. It never got old.

Gerard brushed a hand through his hair as he looked into the sparkling blue sea which surrounded his island paradise. That felt amazing and he still had a full, lazy, day ahead of him. It was just a question of how to spend it.

“You know I feel like going for a cruise today, how lucky to have you here. Okay for my first wish I want my own luxury yacht.”

Giggling like a bubbly bimbo, Qadira snapped her fingers and made his wish a reality. After all his wish was her command and that was never going to change.
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