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		“Video games?” I said, chuckling to my girlfriend, Whitney, on the phone. “Aren’t video games still pretty popular?”

		“Bobby wants older video games,” she clarified. Bobby was her eight-year-old brother, who rarely had words for me when I was over at my girlfriend’s house, but who apparently assumed I must’ve been a connoisseur of the video-gaming hobby. “Mom already bought him an iPhone, which has nearly everything, but now he’s suddenly obsessed with older games, and how you could actually hold them in your hand.” She sighed and laughed. “We’re getting old, aren’t we?”

		“Yep. At nineteen, I’m already seeing gray in my hair.”

		“Don’t you have some old Nintendo games he can play with?”

		“I was more of a PlayStation fanboy. Those came on discs.”

		“Well, whichever. He’s really fascinated with that whole era. If I showed him what old televisions used to look like, his eyes might pop.”

		“I can’t help you there, but I don’t really care about my old video games anymore. If I can find them, Bobby can have whatever he likes. I mean, they’re just collecting dust anyway.”

		“Yes! Thank you!” She made an exaggerated kissing sound into the microphone. “Now that should shut him up for two days. Maybe even three!”

		I kissed back. “See you tomorrow?”

		“You bet!”

		After the call ended, I started thinking. I actually had no clue where my old video games were. In our previous house, Mom had stashed them into boxes and shoved them into the back corner of my closet, where they had sat and collected cobwebs. They weren’t in my new closet, and I was pretty sure she didn’t have a storage unit. So with that mystery to be answered, I set off into the kitchen to find Mom and ask her.

		She was washing dishes. Not in the machine, but in the sink. She’d always been old-fashioned in that regard, untrustworthy of modern appliances and determined to do pretty much every household chore with her hands like a classical housewife. I thought she got it from my grandma, who, in her seventies, was still doing laundry with a washboard and boiling water.

		On the countertop, I glanced at the small stack of mail. Nothing for me—as usual. But there was an open letter. It was addressed to Mom from the PARKLAND SURGERY CENTER. My eyes made an unfortunate flick to the invoice portion, where I saw BREAST AUGMENTATION ESTIMATE in big bold letters. The price was four figures.

		My mom? Breast augmentation?

		Shudder.

		Whatever made her happy.

		“Hey, Mom?” I said.

		She withdrew her wrinkled hands from the sink and dried them on the dishtowel. “Yes, Caleb?” she said.

		“You remember my old video games? My PlayStation? Do you have any idea where it’s at now?” Hopefully not at some Goodwill.

		“All your old belongings are in the garage,” she told me. “I put everything together, so all your toys and stuff should be in a few piles. It’ll be behind all your father’s crap.”

		The way she said it so succinctly—crap—really underscored how she felt about Dad’s hobby. He liked going to garage sales, buying anything that he thought was valuable, and selling it on eBay. Problem was, he didn’t have a good eye for value, so half the junk he purchased wound up sitting in the garage. It took up an entire parking space. Each time Mom chased his tail about it, he’d claim he was simply waiting for the items’ values to increase. “It’s a long-term investment,” he’d say. Yeah, a long-term investment in more shit to take to the city dump whenever he finally realized this gig wasn’t going to make him the next Warren Buffett.

		“You’ll probably have to move a few things,” she said.

		Few was being optimistic.

		“Figures,” I said.

		Obviously I didn’t mention a certain letter on the countertop. It’d just be a weird conversation for a mother and son to discuss.

		Bracing myself for the worst, I went into the garage and flicked on the light. Over time, I’d grown accustomed to Dad’s expanding inventory of worthless junk, but actually looking at the mess made me think he might have a genuine problem. Boxes upon boxes towered all the way to the ceiling. If there weren’t boxes, there were totes—although at least they didn’t appear to be ready to fall from the force of someone breathing on them. And mixed in with the boxes and totes were overloaded shelves. There were figurines, vinyl records, ancient electronics, sets of china, old toys still in their packages, VHS tapes, glassware, coins, and so much more. It was like my father had robbed an antique store. I couldn’t even see the back corner, where allegedly all my childhood things were.

		“Bobby,” I uttered to myself, “You have no idea what this is going to cost me.”

		I rolled up my sleeves and went to work.

		Mom’s car was out in the driveway, so there was that empty space. One at a time, I scooted each pile out, whispering a near-silent prayer that I wouldn’t entomb myself if the junk towers ever collapsed on me. Fortunately, I was succeeding without incident—although I quickly worked up a sweat. In the summer, the garage was easily the hottest place in the entire house. And I hoped Mom was right; I didn’t want to move all this shit and find out later that, instead, my video games were stored up in the attic.

		“Jesus, Dad,” I groaned, sliding a stack that weighed as much as I did. “Get a normal fucking hobby or something.”

		Twenty minutes later, there was evidence of progress. I’d cleared a path through the clutter and was able to see some stuff behind Dad’s so-called investments. One box was labeled: CALEB. And I saw, through the dark sightlines, an old PlayStation controller poking out of a shabby cardboard box. Which reminded me of something else I had to hope for: that the resident critters hadn’t eaten through the wires.

		Some shelves still blockaded my success. Here, the dust was abnormally thick. There was a set of Christmas decorations. A gnome-sized, porcelain depiction of Santa Claus was especially filthy. I dragged my fingertip across his jolly red outfit, removing what didn’t feel like dust, but rather sand. It was everywhere: on the snowman, on the reindeer, piled up like miniature snowdrifts.

		How the hell did so much sand get in here? I wondered.

		Where had my Dad been? The Sahara?

		Mixed in with the cast of Christmas characters was a dirty old lamp that immediately made me think back to the Aladdin cartoon, though extensively more dirty and cracked. I carefully lifted it from its lousy resting place and looked at it more closely, already snickering at the idea of Dad unknowingly having a genie lamp in his possession. But of course Dad would be that kind of person. All this crap was proof that he barely knew what the hell he was doing.

		I studied the lamp more closely. There was an inscription, crudely chipped into the lamp’s faded-gold finish. Perhaps something that someone did later. It said: لا تفتح

		“Well, it’s clearly foreign,” I surmised aloud.

		The lamp was covered with scuffs and sand.

		Knowing my shirt was going to have to be thoroughly cleaned anyway after this, I grabbed a handful at the bottom hem and wiped the material along the lamp.

		It started vibrating, and its little lid began bouncing.

		“What?” I gasped. “No, no, no, there’s no fucking way this thing—”

		The lamp yanked itself out of my hand and floated there in front of me. The sand, so heavily ingrained into its curves and crevices, exploded off and sparkled in the air before vanishing, leaving behind flawless gold. At this point, I was already stepping back and nearly tripping toward the nearest exit: the door leading into the house. The lamp turned in the air, and its spout seemed to stare at me. Then a blue smoke poured from it like a liquid, and it pooled on the garage floor in front of me.

		When it dissipated, what remained was a nude woman bound in thick, rusted chains. She writhed on the ground, her skin covered in wounds and filth, like she’d been tortured. She looked up at me with tears streaming from her eyes, the chains clanking.

		Never could I have said I’d been stunned in my entire life.

		Now I was.

		“Please,” she sobbed. “Wish me free. It’s the only way.”

		“What?” I said, still hung up on the fact that there was a naked woman in my parents’ garage, who had appeared from a magic fucking lamp. If she was supposed to be a genie, she didn’t look like any genie. But of course my conceptions of a genie were more of the Robin Williams variety, big and comically blue.

		“You can’t leave me like this,” she continued to whine. “Have a heart for the innocent, mister. I have been trapped in there for a thousand years. Please set me free.”

		Did she even know what century this was?

		I figured all my questions could wait. She was clearly a woman in distress. Seriously, who would do this? So, eager to be the white knight, I uttered the words: “Um, I wish you were free.”

		The woman stopped squirming. She rose to her feet with no apparent effort, each chain snapping loose off her body and disappearing in a flash of light. Still naked, and now perfectly clean, she stretched her arms over her head, providing me with an uninterrupted view of her firm breasts, full bush, and tan skin.

		“Mm,” she moaned. “Freedom tingles my skin like a hundred tongues licking me all over.”

		All I did was blink.

		The woman smiled at me. “I see men haven’t stopped being gullible.” She grabbed my chin and studied my face. “Even the handsome ones.”

		“Uh…”

		“Good luck,” she said, and after a moment’s hesitation, she sauntered into the house, where, seconds later, I heard a woman’s scream that could’ve only been my mom.

		However, I had other problems.

		My clothes were suddenly gone.

		Oh fuck no, I thought, realizing my error as my body began to itch all over. I’d just committed the biggest mistake of genie lamps. But how was I supposed to know it was a trick? She had looked like she was suffering! I couldn’t just leave a woman chained up! It made my conscience feel better. But it was the only thing feeling safe and secure as I doubled over while my bones began to burn and crack. I gritted my teeth, trying to force my body to resist whatever magic this was, but I was just a weak little human.

		Heat surged through my hips. I was shivering as I watched them flare out, attaining a shape that was the polar opposite of masculine. I grunted as my waist squeezed in; then those same invisible, molding forces went down my leg and up through my chest simultaneously. I knew what was happening, but I was unprepared for the horror of watching tits sprout. In one smooth growth, like instantly inflating balloons, they sprang forth and slapped against my ribs, huge and heavy and round, with jutting nipples. Then I was knocked forward again as my ass swelled. Everything else happened at once: hair falling over my shoulders, my limbs shrinking, my face feeling like it was melting.

		Only at the very end did I realize the imminent danger to my junk. I cupped it in horror, but already there was only a nub, and rapidly that nub was drawn into a lengthening slit. After this, it was hidden away behind a fabric.

		I looked down at myself. My new outfit was exotic yet incredibly cliché. Blue sheer covered my massive breasts. It was embellished with countless gold beads. My new pants were billowy, equally sheer, and also jingling from the links of sequins. I was wearing heavy earrings, and my hair was tied into a high ponytail.

		I looked like a damn belly dancer.

		Although my tan, flat belly did look pretty sexy…

		Right then, the door opened. Mom had a face like she’d seen a ghost.

		“Caleb?” Her wide eyes looked me up and down. “Is that you?”
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		Most of all, I felt dizzy. Like the pieces of my brain had been stitched back together after exploding in a million directions, and each piece had its own thought, feeling, or emotion about why, if I gazed down, I could see a sizable pair of breasts laughably contained in sheer blue. Jesus Harry Christ, my nipples were plainly visible. Mom didn’t say a word about this. I’m sure she had many on the verge of spilling out regarding her son’s new appearance as a curvy belly dancer.

		I barely made it to the dining room table. Upon sitting down, it felt like I’d put my butt on a pillow. Nope; my butt was the pillow. Something deep in my chest ached while staring at my hips, and it hurt worse when I looked at my chest. And legs. And arms. And—

		“Caleb?” Mom said. She had taken a seat next to me.

		Her voice barely registered. Instead, my mind was swirling into a drain of new memories. I was in a desert, sand between my toes, and someone was dragging me along.

		It’s the only way to get rid of me, I thought, sweating, feeling the sun sizzling on my naked body. Take me out in the middle of nowhere, bury me. The chains bruised my skin.

		The sultan said I was a child of Shaitan.

		Mom touched my arm. “Caleb?”

		“Yeah, what?” I blurted, my mind zapping back to the cool, air-conditioned house in the twenty-first century.

		“What happened? Who was that woman who came through here and left?” She looked at my chest again. I couldn’t blame her. “How is this possible?”

		So, I told her: “There was some genie lamp with Dad’s things. I tried to clean it off.” Mistake number one. “That woman appeared, and she was in chains, and she asked if I could wish her free.” Mistake number two. “And, well, you know.” I shrugged. The rest kind of explained itself.

		I was still cringing from it all. The weight of my new breasts and the emptiness between my legs were sensations I didn’t want to experience, and the boy inside me kept cringing to keep those bad, feminine details from drilling deeper into my brain.

		Mom leaned back. “You’re a genie?”

		“If that’s what this outfit means,” I said. Given the distractions, I hadn’t actually made that conclusion until this moment. But now that she’d said it, it was rather obvious.

		I was a genie.

		A stacked, female genie, but a genie nonetheless.

		This day wouldn’t stop getting weirder. But a light went on in my head.

		“That’s good,” I said. “Mom, you can just wish me back to normal. Because I really don’t want to be stuck like this.”

		“How many wishes do I get?” she asked.

		“Six,” I said, with no hesitation. The knowledge was just there in my head.

		“Six? I’ve never heard of it being six.”

		“Who cares?” I took her hand. “Mom, please. You have no idea how awful this is. I hate this outfit. I hate everything.” I was nearly yanking on her arm. But I stopped when I realized it was making my chest jiggle. I closed my eyes and wished to myself to never know what it felt like to have massive boobs. Too bad self-wishing didn’t work.

		“Caleb, we should be careful with this,” Mom said. “Aren’t genies known to be deceptive?”

		“But I’m not just a damn genie! I’m your son!”

		“I’m going to wish for something else first.”

		“Well make it fast. And then get to the part where you wish that I don’t look so ridiculous.”

		I reckoned it was pretty tempting. Magical mishap or not, I was a vessel through which dreams could come true and failure could be turned into success. My body was tingling with genie power. Mom could make herself rich, move us into a mansion, or improve that lackluster man in her life. I had nothing against Dad, but she could definitely do better than someone who couldn’t stop filling the garage with useless junk. She could wish to be married to Pedro Pascal or something.

		She slowly breathed out. “Okay. Don’t be embarrassed about your mother, Caleb. But I’m sure you saw the letter from Parkland Surgery Center.”

		I snapped my eyes shut, not wanting to picture what was about to happen. “Mom, don’t tell me that the first thing on your mind is—”

		“I wish I was three cup sizes larger. And all natural, of course.”

		Her words sent an electric jolt through my body. I immediately sat up straight, crossed my arms in front of my impressive bosom, and nodded. It all happened automatically, like a reflex that I had no control over. Suddenly, my mother was looking down at her chest. In mere seconds, I saw her blouse pushing out, the buttons holding together two straining sides of the fabric as what was underneath grew in size and mass. I’d quickly seen enough; I covered my eyes, not wanting to witness my mother’s idea of self-improvement any longer.

		I heard her gasp. Then nothing.

		Then she said, “Caleb, these are wonderful.”

		“Terrific,” I commented. “Well, we know it works. Happy now? Now that your priority is out of the way, can I remind you that your son still looks like a stripper?”

		“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. “You try being a woman in her forties, when everything is beginning to sag and your hair’s turning gray. I still have five wishes remaining, and there’s no rush. Actually, it sounds like being a woman for a while might do you some good.”

		I heard her get up. When I uncovered my eyes, she was walking away toward her bedroom.

		“Great!” I hollered after her. “What about my stupid outfit?”

		I slumped into the chair.

		Another one of those memories flashed through my head: a sultan backhanding me while I wore a chain around my neck. It lasted for a second, then disappeared. It was too specific to be one random imagination. I guessed that these visions were the former genie’s memories, and maybe the new resident of the lamp—me—had access to them.

		I stared down at my female body.

		My breasts were larger than hers had been. Maybe it was a genetic thing. Mom had recognized me despite the terrain south of my neck, so I must’ve looked like a female version of myself—and these titties were what I would’ve had if I’d been born a girl.

		I wrapped my hands around them. They felt larger like that, either because they were pretty dang large or my fingers were smaller, or both. They weren’t complicated; they were just huge orbs of squishiness. Except for the nipples. Those quickly hardened while I tentatively rubbed and squeezed.

		How would I live like this? How would I tell my girlfriend?

		Mom’s reaction wasn’t giving me much hope. Couldn’t she see the horror of this? Didn’t she have the slightest sympathy for her son at all?

		Speaking of Mom, she returned at a rather inopportune time of me grabbing my rack. My hands shot down immediately. I saw she was now missing that overburdened blouse and was wearing just a bra. I darted my eyes away.

		Mom: “And I wish your father was more handsome.”

		My arms crossed, and I jerked my head down.

		“And I wish he’d stop hoarding junk and just give it all away—except the lamp, of course.”

		My arms pulled back against themselves, and my head nodded again.

		“Mom, stop,” I said. “You’ve already used up three wishes.”

		“And I wish your father was better at being a man, intimately speaking.”

		This shit was going to make my neck cramp.

		Smiling, Mom went away again, leaving my gender-swapped situation unresolved. I got up and sighed. I remembered the lamp was still in the garage, so I fetched that. Interestingly, I could suddenly read the inscription that had been carved into it, although I hadn’t been able to before. It was Arabic. And, translated, it said: DO NOT OPEN.

		Clearly whoever wrote that should’ve put it in English.

		My womanly hips bounced as I took my wounded male pride into my bedroom. The master bedroom door was closed. What the heck was Mom doing? Trying on outfits like a teenage girl? I rolled my eyes and looked into my full-length mirror. My reflection was as awful as I’d predicted: I did look like some belly dancer, with my exposed midriff and jingling jewelry. If I’d had my dick, it would’ve had a positive, stiffening reaction to what I saw, but I didn’t, and that just made it weird. I struck a few poses. It was easy to look sexy without even trying. And now that I saw my face, it was like seeing the sister I didn’t have. I was even wearing makeup.

		I went into my bathroom, soaked a washrag under the faucet, and scrubbed my face. But nothing came off. I tried harder, really grinding at my eyes and lips like I was using sandpaper, but all that accomplished was to make my skin red and raw.

		The eyeliner? The lipstick? Both were unchanged.

		“You gotta be kidding me,” I whispered to myself.

		My phone rang. I went back into my bedroom and grabbed it, saw that it was Whitney, and answered the call without even considering the voice she was going to hear.

		“Hey! Any luck with those video games?”

		I altered my throat muscles and spoke low. “No,” I growled into the microphone. “I still haven’t found them yet.”

		“Why are you talking like that? You sound funny.”

		“Sore throat.”

		“You didn’t sound like that thirty minutes ago.”

		“Probably the bad reception,” I said.

		“I have five bars on my end,” she said. “It’s weird, you kinda sound like my friend Miranda, when she had to play a man in the school play, like you’re a girl talking deeper.”

		“That’s ridiculous.”

		“Okay, what’s going on?”

		“Nothing,” I insisted, and my voice accidentally spiked into a higher pitch.

		“Okay, you definitely sounded like a girl there. Who is this? Is this even Caleb?”

		“Yes, who else would it be?”

		“Then why are you talking like that?”

		“I’m not talking like anything.”

		“I wish you would just answer my question.”

		The tingle went through my body, and I cursed as my arms crossed and my head nodded. This unavoidable, wish-granting reflex sent my phone flying across the room. I went and picked it back up. Suddenly I was compelled to tell Whitney, as if confessing the truth was the most important thing in the entire world. “I’m talking like this because I’m a girl now, and I’m stupidly trying to deepen my voice to sound like a guy, so you don’t suspect anything. I turned into a girl because I found a magic lamp with my Dad’s stuff, rubbed it, met a female genie in bondage, wished for the genie to be free, and took her place.” All the words came out in a single breath. I inhaled deeply afterward.

		My girlfriend started laughing. “What? A genie lamp? And—oh, I just wished for you to answer me, and you did. Are you playing around? Is this a joke?”

		“Unfortunately not.”

		Silence. Then she said: “You’re actually a girl?”

		I glanced down at myself. “Woman is probably the better word.”

		“And you grant wishes now?”

		“Yep.”

		“How many?”

		“Six per person. You have five left.”

		“Six? What a strange number.”

		I just shook my head. Of all the present issues, that was what people had trouble accepting?

		“Well, this is interesting,” Whitney said. “You have to show me. I could use another wish to get you over here, but that’d be a huge waste. So, mind if I drop by in about ten minutes?”

		“Ten? It usually takes twenty.”

		“My boyfriend’s a female genie. I’m going to ignore every speed limit to see this.”
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		Whitney raised her phone and snapped a photo. I wore my best frown.

		“What?” she giggled. “You’re proof that genies exist, Caleb. This one’s definitely going on Facebook for all my friends to see.”

		To that terrible idea, I made an attempt to snatch the phone out of her hand. She jerked it away before my fingers could make contact. Then she was laughing some more.

		“Just kidding! Your clothing is a little too transparent anyway. Some of my religious relatives would probably throw a fit if you showed up in their feed.”

		We were locked safely in her bedroom, and I was sitting on her bed. My opinion of my current situation hadn’t budged; I was still very annoyed at my appearance and everyone’s obsession with my ability to grant wishes and not, more importantly, the loss of my manhood. Worse, my girlfriend’s parents kept their house as cold as the freaking North Pole during the summer, so my poor nipples were trying to break out of my flimsy top. The damn things were annoyingly sensitive too. I kept rubbing them when Whitney wasn’t looking, finding some way for the fabric to press against them without it aggravating me.

		“So,” she said, rolling closer in her chair. “Who was this naked woman?”

		I shrugged. “I don’t know. She forgot her manners after she lured me into making a wish that trapped me as a genie.”

		“Any idea where she’s at?”

		“Nope.”

		“How’s it feel?”

		Her widening smirk was getting on my nerves. “How does what feel? Being a genie?”

		“You know that’s not what I meant.”

		And again I had to suffer from my girlfriend’s gaze dropping and fixating on my prominent chest. I had thought I’d feel less self-conscious about her checking me out, but I really didn’t. Yeah, they’re tits, I wanted to blurt. Can’t everyone see that? And what my ridiculous outfit didn’t have was proper support, so by now—a couple of hours after my unlucky interaction with the genie lamp—I was starting to notice their weight in my shoulder muscles.

		“You’re pretty cute as a woman,” she remarked.

		“Thanks, I guess,” I mumbled.

		She laughed at my embarrassment. “I wish I was a lesbian so—” Her eyes grew to saucers and she covered her mouth.

		The jolt happened again. I tried to fight it, but my own body overpowered me. My arms crossed and my head nodded, and I felt an energy leave my body, radiating off my skin. Meanwhile, Whitney stared at me.

		“It was just a joke!” she said.

		“You said the words,” I said. “I have no control over it.”

		This wasn’t helping me get back to normal. If my girlfriend liked girls now, why would she want me to become a man again? I’d just have to hope she was more careful about what words came out of her mouth from now on.

		Dammit, I thought. Stop wasting these things!

		I remained still. Whitney’s hand came off her mouth. She was still staring at my tits, but it wasn’t a look of humor. Her face was blank. Intrigue, maybe. And I watched as little features changed: her lips parted slightly, her cheeks turned subtly red, and her pupils opened.

		It wasn’t just intrigue anymore.

		She threw herself at me, targeting my lips with her own. Suddenly I was underneath her with the mattress sagging beneath me from our combined weight. My girlfriend was gay now, and it wasn’t announced vocally; it was announced by her tongue snaking into my mouth and her hand planting itself upon one of my massive tits and squeezing. My head snapped back. The upgraded sensitivity of my changed flesh was now more apparent than ever. She nibbled on my bottom lip while groping the hell out of me.

		The consequence of that was a tingly warmth spreading throughout my loins. And although I was distracted by having my girlfriend discover the pliability of these fleshy things attached to my chest, I was instantly aware of my lack of a manhood—because I felt my new anatomy warming up, partly on the outside, but mostly on the inside.

		I was momentarily paralyzed as my flourishing arousal made me feel empty.

		My male mind wasn’t ready for that!

		Whitney pulled away a little. She looked as stunned as I felt. “I guess,” she said softly, “that my wish came true. I love how soft your skin is. And I kind of love everything about your boobs. They’re so big.” She hadn’t stopped massaging them.

		I loved big boobs too. Now my girlfriend and I had that in common.

		This was so bizarre. And I was waiting for her to exhaust another wish just to fix this mistake. But she didn’t. At least not yet. She removed her tank top, and then her bra. Her nipples were as big and swollen as mine were.

		She grinned down at me. “Is this okay, Ms. Genie?”

		I nodded nervously. “Sure.”

		“Good. Because, well, I’ve never done it with a girl, but it’s all I can think about. Guys are so gross. How was I ever attracted to them? They’re just pigs. And they’re hairy. And usually they have bad breath. Ugh.”

		Did I usually have bad breath? I wondered.

		Her hand went sliding into my pants. New nerve endings were touched; my arms flew out on either side just to brace myself to the mattress. When she first grazed her fingertips along my pussy, I was gritting my teeth so hard that my jaw was beginning to ache. It didn’t physically hurt, but my sense of a male identity was seriously wounded by another person’s fingers touching my new vagina. Air rushed out of my lungs, and the sound I made was nearly a moan. She rubbed my slit gently and slowly, and my brain was so confused that it felt like it was turning inside-out.

		“Oh my God,” Whitney uttered.

		Same, honestly.

		My head pushed into the pillow. My back arched. And all she was doing was stirring her finger between my lips and stimulating something that must’ve been my clitoris, because every time she bumped it my eyes wanted to roll back.

		Whitney kept doing that while she lowered her head to one of my tits, thrust my flimsy top down, and took my nipple into her mouth. That made me squirm. And with her intensity ramping up, I found myself incapable of lying still.

		It was good. It was actually good.

		It was also disorienting, and I didn’t want to think too much about the burning emptiness between my thighs, which my girlfriend’s actions were making worse, but I was happily going along with being her first lesbian experience.

		Pleasure wasn’t just contained in my groin. It flowed all throughout my body, consuming every cell.

		And it reached a whole new level when Whitney slipped her fingers inside me.

		“God—” I gasped. “Oh, fucking—oh shit.”

		My girlfriend laughed. “I think Ms. Genie likes being penetrated!”

		I didn’t know how we weren’t making enough noise to alert the neighbors. Hell, just the sounds I was making could’ve been the screams of a woman being murdered. The whole mattress was bouncing underneath me as Whitney punched her fingers into my new fuck-hole repeatedly. Everything in this new body of mine was just more powerful, more sensational—more.

		All this introduced me to another vital aspect of the female, sexual experience: I was wet. Whitney’s fingers almost had no resistance, and my body was making this possible with a certain, assisting secretion. At that point, everything else began slipping away. My girlfriend’s hand moved faster and faster, hammering into me, and the needs of my new pussy took precedence. Before I knew it, I was begging her to give me an orgasm, my female voice making these cutesy little high-pitched noises. And since I was still a man underneath this curvy, sexy exterior, it made me aroused to hear myself sound like that.

		This chick’s having a good time, my brain thought.

		And that chick was me!

		It built and built. I was just a passenger now.

		When climax finally arrived, it led to the loudest noise I’d ever made during sex. Whitney, who was laughing during this, clamped her hand over my mouth to shut me up. I writhed and trembled from an explosive release of ecstasy that lasted for far longer than the male counterpart, drooling and moaning nonstop.

		Afterward, when my girlfriend went to take a shower—and after I’d declined an invitation to shower with her—I processed.

		I still had so many questions. Like, how were genies different than normal humans? Who was the genie who had tricked me into taking her place? Where was she from? How old was the lamp? If someone destroyed the lamp, would I die? But what I didn’t have questions about anymore was how it felt to be a woman.

		I’d been there.

		I’d creamed all over my girlfriend’s sheets.

		And I had such a great vibe going currently. I’d had an orgasm, and the world was pretty great right now, despite some magical oddities like genie lamps.

		I got up and went to my girlfriend’s closet, where I found a wide assortment of clothing. With my sheer blue top laying on the mattress, I figured a basic T-shirt would be an easy improvement from my standard getup. I tried putting one on. But it wouldn’t go past my shoulders. I took it off, studied it again, and reassured myself that my slimmer frame could fit into Whitney’s T-shirts. Yet, when I made attempt number two, it just wouldn’t fit.

		I tried her stretchiest tank tops. Same deal.

		“Oh come on,” I blurted. “Is this some more genie bullshit?”

		My sheer blue genie top, conversely, went on just fine.

		Whitney’s parents were out, thankfully. However, while I decided to roam the house and stretch my legs a little, I encountered her eight-year-old brother, Bobby. He was standing in the entrance to his bedroom, wearing an orange shirt that, over his chubby body, made him look like a pumpkin. He stared at me like I didn’t quite fit in with his understanding of the human race. I put my arms over my obscene chest.

		“Are you one of my sister’s friends?” he asked me.

		I nodded.

		“You look like a genie.”

		I tried to come up with a reason for my appearance. I said, “We’re just playing dress-up. You know how girls are.”

		“Do you have any candy?”

		I shook my head.

		“My mom won’t let me have candy,” Bobby went on. “She says I eat too much.”

		I glanced at his pudginess again and said no remark.

		“I wish I could have candy.”

		Oh dammit. Can’t people stop using that word?

		The four-letter command once again caused my arms to cross and my head to bow. Suddenly there were candy bars raining from the ceiling—one, two, then a few, and then those sprinkling sweets became a proper deluge. Bobby initially went running around his room to pick them up, but it quickly became clear that his arms couldn’t hold that many.

		I closed the door to the sound of his joyous cries as candy bulged through the gap underneath.

		Whitney was still in the shower.

		I heard my phone ring. I saw that it was Mom and suitably prepared myself.

		“Yes?” I answered.

		“Caleb, honey, where are you?” Mom asked.

		“Still at my girlfriend’s house,” I sighed.

		“Is she making wishes?”

		“A couple.”

		“Well, just so you know, I told your father everything. Your powers changed him into such a wonderful man, honey. I’m so thankful.”

		“I don’t have control over it,” I explained. “It’s just the magic.”

		“Maybe so, but the magic came from a good person.”

		Eye roll.

		Mom: “I want to have a family discussion about our next wishes. If you would join us and grant our wishes, that would be terrific.”

		“Are any of those wishes going to turn me back to normal?”

		“Caleb, be patient,” my mother said sternly. “This is a miraculous opportunity. The smaller concerns can wait.”

		Groan.
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		Our family meeting was held in the living room. Mom was dressed in a way I’d never seen from her: all bright pink. The leggings revealed curvy legs that, before now, she had always kept hidden away in long, flowing skirts and loose-fitting pants—a conservative housewife’s attire. Her cropped tank top displayed ample amounts of confirmation of her first wish. And next to her, holding her hand like the dearly devoted husband my father rarely was, was a man who could’ve been mistaken for a Hollywood actor. His button-up shirt was undone at the top, and my eyes spied a tan, muscular body underneath. And he was covered with that perfect sprinkling of sweat so that his skin shone. They were seated on the couch.

		I stood in front of them in my genie body.

		“There was really a magic lamp amongst all that crap in there?” my father asked.

		“Yeah, Dad.” I gestured to myself. Look. Magic genie.

		“I got so carried away with buying worthless junk,” he confessed. “I guess I was avoiding what really mattered in life.”

		“Aw,” Mom cooed.

		Dad turned to her. “I love you.”

		“I love you too.”

		Mom snuggled against him, and they shared a passionate kiss.

		Hey, I was fully supportive of my parents finding that romantic spark again, but this was getting out of hand. I loudly cleared my throat to get their attention back on the more important issues at hand.

		“Well, I’ve already used four wishes,” Mom said, taking a sip of her lemonade. “I should save the other two. Your father should go next, Caleb.”

		My eyes panned over to Dad.

		“I wish that all three of us will be healthy for the rest of our lives,” he said.

		“That’s perfect, honey.”

		I let my body go through the motions: my arm-crossing, head-nodding, tits-jiggling, wish-granting signal. God, I was getting tired of that.

		Dad wasn’t finished. He wished to have an investment portfolio that profited a reasonable and consistent twenty-five percent every year. He wished that he and Mom would always know exactly what to do to make each other happy. And then he had a fourth, but first he whispered in Mom’s ear, which prompted her to laugh and slap him on the thigh.

		“Son,” he said, “this is going to be awkward to say in front of you, but seeing as you’re a genie…”

		I was all ears.

		Dad: “I wish I was the perfect size to please your mother.”

		“Ugh, really?” I said, pausing to nod my head. “That’s all you two want? Just to get it on?”

		Mom and Dad were smiling.

		It was a good thing the entire human race didn’t have access to wishes, I thought. Society would undoubtedly be in shambles with all the selfish desires going around. Finished with their magical improvements for now, my parents disappeared into their bedroom and shut the door. I only needed one guess to know why. I just hoped I wouldn’t be surprised with an announcement about a sibling in a few weeks.

		I hid in my room. Again, I tried to put on other clothes, but some supernatural limitation insisted that I must be dressed like a genie at all times. Also at this point, I realized I was hungry. The memories of my predecessor gave me a vision of a golden room with fresh fruits and sweets. I turned and looked at the lamp sitting on my desk.

		I can’t actually go back in there, can I? I thought. How would I fit?

		Suddenly, blue smoke poured out and surrounded me, and it felt like it lifted me off my feet and carried me away. When it cleared, I was inside the genie’s chamber: a golden, egg-shaped room with pillows everywhere and bowls of fresh fruit. How did the fruit get here? Who kept this place clean? Magic, for all I knew.

		I grabbed an apple and threw myself into the ornately decorated cushions, trying not to think about how small I was. After a few satisfying bites, I distantly heard my phone ringing. There was a puff of smoke, and it fell into my hand, appropriately sized.

		Slowly I was getting the hang of this genie business.

		“Whitney? What’s up?”

		“Hey you,” she said. “Where you at?”

		“Just hanging out in my genie lamp.”

		“Your lamp?” She laughed. “So, what, you’re like three inches tall?”

		“I have this feeling it doesn’t work that way. It’s more like a portal. But if someone looked inside the spout, I would appear about that tall, yeah.” I tossed the apple up and down. “It would be really nice if someone turned me back to normal, you know? Wink wink.”

		“But I’m a lesbian now, Caleb. Think about how that would affect me.”

		“Hey, that was an accident!”

		“I know, I’m just messing with you.” There was a stretch of silence. Then: “It’s so strange. I keep thinking about how sexy your body is. Oh, and earlier, I was looking up photos of Jennifer Lawrence, and I just wanted to get in her pants. Caleb, you made me so gay.”

		Now it was my turn to laugh. “Jennifer Lawrence, huh? You know, you do have four wishes remaining.”

		“I’d feel too guilty. And I don’t want to waste them on silly things. So, let’s see. I wish I’ll live a long, healthy life.”

		That was becoming a popular choice. Again, my reflexive little gesture sent my phone flying across my new genie headquarters. I needed to start strapping that thing down or something, like a Wii remote. I went and picked it up. “Anything else?”

		“That’s all.”

		“Really? Nothing? Like, maybe, something to help a certain boyfriend get his body back?”

		“Oh, fine. But I think I can make it more interesting. Caleb, I wish you had control over your body’s appearance.”

		For the first time, the words ‘I wish’ didn’t generate a reaction from me. I stood there, arms at my sides, looking around like I’d missed something.

		“Did it work?” Whitney asked.

		“No,” I told her. “It seems I can’t grant a wish that gives me powers. Probably some fine print I skipped over in my genie contract.”

		“Okay, well, then I wish I could control your appearance.”

		This time, I dropped my phone at my feet before my arms flew up and my head jerked down. I hadn’t expected my girlfriend’s wish to work, but my reaction said otherwise. I tentatively picked my phone back up and told her the positive news.

		“Oh, awesome!” she said. “Okay, then let me just picture you as before…”

		I froze as I felt a shiver pass up my body. Over the span of a few short seconds, the two heavy weights on my chest deflated, the curves of my body straightened out, I gained a few inches in height, and my ponytail melted down into my typical short hairstyle. I was so shocked from all this that I dropped the damn phone again.

		Holy shit, I thought, inspecting myself. And I did confirm that I was male everywhere, with a reassuring squeeze to my junk.

		Though I was still wearing the stupid genie outfit.

		But then that changed too. Whitney’s thorough imagination spawned a comfortable T-shirt and jeans. I’d never been so happy to wear such boring clothes, nor to look at my forgettably average chest and skinny arms. Shaking excitedly, I picked my phone up. “Hey, it worked!” I said in my male voice.

		“It did?”

		“Yep, even the clothes.”

		My body tingled again, and my chest started to push out. Then it flattened.

		“Whitney,” I said. “What was that?”

		“What?”

		“For a moment, it looked like I was growing boobs again.”

		“Sorry! It’s hard to imagine you as a guy now, because, well, your other form is more of what I prefer in a partner.”

		“Just don’t think about it.”

		“Easy for you to say! I mean, guys can be objectively good-looking, but I don’t think about guys that much anymore.”

		I felt my ass bulge out—and then my jeans were crawling up my shapely, hairless legs and looking a whole lot more like Daisy Dukes. The hems rose past my knees, then abruptly flew back down to my ankles as I returned to my male form.

		Oh, this is a bad idea, isn’t it? I thought. My girlfriend has the power to change me at any time, maybe even unconsciously.

		But it was still better than looking like a well-endowed belly dancer all the time.

		On command, I flew out through the spout and back into my real bedroom. However, I must’ve been lacking the grace of my predecessor, because the cloud of smoke dropped me flat on my stomach. I picked myself up and summoned my phone to appear in my hand.

		“Oh, and one other thing, Caleb,” Whitney said. “Did you see my brother when you were over here earlier?”

		“Maybe. Why?”

		“There is candy everywhere in his room. Mom found him playing in it like it’s a sandbox. I suppose you had nothing to do with that, right?”

		“Nope,” I said. “Must’ve been some other genie.”

		After we hung up, I took a shower. This brief stint as a female genie had me cherishing my masculinity in all sorts of new ways, and it was more or less a reason to masturbate. I usually did it in the shower anyway; my room had a faulty lock, and my parents loved to barge right in without knocking.

		I barely soaped myself up before proceeding to jerk off. I got so hard so fast. And, whether it was the magic or something to do with how my girlfriend was changing me, I felt like I hadn’t emptied my balls in weeks. Slowly moving my hand down my shaft was enough to make me quiver. It was good to be back.

		Being a girl is fine, I thought, but this beats it by a mile.

		And then, while building myself toward one hell of an orgasm, my hand was grasping air.

		I looked down and saw soap suds trickling across my flat crotch. I still had pubic hair, but beyond that from my perspective was just legs.

		“Dammit,” I muttered. “Can she not go five minutes without thinking about pussy?”

		My phone was in the bedroom.

		And I was still horny.

		Reluctantly, and with an apology to my absent manhood, I slid my fingers between my legs and felt along my slit. The details were familiar—barring some minor variations, vaginas were all pretty much the same, like dicks—but it still unnerved me to feel such an opening, a warm crevice, on my body, especially now that I was still male everywhere else.

		I honestly wondered if Whitney was doing this on purpose. She couldn’t have known I was busy masturbating, but she was definitely down for fucking with me.

		A finger went inside myself, finding the tightness and dampness I normally sought on other girls. I shuddered from head to toe, a warm satisfaction filling my body from penetrating my new sex and removing that part of that irritating emptiness. One finger was easy. Two was tighter. Three was just perfection. Hooking my foot on the faucet and sort of thrusting my pelvis forward, I quickly forgot about the advantages of having my primary sexual organ on the outside of my body as I happily fucked myself.

		It was just the pussy, nothing else. If Whitney wasn’t doing this on purpose, then she was a hopeless pervert—yet I recalled with great fondness how her fingers had felt inside of me.

		Since I’d been close to climax before, the oven was already warmed up, in a sense.

		I thrust madly, my hand slipping and sliding into my wet hole, the girth of all those fingers causing me to pant and groan. My imagination was a blank space, but the sensations were enough. After furiously rubbing my clitoris for that last little oomph, I succumbed to my orgasm, shaking and trembling while juices leaked out of me. And while it had the same eruptive feeling of being a man, the afterglow was completely different. I was just smiling like an idiot, my fingers still halfway inside myself.

		Fucking genies, man.
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		“Is there a conversation we need to have?” I said. In a little over twenty-four hours, meeting a bona fide genie had turned my life into a twisted circus. I was over at my girlfriend’s place—and doing my best to act completely normal about having breasts in the DD-cup range. It was only breasts today, and a low-cut tank top; everything else about me was my original, male self. It seemed Whitney just couldn’t do without the eye candy.

		“About what?” she said with a smirk.

		She was playing with me, and she knew that I knew.

		“About…” I made elaborate gesticulations to bring her attention to my cleavage.

		“Oh. Well, it does look a little weird without the rest of you being so sexy, doesn’t it?”

		My jeans shrank into shorts. My underwear tightened between my ass cheeks. When I glanced down, I saw the high-arching straps of a whale-tail thong decorating my lower abdomen. It was only the clothes. My dick was still there, although struggling for space. I winced as I reached between my legs and readjusted my new shorts and panties so that blood circulation wasn’t being cut off in my balls.

		“Whitney,” I said, growing more frustrated. “Just wish yourself back to being heterosexual again. And then we can probably figure out a better way to change my appearance, because I can’t go through life worrying that I’m going to grow tits out in public. People would notice.”

		“You can’t just ask someone to change their sexual orientation, Caleb,” she said.

		I grunted. “This isn’t really you. It’s just a wish.”

		Something jammed into my mouth. My fingers flew up and found a ball gag wedged between my lips. Feeling along the strap, I found no way of unhooking it.

		“Mmmph!”

		My girlfriend paced back and forth. “I only have two wishes remaining,” she said. “Caleb, I understand that all this makes you uncomfortable, and I know I’m not supposed to be a lesbian, but thanks to your magic, it makes me just as happy liking girls as I used to like guys. And I really don’t want to waste a wish. There are more important things in the world, and I spent all night coming up with a list. World peace, universal health care, climate stability—I mean, me being gay is tiny compared to the real issues I could solve.” She studied me. Then she said, “Can I ask for more wishes?”

		I shook my head. Once again, it was knowledge my mind contained, although I had never learned it. But thinking about the rules of being a genie gave me an idea. I groaned and tugged at my ball gag. She made it vanish.

		“But,” I said, wiping my mouth, “you could wish me free as your last wish, and then you’d be the genie, and I’d be able to say what I wish for to you. That way, we’d basically have infinite wishes, if we kept swapping places.”

		Whitney tapped her chin. “Is that really possible?”

		I shrugged. “It sounds plausible in my head.”

		“Has no genie done that before? It sounds like an exploit.”

		In my new memories, the genie’s relationship with humans had never been amicable. My predecessor had been more like a slave, in an abusive relationship with a power-hungry sultan. To my fuzzy recollection, no genie and human—or master, back then—had been regular friends, allowing them to exploit the system.

		Would the system know we were exploiting it?

		Too late anyway. Based on my girlfriend’s smile, she was already convinced I was telling her the truth, and her ambitions for world peace didn’t have to be carried out immediately.

		Which left time for other matters. Like kissing.

		As her lips pressed against mine, I felt hair pushing out of my scalp. My lips altered themselves too, becoming plumper and giving her more to snog on. And with the other tingles happening across my face—in my nose, in my brow, in my cheekbones—I could only assume I was transforming to better match her fantasies. My tits stayed as they were: huge and bouncy.

		Whitney pulled away, smiling. “It’s different loving a woman,” she said, locking eyes with me. “There’s just more to have fun with.” And to support this opinion, she took one of my huge tits into her hand and began kneading it. The friction across my hardening nipple made me have little muscle spasms.

		It was true. Guys didn’t get to experience anything like this.

		“And I’m not trying to experiment with both orientations and choose which is better,” she said. “It’s just fun to see what’s on the other side. Innocent, girl-loving fun.”

		“Well, if anyone else was listening,” I said, with my female voice again, “I don’t think they’d have a problem with that.”

		We smooched some more. During this, I felt the rest of my body following in the way of my head. It was actually a relief to feel my cock and balls melt away: nothing to pinch from my tight panties. And then the sensations in my groin were replaced with the tenderness and warmth of my slit, suddenly activated from joining the party.

		Whitney rubbed me down there. It was incredible. I wasn’t scared of having it anymore, and my wide hips started gyrating around as her fingers focused on what I was starting to think of as a button. That’s really what a clitoris was. It had all the intensity and sensitivity of a cock, but it was a fraction of the size. And my girlfriend pressing her finger there was like a command to make me moan and writhe around.

		Then she stepped away and left me hanging.

		I was so horny that I couldn’t stand still. I squirmed against the wall, replacing her missing hands with my own and massaging myself. She had that naughty look in her eye, and I knew magical things were about to happen.

		One thought from her, and my denim shorts vanished. I loved the way my thong showed off my hips, the skimpy little fabric exposing all of my womanly shape. And it was my hips that changed. They grew. A pleasure just below orgasmic magnitude flowed through my body, and my arms and head snapped back against the wall. The outer curve of my hips expanded, and I felt my legs thickening until my inner thighs were touching. If my original genie body hadn’t been befitting of a sexual fantasy before, it certainly was now. And then the same energy sculpting me into a bombshell pinched my waist in. My hair flowed down across my bust, lightening to blonde along the way.

		My tank top morphed into a frilly bra, matching my now frilly thong.

		I let out a moan.

		“This power is dangerous,” my girlfriend laughed. “I can’t believe you let me do this.”

		“It’s my fault now?” I said. “It was your wish. And it didn’t even take you a day to become a complete perv with it. I hate to imagine what I’m going to look like a week from now.”

		She smirked. “Why? Would you rather be a muscular hunk?”

		That was hard to answer. I quite liked looking down and seeing huge tits whenever I wanted to. Carrying them around was a different story. But, superficially, my male brain had plenty to enjoy.

		Whitney pulled me to her bed. I didn’t really walk the same anymore. My hips rolled, as if the joint for my legs was in the middle of my pelvis. She thrust me down. My boobs almost slapped me in the chin. And she lowered herself down to me—but not in the same direction.

		After she acceptably disrobed, she swung a leg over, and then I was staring up at her crotch and the cute pink panties she’d chosen from her drawer this morning. They didn’t have any design, which allowed me to easily see the damp spot.

		At the other end of my body, I felt her hands spread my legs open.

		It hadn’t exactly been a male fantasy of mine to magically turn into a chick and sixty-nine with my girlfriend, but it was kinky as hell.

		My side was familiar, anyway.

		I pulled her panties aside, revealing the gleaming lips of her sex. Locking my arms around her thighs, I met my tongue to her vulva and tasted what I’d tasted a few times in our relationship. But it was different now; I was practically a scholar of female pleasure, and I knew my tongue should do little else than attack that fucking clitoris, because that baby was like a lightning rod of pleasure. I licked relentlessly, lashing that button of joy in all directions and inventing new tricks with my tongue just to keep it varied. And being this intimately close to her pussy, I had a front-row seat while watching her get wetter. Soon enough, her juices were smearing all over my face.

		And then she introduced me to the receiving end of it.

		I felt something slimy poke around down there. Lord, I was so sensitive. I didn’t know if it was my girlfriend’s desires making tweaks to some details or just the nature of being female—and something I’d failed to recognize as a man—but it didn’t take much to make me squirm. She flicked her tongue at my clitoris, and I started trembling underneath her. It didn’t feel like she was playing with a piece of my sexual anatomy; what it felt like was something more significant, like a special lobe of my brain that, for some odd fucking reason, was positioned between my legs, because the stimulation my clitoris received sent me to the moon in ways having a dick never had.

		I heard a voice moaning nonstop. It was mine.

		At the other end: “A little more of this, and you won’t want to be a man again!”

		“Don’t say that,” I panted. “Being a man is still…oh…better…most of…oh fuck.”

		“What’s that?”

		It became harder and harder for me to focus on returning the favor. Her tongue spent time at my clitoris, but a pussy was like an amusement park; after trying one ride, she went to another. Her tongue slithered inside me, and my inner walls got a sample of her tireless, licking action. I did the same to her, pressing my face against her snatch and licking deep, but my mind couldn’t handle it. More often than not, my head was rolled back and I was on a space-faring voyage through the stars.

		“Ah! You made me more sensitive, didn’t you?” I said.

		“I really didn’t,” Whitney said.

		Liar, I thought.

		Not surprisingly, I hit orgasm first—which actually cleared my mind enough so I could focus on reciprocation. I demonstrated to my girlfriend what her lessons had taught me, and soon enough she was creaming all over my face. I saw more juice out of her then than I ever had before. And thanks to being female, I didn’t feel exhausted after reaching climax. I was buzzing all over and wanting to keep going, to maintain this feeling of sexual bliss I had.

		Whitney turned around and sat up. It made my brain hurt to see her face and know that the shine around her lips was because of my pussy.

		“Okay,” she said. “I’m trusting you with your plan for infinite wishes, Caleb. Because, while I could do this without wishes, I’m feeling too good to leave this bed.”

		Uh-oh, I thought.

		She breathed in heavily. “I wish I was wearing a strap-on dildo.”

		“You what—”

		My arms crossed, and I nodded like the good, obedient—and naked, and horny—genie I was. There was a flash of blue light around my girlfriend’s lower waist, and the contraption of her desires was suddenly there. Jutting out from her groin was a silicone cock about six or seven inches long.

		This escalation made me nervous all over again.

		At least it wasn’t a real cock, right?

		Whitney gave her new wish-born toy a few strokes. I could tell right away she was thrilled with my magical interpretation—though, really, I had no influence over how wishes were granted. They just were. I swallowed nervously. A strap-on dildo didn’t exactly have many other functions than its intended use, and a shudder went through my loins while I imagined what seemed inevitable.

		“Isn’t this fun?” Whitney rejoiced.

		According to my perpetually hard nipples and wet pussy, yes. According to the guy trapped in my body, reactions were mixed.

		Whitney grabbed my plump thighs and made herself a valley to scoot closer. Oh God, I thought. Seeing that fake cock approach my vagina was like watching an aircraft drop a bomb. I knew the result that was coming as it whistled down toward the ground, but I worried anyway.

		My girlfriend must’ve seen the hesitation on my face. “Come on, Caleb, there’s nothing to worry about. My fingers have already been inside you.”

		“Fingers, yeah. Not a penis.”

		“Not a real one. Or should I make a wish to change that?”

		I shook my head.

		I might’ve been the one infused with indescribable levels of magic that could alter the universe, but it wasn’t me who could wield that power. Such was the paradox of being a genie, I supposed: I was powerful, yet powerless.

		Whitney slid her hands underneath my plush ass—which might have grown some more—and propped me up. She teased her new cock at my entrance, and I mentally braced myself for the worst that was to come.

		It felt bizarre.

		I still wasn’t accustomed to the physical nature of it. Having something penetrate me—as in, push my wet folds aside and stretch the inner walls of my vagina open—felt deeply unnatural. And the girth of her rod made me tense up. I told myself I wasn’t fighting it; I was just slow to accept new things, and nothing was ever so new as feeling the likeness of a firm, erect cock slide into my pussy.

		I relaxed on my elbows, trembling.

		Whitney never stopped grinning. Of course not.

		Her groin pressed against mine, and I winced from having those six or seven inches poking up against my internal organs. The sensation never faded; it was a spear of rigidness reaching from my crotch to somewhere underneath my belly button. And the muscles in my vagina repeatedly flexed around it, gripping it and eternally reminding me of the size and length of this thing.

		“Well?” Whitney asked.

		I shook my head. “This is what chicks feel? It’s weird.”

		“It’ll get better.”

		I had my doubts. Regardless, she began to thrust, and the tightness inside me reacted accordingly. I tried not to think too hard about the logistics. I made myself relax and have an open mind. My eyelids fluttered as my body moved back and forth.

		After this introductory period, it started to feel pleasurable. Whether it embarrassed me or not, I found the fullness that her cock provided to be satisfying, in a deeply primal way. Each time she stuffed herself in there, my whole body tingled. And when she went faster, I didn’t complain. I opened my legs for her and started letting out a few moans—like I was a cheerleader, essentially.

		“It’s too bad I can’t feel anything,” she commented. “I almost wish—”

		She stopped suddenly. I stared at her and bluntly shook my head.

		“I don’t wish for anything, actually,” she corrected herself. “And you, as a genie, heard nothing.”

		Phew.

		It became more intimate. She wrapped her arms around my midsection and pulled me into each thrust. By now, I was convinced that being fucked by my girlfriend wasn’t bad at all. The wetness of my inner walls and her shoving that dick inside me combined for an incredible sensation, and I was vocally approving of everything that was happening.

		All orgasms before this had involved my clitoris.

		This one was different.

		My back arched, and my body seemed to stretch in every direction, the orgasm turning every cell that constituted my existence into a vessel of hot, pulsing joy. I moaned and moaned, thrashing my head from one side to the other, lost in a glow of fulfillment.

		Whitney fell into my arms. She kept bucking her hips, and I remained at or near the peak of climactic pleasure. I only came off that peak when she became too exhausted to keep her pace.

		She kissed my warm, sweaty skin. Underneath her, I felt like a person made of pillows: I was just ass and titties with some connective tissue in between.

		She looked down at me and sighed. “Having a genie for a boyfriend is kind of hot.”

		“Boyfriend, huh? I don’t think boys have huge tits.”

		She smiled. “The boring ones don’t.”

		I wondered when she was going to finally undo her lesbian wish.

		But at this rate, with these orgasms, I was starting to come around to her lesbian ways.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Saturday marked a milestone. I’d survived twenty-four hours without my girlfriend turning me into an exceptionally curvy bimbo. She hadn’t made her final wish yet, but she planned to tomorrow. And then I’d be free—although I hadn’t necessarily been not free since becoming a genie. I reckoned the modern era was different. We treated genies better than our ancestors, if my memories of torture were anything to go by.

		Mom and Dad were away. They’d probably realized that spending so much time in their bedroom with the door closed was a bad look. I didn’t know where they were at, but I could easily predict what they were doing.

		I had the house to myself.

		Until the middle of the afternoon, when the doorbell rang.

		I opened the door. Outside was a young woman I initially didn’t recognize. She was wearing a grubby black dress, and her makeup was smeared. Her hair was a tangled mess. She looked like she’d spent a whole week getting smashed at nightclubs.

		It took a few seconds for her identity to register. In fairness, the last time I’d seen her, she’d been wrapped in metal chains.

		“You,” I said.

		The former genie of the lamp walked right in. “This is a strange land,” she said as I shut the door. She plopped down on the sofa and sighed. “Women are seen as equals to men, and there are no more sultans. And people no longer ride camels. I don’t know what they ride. They’re like carts that move by themselves.”

		“Those would be automobiles,” I said.

		She stared at me. “With every new master I had, I longed to be free. I thought freedom would be everything I desired, but the world is so different now. Just to enjoy wine, I need something called a driver’s license. To have somewhere to live, I need a job. To enjoy the company of a man, I need to know what baseball is. And a World Series. The places I went, everyone talks of this baseball.”

		I hadn’t forgotten her little trick, but I did feel sorry for her. The twenty-first century was a time of what, to her, must’ve been an entirely new kind of magic. And I knew why she was back: she was going to make a wish that would help her adjust to this strange, new world.

		She said, “I wish you were free.”

		“Wait, what?”

		The magic leaving me was like a warm, fuzzy feeling being drawn out. Across from me, the former genie was now wearing the proper attire, her tan body draped in sheer and sequins.

		“I see now,” she said, “that I prefer the lamp. It is cozy, I have food, and the masters in this world don’t want to hurt me. And I will live with you. You must be very rich to have all this to yourself. What is your name?”

		“Uh, Caleb,” I said.

		The new genie grabbed the television remote and turned it on. “These are fantastic,” she said. “Have you seen these? They’re like windows into exotic lands.”

		I snuck into my bedroom. While doing so, I felt a tingle in my chest. Looking down, my eyes were met with abundant cleavage.

		Whitney’s wish was still in effect: she could still control my appearance, even though my contract as a genie was finished. I hurried over to my phone, tits bouncing, and called her.

		“What’s up?” she answered. “I was just thinking about you.”

		“Hey, uh, you’re not going to believe this…”

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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