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Chapter 1


Aladdin
cursed under her breath, running deeper into the cave, careful not to lose the
torch in her hand. It could kill her, the deeper she moved, the harder it
became to breathe and the lighted flame didn’t help any, but without it she
would die all the sooner. On the distance, she heard more rumbling, and ran all
the faster, knowing it would be useless.


The only way out of the cave was
behind her after all, and it had collapsed, killing several of her colleagues,
separating her from the others. She knew she should have refused this job, told
Amir it was too dangerous and convinced him not to work on it. He wouldn’t have
refused it though, not when the one who wanted it to happen was the vizier of
Agrabah; it wasn’t someone Amir could try to refuse, no matter what.


Still, she could have stayed home,
she almost did, but she needed the coin. Her mother’s health wasn’t improving,
the wasting sickness making her weaker and weaker with each day that passed.
Only the medicines Aladdin bought helped the other woman, and even then, very
slightly, but without them she feared the older woman would be dead already.


She stumbled and fell, and heard
more rumbling from behind, and struggled to her feet once more. She couldn’t
lay down and wait for her death to come to her, no matter what; despite knowing
her chances were basically non-existent, Aladdin had to keep moving, to walk
forward and find a way out. Grabbing the torch that had escaped her hands, she
did just that, and kept moving, deeper and deeper, losing herself in the
darkness around her.


Confusion took hold of her for a
few moments when the cavern branched into different paths, and she hesitated,
looking at one and the other, trying to guess which one would be better. There
was nothing she could use to choose, she would have to rely on blind luck, and
she almost despaired when she realized it. Luck was something that had never
been on her side. Even her birth was unlucky in that way; she was given a boy’s
name because her parents had been certain she would be born a boy, and her
father had promised to name her Aladdin.


Not that she disliked the name,
even if most people blinked at her when she told them. And it helped her
disguise as a man to work with Amir. A couple of her more observant colleagues
noticed she was a woman, but they knew she needed the coin to help her mother,
and didn’t say anything, allowed her to continue her charade.


Now some of those that helped her
might be already dead, and Aladdin might find herself following them shortly.


She closed her eyes, twirled
around for a bit, then opened them and moved towards the path closest to her.
Maybe it wasn’t the best way to choose her fate, but she was out of choices
that mattered. She was almost certain every choice would end up with her death
after all.


It only seemed she would be
proven correct a few minutes later, when the cavern around her started caving
in. She ran once more, but she was exhausted, it hurt to breathe, and then she
stumbled and fell and started rolling down a path she hadn’t seen, hurting
herself in the rocky walls of the cavern, losing her torch in the process. She
was pretty sure she lost her senses for a second or two, and started scrambling
to her feet the moment she managed to focus again. She would be lost if she
didn’t.


Almost immediately, she noticed
her torch had gone up in smoke, the darkness was just too deep for it to be
lying around. At the same time, she could see a glow coming from further ahead,
and filled with something like hope, she moved forward, wincing when one of her
knees hit against something, making sure to move slower after that.


Still, that glow spurred her on,
kept her moving forward. The fledgling hope that she would see her mother and
friends again, that maybe the glow came from the sun outside, made her put one
leg in front of the other and push. When she entered the large room the cavern
opened into, Aladdin’s mouth fell open, and she took one glance around the
place, the sheer size of it making her marvel. Even her pains and aches were
forgotten for a time.


Her eyes moved towards the center
of the room, where the glow was coming from, and they widened once they fell on
a lamp on a small pedestal. Aladdin took a couple of steps towards it, and
stopped, only moving once more after biting her lower lip.


Memories of the many tales she
had been told by her mother, and the old men and women of Agrabah, of genies
and their magical lamps made her hope that such a thing could happen to her. It
was foolish to think so, she knew that, but in that moment of despair any shred
of hope that allowed her to cling to her life was good.


She stumbled once more, fell down
and didn’t have the strength to get up, just kept crawling forward, reaching
that pedestal and lamp, and slowly, almost painfully slowly, her hand reached
out and grasped it. The cave shook at the same time, the earth quaking around
Aladdin and forcing her to let go of the lamp, which stopped glowing the same
moment it hit the ground.


Just before it did, Aladdin had
enough time to see large rocks falling from the cavern above and directly
towards her, and even in the sudden darkness that took hold once the lamp’s
glow stopped, she closed her eyes, somehow hoping not seeing it would spare her
the pain of death.


It didn’t come. Aladdin’s heart
beat fast and hard in her chest, and her body trembled all over, but she was
alive. Before she could open her eyes once more, a glow penetrated them and
made her wince, and after shaking her head she turned her eyes towards that
glow, part of her thinking it might be the afterlife.


What she saw then only reinforced
that image at first. There was a woman, more beautiful than any woman could
possibly be. She was tall, her skin was a light mocha, slightly paler than
Aladdin’s skin, and her long, braided hair reached her hips. Aladdin’s mouth
was dry, gazing at that woman made her heart beat strangely fast, and though
she might want to deny it she knew perfectly well why that was.


That woman was gorgeous, the most
beautiful being Aladdin had ever seen, and she wanted her. It was a primal
want, something that resonated deep down in her body, but it was there, and no
matter how much she might want to deny it she couldn’t. Without really meaning
to do it, she let her eyes move over the woman’s body, and swallowed at the
curves she saw, at her large and soft-looking breasts, barely hidden by the
silks she was wearing.


She blinked when she realized she
couldn’t quite figure how she was able to see the other woman, just in
time to notice the glow around their position, the shield made of magic that
was keeping them safe from thousands of rocks that had fallen around them. Even
as she did notice that, Aladdin had to take another glimpse at the woman,
paying attention to the golden jewelry that adorned her, the rings and
earrings, and especially the golden collar around her throat.


Then the woman fixed her almost
golden eyes on her, and Aladdin swallowed again, her breath stuck in her
throat. That strange woman was dissecting her with her eyes, and Aladdin knew
nothing about her fooled the woman: not her disguise, not her attempt to look
away and hide the ache the beauty in front of her provoked in her chest.


“It has been a long time since
anyone called on me, pulled me out of that lamp.” The tone was honeyed and
Aladdin had to bit her lower lip to stop herself from saying anything, not
quite knowing what she should say at a time like that, to words like those. She
knew what the other woman was, it was pretty obvious, but it was also very hard
to believe. “You’re my master then?” The woman, genie, continued, a
smirk starting to grow on her lips. “Or should I say mistress?”


Aladdin’s ears and face burned,
there was just something so suggestive about the way the genie spoke that she
couldn’t help but be embarrassed.


“I…” She started and trailed off
when the other woman tilted her head, then breathed deeply and focused once
more. “Who are you?” She asked.


The genie raised one eyebrow. “I
would think that was obvious? Or did the tales of genies and djinns disappeared
into the ether while I resided in this cave?” Aladdin opened her mouth to answer,
but the genie waved her hand in front of her face and cut her off before she
could start. “Never mind, I suppose I can introduce myself.”


The genie twirled in place, silks
billowing in a wind that didn’t quite exist, her curves becoming more noticeable.
Aladdin couldn’t stop her eyes from following the line of the other woman’s
hip, or how her chest bounced at her motions; she couldn’t stop herself from
looking at her face and blushing at the smirk she saw in those lips.


“I’m Jasmine, the greatest genie
in Agrabah. Or I was, at least, until someone decided to put me in a cave and
hid me away from the world.” The genie, Jasmine, leaned closer to
Aladdin as she said the words, and the girl had the urge to lean back. There was
something almost threatening about the other female, there was plenty about her
that was intimidating, and Aladdin really didn’t want to be that close when the
other woman was studying her so intently, not with the difficulty she had to
resist the urge to look down at her cleavage.


And there was plenty of cleavage
to look at, though Aladdin only really noticed it after losing control of
herself and looking down, then looking up once again, seemingly horrified,
fearing what Jasmine would do to her for daring to ogle her, but if anything,
the genie seemed amused.


The wink she gave her only seemed
to reaffirm that.


Aladdin opened her mouth and
closed it, thinking very well about what she was going to say. “You’re a
genie?” Jasmine nodded, slowly, a small smile in her lips. There was something
in her eyes that intimidated Aladdin, something dark and scary and angry, but
when she blinked that had vanished, and she figured she was seeing things. “Grant
a wish genie?”


“Three wishes, technically.”
Jasmine shrugged, and Aladdin had to resist the urge to look down at her chest
once more. “And no more wishing for more wishes, that’s wasting a wish. You
can’t imagine the number of people that have tried that before.”


It sounded too good to be true,
and with her luck Aladdin was certain that it was, but when she looked around,
saw the tons of rock that would have killed her, that could kill her if the
shield that kept them away failed for some reason, she realized she didn’t have
much of a choice.


“Can you take us out of here?”
She asked.


Jasmine nodded. “If you will it
to, I can, you’ll have to make a wish though.”


Aladdin licked her lips, glancing
one way and the other, trying to think of a way to do it right. She didn’t want
to mess her wish and end up in a worse situation, there were plenty of stories
about that as well, and she was starting to realize many stories might have a
grain of truth in them.


“I wish to be home, for it to be
as if I didn’t come to work today, that no one remembers I was here.” She
wasn’t an expert, and she knew she could be messing up something in her wish,
but it might be better for people to think she had stayed home with her sick
mother, for them to forget she got imprisoned in the cavern. If they remembered,
someone would question her on how she got out, and they might find about
Jasmine.


She wasn’t foolish enough to
think that wouldn’t be a problem.


The genie smiled at her, slowly.
“If that is your wish.” She clapped her hands, once, and suddenly Aladdin was
home, in her small bedroom, Jasmine’s lamp in her hand and the woman laid out
in her bed, looking up at Aladdin.


The girl looked around, seeing
the familiar sights of her home and not believing in them at the same time, and
yet, she couldn’t deny she was there. “What? How?” She shook her head before
Jasmine could say anything, knowing it would be something sassy. Despite just
having met the woman, she felt she had a clue about her character. “I know how,
just let me think a little.”


Jasmine didn’t say anything out
loud, though her raised eyebrow seemed to say more than enough for Aladdin’s
taste. She didn’t complain though, just took another look around her room and
sighed, then breathed deeply, feeling her heart settling down.


Her legs trembled and she fell
down before she could help herself.


She had been certain she would
die in that cave, that she would starve in it, or have it collapse on her and
kill her. Now that she was out she couldn’t help but feel her body tremble as
all the emotions that ran through her seemed to be releasing themselves. A tear
escaped her right eye, even as a giggle burst forth from her mouth, and she
trembled, cold and hungry and afraid and happy. She was out, she was
alive, and she had a genie.


Without really thinking about it,
she started chuckling, and then laughing when Jasmine frowned at her. Despite
her confusion, the genie seemed amused at her.


It took a few minutes for Aladdin
to calm down, but she did it eventually, climbed to her feet, and then wrinkled
her nose at her clothes and the dirt that adorned them, adorned her. Jasmine
saw it, and smiled, before gesturing with her hand and making the dirt vanish.
Aladdin blinked at it, then opened her mouth and closed it without saying
anything, a question in her eyes.


Jasmine shrugged, guessing what
she wanted to ask. “Fulfilling wishes is not all the magic I have, though it is
the strongest.”


Aladdin nodded, eventually,
gathering herself. She could ask more about that later, now there was something
else in her mind. Finding Jasmine might have been luck, it might have been a
miracle, but whatever it was it was certainly a boon, and not one she could
waste. “I have another wish for you.”


The genie raised an eyebrow. “You
seem to be wasting your wishes pretty quickly for someone who didn’t know what
she would find in that cavern. Are you sure you don’t want to think a little
more about it?”


Aladdin shook her head, smiling.
“No, this wish is one I have had for a long time, it was the reason why I was
in that cavern in the first place. If it was everything I would get from you I
would already be happy with it, and yet, you’ve already gave me my life back,
without you I would have been dead.”


Jasmine shrugged. “If you say so.
What is your wish?”


Aladdin told her, smiling, and
after a bit the genie smiled back.











Chapter 2


Over the
following weeks, Aladdin’s mother slowly regained her health, and it was
considered a miracle by the healers that had been helping her get better. She
had been careful, she hadn’t wished for her mother to become well all of a
sudden, but for her health to slowly improve over the following weeks and
months, until she became as healthy as a woman her age could be.


She couldn’t risk letting anyone
know about Jasmine after all. No one questioned the other woman’s presence at
her side, most people didn’t even seem capable of noticing Jasmine was there,
not unless the woman wanted them to. It was kind of strange to stand inside her
home and talk to her mother like always, with Jasmine at her side listening to
everything completely unnoticed, but at least Aladdin figured it made it easier
to hide the genie.


Without really noticing it,
Aladdin turned her sight towards Jasmine and smiled, the genie was standing
upright beside the window, gaze lost in the sights outside, and she looked as
beautiful as ever. So beautiful Aladdin almost wanted to reach out and touch
her, but she held back. She always did.


“You’ve been smiling more
lately.” Her mother said and Aladdin blushed, because those words were enough
to pull Jasmine’s attention from the outside and to her, and it wouldn’t be
hard for the genie to know why she was smiling. The smirk that grew on
Jasmine’s lips only confirmed it.


Aladdin turned to her mother, and
the blush that had taken hold of her cheeks was threatening to move down her
body as well. That was one of the things that wasn’t so good about Jasmin’s
unnoticeable nature, her mother teased her mercilessly when they were alone,
and the genie got to see it all without Aladdin being able to do anything about
it.


Her mother tilted her head, not
realizing the reason for Aladdin’s embarrassment. “Why are you blushing?” These
words only seemed to reinforce the girl’s blush, and she looked away from her
mother and Jasmine, looking at the ceiling above her. “Could it be that my
little girl has finally found someone to love?” Aladdin blushed even harder,
her mother seemed to know her far too well at times. “Come on, tell me who it
is?”


“There’s no one.” Aladdin denied
immediately, shaking her head and hands and everything she could shake. And she
definitively didn’t turn in Jasmine’s direction. She couldn’t let the genie
think that might be true, not even for a moment. “Seriously, I’m just happy
you’re getting better.”


And that part was true, her
mother’s disease had always been a weight on her back, driving her forward,
making her fear she would lose the person she loved most in the world, but now
she knew that wouldn’t happen. Her mother might not be fully healed, but she
would be in time, and Aladdin was ecstatic about it. It just wasn’t the only reason
why she found herself smiling these days.


Jasmine moved closer to the two
of them, and Aladdin’s throat got a little tighter for a few moments, and she
tried to relax, knowing tenseness like that would only alert the other woman to
her feelings. Not that she had feelings for Jasmine or anything, at least, she
didn’t think she did. Perhaps it was better said she didn’t know which feelings
she had for the other woman, though there was something in her chest that
became a little lighter when Jasmine was close.


There was a knowing smile in the
genie’s lips, and it was only when she focused on it that she realized she was
smiling as well, and that her previous resolution to not look at the other
woman and give something away had failed. She didn’t blush further,
fortunately, she didn’t think she would have been able to live with more blood
rushing into her face so soon.


Her mother was looking at her,
and Aladdin coughed, trying to regain her bearings. “There’s no man, mother, I
swear.” She tried not to feel guilty about the little word play, or the
knowledge it wasn’t men that made her heart beat a little faster. She shook her
head, got to her feet before the older woman could say anything. “There’s
something I need to see in the city, I’ll come back later.”


Her mother didn’t say anything,
probably thinking she was going to take care of some matter related to her
work. Amir had survived, but it would still take some time until the old man
was ready to start working again. Many of their colleagues died in the collapse,
the others called Aladdin lucky not knowing she had been there with them. They
needed to find more men ready to work before they could return to what they
were doing.


No, Aladdin wanted to escape her
mother’s teasing, and she wanted to walk through the streets of Agrabah with
Jasmine at her side, even if the people didn’t notice the genie. They still
moved out of her way, but they didn’t acknowledge her. They stopped to
appreciate the sight of the city, atop one of the many buildings around.


Agrabah was a city made of urban
valleys, where buildings raised higher and lower, and plenty of stairs all over
the place allowed one to climb to wherever they wanted. The sands of the desert
surrounded their beautiful city, and many invaded it as well, but though harsh,
living in Agrabah was better than living in many of the other cities in the
known world. There was plenty of food, the hanging gardens were always green,
and the blessings supposedly bestowed upon the city made sure they never
failed.


Slowly, Aladdin’s sight turned to
the woman at her side, and she studied Jasmine’s face. What she saw in it was
very similar to what Aladdin was certain could be seen in hers, a kind of
longing and love for Agrabah, the kind that only one born in it could have. She
still remembered the words with which Jasmine introduced herself, she knew the
genie belonged to Agrabah, and she was curious about that, though certainly it
had been a long time since she had been put in that cavern.


For a moment, she wondered who
would want to hide such a powerful artifact, who would want Jasmine to spend
eternity alone.


They had talked a little about
their pasts, not much, enough to understand there was much Jasmine couldn’t or
wouldn’t tell her, and yet, Aladdin couldn’t help but be curious about it. She
was just about to open her mouth and ask how long Jasmine spent in that cave
when there was a shout from one of the streets ahead, and both started moving
forward.


“It’s Princess Badroulbadour!”
One of the running children said, and Aladdin found her feet moving just a
little bit quicker. Not so quickly that she failed to see the look of anger and
rage in Jasmine’s eyes when she looked back at the genie, but once she blinked it
had vanished, and she reasoned she had imagined it.


“Come, quick,” Aladdin said,
smiling widely, reaching out and grasping Jasmine’s hand, starting to pull her.
Jasmine was surprised, it was pretty obvious, but didn’t resist in any way.
“Let’s see her.”


Aladdin’s heart fluttered a
little at the touch, and at the princess’s presence. She always liked seeing
the princess, even though she only did it from afar, but there was something
enchanting, almost mystical about the daughter of their current sultan. She
wasn’t completely foolish not to realize she was a little attracted to the
princess, she always had been, which wasn’t too strange. Princess Badroulbadour
was only a couple of years older than she was, and considered the most
beautiful woman in Agrabah.


Aladdin pulled Jasmine along,
searching for the best place to see the princess, climbing the stairs into
another section of the city, then jumping a few feet into the roof of a
building. Jasmine followed after her, not that she could do anything else when
Aladdin had such a grip on her hand, and once again the girl blushed a little.
Maybe she shouldn’t blush that much, she might be young, but she was a woman
already, nineteen years old, and there was no harm in holding hands with
Jasmine.


Deep down though, she knew it
wasn’t the holding of hands that was making her breathe a little harder, make
her heart pound a little faster. It was Jasmine, having the genie so close to
her, touching her.


She shook her head, pulled
Jasmine further forward, until they stopped near the edge of the building and
could look down. The princess laid atop a litter, waving to the people around
her as a couple of servants followed behind, distributing some food and coin to
the masses, making Aladdin marvel at the generosity. Deep down, she knew that
coin and food didn’t matter much to the princess, it was barely anything
compared with what she certainly had, but it proved she cared.


Her eyes shone as she looked into
the princess being carried and Jasmine noticed. “You could have her.” The genie
started, and there was something dark in her voice. It scared Aladdin, made her
look at the other female. Jasmine wasn’t looking directly at her, her gaze was
turned towards the litter where the princess rested upon, and rage tainted her
features. “You just need to use your wish, and the princess can be yours, no
one will ever say anything about it, she’ll love you fully and utterly.”


“I could never do something like
that.” The words came out strong, and she almost glared at Jasmine for even
hinting she might have done such a thing. She couldn’t say she knew the genie
as well as she wanted to, they had only been together for a few weeks, but
despite it all she hadn’t thought the other woman would ever suggest such a
thing.


Jasmine turned to her, and the
darkness in her eyes scared Aladdin just a little. “Why not?” The genie
shrugged, completely unconcerned about the horrified glance Aladdin gave her at
the words. “It doesn’t mean she would be unhappy with it, you could take care
of that with the wish. She won’t have a choice in who she marries nonetheless,
her father will be the one choosing, and she will be forced to go along with
his wishes. This way, you might spare her a worse fate.”


Aladdin started shaking her head
even before the other woman finished. “It’s still wrong.” It pained her to say
the words, pained her that she had to say them to Jasmine. She could only
imagine what must have happened to the genie to get her to think like that, and
it physically pained her, made her want to cry.


She almost reached out for the
other woman, held herself back at the last moment.


Jasmine looked at her as if she
was a child, and Aladdin didn’t like it, but she preferred that look compared
to the darkness that had been there before. “You’ll learn sooner or later, that
most people don’t care about right and wrong when it gets in the way of what
they want, and you shouldn’t let it get in your way either.” She took a step
towards Aladdin, strutted really. “I saw the way you looked at the princess, I
see the way you look at me.” Her voice got lower, became almost a whisper.
Aladdin had to swallow at it. “You just need to use your last wish and get what
you want.”


The younger girl managed to pull
herself back, to put some distance between her and the genie, but it wasn’t
easy.


She looked away from Jasmine and
that wasn’t easy either, but she didn’t know what she would feel if she looked
at the genie’s face in that moment. Maybe it would be disgust, though she
doubted she could ever feel that for the other woman; fear was a strong
possibility and the main reason she didn’t try. She was almost scared she would
look at the genie and feel pity, because she knew the other woman wouldn’t like
it, and it would drive an edge between them.


She did feel pity for Jasmine
however; someone hurt the other woman a great deal before, someone had used
her, and Aladdin wanted to make it better, to show Jasmine she was wrong and
there were good people in the world, that they could sacrifice their objectives
for the good of others.


Jasmine’s hand against her face
surprised her and she looked up, blushing slightly at the caress. The darkness
in the genie’s eyes hadn’t vanished, even if her features seemed a little
softer, and the way she was looking at Aladdin’s face wasn’t as intimidating as
before. “You’re better than most, Aladdin, but you shouldn’t blind yourself to
the greed in other people’s hearts, or even to the greed in yours.” She poked
Aladdin’s chest at those words, hard, and the younger woman drew back, hurt.


Aladdin glared at the genie, just
for a moment, then away, not quite knowing how to refute those words. “You’re
wrong.” She knew Jasmine was wrong deep down in her heart. Sure, most people
were greedy, they always wanted something they couldn’t have, but they didn’t
let their lives be defined by it. They didn’t let that stop them from being
happy, from being good. She had seen it many times before, how even some of the
poorest people she knew were willing to part with their food to help someone in
a bad situation.


“Everyone might feel greed, I
won’t deny it.” She continued, eventually, once she felt she had centered her
thoughts. “And some might fall prey to their own temptations, but most people
aren’t like that. People can be good despite wanting things.” Aladdin knew she
wasn’t explaining it as well as she could, but hoped the conviction in her
words would be enough to turn the other woman around. “Surely you’ve seen that
before.”


Jasmine chuckled, but it was a
chuckle filled with scorn. “No, I haven’t, not really.”


Aladdin didn’t know what to say
to that, and without quite meaning to she asked something she knew she
shouldn’t. “Who did this to you? Who made you like this?”


Jasmine glared, hard, and for a
moment Aladdin feared she would die right then and there, the anger coming from
the other woman was that strong, but Jasmine didn’t do anything. Just glared,
didn’t even utter a word.


It wasn’t hard to guess why Jasmine
might feel like that. She was a genie, bound to her lamp and forced to do the
will of whoever had it. Aladdin couldn’t imagine the many wishes the genie had
been forced to fulfill in the past, and how many of them might have been wrong.
How would anyone not grow to resent the world after centuries of that?


Aladdin licked her lips, starting
to have an idea of how to make Jasmine see she was right, and that some people
could truly be selfless. That there was good in the world. Maybe it was a
little crazy, maybe she should think better about it, but in that moment, she
wanted to do something that would wash away the anger in Jasmine’s face,
something that made her happy and showed her there was selflessness in the
world, something she deserved for a long time.


“What if I could prove you’re
wrong?” Aladdin asked, and her voice gained a little bit of strength when some
of Jasmine’s anger abated and a frown took over her features.


“And how would you do that?” The
genie asked sarcastically, crossing her arms under her breasts. It pushed them
up, made Aladdin take note of it for a moment and blush when Jasmine caught
her. The genie smirked, and there was nothing friendly about her expression.


Aladdin licked her lips,
hesitating just slightly. “What if I wished you free?”


Jasmine froze, stilling
completely. Slowly, she looked at Aladdin’s face, realized the girl was truly
thinking about it, and scoffed. “I would say you’re more foolish than I could
think possible, and that you would regret it.”


“But that’s what you need to be
free, isn’t it? All the tales talk about it, genies can only be freed by a
wish.” Once she realized genies were real, or at least one of them was, Aladdin
tried to find out all about them, and stories were all she could find.


A thousand different emotions
washed over Jasmine’s face, and this time it was Aladdin that was tempted to
reach out and cup one of those beautiful cheeks, but she ended up only biting
her lower lip, unwilling, or perhaps better said not courageous enough, to
reach out and touch the other woman like that.


Jasmine didn’t say anything else,
just gazed back at Aladdin, who became more nervous the longer that stare
lingered on her face. Eventually, she took one step back, inhaled deeply, and
smiled at the other woman. “Jasmine, I wish you free.” The genie looked at her,
her hands started to rise and it almost seemed like Jasmine was struggling
against them for a moment, but eventually she clapped, and the wish was
fulfilled.


A golden light swirled around
Jasmine and made Aladdin look away from how bright it was, and she only focused
on it again when that golden light left the other woman and crashed against
her. Aladdin wouldn’t be able to describe what happened then, not completely.
That light seeped into her, and she felt her clothes change, felt as rings
molded themselves to her fingers, and as a collar tightened around her throat,
but the sensations running through her body, the magic that was seeping into
her blood, didn’t allow her to focus on her transformation.


When she could focus once again,
the first thing she saw was Jasmine, standing in front of her. The genie,
former genie now, was wearing old-fashioned clothes, a dress that molded itself
to her curves and pushed her breasts up, putting the top of them in display.
None of the jewelry that had adorned her figure as a genie remained, her throat
was bare, as were her fingers and ears, and she seemed to be standing a little
straighter.


“You’re a fool, Aladdin.” Jasmine
said, voice soft. She took a step forward, then another, and only stopped when
barely a yard remained between them. Aladdin wanted to say something to
contradict her, but deep down she knew Jasmine was right. There was a wrongness
around her, a certainty that not everything was as it should, and she couldn’t
understand why that was, not until Jasmine reached out and grabbed the lamp in
her hands.


Aladdin blinked. She hadn’t even
realized she had Jasmine’s lamp in her hand, though as she thought that, a
connection formed between her and the other woman, and with dread she realized
why. It wasn’t Jasmine’s lamp, not any longer, it was hers, she was the genie
now, and she looked up at the other woman with wide eyes.


“A fool.” Jasmine repeated,
caressing that lamp, making a shiver run down Aladdin’s back at the same time.
She could almost feel that caress, and the look in Jasmine’s face wasn’t
reassuring at all. “Did you pause for a moment to think that maybe I was like
those I was trying to warn you about?” Aladdin swallowed, but didn’t say
anything. Her tongue was tied, and she knew it wasn’t a good idea to talk back
to her mistress.


Because that was what Jasmine was
now, her mistress. Aladdin foolishly turned herself into a genie, and now she
was in the hands of someone who had already told her people couldn’t be trusted
to stop themselves from getting what they wanted. And it would be so easy for
Jasmine to use her to get what she wanted.


“I hate this.” Jasmine glanced
down to the golden lamp, sneering at it. She gestured with her hand, and
focused, and the lamp started changing shape. It twisted and turned and shrank,
until it reformed itself around one of Jasmine’s fingers as a ring. She
caressed it at the end, smirked. “This is better.”


Aladdin didn’t say anything,
remaining silent, studying the other woman. She didn’t know what to think, was
scared as she had never been before, scared of what fate held in store for her,
of what Jasmine would do now. She didn’t want to think like that, but after
this she didn’t know what to think about the other woman. She had been
attracted to the former-genie, liked her, but this…


There was no denying the
satisfaction in Jasmine’s face at being freed from her prison, even if in order
for her to be free Aladdin had to become the prisoner. “I’m certain you have
many questions running through your head,” Jasmine faced Aladdin directly, who
could only nod. “And I suppose you deserve the answers, especially after this.
I was cursed into this,” She gestured at the ring. “Almost a thousand years ago
by my reckoning. I was a princess in this city, my father was the sultan, and
we had enemies who stopped at nothing to destroy us.”


“They made you into a genie?”
Aladdin started to fiddle with the collar around her neck. She knew it wouldn’t
come off no matter what she did, and she didn’t know how she knew that, but she
supposed it had something to do with the magic running through her veins.


Jasmine nodded, and moved even
closer. “They did.” She reached out with her hand, caressed Aladdin’s face, who
almost closed her eyes and leaned into it. It felt good, there was something
nice and soothing about the gesture, it gave her strength. And she certainly
needed it. The other woman moved even closer, pressed against her front, and
Aladdin opened her eyes, suddenly, inhaling at the woman’s close presence.


“Jasmine…” She started, but was
shushed, and one of Jasmine’s fingers pressed against her lips.


“You saved me, foolish girl, you
gave up your freedom for mine, I suppose I should reward you in some way.”
Before Aladdin could understand what the other woman meant by that, Jasmine
started closing the distance between the both of them, and those lips pressed
against hers.


The kiss was soft, surprisingly,
perhaps even more surprising because of all the dark emotions Aladdin could see
in the other woman’s eyes, before she closed hers and lost herself in the
sensation of lips against lips, enjoying the first kiss she had ever shared
with anyone.


When Jasmine leaned back, Aladdin
opened her eyes and focused on the other woman, trying to ignore the pounding
in her chest. Jasmine seemed just as intimidating as before, but there might be
a new softness to her features, at least Aladdin liked to think so. The woman’s
hand against her face was soft, and the caresses it started granting her quite
pleasing.


“Come.” Jasmine didn’t say
anything else, but it wasn’t necessary really. This time she was the one that
grabbed Aladdin’s hand and pulled her away.


They walked through the streets
of Agrabah and Aladdin felt what it was like to be invisible. It confused her
at first, to see people’s eyes flee when they move over her, to see their
attentions solely focused on Jasmine. And there was reason for that, the other
woman was dressed like the princess she claimed she was and it pulled
attention. Not that Jasmine seemed very bothered about it.


Aladdin was dragged back to her
home, and her mother was surprised to see Jasmine. The woman couldn’t see
Aladdin, and that hurt the girl-turned-genie more than she could describe.
Jasmine waved her hand and suddenly Aladdin’s mother could see her, even if
only for a moment because Jasmine waved that hand one more time and the woman
closed her eyes, slumping against her chair.


“What did you do to her?” Aladdin
asked, though she didn’t move. She could see her mother’s chest raise up and
down with each breath, and suspected Jasmine only put her to sleep. The other
woman confirmed her suspicions, then kept moving towards Aladdin’s room, and
the genie followed after her.


Her heart was beating even faster
than before, and part of her knew what would happen and wanted it. Another was
afraid, and dreading it. Then Jasmine turned to her, closed the distance
between them once more, and Aladdin found herself tilting her head up, allowing
the woman to press a kiss against her lips.


Deep down, she knew she didn’t
have a choice. If Jasmine truly wanted her, she could have her without
difficulty and she wouldn’t even need to waste a wish. Not when as a genie she
was forced to obey her mistress. Jasmine didn’t even need to order it though.
Aladdin wouldn’t be able to describe what she felt exactly, but with Jasmine’s
lips against hers she couldn’t deny she wanted the other woman.


She should hold back, she should
have pushed the other woman, wait until she understood her situation and what
she felt for Jasmine, but with the princess’s lips against hers she couldn’t
think straight.


Jasmine pushed her down on the
bed, and Aladdin let it happen, swallowed as she looked at the other woman.
Jasmine sauntered forward, confidence exuding out of her, making Aladdin
swallow in emotions she couldn’t easily describe. She didn’t doubt the other
woman when she said she was a princess, but if she had, any doubts would have
vanished at seeing Jasmine as she was now, commanding without having to say a
word, power and confidence pouring out of her, intimidating Aladdin. Making her
want the other woman even more.


The clothes that adorned
Jasmine’s figure seemed to flow off her with a gesture of her hands, and
Aladdin inhaled deeply at the first sight of the bareness they revealed.
Jasmine’s skin was just a shade lighter than hers, a very light mocha, and it
seemed soft, delicate. Aladdin wanted to touch it, to run her hands over it, to
feel the woman’s body tremble as she did.


She didn’t try though, there was something
intimidating about Jasmine, and Aladdin stayed as still as she could, let the
other woman do as she wished. It excited her as well.


Jasmine’s eyes moved over
Aladdin’s figure, cataloging every single one of her features, licking her lips
for a moment during that study, but it was enough to make the new genie
swallow. Her body burned, and though she had never considered herself very
attractive something about her must have pleased Jasmine in some way, because
she was almost certain it was lust that shone in the former princess’s eyes. Jasmine
moved even closer, pressing against the small bed and climbing atop of it.


Without delay, her hands reached
down and pressed against Aladdin’s belly, startling the genie. She hadn’t paid
much attention to what she was wearing before, and now she did, realizing her
clothes had turned into silks much like those Jasmine had been using before,
and they left her belly bare, barely covered her chest.


She had always been careful not
to ogle the other woman’s chest too much, even though it was hard to resist the
temptation at times, especially when Jasmine’s breasts were so enticing.
Aladdin’s chest was nowhere near as big as Jasmine’s, and consequently the
clothes she was wearing didn’t reveal as much cleavage as the other’s outfit
had, but it was still more skin than she was used to show. Fortunately, only
Jasmine would be able to see her like that for the most part.


Aladdin hadn’t noticed she was
wearing those clothes, though she supposed it wasn’t too surprising. She hadn’t
felt cold or warm, she supposed being a genie had something to do with it, and
she had been far too worried about being turned into a genie.


Jasmine didn’t like her small
moment of distraction. The former princess frowned, then leaned down and pressed
her lips against Aladdin’s, hard. It was more than a kiss, it was a display of
dominance, and one Jasmine won easily. Aladdin didn’t think her being a genie
had anything to do with how easily the other woman did it, Jasmine had been
nowhere near as passive when she was the genie, it was just who the other woman
was.


She was a princess, perhaps it
was better to say she had been a princess, but a lack of title didn’t change
who she was, and Jasmine had been raised and taught to command, and it fit her.
It didn’t seem she was any different in the bedroom, and Aladdin was more than
willing to go with the flow.


Jasmine broke the kiss, leaning
back and looking down at Aladdin. Her hands were pressed against the genie’s
sides, caressing, touching, and making Aladdin burn with need. She swallowed,
then her mouth opened and closed without forming words, her teeth scrapping
against her lower lip as she did it. Jasmine’s eyes moved to that lower lip,
and she reached down without a word, grasping it between hers, suckling at it,
and Aladdin arched from the bed, into the other woman.


One hand on her chest pushed her
down and Jasmine smirked at her, pleased with the reaction she invoked,
intending to do much more than that. When those hands started roving over her
body, Aladdin could only moan and beg, not quite knowing what she was begging
for, understanding Jasmine could give it to her if only the woman wanted to.


From the look in Jasmine’s eyes,
she would make Aladdin beg for it, and surprisingly the genie didn’t seem very
bothered about it. She couldn’t explain it exactly, didn’t know if being a
genie had anything to do with it, but the thought of begging for Jasmine didn’t
bother her much, almost made her feel warmer, made her want to press her legs
tighter together to ease some of the pressure in her core.


Never before had Aladdin felt
something close to what she was feeling right then, and part of her feared she
would never feel the same again. There was a fire that inundated her senses,
made her want, and Jasmine fed that fire, allowed it to get bigger and bigger
with every caress she granted her.


Aladdin realized just how little
her silks were protecting her when Jasmine started pulling them apart.
Something like shyness almost made her resist the other’s advances, but then
Jasmine’s hands brushed against her sides, made her burn, and she never again
thought of resisting. She wanted it like she had never wanted anything before,
wanted to learn at Jasmine’s hands, wanted to make the other woman happy.


When her chest became bare, she
pressed her hands against her own breasts for a few moments, trying to hide,
but Jasmine reached out and grabbed her hands, pulling softly, and Aladdin
allowed herself to be bared. The hunger in Jasmine’s eyes made her believe she
had done the right thing.


And then the former princess
leaned down, pressed her mouth against one of her small orbs, licking and
suckling at it, and Aladdin arched from the bed with a moan, her pleasure
evident. It wasn’t the only thing Jasmine did to please her, not even close.


Once she got tired of that,
Jasmine licked a path up to her collarbone, bit on it, softly, just enough to
put the marks of her teeth in Aladdin’s flesh, and then kissed the younger girl
once more, possessively, hard, tongue thrusting into that mouth and conquering.
After that, Jasmine crawled down, her tongue swiping from side to side over the
skin, and only stopped when she reached the other woman’s bellybutton.


She teased it until Aladdin
moaned, made her tremble beneath her, and then her hands grasped the long
skirts around Aladdin’s waist and pulled down. This time, Aladdin didn’t let
her shyness take hold of her, she didn’t try to hinder the other woman in any
way. She knew her desire would overwhelm her and she would let Jasmine do whatever
she wanted, and so, why waste time?


A shudder wrecked Aladdin’s frame
the moment she was bared in full, and when she looked at Jasmine’s face she
shivered. The hunger in those almond eyes was undeniable, and it made a similar
hunger grow in Aladdin.


Jasmine leaned in and pressed a
kiss against one of Aladdin’s knees, then another on her opposite upper leg,
and Aladdin trembled in anticipation. That anticipation only grew when those
lips continued teasing the inside of that leg, moving north, slowly. Up and up
Jasmine moved, until she started reaching Aladdin’s center.


When the new genie didn’t move,
Jasmine smirked and pushed against her inner legs, slowly parting them. Aladdin
didn’t resist her, she didn’t fight, not consciously, though she might have
made Jasmine’s motions easier if she wasn’t so nervous.


A couple of kisses were laid in
each of her inner thighs, and Aladdin shuddered, but not as much as when
Jasmine stopped and bit down, just hard enough to mark her skin. A moan escaped
before Aladdin could reign it in, and the other woman chuckled.


Then Jasmine’s face became a
little more serious, and Aladdin stilled for a moment. “There were many reasons
why my father’s enemies hated me most of all.” She started, speaking softly,
and Aladdin remained as silent as she could. “But there were two above all. One
was my magic.” Here, Jasmine raised one hand and yellow sparks danced around
it, blurring and changing colors and slowing down once again, so enticing
Aladdin almost reached out and touched them. “The other was my body.”


Aladdin could only blink at that,
not quite comprehending, and she couldn’t stop her eyes from moving over
Jasmine’s figure. She couldn’t understand why someone would think the other
woman’s body undesirable.


Jasmine smirked, understanding
perfectly well her thoughts, and leaned back. Aladdin started breathing a
little harder when the other woman started baring herself, biting her lower lip
and resisting the urge to reach out and help her. She pressed her legs together
when Jasmine’s breasts were revealed, marveling at their size and how soft they
seemed.


She wanted to touch them, to grab
and play with them and then taste their skin, but she stayed back, because she
also wanted to see the rest of Jasmine, to feel the other woman laying against
her, their legs entwined, their arms around one another. Aladdin wasn’t
completely sure of what two women were supposed to do together in bed, she
didn’t even know what a man and a woman should do and that was the norm; she
knew she wanted it though.


Jasmine hesitated just for a
moment when it came to push down her dress past her hips, and threw Aladdin a
hesitant look, then stopped holding back. Aladdin blinked at first, not quite
understanding what she was seeing. She knew what it was, just didn’t
understand.


It was a cock. Jasmine had a cock
between her legs, a rod that only a man should possess. The other woman had it,
and Aladdin tilted her head one way and the other, trying to understand how it
could be, then looked up at Jasmine’s face.


The woman smirked, her previous
hesitation nowhere to be found. “My father was cursed before I was born. One of
his brothers, who wanted to inherit in his place, found a witch that made sure
my father couldn’t father a son, hoping he could inherit once my father failed
to procure an heir.” Jasmine climbed into the bed as she told the tale,
crawling forward, and Aladdin felt the sudden need to move back, but there was
nowhere else for her to go. “My mother, another witch, promised the sultan that
if he made her one of his wives she would grant him an heir. And she did, even
if not exactly as he expected. I would be able to continue his line though, and
that was all he cared about.”


There was resentment in Jasmine’s
voice, targeted at her father, but Aladdin knew better than to comment on it.
Not that she had the mind to focus on that, not when more than half of her
couldn’t get past the hard flesh between Jasmine’s thighs.


She only realized she was
breathing harder than she should when Jasmine pressed one finger against her
breast, then grasped her nipple and pulled, softly, teasingly. Aladdin looked
up at the woman’s face, then down at her hard flesh. Almost without thinking
about it, she reached out and grasped it, hand slowly closing around it.


Jasmine smirked, then taught the
other woman how to please her. She put her hand around Aladdin’s and made her
move back and forth, slowly increasing the pressure around her rod, only
releasing the girl’s hand when it seemed Aladdin understood what to do. It had
been a long time since anyone touched her like that, and she wanted Aladdin a
great deal.


Wanted her too much to waste time
playing around.


Before Aladdin could understand
what was happening, Jasmine pushed her down once more and climbed atop of her,
pressing a kiss against her lips, hard. It was a soulful kiss and she lost
herself in it, ignoring everything else. Well, almost everything, it was hard
to ignore Jasmine’s body against hers, especially those large breasts, soft and
wielding, or that warm rod that pressed against her inner thighs.


Aladdin couldn’t help herself and
one of her hands moved until it could close around one of Jasmine’s breasts,
teasing it, brushing her thumb against the peak. Jasmine moaned, and the sound
was one that quite pleased Aladdin, though nowhere near as pleasing as the
answering caress was. Jasmine pressed a finger against Aladdin’s entrance,
moving up and down, spreading the wetness she found there all over the woman’s
core.


When her teasing reached the
boiling point, when she knew Aladdin was more than ready, she decided to use
her rod. They both stilled at that, considering one another. Jasmine looked
into Aladdin’s eyes, letting the other woman understand what would happen,
giving her more than enough time to stop her if she wished, and when she
didn’t, as she knew she wouldn’t, Jasmine pushed, softly.


The one that moaned this time was
Aladdin, legs quivering as that hard flesh started to settle within her. It was
only instinct that allowed her to stop her hips from thrusting forward and
meeting Jasmine’s motions; it would hurt, it was already hurting a little
though nowhere near as much as it made her enjoy, but if she moved before she
was ready it would hurt a lot more.


One of Jasmine’s fingers started
playing with Aladdin’s clitoris, the former princess barely moving her hips,
letting the younger woman get used to her, to her flesh. Eventually, Jasmine
realized she could move faster, that Aladdin’s eagerness would overwhelm her
common sense if she didn’t, and she stopped holding back so much.


Aladdin put one of her hands on
Jasmine’s waist, part holding it, part using the grip to pull the other woman
against her, not that Jasmine needed any encouragement. The older woman did
grab one of Aladdin’s legs and pulled it to her, until Aladdin understood what
she wanted and put her leg around the waist, tightening the connection between
them.


There were no words she could use
to describe what she was feeling. She never expected lovemaking to feel like
that, to be both so pleasurable and scary at the same time. There was a
sensation that she could hurt herself if she did the wrong thing, she did hurt
herself once or twice though it was slight, and the pain soon washed away and
pleasure replaced it.


Even then, she was aware Jasmine
was holding back, and it made her heart beat a little faster. The other woman
was holding back for her, to stop from hurting her, and it warmed her heart,
made her want to kiss Jasmine with all of her strength. A moment later she did,
reasoning there was no reason to hold back.


That kiss made Jasmine speed up
even more, and their arms moved around their figures, Aladdin’s legs locked
themselves around the other woman and imprisoned them together. She moaned and
let her hips start moving against Jasmine’s, feeling the woman’s hard cock
moving in and out of her, stretching her, making her mold herself to that
girth.


Aladdin wanted her; she didn’t
know what she wanted exactly, but she knew that she wanted more, wanted
everything Jasmine could give her, even if she couldn’t explain what that was.
There was no time for it though. She felt the pleasure rise and rise, felt the
pressure mount, and she knew that whatever came would wreck her.


Orgasm washed over both of them
at the same time, and Aladdin moaned, almost screamed, her pleasure too great
to be contained. Jasmine followed her into release with a small grunt, far
quieter than her partner, but no less pleased by it all.


Tiredness took hold of Aladdin once
it was done, and she closed her eyes, tightened her arms around the other’s
figure and let the darkness wash over her. Just before oblivion took her, she
felt Jasmine’s arms tighten around her figure, and a smile grew in her lips.











Chapter 3


Aladdin
woke in Jasmine’s arms, realizing almost immediately that the other woman was
awake. She didn’t move at first, content in being there, like that, for as long
as she could. Jasmine knew she was awake though.


“I should tell you a tale.” The
older woman started, sighing a little. She didn’t try to move away though, and
so Aladdin remained where she was, content to bask in the other’s warmth.


“What tale?” She questioned, when
Jasmine stayed silent and didn’t say anything for something close to a minute.


“The tale of how I became a
genie.” Jasmine’s voice darkened slightly, and Aladdin didn’t like it, at all.
“I’ve told you why my father’s enemies hated me, I knew magic, I wasn’t like
other women or men. They were afraid of me, but that only explains why they
came after me, not how they succeeded or how they turned me into a genie.”


“And how did they do that?”
Aladdin raised her head from where it had laid, pressed against the other’s
chest, and looked right into her face.


Jasmine shrugged. “It was a
curse, a powerful one, I’m not certain how he got it, who helped him, he knew
no magic after all, but there’s no doubt it worked as he intended it to.” She
paused, and though Aladdin didn’t know the other woman as well as she wanted
to, she would almost say Jasmine was embarrassed. “Normally, a curse as
powerful as that would be easy to feel, I should have been able to avoid it,
but there was a distraction.”


Aladdin didn’t say anything. Now
that Jasmine started her tale, she was certain the other woman would continue
it, even if at her own pace. She just needed to give Jasmine the time she
needed to gather her thoughts.


“When I warned you of the lengths
humans would go for their greed, I was speaking of experience. Once, I was foolish
like you, believed everyone was good deep down. I know better now.” There was
plenty of bitterness in Jasmine’s words, and Aladdin wanted to soothe it in
some way, but she didn’t know how. “One of my father’s enemies had a pretty
daughter, she was the jewel of his eyes. I thought I was very clever when I
started courting her. If I married her, brought her into my harem, my father
could find peace with hers.”


Jasmine’s features darkened, and
Aladdin didn’t need to know what would follow to understand the plan had
failed. “Instead, her father used her, told the daughter he loved so much to
let herself be seduced by me. She followed his commands as always, and not
caring about her virtue in the least let me have her, and when I bedded her the
curse her father hid within her sprung and turned me into the genie you’ve
met.” Jasmine looked directly into Aladdin’s eyes, and the grief and anger in her
face startled the younger woman. “She died in my arms, my seed staining her
thighs, the magic of the curse crawling into my body, and I could do nothing
about it. I could do nothing to stop her father from grabbing my lamp and
taking hold of me, and I could do nothing to stop him from using the wishes he
gained from it all to destroy my father and my family’s legacy. He usurped the
position that should be mine, and lived the rest of his life in comfort, barely
remembering the daughter he sacrificed to do so.”


Aladdin didn’t know what to say
to something like that, and did the only thing she could, which was reach out
and grab Jasmine, pull her into a hug, kiss her once that didn’t seem to be
enough.


Eventually the other woman
replied, holding her back. “I’m not going to free you, Aladdin.” The genie
looked at Jasmine, and didn’t know what to make of the other woman’s words. In
part, she was hurt by that proclamation, though she understood that to free her
Jasmine would have to sacrifice her own freedom, but there was something in
Jasmine’s face that convinced her to wait. “You’re too good, the world would
make mincemeat out of you and you deserve more.”


“And in turn you’ll keep me a
prisoner?” Surprisingly, Aladdin wasn’t as angry as her words might indicate,
she wanted to understand what Jasmine believed she was doing before saying
anything she might regret.


“I’ll keep you safe. If you’re
mine, no one else can use you for their plans, no one can force you to do
something against your will.” Jasmine reached out and caressed Aladdin’s face,
and the younger woman realized something that made her feel pity for Jasmine.


She was so broken she didn’t see
what was wrong with her words, she truly believed that would be the best way to
protect Aladdin. When Jasmine leaned in and kissed her, she kissed her back,
putting her arms around the other woman and pulling their bodies tight against
one another. It was the only thing she could do for Jasmine.


In a way, that Jasmine wanted to
keep her safe was sweet, but Aladdin couldn’t deny she was also a little
intimidated. “And will you use me for your plans?” Something made her ask, she
didn’t know exactly what, maybe the way Jasmine spoke the words.


The woman’s eyes darkened
further. “Oh, I will use a wish alright, just the one though, just for
revenge.”


It wasn’t hard to guess on who
Jasmine wanted revenge on, but Aladdin couldn’t imagine how she would get it,
not a thousand years after being turned into a genie, not when the ones
responsible were long dead and buried. Then the other woman opened her mouth,
uttered her wish, and Aladdin understood.


She didn’t want to, she didn’t
agree with Jasmine, but she couldn’t stop her hands from moving closer together
and clapping. As she did so, she felt a wave of energy, magic, pour out of her,
and she knew the wish had succeeded.


The following day she followed,
unnoticed, on Jasmine’s heels as the woman walked through the streets of
Agrabah, seeing the marvel in the eyes of everyone that crossed their path.
More than once, Jasmine focused on her and smiled, but though Aladdin smiled
back she couldn’t help her unease.


What Jasmine was doing wasn’t
right, Aladdin knew that deep down. She also knew nothing of what she said
would change the other woman’s mind, and so, she could only follow along and
hope for the best. When they reached the palace, the guards parted with a bow
in Jasmine’s direction, content in paying respect to their new master.


Aladdin pursed her lips. She
could understand why Jasmine wished for what she did, but it wasn’t right. The
current Sultan and his family might have descended from Jasmine’s enemies, from
the ones that took her position, but they were faultless in that, and now, with
Jasmine’s wish, they were nothing.


I wish to assume my rightful
place in Agrabah.


When they entered the palace
itself, Jasmine paused for a few moments, uncertain. It surely couldn’t have
been the same building that stood there when Jasmine was princess, but
something about it echoed in the other woman’s memories. There was some
hesitation, and then Jasmine started walking once again, and Aladdin followed,
a silent shadow.


It took a few minutes, and some
backtracking after questioning a couple of servants, but eventually they found
their way into the throne room, and the moment they entered Aladdin had to
resist the urge to still. It was full, packed to the brim, with nobles and
merchants and priests all over the place, all of them ready to receive their
new ruler.


Aladdin swallowed. Those men were
there due to her powers, to the wish she had granted Jasmine, and she couldn’t
deny it was a little intimidating. It was as if Jasmine had been crowned as
queen of Agrabah hours before, which in a certain way she was, and now those
with influence were ready to receive her. No one questioned the entire situation,
no one even thought about how it didn’t make sense. Not even the former Sultan,
who stood closer to the throne than most nobles, his daughter close to him.


Without meaning to, Aladdin felt
her eyes move in the former princess’s direction. She could admit she had been
enchanted by the other woman, still was, and her heart still fluttered a little
when she looked at her. Not as much as it did when she looked at Jasmine, but
Badroulbadour didn’t scare her as her mistress did.


Jasmine paused, and only then did
Aladdin note the woman was looking at her, then followed her gaze towards the
former princess. The genie swallowed, fearing what Jasmine would do, fearing
her jealousy. Some small part of her quite liked the thought of Jasmine being
jealous of her, it made her feel valuable, but the more rational part knew that
Jasmine was powerful, both in magic and in political power, and if she wished
to do something to Badroulbadour no one would stop her.


She didn’t think Jasmine would
ever hurt her, but she wasn’t so certain she wouldn’t hurt those that Aladdin
displayed an interest on.


Jasmine kept moving forward
without a word, and Aladdin released a breath. When Jasmine reached her throne,
she turned to the people in front of her and they bowed, all of them without
exception. Aladdin swallowed, once more impressed and scared, though not as
scared as she became when Jasmine gestured with one hand and fire grew in it, becoming
a ball of flames that hovered over her hand.


It vanished when she closed her
hand, but the message was sent, not that any of those in the throne room dared
to say anything about it. I’m more powerful than you are, I have magic; it was
what Jasmine said to them, and Aladdin didn’t think it was a very smart
message, scared people were always ready to lash out at what scared them, but
she doubted Jasmine would listen to her. She doubted the other woman wanted to
hide what she was, not when she almost seemed proud of it.


The following hours were ones
where Aladdin found her attention drifting off most of the time. The nobles
paid vassalage to Jasmine, swearing to follow her commands and fight in her wars;
the merchants brought her gifts and promised her part of their earnings; the
priests, who were the most reluctant of the three groups, which might not be
too surprising after Jasmine’s little show, promised to spread her legend over
the city, to honor her name.


Every person that came to Jasmine
said more or less the same the person that came before them did, and Aladdin
found it so dull she almost fell asleep. She only started paying more attention
when it was Jasmine that called the former sultan to her. The man was nervous,
Aladdin could see it immediately, and she understood, he was the only one that
had been called to face their queen after all.


Jasmine didn’t waste any time.
“Your daughter is a beautiful woman.” She started, and something like dread
pooled in the depths of Aladdin’s stomach. Surely, Jasmine wouldn’t, would she?
“I would make her into one of my wives, if there are no complaints from your
part.”


There weren’t, obviously, the
former Sultan even felt it was an honor and pulled his daughter close, let the
new queen have a good look at her. Aladdin’s hands tightened into fists and she
became angry, very angry.


“You’re seething.” Jasmine said
when they were alone, later, in the queen’s quarters. Jasmine was laying out on
her new bed with a smile, smile she turned Aladdin’s way when the genie glared
at her.


Aladdin didn’t bother saying
anything, just glared. She didn’t quite know what she was feeling. She was
hurt, she was betrayed, she was jealous, and she was trying to resist the urge
to cry with all of her strength, and Jasmine just stood there, smirking at her,
and Aladdin almost wanted to reach out and throttle her. She couldn’t, she knew
that deep down, a genie could never purposely harm their master, but if someone
deserved it Jasmine certainly did.


She did the only thing she could,
turned her back on the other woman and refused to look at her. Jasmine chuckled
in response. 


Aladdin missed her mother, she
wanted to go home and pull the older woman into a hug, wanted to stop seeing
Jasmine’s face for a few moments.


The queen chuckled again, then
climbed to her feet and moved until she could press against Aladdin’s back, and
Aladdin hated how part of her just wanted to melt into that warmth, even though
she was hurt and angry. Jasmine pulled, made Aladdin turn to her, and didn’t
waste any time before pressing a kiss against her mouth.


Aladdin leaned into it without
thinking about it, kissed the other woman back. “Why?” She asked when they
parted. She didn’t need to explain, Jasmine would understand perfectly well
what she meant.


“Revenge.” The other woman
answered with a shrug. “I can’t get back at the one that made me a genie, the
one who tricked me, but Badroulbadour is his descendent, she’s the only
descendent he has besides the former sultan, and so, I’ll have my revenge that
way, make sure she will be the one to continue my line, that her children will
bare my name.”


Aladdin wasn’t happy with that,
turned to look away once more. Jasmine’s hand against her face made sure she
couldn’t.


“This doesn’t mean I don’t care
for you, Aladdin. It doesn’t mean you aren’t the one that matters.” She knew
she shouldn’t let Jasmine’s silver tongue get to her, but the woman moved
closer and closer, and she didn’t deny Jasmine another kiss. “And didn’t you
like Badroulbadour? I find it surprising that you aren’t happy about this
chance to share her bed.”


Aladdin blinked at her. “Share
her bed? What?” Jasmine turned and strutted towards the bed, winking at Aladdin
over her shoulder, and the genie swallowed. “What do you mean?” Another pause,
but the queen didn’t say anything. “Jasmine?”


The queen didn’t say another
word, just waited until Aladdin joined her on the bed, and soon they were too
busy for conversation.


Jasmine’s marriage to
Badroulbadour didn’t take long to be arranged, but then, when the new queen
wanted something it happened quickly. Aladdin didn’t go. Jasmine asked her to,
but she didn’t order it, and so, Aladdin had a choice. Oh, she remained in the
queen’s quarters, knew sooner or later Jasmine would come with her new bride
and intended to have them both, but Aladdin wasn’t willing to watch the ceremony,
to be reminded of something she couldn’t have.


She was a genie; most people
couldn’t see her unless Jasmine wanted them to. Jasmine wouldn’t marry her, she
was certain, why would she? It was those dark thoughts that occupied her mind
while she waited for the other woman to come, despair and dread gnawing at her
mind, almost overwhelming her at times.


When Jasmine came, Aladdin didn’t
say anything, but she was certain her emotions showed in her face. “Come.”
Jasmine pulled Badroulbadour behind her, much like she did Aladdin that first
time. “There’s someone I want you to meet.” She caught sight of Aladdin and
smiled, and Aladdin couldn’t help how her heart started beating a little
faster. Jasmine made her feel like no one before ever had, and she couldn’t
understand it sometimes. “This is my other wife, Aladdin.”


The words made Aladdin blink,
then she warmed when Badroulbadour turned to her, and embarrassment almost made
her look away. It was as if Jasmine knew what had been on her mind and said
just the right words to soothe her. She knew Jasmine couldn’t read minds, at
least, she hoped so. Still, it was as if a weight disappeared from her back,
and it became easier to look at the two women.


Badroulbadour was looking at her
with a small smile, and Aladdin blushed even further. “Doesn’t this bother
you?” The other woman tilted her head, confused. “I mean, that I’m also her
wife?”


The former princess, now
queen-consort, chuckled. “I knew I would just be one of many wives since I was
born. My father has three of them after all, and all I would be good for in his
eyes would be cementing an alliance with some other family.” She shrugged, then
moved closer to Aladdin, studying her. “The only thing that surprised me about
all of this is that no one knows about you.”


“They don’t need to know about
her.” Jasmine moved until she could press against Aladdin’s side, kissing her
cheek, then putting one arm around her figure. “She’s mine, that’s all that
matters. Just like you’re mine now.” Her words made Aladdin blush red.


She raised her head and looked at
Jasmine, caught sight of the woman playing with her ring at the same time, the
ring that bound Aladdin to her, and Jasmine smiled. Aladdin smiled back, and
didn’t resist when the other woman leaned down and kissed her.


What followed was nothing Aladdin
ever expected to participate in, or to enjoy as much as she did. Jasmine
started undressing her, completely unconcerned by Badroulbadour watching them,
and though Aladdin’s cheeks burned with so many different emotions that she
couldn’t identify them all, she did nothing to stop her. Not when she started
seeing something like interest in Badroulbadour’s eyes, not when she could feel
Jasmine’s hands gliding against her skin, touching her just like she liked to
be touched.


Jasmine chuckled when her hand
brushed against one of Aladdin’s nipples and the genie moaned, and
Badroulbadour took a step forward, and stopped just inches away from them. It
made Aladdin shift a little, maybe it was because she was reminded there was
another woman watching, maybe it was because she always felt attracted to the
princess. It certainly made the whole situation unique.


It didn’t take long until Jasmine
finished with Aladdin, and then she turned and focused her attention on
Badroulbadour, slowly parting her wedding dress, baring her as well. Aladdin
swallowed as the other woman’s flesh was revealed, and she only swallowed
harder when Jasmine finished, smirked at her, then pushed the former princess
against her.


The two steadied themselves in
one another, and blushed at the sensation of their chests pressing together.
Badroulbadour got past her embarrassment quickly enough and put one hand
against Aladdin’s side, touching her, moving that hand up and down in a caress.
Aladdin could only blush at first, and almost looked away, only didn’t because
the former princess chose that occasion to lean in and kiss her. It was soft,
softer than the kisses Jasmine usually shared with her, and it made her heart
gallop.


Jasmine chuckled, and Aladdin
looked at her to find her already naked and more than ready if the hardness of
her cock was any indication. Badroulbadour swallowed
a little when she saw that member for the first time, and a shiver ran down her
spine.


Jasmine pulled the two to the bed
and made sure they caressed each other, made them kiss, then made them explore
each other’s bodies as she watched. Aladdin found it easier than she imagined
it to be, and more challenging at the same time. There was something quite
pleasing about running her hands over Badroulbadour’s body and making her
enjoy, to see the former princess moan and arch into her touch, to see the
flush in her cheeks and know she was the reason it was there.


She used everything she learned
from Jasmine to please the other woman, used her hands and fingers to tease
Badroulbadour’s flesh, used her mouth to lick at her skin and taste her, told
the other woman just how nice it was to touch her like that. Badroulbadour
tried to answer in kind, but her inexperienced showed, and Aladdin realized she
was probably the first person to touch the other like that, and it only made
her more eager to please her well.


Then Jasmine moved in, made them
lay side-by-side, and taught them just how it was done, made them beg for her
touch. She focused on Badroulbadour first, it was her wedding night after all,
and used her mouth to devour her core, licking and caressing and suckling on it
until the woman came screaming out loud. Aladdin watched it happen from the
side, pressed against Badroulbadour, whispering in her ears.


After she finished with the other
woman, Jasmine turned to Aladdin, and she gulped. Badroulbadour moved until
Aladdin could lay on her, let one of her hands move down her body, reaching Aladdin’s
core before Jasmine could. Without really thinking about it, Aladdin parted her
legs, anything that made sure she received her pleasure quicker, which Jasmine
assured once she reached her objective.


As orgasm washed over her,
Aladdin only wanted that moment to last forever.


Jasmine sated her lust then,
taking one and then the other, and then taking the first once more. She only
stopped when they were full with her seed, and the three of them spooned
against one another, Jasmine in the middle, Aladdin and Badroulbadour
to each of her sides.


It wasn’t exactly how Aladdin had
expected to end her night, but she couldn’t say she regretted it.











Epilogue


Badroulbadour
gave Jasmine many children, and with each one the other woman’s satisfaction
increased. Jasmine hadn’t given up on her revenge, and though she loved her
children, they had been born partly to satisfy that hunger of Jasmine’s.


Still, Aladdin would have loved
to be able to give the other woman children, but she couldn’t. It took her a
while to understand, but as a genie she couldn’t have children. It broke her
heart, she wanted nothing more than to have a life grow within her, to feel
Jasmine’s child grow in her belly, but it couldn’t be.


Sometimes it didn’t seem her wife
understood what that meant to her. Badroulbadour did though, and she was the
one that comforted Aladdin and told her being a mother was about more than just
carrying a child. Badroulbadour’s children were also Aladdin’s, they were all
one family, and that was what mattered. Aladdin’s mother said much the same,
and the ache in her chest became easier to bare after that.


What wasn’t easy was seeing those
she loved die, bit by bit. As a genie, she didn’t age, and remained forever
young while those around her died. Fortunately, Jasmine was powerful enough
that age had little effect on her as well, and eventually, many years later,
after Badroulbadour had died of old age, the two left Agrabah behind, leaving
Jasmine’s children to rule in her place. Neither of them would have been able
to survive the heartache of seeing one of those children, which now seemed far
older than them, die, and so they fled, leaving to see the world.


Over the following centuries, they
discovered much, saw many sights neither could have imagined, and they were
happy. There was always an ache for what they had lost, what they missed, in
their chests, but both believed sooner or later the end would come and they
could be with their loved ones once more. It wasn’t the kind of life Aladdin
ever expected to have, and sometimes she didn’t know if she would choose it if
the choice had been given to her, but then, Jasmine would smile at her, and it
seemed worth it.


The end
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Beauty and the Beast


(Futanari Erotica Fairy Tales)


Mara was a beautiful girl forced to flee from her
home when her kingdom was conquered by invaders. Being the daughter of a duke,
she was made to choose between marriage to one of the men that helped kill her
father, or run away to distant lands with her little sister.


She picked the later and after a few years had to
turn to unsavory measures in order to survive, and to make sure her sister was
safe.


Eventually though, she ran into trouble and was
imprisoned, and given a choice: she could live for a decade in prison, leaving
her sister alone in the world, without the means to sustain herself, or she
could serve for a year as a cursed princess’s handmaiden.


Mara had heard tales about the one they called the
beast princess, but surely serving her couldn’t be as bad as ten years in jail,
could it?


Beauty and the Beast is a book in the Futanari
Erotica Fairy Tales series. It features futanari (dickgirl) sex, breeding
(impregnation), and futa on female. For adults only!
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The Empress’s New … Rod


(Futanari Erotica Fairy Tales)


Empress Isolde had almost everything a woman might
want. She had vast riches, few were as powerful as she, or as beautiful. Her
people worshiped her. She didn’t have anyone to love, not truly, but she didn’t
particularly care either, though she desired a child as she hadn’t desired
anything before. 


She was unable to conceive though.


Her kingdom was filled with magic and those that
used it, and so the empress had a bright idea: she would grant riches and power
to the one that found a way for her to have a child. Unfortunately for her, the
only one who proved to have even the slightest hint of an idea of how to do it
was the clumsiest witch in the entire realm.


Contains explicit sex and girl penis (futanari).
Not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.
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Werewolf Princess


Mathilda Stormcrow had just been crowned queen,
after her father was poisoned by rebels, when she realized they were losing the
war. The rebels conquered more land by the day, desertions in the royal army
were at all time high, and with her father’s death some of their allies were
starting to question their allegiances.


They would lose the war, and she would lose
everything, if they didn’t find a way to bolster their numbers.


And the solution seemed obvious to her, if not
exactly pleasant. For centuries, the werewolf clans to the north of Stormcrow
had been in conflict with the kingdom, and losing for the most part, but they
were tremendous warriors nonetheless, and for too long had her father tried to
find peace with them. It hadn’t been possible, but then he hadn’t been willing
to sacrifice enough for it. She was.


She would offer herself to the wolves’ alpha as a
bride, offer them peace so long as they fought for her, assure the werewolves a
place in her kingdom where they could live in peace. 


It was a good plan, even her reluctant advisors
admitted it, but then she met the alpha and realized there was just a tiny
problem …


Contains explicit sex and girl penis (futanari).
Not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.
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