
        
            
                
            
        

    
Naughty Wish Granted By A Lesbian Genie

Paranormal Lesbian Encounters

A.S. Harper


Kindle Edition

Copyright 2022 A.S. Harper

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, events and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events are purely coincidental.

This book is for adult readers only. It contains explicit sexual scenes with graphic language which may be considered offensive by some people. All characters in this book are 18 years or older and give consent.


Hello valued reader! I hope you enjoy this erotic story. Trust me when I tell you I love writing these books even more than you love reading them.

If you’re interested in more, sign up to my newsletter using the link below and you’ll receive a free and exclusive 4k word eBook called Sasha’s Submission. You’ll also be kept up to date with all my latest and hottest releases, and I hope to get to know you all a bit better in the process.

Click here to receive your free eBook

Or

Visit my website


I set my bag down on the kitchen counter of my apartment and collapsed into my favorite chair with a huff. I took out my earrings and kicked off my heels before sinking gracelessly into the chair, my figure-hugging dress creasing as I slid into a comfortable position.

“Another one bites the dust, hey Chloe?” I said to myself, exasperated.

I’d just gotten back from dinner where I’d broken up with the man I’d been seeing. We’d only been dating for a couple of months, so it wasn’t exactly emotionally traumatizing, but still, it was a very typical cycle of events for me. I was sick of the same old boring investment broker and banking types I seemed to attract. In fact, I was sick of a lot of things.

My life wasn’t a bad one by any stretch. I made good money, lived in a nice apartment and didn’t have any trouble getting dates. It was just that my job was boring and unstimulating, my apartment was in a city devoid of culture and vibrancy, and the sex I had was completely vanilla, seemingly exactly the same over the years despite it being with different guys. I needed something to break the mold, something to reinvigorate and excite me.

In the low light of my apartment I stared aimlessly out my window at the cityscape. I had been so excited when I first arrived in the big city. It seemed so full of promise. Now all it seemed like was cars and concrete buildings, the promises turning out to be empty.

My eyes drifted over towards my display cabinet and I gazed upon my various trinkets and collectibles from my travels, mostly done in my early twenties. I was immediately filled with nostalgia as I yearned for that time again. To be taken back ten years and get lost in Prague or broken down on the side of the road in Cambodia would be a wonderful thing.

I looked upon my favorite souvenir from those times, a beautiful, rich red oil lamp with golden accents that I’d purchased from a shady looking dealer in a Turkish bazaar. I was sure I got ripped off by him, but I didn’t care, the lamp seemed to call to me. I had to have it, and I was glad I did. It was proof that my life was once exciting and fulfilling.

As I looked sullenly at the lamp I seemed to hear it calling to me again, my yearning for times gone by making me want to hold it in my hands. I slid open the display case and retrieved the beautiful lamp before sitting back down in my chair.

I set it down in my lap as I remembered all the wild times I had traveling the world, all the fantastic sex I had with men I barely knew. I wondered if I’d ever be that happy again. I adoringly stroked the lamp with a thumb as a smile bubbled in the corner of my mouth.

My quiet nostalgia was suddenly thrust into commotion as a ferocious plume of white smoke spewed out of the spout of the lamp! I let out a startled scream and pressed myself back into the chair as the smoke filled the room in only a couple of seconds. I couldn’t see a thing, and yet strangely I had no trouble breathing. I was equally panic stricken and confused. I had no idea how there could even be smoke coming out of an oil lamp that had been sitting on a shelf for ten years.

Just as I came to my senses and was about to leap out of the chair all the smoke somehow converged on one point about five feet in front of me, the thick white smog seemingly sucked out of the room and into this one point. I sat there pinned to my chair as I watched the impossible display with wide eyes. The smoke seemed to be taking the form of a person.

The white storm of smoke turned inside out and in its place stood a beautiful Arabian woman wearing flowing red robes the same color as my lamp, complete with golden lace woven into the threads. Her face was stunning, like she’d been carved out of marble with high cheekbones and breathtaking green eyes accentuated by heavy eyeliner.

“What the fuck?” I breathed as I sat there, as struck by the woman’s beauty as I was confused by her presence.

“I am Zayna, the djinn,” the mysterious woman introduced herself with an exotic accent.

I looked back at her, wide-eyed. “You’re a… a genie?” I asked, completely in disbelief that the words were even coming out of my mouth.

My question made her arch an eyebrow. “If you’d like,” she said, accepting my Western label.

“No fucking way has there been a genie inside the lamp sitting in my display case for the last decade.”

“Oh, I assure you I’ve been in there a lot longer than a decade,” Zayna corrected me.

“How is this even real life…” I said to myself, convinced I was in a dream and would wake up at any moment. I must have fallen asleep on the couch while I was yearning for days gone by. “Are you going to give me whatever I wish for?” I said only half-serious, making fun of whatever silly dream I was having.

“I will grant you three wishes and three wishes only,” the confident Arabian woman announced.

“That’s a little cliche, don’t you think?” I smirked.

“Oh, sure, tell the ten thousand year old djinn how to do her job.”

“Can I wish for more wishes?”

“No.”

“Can I wish to be a genie and have all your magic powers?”

“No.”

“Well then what the hell am I going to wish for?” I asked, throwing my hands up in fake outrage. I was having a little fun with Zayna seeing as I wasn’t totally convinced she was real, and the whole situation was just so completely ridiculous.

“Is there nothing you would want to change about your life?” the dark featured beauty asked me.

Her question struck a nerve. Obviously I had just been pining about all the things I wanted to change about my life. And now minutes later I was being offered the chance to wish it all into existence. I was unsure I wasn’t suffering some sort of psychological break, but I decided to play along for the sake of the dream or delusion or whatever the fuck was happening.

“What happens if I regret the wish? Do I have to use a wish to return things back to normal?” I asked, trying to figure out the rules of a magic genie.

“No. The lamp will travel with you into whatever world you wish for yourself, and if you choose to return to your current state, all you need to do is rub it and ask for the wish to be dissolved.”

“Alright, fine,” I started, thinking about what my first wish would be. “I wish I had a more exciting job.”

“I’ll need you to be a bit more specific, Chloe,” Zayna said, holding up a finger.

“How do you know my name?”

“I’m a genie.”

“Right,” I said, letting out a breath as I pondered what I wanted my glamorous new career to be. “I wish I was a famous actress.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said with a smile before she snapped her fingers.

The instant the genie’s fingers snapped, I was hurtled backwards through space, my arms and legs outstretched in front of me, the lamp in one hand. “Woooooaaaahhhhh,” I called out as if I was on some kind of rollercoaster ride, lights whizzing by me as I flew through the void.

Suddenly my wild ride stopped and I landed with a dull thud into a chair of some sort. I looked around and figured out I was in the back of a stretch limousine, and a fancy one at that. In my lap was a red clutch purse with a golden pattern stitched into it and I knew in my bones that was the lamp, just in a different form.

That was when I noticed my dress. It was the same rich red color as the purse and showed off a lot more skin that I usually would feel comfortable showing. I undeniably looked hot though, and my boobs even seemed a little bigger, with more cleavage than I was used to under my chin. I caught my reflection in the back of the partition and leaned forward, shocked at what I saw.

The person looking back at me was definitely Chloe, but with slightly higher cheekbones and poutier lips. I looked damn sexy and I felt a little giddy as I checked myself out. “Ohhh, you made a good wish, Chloe,” I said to myself excitedly. I was definitely dressed a little slutty, but I had the body for it, so I figured I might as well flaunt it and enjoy my new reality.

The limo stopped and the partition I was so enamored with lowered, the driver looking back over his shoulder to address me. “We’re here, Miss Lake,” the kind man said.

“Oh, of course. Thanks,” I replied, having absolutely no idea where ‘here’ was but keen to find out.

The door was opened for me and a sea of lights and camera flashes greeted me. I stepped out of the limousine with a giant smile on my face, loving all the attention as my eyes got used to the bright lights. I stepped onto a red carpet and looked around at the crowd that had gathered and were excitedly calling out to me.

Curiously, the vast majority of the crowd were men. I could barely see a single other woman amongst them, and they all seemed to have no problem staring at my ample cleavage. Not that I could blame them, but I thought movie stars got a little more respect than that.

“You’re gonna win tonight, Chloe!” a fan called out, clueing me in that I must have been at an awards ceremony of some sort.

“Thank you, thank you,” I called back. “I’m so grateful to all of you. I’d never be able to do this without all of your support,” I said, trotting out the usual actor bullshit as I smiled and waved and posed for the cameras, absolutely soaking up every ounce of attention I was getting.

I was called over to a reporter and I happily made my way towards them for an interview. I was nervous but so excited that people wanted to hear what I had to say. “So, Chloe Lake, how do you like your chances tonight? Do you think you’ll have a clean sweep through all the categories you’re nominated for?”

“Oh, well, I don’t really mind, you know. It’s just an honor to be nominated, really. I’m so happy to be here, regardless of whether or not I win. Actually, can you remind me what awards I’m up for?”

The male reporter looked at me quizzically. “Well gee, I’ll see if I can remember them all,” he said before he started holding out his fingers as he listed my nominations. “Let’s see, there’s best anal scene, prettiest bukkake face, most fuckable mouth…” he went on and on.

The blood drained from my face as the realization dawned on me. I was a successful actress alright. A successful actress in porn! That was why I was wearing such a skimpy dress and was being lusted after by every man in a three mile radius. “Oh my god,” I breathed as the reporter said ‘rising MILF award’.

I suddenly felt an arm wrapped around my waist as a stunning but obviously coked out woman in a dress even sluttier than mine pressed herself against me. “Hey, babe,” she said before shoving her tongue down my throat.

I was still in complete shock at the pornographic revelation and just kind of let it happen. I’d never kissed another girl before, but I felt completely numb as this scantily clad sex kitten swirled her tongue around inside my mouth. But when she openly groped one of my breasts I swatted her hand away in disgust. “What are you doing!? There are cameras,” I scolded the stranger who apparently knew me well enough to kiss me in public.

“Oh please, you didn’t mind the cameras when I had my tongue in your ass,” she chortled, giving me a gross wink. I had no interest in lesbian sex and I certainly wasn’t about to live a life where girls’ tongues went up my butt.

“Fuck this,” I said before I started rubbing my purse desperately. “I want to go home!”

I was rushed through space again for a moment before I fell back into my favorite chair in the living room of my apartment. I looked down and touched all over my body. I was wearing the same clothes as before, my tits were my own, the lamp was a lamp again. “Oh, thank god,” I said as I sighed with relief.

“You should be thanking me,” Zayna announced, the Arabian beauty looking comfortable on my sofa.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, irate. “You made me a porn actress!”

“What? You said you wanted to be a successful actress, I made you one! That’s an exciting career to have, you know. Drugs, sex, mansions and orgies. You have a million men jerking off to you every day and having sex with beautiful women as your job. You didn’t like it?”

“No I did not like it!” I said matter of factly. “And I’m not a lesbian. I’m not interested in sex with any women!”

“Well, I told you, you have to be specific with these wishes. Now come on, get on with it, what do you want to wish for next?”

I stared at her as my anger faded. At least she’d brought me back the way she said she would. I mused on what my next wish should be. No harm done apart from my unexpected first ever lesbian kiss. I had a newfound appreciation for my boring job, but maybe I could stand to live somewhere a bit more interesting.

“Okay, I’ve got it,” I started. “I wish I lived in France.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said, raising her hand.

“Wait!” I called out before she had the chance to snap her fingers. “I wish I lived in France in the summertime. I don’t want to be hauled up in some basement through a frigid winter. I want a nice apartment in a nice part of France.”

“Of course,” Zayna said with a mischievous smile before she snapped her fingers and sent me flying through space once again.

I landed in an elegant chair, the lamp now a red perfume bottle in my hand. I looked around me to see if anything was out of place, but all I could see was a stunning French apartment. I looked out the window and could make out that I was several floors up, the sun beaming down on a picturesque French riviera in the distance. I breathed in the air which smelled a little sweeter than the air back home, and I relaxed my shoulders, knowing I’d gotten this one right.

“Oh, this is going to be perfect,” I said as I got up from the chair and made my way over to the big French doors leading out onto my own personal balcony.

I folded my arms on the railing, perfume bottle in hand, and took in my surroundings; the European architecture, the warm summer weather, the rolling blue of the sea nearby. When I looked down at the street below though, I saw something I couldn’t quite make sense of.

At first, all I noticed was a few people running in terror and shouting in French, panic in their voices. I furrowed my brow and looked to try and see what they were running away from. That was when I saw it. Gigantic Panzer tanks rolling down the cobblestone street of my perfect French town. Then I heard the gunshots in the distance, and saw the plumes of smoke as I looked in the opposite direction to the riviera.

One of the axis tanks turned its turret towards the lobby of my apartment building and fired with a deafening bang. The shell exploded in the ground floor as glass and smoke spilled out onto the street. The whole building shook from the impact and I lost my balance against the railing, the perfume bottle slipping out of my hand and falling down to the street below.

“No!” I called out as I pointlessly reached down for the bottle as it fell. It landed on the street with a clink, thankfully it would take more than that to destroy a several millennia old magic lamp.

Some Nazi soldiers spotted me on the balcony and all turned their guns towards me. I ran back into my apartment and screamed as a hail of bullets destroyed my perfect balcony and French doors. I burst through the door and made my way down the stairs as fast as I could, blindly finding my way through the smoke and scream filled lobby and out onto the street.

I spotted the perfume bottle and ran over to it, dropping to my knees as I clutched it in my hands. A Nazi soldier saw me and yelled something aggressively as he raised his machine gun to my head. “I want to go home!” I shouted as I rubbed the perfume bottle just as the soldier opened fire.

I fell back into my favorite chair in my apartment and immediately stood up from it, pissed off. “You sent me back to France 1940!?”

“Was it not to your liking?” Zayna asked, the trickster genie spread out along my sofa like a cat.

“You know damn well it wasn’t! What kind of game are you playing!?”

“You’re two wishes down, my dear. You best make the last one count. Take my advice and keep it simple. That way you’ll avoid any… disappointment.”

“Disappointment? You’re fucking with me every time! Is there anything I can wish for that will actually make me happy?”

“Well, there’s one more, Chloe. Why don’t we find out,” the wicked genie said, her mouth smiling in a way that I would have liked to wipe off her face.

“Fine. My next wish doesn’t have to be some big, world-changing experience. I just want to have some good sex for once. All the men I see are so boring in bed. I want something different. I wish to have the hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of my entire life,” I said, determined to get at least one wish right.

“As you wish,” Zayna replied before she winked and snapped her fingers.

The wink gave me cause to wonder what the hell she was going to do to me next, but it was too late. I was hurtled through space yet again and landed with a dull thud onto a mattress. I looked around the room and tried to figure out where I was. There were no sounds of gunfire, at least. I was sitting on an extravagant looking four post bed, in what appeared to be a circular room with what appeared to be curtains hanging across every inch of wall. For lack of a better word, the room seemed to be… Arabian.

“Where am I?” I breathed as I took in my surroundings.

“You’re in my lamp,” Zayna said nonchalantly as she appeared in front of me in a puff of smoke, making me gasp and put a hand to my chest at her sudden appearance.

“In your lamp? How am I meant to get home?” I asked as I tried to ignore the genie’s change of appearance. She was still wearing red robes of sorts, but they showed off a lot more skin. A gold ring was over her chest, just below her collarbones, one robe thread around her neck and through the ring, wrapping over her breasts and showing a generous amount of underboob. Her whole mid-section was on display, the outline of her abs visible on her unblemished olive skin. An almost see-through red robe dangled over her groin, hanging off a threaded brown belt around her waist. Its twin hung off the back, covering her ass, or at least most of it.

“You just simply rub any part of the wall and ask for it,” she smiled at me, seemingly enjoying my determination not to look at her body.

“And why are you here? When’s the man coming in to give me the best sex of my life?”

“Oh, I’m afraid there’s no man,” the Djinn said as she took a step towards me. “You asked for the hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of your life, and that is only possible by having sex with me.”

“What!? No, no, no. I already told you, I’m not a lesbian,” I protested, starting to get pissed off that Zayna had tricked me again.

The genie stepped closer towards me still, making it impossible not to look at her voluptuous breasts at my head height. I could even just make out her nipples through the thin fabric of her robe. “I am all knowing, Chloe. I can see your true desires, even if you can’t. You want this. When your pornographic coworker kissed you on the red carpet, a part of you was excited by it. Don’t try to deny it, I see everything.”

“I… uh… no. I’ve never had sex with another woman before,” I said, my tone softening as I was challenged by Zayna’s words.

“But the thought of it excites you. I can see it. I see your energy, Chloe, and I can see the light glowing between your legs.”

I looked up at her with wide eyes, suddenly aware of the warmth I felt. She was right. There was some mysterious heat there. The genie put one knee to my side, then the other, straddling me on the edge of the bed. I looked up at her, powerless to stop her, not sure that I even wanted her to stop.

“You want more excitement in your life, Chloe,” she said softly, almost whispering, her voice dripping with that Arabian accent. “You want to experience something new, you want to have the most intense pleasure you’ve ever felt. Let me show it to you.”

With that, she took hold of my face and leaned in, her plump, perfect lips finding mine. As soon as they touched I felt the warmth in my loins glow a little brighter. She kissed me so sweetly, her juicy lips interlocking with mine. I didn’t fight it, I just kind of let it happen. My heart fluttered in a way that investment brokers had never made it do. My head felt rushed with hormones, swimming in a pool of intrigue and desire as I basked in the touch of Zayna’s lips and the feminine scent I breathed off her skin.

Her lips momentarily broke away from mine before she kissed me again, and this time I instinctively kissed back, wanting to reciprocate the display of attraction, even if I couldn’t rationalize it. My return of the kiss prompted Zayna to bring herself in closer to me, the bottoms of her thighs sliding along the tops of mine as our breasts pressed together through our clothes. She slipped an arm under one of mine and caressed my back, while her other hand combed into the back of my hair, pulling me harder against her. The feeling of the passionate genie pressed up against me elicited a tiny moan from my throat, and I felt myself giving in more and more to the sapphic experience.

I wrapped my arms around Zayna and we kissed again and again while we embraced. I loved running my hands over her mostly exposed back, feeling the smoothness of her skin. I’d never run my hands over the body of another woman before, she felt so much more delicate and supple than any man I’d been with. Our mouths parted and our tongues slid along each other wetly. It was incredible.

The genie’s fingers lightly raked through my hair as she held me close, kissing me firmly and yet softly, an erotic oxymoron that made the warmth in my groin glow brighter still. My moans became more frequent and louder as I basked in the lesbian embrace, Zayna’s knees squeezing my hips, her breasts squashed up against mine, the heat of her crotch warming up my stomach.

I couldn’t believe how intoxicated with the devious genie I’d become. I’d never experimented with girls before, I never even thought I wanted to. But her mouth was making me feel so good just from kissing, I wondered how else it could make me feel good. It did seem like the perfect, consequence free scenario to explore any lesbian curiosities. No one would ever know I fucked a genie. After all the boring sex I’d been having with men, perhaps trying something with a woman was the only way to fulfill my wish of having the ‘hottest, naughtiest, most passionate sex of my life’.

I pushed back against Zayna’s hand and managed to peel my lips off of hers, my eyes fluttering open as I sighed with lust. “I want you to make me feel good,” I breathed shakily, giving the djinn permission to do what she wanted to me.

She smiled back at me, an expression of cheeky confidence on her face. “You already wished for it,” she said, before taking her hand away from the back of my head and snapping her fingers.

With that, my dress seemed to turn to smoke. It simply evaporated off my body. I didn’t have a bra underneath so suddenly I was sitting on the edge of the bed in only my date-night black lace panties, being straddled by the scantily robed Zayna. I felt an instinct to cover up but stopped myself. Why should I? She was my genie. Once I rid myself of my inherent timidness, I leant back on both hands and proudly displayed myself for the magical woman in my lap.

Zayna’s eyes immediately dropped to my perky breasts as she bit her bottom lip. She went to drop her head but I stopped her, suddenly feeling full of confidence now that I had embraced my lesbian fate.

“Wait,” I said firmly. “I want to see yours first.”

“As you wish,” Zayna said with a cheeky grin.

Her breasts were just hanging there, a gratuitous amount of underboob teasing me with her robe covering everything from the nipple up. It felt new and arousing as my hands brushed against her exposed skin before I pushed the silk red robe over her shoulders, unveiling her voluptuous tits. My eyes lit up at the sight of her perfectly round globes, two dark brown nipples adorning them. I’d never been excited by the sight of a woman’s breasts before, but seeing the beautiful Arabian genie topless like that, I just wanted to play with them, to feel something new.

I pressed my face to Zayna’s sternum and squeezed her tits against the sides of my face as I breathed in deep, filling my lungs with her sweet aroma. I loved the feeling of her warm, soft breasts against my cheeks, and I sighed with arousal as I basked in them, my own tits pressing into her stomach.

The sexy genie tilted herself back, hanging off my shoulders as she threw her head back and puffed out her chest. I smothered myself with her tits, kissing and licking all over them while I squeezed and caressed with my free hand. Zayna moaned as I flicked my tongue against one of her lovely brown nipples, before I pursed my stiff lips around it and felt it harden in my mouth. I tweaked her other nipple with my fingers and felt it have the same reaction, her two perfect nubs standing to attention and begging me to tease them.

I enjoyed playing with another woman’s breasts way more than I thought I would. They were so soft and pliable and fun. I’d only ever touched my own before, and playing with a pair so different to mine was captivating. Before long, Zayna’s chest glistened with the sheen of my saliva. She brought herself back up and looked down at me with sexy, half-closed eyes. I could see the lust in them, the desire to return the favor. With a naughty grin, she pushed me down onto my back, my own tits jiggling as I fell back with a girlish giggle.

“My turn,” she said before flicking her hair over her shoulder and bending down to tend to my breasts.

Her fingertips traced along my ribs as the stunning genie kissed and lightly sucked my tits. Her soft mouth felt better than any other I’d had. Her tongue was gentle as it swirled lightly around my nipples, her plump lips supple and juicy as they took me inside them. My back arched and I writhed a little on the bed, my hands squeezing Zayna’s shoulders whenever she did something to make me squirm. I’d gasp every time she’d tug on a nipple or bite on my areolas, and mewl when she’d lick me with the length of her tongue. I was in heaven.

Once my chest shimmered as brightly as her own, Zayna lifted her head and smiled naughtily at me, her long black hair hanging down from one side of her face and tickling my tummy. I looked back at her, completely wrapped up in my own arousal like a warm blanket, my pussy thrumming and desperate for some attention.

“I want you to eat me out so bad,” I said, feeling drunk on lust.

“As you wish,” the lesbian genie arched an amused eyebrow.

I shuffled up the bed, sliding out from between the seductive djinn’s legs and making myself comfortable among the mess of pillows at the head. I outstretched my arms along the pillows before spreading my legs, my black lace panties clinging to my soaking wet pussy lips. Zayna looked down at my crotch and smacked her lips with hunger, before she snapped her fingers again and my underwear turned to smoke, the black puff tickling my nethers as it dissipated into thin air. I giggled with nervous excitement at being naked and spread-legged in front of another woman, my flushed, puffy pussy on display.

Zayna lowered herself between my legs and kissed all around the insides of my thighs and my vulva, making me twitch and gasp each time her lips touched my skin. The magical lesbian made a point not to come into contact with my pussy, leaving my pink to glisten with wanting wetness as she teased me more and more.

“Please, I can’t take it any more,” I said eventually with a whining tone, needing to feel her mouth on my cunt.

“As you wish,” the djinn said before slowly licking me from base to clit.

My whole body shivered and I let out a shaky breath as Zayna’s tongue made its way through my pink. “Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck,” I moaned as she curled her tongue back into her mouth and looked up at me with a salacious grin. “Do it again.”

She did. And I shuddered and moaned just as before. She felt so fucking good. She used the full flat of her tongue to lick through me, parting my pussy lips as she slid over my hole and dragged my horny clit upwards, giving it a little flick with the tip each time. My head fell back on the pillows as Zayna started going to town on me, her lovely little mouth devouring my sopping wet snatch.

Every time she’d lick somewhere particularly sensitive my abs would tense and my shimmering tits would jiggle as my low moans were punctuated by sharp gasps of pleasure. I loved the naughty wet sounds of another woman’s mouth licking and sucking my pussy, and I especially loved it whenever she tugged on my engorged clit with those succulent fucking lips of hers. The warmth in my groin became a full on raging inferno as Zayna’s expert cunnilingus filled me with joy.

I was loving every second of what Zayna was doing to me. It was unlike any head I’d received before. I could feel her soft, juicy lips when she kissed my clit, her hot breath against my slick cunt, her nose pressing into my mound. She held onto the tops of my spread thighs, her fingertips digging into my flesh as she pulled herself harder into my pussy. Her tongue rolled around between my pussy lips, folding over itself as she teased me into oblivion.

“Oh fuck, Zayna,” I moaned as I watched the sultry Arabian woman between my legs.

The wet sounds of her tongue and lips kissing and licking my cunt, my moans of pleasure, her moans of appreciation for my pussy, it was a sapphic symphony that I was loving every second of. She pushed against the insides of my thighs, spreading me wider and making my hips roll forward a little while her pancake tongue licked through me before sucking my engorged little clit into her perfect mouth. I tongued the roof of my own mouth while I watched her, breathing heavily, ever so slightly tensing my stomach muscles to gyrate against her face.

Zayna’s tongue slid up and down between my slick lips, stroking the length of me with the flat of her tongue before brushing downwards with the underside, flicking my clit and taint at either end of her long licks. She pushed against the insides of my thighs harder, rolling my hips further forward and pushing my butt out. Then as she licked down she continued over my taint and flicked her tongue against my asshole, giving it a tickle that made me tense and gasp.

“Oh! What are you doing?” I asked in shock, the heavy eroticism of the cunnilingus suddenly lost by the anal surprise.

“You said you wanted the sex to be naughty,” she shrugged.

“Not like that though,” I replied resolutely. “I’ve never done anything with my butt.”

“You’ve never had sex with a woman either, Chloe,” she pointed out. “I can make you cum like you never have before. ‘The best sex of your life’, remember? You just have to trust me.”

The beautiful, seductive genie smiled warmly up at me from between my legs. My face that had only recently been creased in pleasure was now creased in hesitation. Was it too much too fast? I’d never had anyone touch me in that particular private area, and I could feel the trace of saliva from her singular lick cooling against my asshole, a bit of a weird feeling. Then again, Zayna had been right about everything so far. “Okay,” I said reluctantly, giving a nod of permission to the lesbian djinn.

She smiled up at me wickedly before pushing on my thighs again. I followed her lead and grabbed the backs of my knees, holding my legs up and open for her, my heart pounding against my ribs with nervous anticipation for the impending rimjob. Zayna lowered her head and pressed her wet tongue against my back door, causing me to tense again initially, but this time I tried to relax and go with it.

Zayna traced the tip of her tongue around the rim of my naughty hole, and I felt pleasurable sensations in my ass that I’d never felt before. My toes curled and my brow furrowed as I got used to the feeling of someone’s wet, warm tongue there. It was at the same time pleasurable, weird, and naughty as fuck. I looked down and could only see Zayna’s forehead in front of my unattended pussy while her head rocked up and down, her wicked tongue buttering my butt with saliva.

“Unnnggg,” I moaned deeply as I let go of my inhibitions and started to enjoy the lewd sex act. My face softened and my body relaxed, the pucker of my butthole coaxed into calm by Zayna’s wonderful tongue, as she licked it again and again, her saliva making wet sloshing sounds against my back door.

“Mmm,” she moaned in response, her voice vibrating my ring as she pressed her lips against it.

It was odd experiencing such pleasure when my pussy was just hovering there, my cunt pulsing as the lesbian genie ate my ass. A trickle of cum leaked out of my snatch and down to her smutty tongue. “Oh my god,” I breathed as I basked in the glow of the naughty rimjob, the act filling my body with a dull pleasure that radiated all through me.

Zayna licked back upwards, collecting my trickle of girl drool and replacing the tongue on my ass with the pad of her thumb. She massaged my ring while she gorged herself on my cunt once again, harder now, sucking my clit into her mouth and flicking the end of it with her tongue. My moans became louder and higher pitched as the deviant genie whimpered into me while she licked and sucked and flicked and fucked my pussy. Her thumb made salacious squelching noises against my asshole as she rubbed my buttered butthole, my ring of muscle loosening to her touch as she applied just the right amount of pressure.

“OH FUCK!” I cried out as the light in my body suddenly surged into a full blown orgasm.

My knuckles went white beneath my knees as I threw my head back into the pillows and shuddered on the bed, my pussy quivering in Zayna’s mouth while my asshole spasmed around the pad of her thumb. The seductive djinn hoovered up my cum as my love hole pulsed, seeping honey as a reward for the genie’s efforts.

She dug her fingernails into the backs of my thighs as she breathed heavily into my snatch, moaning with delight while she sucked up every available drop of nectar. I just lay there having a fit of ecstasy, my shoulders rolling back as my whole spine felt alight with pleasure. My abs tensed and relaxed over and over, spasming along with the rest of me, my orgasm heightened by the thumb pressing against my back door, the threat of it penetrating me taking my climax to new heights.

It felt like I came for an hour, every time a wave of ecstasy receded a new one surged and took its place. Eventually, mercifully, I came back down to Earth as my orgasm died down. I let go of my knees and let my legs collapse down to either side of the sexy genie between them. My tits heaved as I sucked in air, my body twitching sporadically with aftershocks as I lay there in a state of complete bewilderment, trying to come to terms with whatever the fuck Zayna had just done to me.

“Oh my god,” I sighed, smiling widely as I looked down at the beautiful Arabian face kissing all over my thighs and groin, her succulent lips glistening with my cum.

“How do you feel about lesbian sex now, Chloe?” she asked, her voice wet with cum and dripping with that sexy exotic accent.

“That was better than I ever could have imagined,” I said slowly, my head feeling light as I bathed in the terrific afterglow of what Zayna had just done to me. “I want to try eating your pussy,” I said, kind of surprising myself as the words fell out of my mouth, but they felt right.

“You do not have to,” Zayna reassured me as she kissed up the length of my body. “I am not owed anything, I am only here to fulfill your wishes and bring you pleasure.”

She reached my face and I wrapped my arms around her neck, pulling her in for a deep, lucious kiss, tasting my own sex on her lips. “It will bring me pleasure to taste you for myself,” I said, looking up at the beautiful genie through half-closed eyes.

She paused for a moment, before smiling as she knew my words were true. If I was lying to her or myself, she would know. I wanted this. “As you wish,” she said before pushing herself upright and shuffling her knees up the bed.

I watched with glee as her breasts jiggled with her movements and her groin neared me, barely concealed by the robes hanging off the woven brown belt around her waist. She stopped a few inches from my face and pulled the front robe to the side, unveiling her horny cunt beneath.

“How would you like my pussy to look?” she asked.

“Um, what do you mean?” I asked back, not understanding.

“Do you want me to have pubes? Or be clean shaven?” As she spoke she snapped her fingers, and her pubic hair evaporated, leaving her olive skinned snatch bare. “Or I could have an airstrip?” She snapped her fingers and a thin, trimmed line of pubes appeared. “Or a full bush? Or a love heart?”

Each time she gave me a new option, she snapped her fingers and made it so, and I felt a thrill in my pussy at seeing the magical display in front of my eyes. Something about Zayna’s cunt was just so enticing to me in that moment. I’d never felt such a strong desire to go down on someone before, certainly never a woman.

“I know what I want,” I said, my heart fluttering as I controlled the pubic style of the stunning woman on top of me. “I want a trimmed delta of pubes above your pussy, hairless at the sides.”

“As you wish,” she said with an arched eyebrow before snapping her fingers and making her pussy look exactly as I wanted. A neat thatch of black hair appeared in a perfect, upside down triangle above her otherwise bare puss. I put the tip of a finger in my mouth as I reached forward with my other hand, stroking her hairless vulva with my ring and pointer fingers while my middle finger traced through her slick lips, becoming coated in her wetness. I giggled a little and looked up at the lesbian genie with excited eyes, chewing on my finger as I felt her.

She looked back down at me with lust, her lovely round breasts heaving as she breathed in a deep breath of air, relishing my curious hand between her legs. She shuffled further forward, forcing me to pull my hand away as she brought her pretty pussy right up to my mouth.

The instant my lips touched her cunt I knew I officially loved lesbian sex. I moaned with delight and my eyes rolled back in my head as I tasted pussy for the first time. Zayna sighed on top of me, pushing down ever so slightly on my face as she enjoyed my inexperienced but eager tongue licking her cunt. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and used my fingers to peel open her light brown skin, unveiling her perfect, glistening pinkness between. I took a moment to admire her beautiful snatch before licking it again and again, slowly tracing the tip of my tongue through her velvet flesh.

“Mmm, ohhhh, that feels good, Chloe,” she said softly above, the horny genie playing with her own tits while I explored her delicious snatch. She held her heavy breasts in her hands and tweaked her own nipples, looking down at my willing face the whole time.

“Mhmm,” was all I mumbled back in response, preoccupied with my mouth full of cunt.

I nibbled at her swollen clit, kissing the tiny little pearl and sucking it into my mouth like she had done to me. I swirled my tongue around it, dragging it around in circles as the gorgeous woman writhed on top of me, her robe dangling to the side of my head while I gorged on her pussy. I slid my tongue easily into her opening, tasting her delectable honey from its most plentiful source, loving the feeling of her hole choking my tongue in response.

My top lip ground into the pubic hair of my choosing while I sealed my lips around her vulva, wagging my tongue while her trimmed pubes lightly scratched the tip of my nose. I fucking loved it. I loved seeing what my oral was doing to her, I loved hearing the response from the vocal genie, I loved her sticky goo rolling down the back of my throat for my consumption. I loved every second of eating Zayna’s pussy.

“Please, Chloe, will you grant me one wish in return,” the lustful Arabian woman pleaded, knowing that I could say no to whatever request she had.

“What’s that?”

“Please will you put a finger up my ass while you lick me?”

I giggled between her legs with intrigue. The thought would have repulsed me only hours earlier, but after what Zayna had done to my own butt with her wicked tongue, I felt curious to try some anal play for myself. I didn’t give her a response, I simply kissed her clit and unwrapped one of my arms from around her thighs, positioning my hand beneath her and inserting a finger into her vagina, swirling it around inside her and coating the digit in her love goo.

Once I was satisfied with its lubrication, I pulled it out and stroked the crack of her ass, finding her back door and tickling it with the tip of my wet finger. Zayna wriggled on top of me, her stomach tensing as she let out a shaky breath. I pushed in up to the first knuckle, just the tip of my finger penetrating her naughty hole. I could feel her strong ring of muscle choking me. It was so tight. So warm. So off limits. And yet, there I was.

“Deeper,” she pleaded and I granted the genie’s wish, pushing further in and causing her back to arch as she let out a shriek of pleasure. I overpowered the tight clench of her asshole and slid the rest of my finger into her, all the way to the third knuckle.

It felt so deliciously fucking naughty to be inside her asshole, to be wearing her ring like a ring on my daring finger. I could feel her pulse beating in a nearby blood vessel, and her greedy butthole contracted and relaxed, swallowing me up and accepting the penetration. I stared up at the ecstatic genie with wide eyes, so enamored with the whole experience that I had left her pussy unattended. It was only when a drop of cum dribbled out of her cunt hole and onto my neck that I remembered there was delicious pussy to eat as well.

I resumed eating my meal, teasing and flicking her horny little clitoris with my tongue while I started working my finger in and out of her ass. Zayna lightly ground down on my mouth and finger while she pinched her own nipples, moaning and sighing with closed eyes as she enjoyed my sapphic efforts. I made noises of delight below, my own legs squirming on the bed as I gave this spectacular woman pleasure with my mouth and finger. I loved how tight her ass felt around my finger, I loved the way she sort of rode it while I fucked her with it, the lubricated digit sliding in and out of her knot.

Almost out of nowhere, Zayna came. And she came hard. She beared down on my finger and ground her pussy against my face as she let out a wail of ecstasy, the horny genie pinching both of her nipples as her head tilted back. Cum exploded out of her snatch and saturated my chin, dripping down my neck as she quivered. Her asshole spasmed around my finger, trying desperately to pull me in further.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she screamed at the top of her lungs as I licked through her pussy over and over, trying to collect as much of her delicious nectar as I possibly could. I swear I was having almost as much fun as she was, being smothered by her beautiful body as she came.

Eventually, her climax waned, and she let me up for air, her butthole spitting out my finger in the process. I continued kissing around the insides of her thighs and her sensitive snatch as she came down from the heights of her orgasm, my face absolutely coated in cum.

“Oh, Chloe… that was incredible,” she said as she looked down at me and stroked my browline as I kissed between her legs. “I want to make you cum again.”

“How do you propose to do that?” I asked, excited to hear whatever answer she could conjure up.

Her answer didn’t come in the form of words though. Instead she just gave me a coy grin and snapped her fingers, and suddenly the robe that draped off the leather belt around her waist magically folded in on itself with a whooshing noise, the robe dangling over her ass whipped up between her legs and attached itself to the robe at the front, the pair of them transforming into something else entirely. The robes had become a thick, rich red silicone strap on dildo.

The mere sight of it made me rub my thighs together, yearning for Zayna to fuck me with the magical toy. I took it in my mouth and started fellating it, coating it in spit for lubrication, not that it needed much. My pussy was fucking drenched and ready to be stretched. The lesbian genie watched me gag on her fake cock from above, as excited as I was for what was to come.

She pulled out of my mouth and shuffled down the bed, and I rolled over onto my knees, bracing myself against the bed head as I presented myself to the woman giving me the hottest, naughtiest sex of my life. Zayna put her knees between my legs, forcing me to spread them open as I arched my back a little and offered her my pussy.

“Please,” I whimpered, desperate to be fucked.

“You don’t have to wish for this,” she said before placing the head of the cock at my aching opening and pushing it inside me.

“OHHH FUCK!” I cried out as I was filled up with the magical toy. It slid in so easily, my hole was so eager to accept it, the erotic stretch burning and feeling so god damn good.

Zayna held onto my hips as she worked her toy out of me before pushing it back in again, repeating the incredible pleasure I felt the first time. She did it again and again, emptying me out before filling me right back up, her strong hands on my hips rocking me back and forth opposite to her movements. I didn’t have to do anything, just be there on my knees and let it happen. I was in heaven.

The lesbian genie built up a rhythm as she fucked me, the naughty squelching of my wetness against the hard silicone harmonizing with my groans of pleasure. “Holy fuck,” I breathed as I dropped my head into the mess of pillows, letting my body be rocked back and forth against the thick toy.

“You take it so well,” Zayna said as she thrust into me.

“You’re fucking me better than any man ever has,” I mewled, yelping with pleasure every time she buried the dildo inside of me, my breasts swaying with my movements, my ass cheeks clapping against Zayna’s stomach.

As I was fucked by the seductive lesbian genie, I couldn’t help but feel like I wanted something in my ass. It was an urge I’d never had before, but it seemed like the naughty sex would be complete by taking things even further. It felt so good doing it to Zayna, I wanted to feel it for myself.

I looked back over my shoulder at the stunning Arabian woman inside me and asked the question. “Can you finger my ass?”

“I can do you one better than that,” she replied before snapping my fingers.

My mouth was suddenly full of plastic. I made a muffled and surprised ‘oh’ sound as I pulled out whatever it was out of my mouth. My eyes went wide as I realized what Zayna had just conjured up, the tapered butt plug in my hand. “Woah,” I said, my eyes lighting up at the sight of it. It was perfect.

I spat on the tip of the plug before passing it back to the woman deep inside me. I heard her add her own layer of spit lube before the rhythmic fucking paused and I felt the pointed tip of the naughty toy pressing against my asshole.

“Fuuuuuck,” I breathed heavily as I beared down on my back door and tried to relax while Zayna gently pushed the plug inside of me. The anal stretch felt even hotter than when she first put the dildo in my pussy. She turned the tapered plug as she inserted it into me, and it burned a little but in the hottest way possible. I felt so fucking naughty being penetrated in the ass. I loved every second of it.

Zayna worked the thickest part of the toy into me and my butthole squeezed shut around the flared base, holding the plug inside me. As it contracted my whole body shuddered as I let out a loud groan of pleasure. Between the plug and the strap-on, I’d never felt so full. I loved having the toys in both my holes, even with no movement, I felt so fucking good.

With my butthole seen to, the lesbian genie resumed her fucking, sliding her dildo in and out of my slick cunt while she rubbed the flared base of the buttplug. My moans grew louder as both my holes were pleasured. I felt the fire inside me rising. It was too hot. It felt too fucking good.

“Oh FUCK! AHHHHH!” I screamed louder than I ever had during sex as I pushed back on Zayna’s toys as my orgasm ripped me in half. Zayna drove into me and pushed on the base of the plug as I quivered with unbridled ecstasy. Cum dripped out of my filled up cunt and onto the bed beneath me, my asshole winked over and over, sucking the toy in before attempting to push it out. I pressed my head into the pillow and rode out wave after wave of pleasure, every cell in my body feeling the orgasmic bliss emanating from my pussy and ass.

My body felt incredibly heavy all of a sudden, like I was unable to hold myself up. I slid off the dildo and turned as I fell, landing on my ass and feeling the presence of the plug still inside me as I lay on the bed, my face flushed, my mouth hanging open, my body trembling as I basked in the remnants of the climax. I looked at the grinning lesbian genie, proudly weilding the dark red strap-on that was dripping with my goo. I’d never felt so completely fucking satisfied, so insanely turned on by the person fucking me.

“Just leave me here forever,” I mumbled in my frazzled state.

“As you wish,” Zayna said, smiling back at me, perfectly willing to fuck me forever inside her magic lamp.

THE END
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Spooky Paranormal Lesbian Encounters (3 Book Bundle)

Read this hot bundle with the lights out! Dabbling in the occult has never been so sexy as these curious young women explore their sapphic side with the help of the paranormal. Who knew demons, mummies and spirits could give so much pleasure?
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Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)

Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)

Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian’s examination table.
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