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Life was normal for Eric until his sweet old Grandpa Joe passed away, leaving Eric his giant country house. For the most part it’s a pretty sweet deal, but Eric still has to clean out the damn attic.

That’s when he finds the lamp, the magic lamp.

Upon cleaning the lamp and reading the strange inscription on it’s surface, a voluptuous and busty genie pops out. She’s here to grant Eric three wishes, but there are rules and he has to play fair if he wants her magic help.

Eric has never been one for rules, so he decides to outsmart the genie, turning her tricks back on herself. It won’t be long until she’s on her knees - loyal, obedient and begging for more.


“Yes master, please, open me up, I want all you inside of me!”

Eric smiled to himself as the nubile nymphet squirmed underneath his grasp. For a woman that had been so feisty and defiant just a few minutes before, she had certainly changed her tune.

He looked around the dusty old room, which just half an hour ago had been a place where fun came to die.

“Yes daddy, yes!” The tiny blonde woman palmed at her breasts as Eric rammed the long steel of his shaft into her throbbing cunt over and over again. With every powerful thrust their thighs clapped together, the thick cords of muscle in his legs slapping against the smooth white velvet of her virgin thighs.

Her mouth rounded into an ‘O’ as another orgasm came over her. Eric couldn’t help but laugh. He repositioned his weight and thrust himself deeper inside of her. The young girl squealed with delight.

“Stop.” He growled. “Turn over onto your knees.” The young slave did as she asked and turned over immediately. Watching her carry out his every command with faithful obedience was nearly as hot as watching her strip naked in the first place.

The young blonde shifted her weight onto her knees, pushing them apart slightly, baring her pussy and asshole to Eric. A moment later his cock was pressed up against the tight ring of her asshole, forcing it apart gently as he slid inside of her using her own pussy juice as lube.

“Yes!” She squealed in affirmation as the tight muscles of her ass relaxed, allowing Eric’s long girth to slip inside of her. He pushed forward, his fingers clamped against her tiny waist. He slipped in slowly until the thick base of his oak touched the throbbing flesh between her cunt and ass.

“I’ve never been fucked in here before Daddy.” She whispered.

“I can tell.” Eric drew his cock back and then rammed it forward again, sending a squeal from the lips of the girl. Her warm tightness gripped around his length like a vice, clenching with each powerful thrust. He gathered her long hair into a thick strand and wrapped it around his hand, using it to pull her head back like a leash while he slammed her asshole from behind. He tugged at it gently, his other hand slipping between her thighs and stroking at her wetness. He found her hand was already there, flicking at her throbbing clit.

“Yes daddy!” The genie moaned. “Give it to me harder!” He rammed his cock into her asshole hard, grunting with each powerful thrust. After four dozen strokes or so, he whipped his cock out and spun the girl onto her knees, beating his hand up and down his shaft, getting ready to blow.

“Open your mouth.” He growled as he felt his balls growing tight. The girl did as he said immediately, and Eric pushed the meat of his cock into her hot little mouth. Her lips clamped tight around him. She fingered her pussy with one hand while her other palmed at her pert breasts.

Eric sieved his fingers through her blonde hair, clamping them into the thickness, thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth.

The genie was his now, and she would be for the rest of time.

***

“Alright, let’s see what we’ve got up here.”

Eric hit the light switch for the attic. A second of silence passed before the familiar hum of tungsten filled the dark room. Light flickered on and off, before turning on fully, illuminating the large and spacious attic.

“Jesus Grandpa.” Eric moaned as he took his first couple of steps across the old floorboards. “How much junk did you have up here exactly?”

Eric weaved through mountains of boxes, artifacts, heirlooms, broken lamps, busted rocking chairs. Every attic clutter cliche you could think of, his Grandpa Joe seemed to have spent his life collecting them all.

“It’s going to be a long ass weekend.” He said as he pushed through the clutter, following the only path through the attic that he could see. It had been nearly twenty years since Eric had last been in his Grandpa Joe’s attic. When he was last here the place had felt extremely spooky, the strange and dusty tomb at the top of Joe’s big country house had always been filled with clutter and mysterious intrigue.

Eric had just supposed his memory had imagined the place as being bigger than it actually was, but upon his return, it seemed the attic had grown bigger if anything. He wasn’t exactly pleased about being the one to clean out the mess, but it wasn’t a bad deal considering he’d got the house in the first place.

He brushed some crap off some boxes and made an impromptu bench on a mountain of old clutter. He pulled the will out of his pocket and read over it again for the millionth time.

To my Nnephew Eric, I leave the house in the country, along with all it’s possessions. This includes the lamp.

What the heck had he meant by lamp anyway? The instructions were so vague. The lawyers had asked if there was a lamp of significance in the family, but no one had known any better.

“Whatever.” Eric crumpled the will up and shoved it back into his pocket. “Let’s try and make some progress with this mess.”

He spent the better part of the morning sifting through old boxes, trying to sort things into neat piles. As with all major clean up tasks, the majority of the time was spent coming across something interesting and sitting for fifteen minutes in curious distraction. Eric had come across a box of Grandpa Joe’s old war photographs, which he must have spent half an hour looking through. He’d found some old love letters between Joe and his college girlfriend. He’d even found a bunch of slides, old family footage. He tried to load them into the projector, but the old thing wasn’t having any of it. He put as much of the interesting stuff to one side as he possibly could, making a note to revisit it all later.

It was only after his stomach had started rumbling and he’d looked down at his watch, that Eric realized he’d been up in the attic for nearly three hours.

“Jesus. Have I really been up here this long?” He pulled out his phone to double check his watch wasn’t on the fritz. “Alright, better get some food I guess.”

Eric weaved back across the attic carefully, tiptoeing through the small path of clutter that he had tried to clean out. He’d made a small dent on the behemoth of mess, but it was a start at least. He was just about to step onto the stairs that led back down to the house when something caught his attention out of the corner of his eye.

“What the heck is that thing?”

Eric turned away from the stairs and walked in the direction of the gold glimmer that was coming from a dark corner of the attic. He reached into the pile, seized the gold object and pulled it from the mess. It was a lamp.

Wait a minute.

Eric cast his mind back to the will. Was this the mysterious lamp that his Grandpa Joe mentioned?

Eric’s heart started beating in his chest. If this was the lamp, it must have been pretty special for Joe to have mentioned it in the will. This thing must have been worth a pretty penny. He looked around the attic, realizing that none of the other clutter up in here looked like the lamp did. The object looked brass, middle eastern. There was some sort of inscription on the side, but Eric could hardly make it out for all the dust.

“Let’s see if we can’t get this old thing cleaned up…”

He looked around and found a cloth hanging from a bucket of scrap. He pulled the cloth out and put it onto the smooth bronze surface of the lamp, rubbing the shammy across the metal in small and firm circles. It was still pretty dusty, but he’d cleaned it enough to read the inscription. Eric held the lamp to the light and read the inscription out loud.

Rags to riches?

Re-heal sores?

Golden castles, distant shores.

Any wine, any dish.

Say the word, make the wish.

Achieve wishes, settle scores -

The genie in the lamp is yours.

Purple light started shining from the letters on the lamp, and mysterious smoke came forth form the spout. Eric dropped the lamp in surprise, staring in shock as the lamp hovered in the air, rising to his eye line.

“What the fuck?!”

Eric stumbled back through the clutter, his eyes fixed on the lamp as fuchsia light blasted from the small metal artifact. Smoked swirled all around. The tungsten lights cut for a moment, and the lamp gave one final blast of light, spinning in the air violently as it did so.

The lights overhead clicked back on and Eric stood mouth agape at the half naked woman standing in front of him.

*

Before Eric could so much as speak, the genie had started to talk for him.

“Oh my God!” She rolled her head on her shoulders, stretching sleep from her muscles. “Another master again?! What year is it?!”

“It’s 2017.” Eric said. “What the fuck are you?”

“What the fuck am I?!”

Eric dragged his eyes up and down the blonde woman’s scantily clad body. “I’m a genie! What the fuck does it look like?”

“A genie?”

“Yeah, ya know. Like, ask me a wish and I’ll grant it.”

The young girl looked like she could be no older than eighteen, and was dressed in some sort of middle eastern garb. Half see through silk draped across her body.

“So you mean I can wish for anything…”

Eric’s eyes flared in hunger at the thought. He could do anything he wanted. He could have anything he desired.

The genie saw the wild look in his eye and held out a finger.

“Stop right there pervert. Before you think on that one anyone further, there are a few things that I can’t grant.”

“Figures.” Eric huffed, staring at the genie’s bubble butt through her see through sarong. “What are the rules then?”

The genie straightened herself out and held up a solitary finger.

“Rule number one. I can’t kill anyone.”

“Seems fair.”

“Rule two. You can’t make anyone fall in love with you or do anything against their wishes.”

“Bummer.”

“And rule three. You can’t wish for more wishes.”

“Oh come on!” Eric joked. “That’s all the fun stuff gone then.”

“My darling.” The genie batted her long lashes at Eric, “You can have anything your heart desires, hurry the fuck up and get on with it, so I can go back to sleep. You get three wishes.”

Eric raised an eyebrow at the genie’s impatience. It was clear to him that the girl didn’t want to be here hanging out with him right now. He really wished that he could get her out of those clothes and have her up against the wall. She was a real beauty, even if she was acting like a stone cold bitch.

“So let me get this straight, apart from breaking the rules, you’re my slave and you have to grant anything that I wish.”

The genie let out a sigh and flopped down onto a pile of boxes. “Yes I suppose you’re right, oh wise master.”

“I’m not sure I appreciate the snarky tone.” Eric said.

“Look kid, get a move on with it would ya. I was slave to Joe for ten years, and as soon as I get some sleep his dick head nephew wakes me up again.”

“Wait. You were Joe’s slave too? How do you know I’m his nephew?”

“Hello?!” The genie whizzed through the air and hovered beside Eric, mime knocking her hand against his head. “Anything in there? I’m a genie! I know everything Eric, now get a fucking move on.”

Eric rolled his eyes. “Fine. If you’re my slave, then how about a blow job?”

The genie’s mouth fell wide open.

“Ha! Nice try bozo. But let me give you a little hint, if you want something you have to say ‘I wish’ at the start of your sentence.

“Okay.” Eric spoke slowly. “I wish you would give me a blow job.”

The genie made the noise of a klaxon going off. “Sorry buddy, but you can’t force people to do anything that they don’t want to do, and that includes me.” The genie folded her arms and flashed a smug smirk in Eric’s direction.

“Fine.” Eric rolled his eyes. “Let’s try something easy first. I wish this attic was clean.”

The genie muttered to herself while standing up, brushing her sarong off. “Talk about wasting a first wish… but okay! Attic cleaned!”

A snap of the fingers later and Eric looked around the attic in amazement, marveling at the space which was now completely clean.

“That’s amazing!” Eric said.

“Yup. Whatever. Two wishes remaining. Come on, lay em on me.”

“Alright. I wish you were forgetful.”

“Wish the second coming right -!” The genie dropped her hand and looked at Eric suspiciously. “Wait a minute mister. You wish what?”

“I wish you were more forgetful.”

The genie regarded him with deep rooted suspicion.

“I’m not going to grant that.”

“Why not?” Eric said. “It’s not against any of the rules.”

“But - you - I… - wait here one second.”

The genie flew to the opposite corner of the now clean attic and seemed to be muttering to herself, working the implications of his wish over in her mind. She zipped back a second later.

“Fine! It will all be undone after your third wish anyway.”

“Wait, what?”

“Second wish granted!”

The genie snapped her fingers again. This time there was no dramatic change. Eric simply cleared his throat.

“I’m sorry Genie, but don’t you mean first wish granted?”

“Huh?” The genie stared at Eric as if he was speaking a foreign language.

“You just said second wish granted, but it was only my first.”

The genie looked at Eric confused. “Oh did I? Sorry, I must be… she stared across the attic vacantly. Has it always been this clean up here?”

“Yes.” Eric said quickly. “Okay. For my second wish, I only want fifty wishes. A hundred is a bit much, don’t you think.”

“What?” The genie eyed Eric suspiciously again. “Did I really give you a hundred wishes?”

“Yeah.” Eric lied through a beaming smile. “But that’s a bit much, let’s make things a bit easier for you and make it only fifty.”

“Alright…” The genie snapped her fingers, speaking as if she were almost in a haze. Again, there was no perceptible change this time, except for the shit eating grin plastered on Eric’s face.

Eric couldn’t help but grin, knowing that he had the genie where he wanted her now.

“Alright then.” Eric slapped his hands together, rubbing his palms. “Let’s get a bed over there.”

Ding.

“Let’s get a fridge stocked full of food and beer.”

Ding.

“Fifty inch flat screen with sports centre on that wall.”

Ding.

And on it went.

Eric rattled through two dozen wishes in quick succession, covering all the basic essentials that he thought important.

“Let’s put an extra five zeroes at the end of my bank account balance.”

The genie snapped her fingers for what must have been the fortieth time now.

“How many wishes are we on now genie?” Eric said, as he eyed up the tired looking blonde. She stared up at Eric hazy eyed.

“I don’t… remember?” She said curiously. “I think that was seven maybe?”

“Right!” Eric smirked. He flicked his eyes over the full breasts of the young girl. “Since you mention it, it is a little hot in here now, so I wish you were naked.”

“Wait, what?”

“Now. I wish you will obey anything I say, and then I wish you were naked.”

“But that’s…I think that’s against the rules?”

Eric shook his head. “Nah. Don’t you remember? You said there are no rules today.”

“I did?”

He nodded his head eagerly.

“Oh… okay. Wish granted!”

The genie snapped her fingers and Eric felt a discernible shift of power take place in the room. The genie sat before him on her legs, completely naked now. He stared down at her full breasts, his eyes nearly bulging out of his skull.

“Wait, why am I naked?”

“You said it was too hot in here. Don’t you remember? You’re such a klutz.”

The genie laughed. “I guess I am a bit forgetful.”

“I wish you’d just acknowledge you’re a dumb bimbo slut.” He said casually. “I wish you’d acknowledge how fucking horny you are.”

“Wait a second mister!” The genie jumped to her feet, her breasts wobbling as she did so. “I’m not that naive, you’re trying to pull one over on me!”

Eric held his hands up, palms out. “Me? Never! Honest! I wish we had some booze.”

The genie snapped her fingers, producing a bottle of whiskey and a crate of beer. Eric opened two of the bottles, throwing one of them at the genie. She caught it and shook her head.

“I can’t drink on the job. It’s against the rules I’m afraid.”

“Nonsense.” Eric laughed. “It’s non alcoholic anyway. Don’t you remember?”

“Oh… okay!”

Eric sauntered over to the fridge, grabbing a handful of snacks before falling onto the bed. The genie got up from the floor and followed him, like a dog with nothing to do. Between mouthfuls of chips his eyes darted from sports centre on his new giant flat screen, to the breasts of the naked blonde beside him.

After half an hour or so of drinks and snacks, the genie had put away four beers, and was starting to seem fairly drunk.

“Did you say something?” She rolled her eyes lazily in Eric’s direction, hiccuping as she spoke.

Eric smirked. “Yeah. I said, I wish my genie would acknowledge she was a big, dumb, horny bimbo slut.”

He sank his teeth into his lip in greedy anticipation, to see if the genie was drunk enough to grant his request.

She hiccuped and snapped her fingers, mumbling her approval. “Done I guess.”

Eric’s eyes bulged as he watched the genie’s body change before him.

“Shit!” The genie gasped, looking down as her breasts inflated in front of her. “What the fuck is going on?!”

“You’re becoming my little bimbo slut.” Eric said through a broad smile. He watched as her breasts filled out, her waist tapered until it was wasp like, her ass filling out, her lips puffing up, her hair growing thick and peroxide blonde. Even her face seemed to change, a faint layer of makeup fading in, until it was caked on. After the transformation was complete, his genie looked like a slutted up barbie doll.

“Oh master, I totally love my new look!” The blonde jumped up and trotted across the attic space, spinning in front of a mirror as she examined her new body. Eric continued to shove chips into his mouth slowly as he watched the perfect ten bombshell spinning around nude on the other side of the attic. He turned the game off and shouted to the genie.

“You.” He snapped his fingers and the genie turned to look at him immediately. “Get over here.”

She skipped across the attic, a stupid smile bolted to her face, her giant breasts jiggling as she did so.

“Me master?”

“Yeah. How about that blow job I’ve been waiting on all this time?”

“Oh of course! Sorry master, I’m so forgetful!”

“That’s okay.” Eric smiled, throwing his hands behind his head as the bombshell blonde fumbled with his jeans to pull his cock out. She wrapped her fat glittery lips around the throbbing head of his cock, looking up at Eric beneath her huge lashes as she slid down the length of his shaft.

“Fuck me…” Eric let out a deep sigh of relief as the perfect blonde took him into her mouth completely. Her pink glittery lips clamped around the base of his cock and she pulled her mouth back up, right to the tip of his shaft. She pushed her tongue into his slit, licking up a drip of pre-cum and slid right back down again. “That’s right.” Eric said. “Fuck!”

He pushed his fingers through the genie’s thick blonde hair, and pulled her head up and down his shaft, guiding her mouth as he thrust his pelvis up and down softly. Eric heard a faint slapping noise, and looked down to see the genie pulsing her fingers into her cunt.

She bobbed her head up and down his cock three dozen times, dipping his head into the back of her throat each time. A minute had barely passed before Eric could barely take it anymore.

“Yes!”

He clamped his fingers around the genie’s head, holding her tight against the base of his cock while he erupted inside of her, his dick firing five thick ropes of cum into her mouth and down into her throat. After he had finished cumming, the genie pulled away from Eric’s cock, moaning as she continued to thrust her fingers into her cunt.

“Oh yes Daddy, yes!”

She brought herself to her own orgasm, the sight of which got Eric hard all over again.

“Come on to the bed.” He said while patting the mattress. The genie did as he said immediately.

“Get on to your hands and knees, I’m going to shove my cock deep into your little ass.”

“Oh fuck! Fuck me deep in my ass master!” The genie begged. “I want you to cleave my virgin asshole.”

She jumped onto her knees with ginger eagerness, pushing her thighs apart and spreading her cheeks with one hand so Eric could see her asshole clearly. A second later he had the tip of his cock against her tight hole and was pushing his shaft deep inside of her.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

She cheered in affirmation as her asshole swallowed the full length of his cock. Within a minute she’d relaxed enough for Eric to pick up a steady rhythm, and he was blasting her asshole from behind with full fervor.

“Yes daddy, yes!”

Eric squeezed his fingers into the blonde’s tiny waist as he hammered her hard from behind. Her walls clamped around his cock tight like a flesh vice, spasming with pleasure from every hard thrust.

A few minutes later he was cumming again, his cock erupting, filling her ass with his cum this time, squeezing hard as he fired rope after thick rope of his virile cum deep into her tight hole.

He pulled out, and lay on the bed for a moment, his chest heaving as he stared at the sweat covered body of the perfect genie. The girl lay on her side, mewing in pleasure as Eric’s cum dripped from her asshole. Barely a minute had passed before he found himself hard again, and ready to go once more.

“Alright, climb on board genie.” Eric rolled over onto his back, stroking his hand up and down the length of his erect shaft. He stared at the genie’s bare pussy with wide eyes. She climbed over him, straddling him with her virgin thighs, lowering her throbbing wetness down onto him gently.

Eric seized his fingers around her tiny waist once more, pulling her down as her wet folds found the round hardness of his head. They both gasped in unison as she sank down him, her tight cunt filling as it slipped on to his length.

“Oh daddy!” She mewed in pleasure. “Daddy yes!”

Eric dug his fingers into the tiny blonde’s waist and yanked her down the rest of the way, cleaving her cunt into two with the steel of his cock. The genie started bouncing up and down on top of Eric’s dick, rolling her hips and pushing her ass out almost hypnotically as she slid up and down his length.

Within another minute, they had found a mutual rhythm, and she bounced up and down on top of him, one hand palming her beach ball breasts while the other flicked at her throbbing clit.

“Yes, Daddy!”

She gasped between powerful thrusts, her cries filling the room, along with the wet slick of her cunt being separated by his cock. Eric steeled his fingers into the flesh of her hips as he thrust up inside of her, marveling at how hot and tight she was around him.

“Oh fuck me Daddddy…” The genie’s eyes rolled and her head lolled on her shoulders. Eric poured his eyes over his creation, taking in every inch of her perfection. The mascara laden eyes, the heavy blush, the glittery pink lip liner, the puffy blonde hair, the massive bolted on tits, the tiny waspish waist, the hour glass hips - this girl had it all.

She squealed loud as another orgasm rippled through her and Eric burst too, his cock slicing into the wetness of her cunt, holding himself inside of her as deep as possible while his cock exploded across the walls of her pussy.

The genie let out a series of long and hot moans, guiding one hand behind her to finger her asshole while she came. She bent over, thrusting her lips upon Eric, pushing her tongue into his mouth. The fullness of her tits squeezing against his chest as she did so.

She hummed in pleasure while Eric clamped his fingers tight around her waist, keeping her held firm against him as he fired thick ropes of cum deep into her cunt and across her womb.

After he was finally done, they pulled away from each other breath heaving, and Eric simply stared at his slut creation, as she mewed in pleasure on the bed, writhing abound in her perfect nakedness.

Cum dripped from everyone one of her holes, spilling out of her as it leaked with her every move. Eventually they both found the strength to stand again, Eric dressing himself as he looked down at his bimbo slut, smirking at her enjoyment.

“Did you have fun today master?”

“Oh I certainly did.” Eric laughed. “And we’re going to continue having fun as long as we’ve got wishes to spend. How many more wishes do we have by the way genie?”

The genie raised a finger to her swollen lips and looked up into the sky.

“Um… I think maybe forty?”

Eric laughed. “Yeah that sounds about right.”

“But master!” The genie jumped to her feet, her tits jiggling as she did so. “What are you going to do wish for next?”

Eric walked over to the window at the front end of the attic and looked over the grounds of the his Grandpa Joe’s house. He turned back to the genie, scratching a finger across his chin as he did so.

“That’s a good question genie.” Eric looked the naked blonde up and down. “Let’s have a shower together and think it over. Maybe we can order in some friends for you to play with.”

The genie’s eyes lit up at Eric’s promise and a smile filled her face.

“That sounds fun! I hope they’re sexy!”

“They can be anything we like.” Eric said, spanking her full ass. “We’re going to make them.”

***
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