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    THREE WISHES 
 
    Seth was pretty sure he had reached the end of his life after narrowly surviving a helicopter crash in the middle of the Iraqi desert, in enemy territory. And his life probably would have been over had he not stumbled upon an old bottle containing a beautiful genie who had been trapped away for centuries.  
 
    His genie only grants him three wishes, and his first wish is for a disguise, though he doesn’t expect the disguise to be so realistic, and so feminine. And if he wants to shed the disguise, that’s going to cost him one of his remaining wishes. Is it worth it, when he could have anything in the world?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a miracle Seth was alive at all. Sure, he had a broken arm and a sprained ankle, but that was nothing, seeing as he’d fallen out of a helicopter. Had he fallen on cement rather than desert sand, he probably wouldn’t have been so lucky. Had he not jumped out from the crashing helicopter, he definitely wouldn’t have been so lucky. When he hit the ground, he blacked out, so he didn’t see the helicopter go up in flames as it hit the ground one-hundred yards away. 
 
    Now, he could see the black smoke rising up from the wreckage. As he brought himself up to his feet, he considered hobbling over to see if there were any survivors, and then he saw the jeep in the distance, filled with armed Taliban fighters, also interested in finding survivors for their own purposes. So Seth decided to run the other direction, taking cover behind a steep dune, praying he wasn’t seen by the deadly terrorists, and praying they wouldn’t see the trail of blood he’d left behind from where he hit the ground. 
 
    He checked his body to find the source of the bleeding. His calf had a chunk of metal sticking out from it. He closed his eyes and tugged the shrapnel out, doing his best not to scream out in pain as he finally got the thing out from his flesh. War’s a real dirty bitch, he thought. He put pressure on the bleeding. It was a nasty cut, but it wasn’t going to kill him, and the last thing he wanted to do was start whining about it, seeing as three other men had just been killed in the helicopter crash. He was fairly certain they would have been happy to have a cut on their shins over the unfortunate fate they were dealt.  
 
    Seth didn’t know any of the victims personally. They were soldiers with the Iraqi Army, the good guys. None of them spoke a word of English and Seth didn’t speak a word of Arabic. They seemed nice enough though. Before their bird was hit by that RPG, they were laughing about something and seemed like they were all buddies. At least they died together, Seth thought. He hoped that was some sort of consolation.  
 
    Seth peeked over the sand dune. The bad guys were driving away from the wreckage, headed off in the direction from which they came: another tick in the incredible fortune box for Seth. 
 
    But now what was he going to do? He had no idea how far he was from the nearest town, he had no idea if the nearest town would be friendly to an American soldier, and he had no idea which direction to even start walking in order to find the nearest town. As far as he was concerned, he was completely fucked. He was probably better off crashing with the helicopter, or getting hit dead-on by that RPG. He had no food, no water, nothing warm to wear once the sun crept bellow the sandy horizon. It was high noon, and the sun was no indication of which direction was which. 
 
    After a moment of deliberating his options, of which there weren’t many to deliberate, he started walking, in the opposite direction of where the jeep filled with Taliban fighters headed off to. The walk was painful; walking in deep sand is hard enough without a sprained ankle. After about an hour, the pain had gone away, his ankle was totally numb. He wasn’t sure whether that was a godsend or a sign of permanent damage. He enjoyed being a fully mobile human being, and that was the way he wanted to stay. But he couldn’t exactly sit down and wait for his ankle to heal, so it wasn’t like he had many options. He kept on walking. 
 
    As far as he knew, he was walking right into enemy territory, or possibly just further out into the middle of nowhere.  
 
    He wondered if the Iraqi soldiers who died in the helicopter crash had friends or family that would miss them. Probably—just about everyone has someone. Seth tried to think if he had anyone who would care… He couldn’t think of anyone. His parents had passed away years before, he hadn’t heard from his sister in nearly a decade, and the few friends he had were killed in combat. It seemed unfortunate that those poor Iraqi soldiers died instead of Seth. Seth had nothing notable to contribute to the world—so why him? Why did fate spare his life? 
 
    He looked up. Finally, the sun was starting towards the horizon, letting him know which direction he’d been walking: east. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. Of all the possible directions, east was the worst, east was enemy territory. He looked back. He’d already committed two hours to walking east. So with a heavy sigh, he turned around and started walking the other way. He felt like a fool. He should have just sat around and waited for the sun to point him in the right direction. The extra couple hours of walking wasn’t worth the risk. 
 
    Seth had always been an impatient man. The only reason he’d gotten into that helicopter to begin with was because he didn’t feel like waiting the extra hour for an American helicopter to take him to basecamp. The Iraqi one was going that way anyway—so what if the Iraqi pilots aren’t quite as good as the American ones? They can still take off, fly, and land the things, what else do you need? Well, the ability to navigate around danger zones would have been nice… 
 
    Seth continued walking west. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been walking west already—maybe one hour, maybe five. The sun moved so slowly through those desert landscapes, and when you were least expecting it, the sun would sink down to the horizon in a matter of minutes, and slip away without warning. It was during those few minutes of desert twilight that Seth came upon some ancient ruins: about a half acre of crumbled walls and smashed pots. The first time he’d seen one of these ruined towns, he was fascinated. But after four years in Iraq, he came to realize that they were pretty much everywhere. Apparently some of them were pretty cool before the terrorists started blowing them up. “Why do they blow them up?” Seth had asked his lieutenant once. 
 
    “Because they were built buy ancient Yazidis, and the radical Islamists are trying to destroy everything that isn’t Islam here in Iraq.” Seth still laughed when he remembered that response. He couldn’t help but picture some girl’s jealous boyfriend, going through his girlfriend’s house and destroying absolutely everything that had anything to do with her exes.  
 
    Exhausted from a long day of hobbling through the desert, Seth found himself a crumbled nook and he lay down. He closed his eyes and the next thing he knew, it was morning, the sun blasting ruthlessly down on the hot sand.  
 
    Seth pulled himself to his feet, his ankle throbbing in pain. The horrible pain in his ankle gave him a strange sense of relief. He could still feel it and it still worked, pain be damned.  
 
    As he began to leave his little ruined settlement, he noticed something poking out from the sand. It was long and purple with gold embellishments. He picked it up curiously and inspected it. It was a bottle. It looked a lot like a stereotypical genie bottle, like you’d see in old movies. He opened it up and looked inside. It was empty. He gave it a rub. Of course he didn’t actually think rubbing the bottle would release a genie, but how could he not at least give it a try? Nothing happened.  
 
    He wasn’t quite sure why, but he liked the bottle. He decided to keep it. Maybe he liked it because it was a nice reminder that he’d defied the odds and survived a deadly helicopter crash. One day he could show his kids and say, “I found this while escaping enemy territory.” Or maybe he just liked it because it was colourful and probably worth quite a bit of money (he did find it amidst ancient ruins, after all). Unfortunately, none of his pockets were big enough to hold the bottle, so he had to carry by hand. Given his broken arm, his sprained ankle, and his painful thirst, carrying a bottle was the least of his problems. He started to walk, continuing west.  
 
    Despite sleeping for what was probably close to ten hours, he was exhausted and his body was sore. The lack of food and water didn’t help at all. He was starting to think he was losing his mind—hallucinating. Every so often, he could hear footsteps behind him, following closely. He would stop and spin around, but there was no one there. He was in that desert alone, slowly dying all by himself. If he collapsed from lack of energy, it would only take a few days before his body was covered in sand.  
 
    He thought he was hallucinating at first when he heard the revving of an engine. He crawled up a sand dune and there was a town on the other side. He was about to run towards it and scream for help when he noticed a familiar green jeep driving around the perimeter: the town was Taliban occupied. He was better off dying of thirst in the desert than going into that death trap.  
 
    “God damnit,” he said under his breath. 
 
    “You just can’t catch a break, can you?” a female voice said behind him. He rolled over in a snap and reached for his sidearm out of instinct. But he was unarmed—all of his gear had gone down with the crashed helicopter. All he had with him was a pack of matches and a spare condom he’d gotten at a brothel a couple of weeks before.  
 
    But the girl appeared to be harmless enough, and she spoke perfect English, so Seth relaxed. “Who are you?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m Idri. What’s your name?” the girl said with a smile. She was dressed peculiarly, like a belly dancer, with her big tits being held by a sheer lace top. It was the raciest outfit Seth had seen on a woman in Iraq, the brothel included. He wondered if she was possibly from a nearby brothel.  
 
    “I’m Seth. Do you think you can sneak me into that town? I was in a helicopter crash, and…” He cut himself off as her original words finally computed in his brain: ‘You just can’t catch a break, can you?’ she’d asked. What did she mean by that? How did she know what he’d been through? Was she the footsteps he’d heard following him? If so, did that make her a hallucination? “Are you in my mind?” he asked. 
 
    She laughed. “No, but I was in your hand,” she said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    He was extremely confused until he looked down at his hand and realized he was still carrying that bottle. “Are you—” 
 
    “—A genie? Yes. And you’ve rescued me, so I suppose I owe you, right?” 
 
    Seth closed his eyes for a moment and tried to gather his sanity. Genies are impossible. Certainly, this was either some very vivid hallucination, or he was being tricked. But why would anyone be way out in the middle of nowhere, looking for lost soldiers to prank? “Prove it,” Seth said. 
 
    “Prove that I owe you?” 
 
    “Prove that you’re a genie,” he said.  
 
    “Look. I’ll do three things for you. If you want one of them to be me proving myself to you, then that’s your choice. A better choice would be to make a wish, and see if it comes true. Then you get your proof and you don’t waste a wish.” 
 
    Seth didn’t even have to think about his first wish. “I wish I was back at basecamp,” he said. Nothing happened. The girl continued to stand there, staring at him with a sly smile. “Well?” Seth said. 
 
    “I can do it if you’d like, but then how are you going to make your last two wishes? Or is that all you want—just the one wish?” She giggled cutely. She seemed to find this whole thing very funny. Seth returned to his assumption that she was just some local girl having some fun. Maybe she was out for a walk, saw him sleeping in those old ruins, and she decided to put that bottle there for kicks. It seemed like almost as much of a stretch as the genie theory.  
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be able to make any more wishes?” Seth asked. 
 
    “Because I would still be here.” 
 
    “So transport both of us.” 
 
    “I can, but I think that would count as two wishes.” 
 
    “What? Why? That’s not fair,” Seth said. He looked over at the town, realizing he’d just raised his voice loud enough to potentially be heard. He took a breath and gathered his composure. 
 
    “Well, it just wouldn’t be fair. Think about it. If you can cram whatever you want into a single wish, then there would be no limit to what you could get out of three wishes. You could say, ‘I wish I was a billionaire with a big mansion and a dozen cars and a hot wife and my own private island,’” she said. “That’s a lot of work for me. I like to think I’m powerful, but I’m not that powerful.” 
 
    Seth thought about it for a moment. If he did wish to have himself and Idri sent back to basecamp, he would still have one wish left—assuming that Idri was even a genie at all. Then he could easily wish for something like infinite money, or perhaps something a bit less selfish like an end to the war. He wondered if she would be able to end the war? But why stop there? Why not wish for world peace in general?  
 
    A thought occurred to him: why not wish in the other order? Wish for world peace first, unlimited money second, and a teleport back to basecamp third. “What about world peace?” Seth said. 
 
    Idri rolled her eyes. “I might be able to get you an hour-long ceasefire at best,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re actually a genie. You’re just fucking with me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Look, man, if you don’t want your wishes, that’s your decision. I only offered because I’m feeling nice. I was in that bottle for about three-hundred years. I really want to get out of this godforsaken country—I was thinking of going to the beach for the next hundred years or so—maybe the Dominican. What do you think?” 
 
    Seth continued to think. In the off-chance she really did have the power to grant wishes, he didn’t want to fuck up the opportunity. He thought about wishing for a dune buggy—surely that would be within her abilities, right? But that wouldn’t necessarily be the safest way back to his base. There would be nothing stopping the Taliban from chasing him down and blowing him up. He thought about wishing for water, but then he still needed to figure out a way home. 
 
    Even if she created some sort of transportation device for him, he still had no idea where home base was. He would have to wish for a map, and then that was two wishes wasted—he may as well just have himself teleported back to base with Idri.  
 
    He looked over at the town. There were parked jeeps along the town’s perimeter that he could probably steal, and there was probably a map in one of the buildings. If he had a disguise, he could get the transport and the map without a wish. So was he going to wish for a disguise? He thought for another minute. It was the only way he could think to maintain two wishes. “I want a disguise—a good disguise—that I can use to sneak into that town without being shot at,” he said reluctantly.  
 
    It seemed like such a waste when he could have had anything—a dream car, a mansion, money, a sexy girlfriend… Instead, he was getting some clothes he would wear once.  
 
    “Your wish is my command,” Idri said with a big smirk, and then she snapped her fingers. A poof of smoke blinded Seth for a moment. He shut his eyes and winced away from the sudden smoky display. When he opened his eyes, everything was dark, save for a thin slit, as if he suddenly suffered from tunnel vision. But when he looked down, he realized he was wearing a long, black burka.  
 
    Holy shit, he thought, she really was a genie. There was no other possible explanation, unless she somehow knew he was going to ask for a disguise, she somehow had one ready, and she was somehow able to get it onto his body in a split second. He looked up at her, with wide eyes she couldn’t see through the black, total-covering garment. “I told you,” she said with a smirk. “I better come up with a disguise of my own if we’re going down there.” 
 
    She snapped her fingers, conjuring up another plume of smoke. It settled, revealing her transformation into an Arabic-looking man, complete with dark skin and a turban. “If anyone asks, I’ll tell them you’re my wife,” she said in a deep, manly voice, and then she laughed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Seth and Idri crossed the long stretch of sand towards the town. Climbing over the short wall perimeter was difficult in that long burka, which hung down to Seth’s toes. He was ecstatic when they finally made their way into the shade of one of the buildings. The sun was intense, and if you aren’t careful, you’ll roast in one of those full-coverage black outfits. He tripped and nearly fell a number of times. With only a small slit to see through, Seth could either look ahead of himself or directly down at his feet.  
 
    They turned a corner and found themselves face to face with a group of armed Taliban fighters. The soldiers looked at Seth curiously, up and down, and then they started speaking Arabic. Seth’s heart stuttered, completely oblivious to what they were saying. Thankfully, Idri stepped up and started speaking back to them, in their native tongue. “What did they say?” Seth asked quietly after the group of soldiers had left.  
 
    “They wanted to know what you’re doing over in this part of town. They said it’s no place for women,” Idri explained, and they continued on. Seth peered through windows, trying to locate a map or any sort of indication of how to get back into allied territory. Just a couple of blocks down, he spotted a map tacked to a wall in an empty room. He looked around to ensure no one was watching and then he slipped inside, hurrying towards the map. He pulled it off of the wall, letting the corners rip and remain with their abandoned tacks. Seth rolled the map up and slipped it up the sleeve of his burka.  
 
    There was a rifle and a hand-grenade on a table. Seth considered stealing both, so he would have some way to defend himself in case shit hit the fan, but he had no way of concealing the long-barrelled rifle, so he left it behind. He took the grenade.  
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” he said, and they made their way back towards the edge of the small town where the jeeps were parked. Stealing one of the jeeps wasn’t quite as easy as stealing the map. Each of the vehicles had their keys left in the ignition, so that wasn’t an issue—but getting one of the vehicles without the Taliban soldiers noticing was. Seth stood about fifty feet away, watching the soldiers closely as they patrolled up and down the street. Their guard was split between the jeeps and three other buildings, which were presumably filled with weapons and explosives. Each time they left sight, they were only gone for about two minutes before they were back, scanning the horizon and making sure the coast was clear.  
 
    He needed more than two minutes, and the last thing he wanted was to get into a chase with the heavily-armed Taliban soldiers. He needed a distraction, so he pulled the pin out from the grenade and threw it as hard as he could in the opposite direction, into the town. The grenade didn’t fly as far as he’d hoped, which was strange because he usually had a pretty good throw. He chalked the lousy throw up to exhaustion and thirst. Though it didn’t go as far as he would have liked, it still provided the perfect distraction. The patrolling guards ran towards the explosion, leaving the jeeps unattended. 
 
    Idri hopped into the passenger seat as Seth fired up the engine. Carefully, they pulled away.  
 
    It was a good fifteen minutes before Seth’s heart was able to relax and he was able to pull his eyes away from his rear-view mirror. They weren’t being followed. The mission was a success. And to make things better, there was a pair of unopened water bottles left in the vehicle. Seth pulled the hood of his burka back and reached for one of the bottles. As he lifted the bottle to take a drink, he noticed his reflection in the rear-view mirror and nearly had a heart-attack, swerving suddenly in a sharp panic. 
 
    He brought the jeep to a full stop. Staring back at him in the mirror was the reflection of a woman. He felt his face, watching as his reflection did the same. He wasn’t just a woman, he was a beautiful woman, face complete with makeup, hair tied nicely up into a stylish loose-bun. Most strange of all was the fact that he still looked enough like himself that he knew it was him, what he would look like had he been born a woman. “You said you wanted a good disguise,” Idri said with a cute chuckle. She had changed back into her regular female form.  
 
    “Change me back,” Seth said, and as he said it, he realized his voice was different—higher, softer, more feminine. He had the sudden instinct to grab his chest, which had breasts, and then his crotch, which had a pussy. Idri hadn’t just changed his face, she’d changed everything. Seth had been turned into a fully biological female. 
 
    “I can, but that would be using up one of your wishes,” she said. 
 
    Seth became enraged. “What?” he snapped. Had he known it would cost him two wishes to get in and out of his disguise, he would have simply wished to be teleported back to home base—and surely Idri knew that. Did she find his situation funny? Was she just messing with him for kicks? At least had he chosen to be teleported, he would have avoided the risk of being killed by Taliban fighters, and he wouldn’t have to drive for hours in the middle of the desert. “You duped me,” he said. 
 
    “What would you have done if one of those guys wanted you to take the burka off and show your face?” Idri asked. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to waste a wish on changing back,” Seth said, biting his tongue to stop himself from scolding her any more than he already was. “It’s not fair.” 
 
    Idri’s eyes narrowed. “Excuse me,” she said, “but I don’t think I owe you any wishes. Since when did you become so entitled? I’m just doing this as a favour. I have relatives I haven’t seen in hundreds of years and I’m putting off visiting them to help you.” 
 
    Seth felt suddenly embarrassed. She was right—she didn’t owe him anything. He should have simply been grateful that she helped him get a vehicle and directions home without being shot at. Even if he had to waste a wish on becoming a man again, then he would still have one wish to do whatever he wanted with—and that was more than anyone else had.  
 
    “Fine, just change me back,” Seth said, his voice filled with disappointment.  
 
    “Okay, but are you sure you’re done with your disguise? It’s still a long way to town.” Seth thought about it, and she was right: there was a good chance they would run into more Taliban on their way to home base.  
 
    “Fine, let’s just go,” Seth said. 
 
    “Shouldn’t I drive? Ladies like you aren’t allowed driving in these parts,” Idri said with a big grin. With the snap of her fingers, she was back in her turban and beard, with her deep voice and dark skin.  
 
    Staying in the female form turned out to be a good thing. An hour into their desert drive, they came across a check stop. Three men stood in the middle of the desert road, big guns drawn. As the jeep came to a stop, the men surrounded Seth and Idri. They started speaking Arabic to Idri, who spoke back fluently. They started motioning for the duo to get out from the vehicle. Idri stepped out, so Seth did the same. Two of the armed men began to pat Idri down. One of the men stepped up to Seth and did the same, starting at the ankles and working his way up. When he got to Seth’s chest, he gave his tits a good squeeze and he muttered something in Arabic. He gently fondled Seth’s nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers.  
 
    Seth remained quiet and calm. The men seemed casual enough. He couldn’t tell whether they were Taliban, Iraqi Army, or just some guys out patrolling the desert highway. Idri said something to them that made them laugh, and then they let the pair get back into their jeep and continue towards their destination.  
 
    Once the roadblock was out of sight, Seth pushed the hood of his burka off once again, letting the sun warm his face. “Who were those people?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Idri said. “But they wanted to buy you. You should thank me, I paid them a lot of money to let me keep you.” 
 
    Seth’s heart stuttered. They wanted to buy him? For what—sex?  
 
    Idri looked up to the cloudless sky. “It’ll be dark by the time we get to town.” After nightfall, they closed the gates to the base, which meant Seth would be stuck in the nearby town until morning—not the end of the world, seeing as he’d already spent a night sleeping out in the open desert.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The town was just twenty minutes from Seth’s army base. No one got in or out from the base without special clearance between six in the evening and six in the morning, so when Seth and Idri arrived at eight in the evening, they had no choice but to find lodging in the town. Idri was nice enough to conjure up some money to pay for a room. She was reluctant to do it. “If they find out I created money, they might take away my powers,” she explained. 
 
    “Who’s they?” Seth asked. 
 
    “The Genie Council.” Apparently, creating wealth is very frowned upon in the genie community, as it could throw off the whole human economy.  
 
    Seth was relieved to finally slip out from the burka, letting his skin feel fresh air for the first time in nearly ten hours. He couldn’t even begin to understand how so many women were able to wear the fully-covering things for so long without suffocating or overheating—though it’s not like they had the choice.  
 
    He found himself in the bathroom, staring at his body. He was still in his female form and he didn’t want to change back until his safety was confirmed. The town was friendly for the most part, but there were still radicals who would have jumped on the opportunity to blow up an American soldier, had they found out that one was casually sleeping in a nearby hotel.  
 
    Intending to shower, Seth stripped out from his undergarments. He cupped his breasts and squeezed, watching in the mirror. They were sensitive, but gentle squeezing actually felt quite nice. He slowly found his nipples with the tips of his fingers, and he began to fondle them carefully, sending warm pulses through his body. He’d heard women talking about how sensitive breasts were, but he never realized just how sensitive they really were (and how could he have?). 
 
    He looked down at his fresh, new pussy, and a curiosity overwhelmed him suddenly. Every man wonders what it feels like when a woman rubs her clit. And he was never going to get the chance to rub himself as a woman again, so why not see what all the hype was about?  
 
    He turned on the shower to create some white noise. His heart skipped a beat as he reached down towards his crotch slowly. Something about it seemed so naughty—even though it was technically his own body he was touching. He ran the tip of his pointer finger along the length of his slit, burrowing it gently between his plump lips. 
 
    He seemed suddenly hyperaware of all the noises around him—the sounds of cars whirring by outside, the loud chatter of street-salesmen, the sound of Idri in the other room, on the other side of the thin wall, pacing around, probably wondering when Seth would finally decide on his final two wishes so she could be released to see old friends and family. If Seth wasn’t quick, she would start to wonder why his shower was taking so long. It would have been terribly embarrassing to have her suspect he was exploring his new female body. 
 
    He continued to stroke his plump lips. And it was true: the clit was, by far, the most sensitive part of the operation. Every time his fingertips so much as gently skimmed his clit, a powerful wave of warmth rushed through his body. At first he found this rush hard to handle, making his arms and legs tremble—it was too sensitive to enjoy. But after a few passes, it started to feel better and more manageable.  
 
    He took a deep breath, his muscles relaxing. The image of Idri in her skimpy little belly dancer outfit came to his mind, her perky nipples plainly visible in her sheer top; he wanted so badly to feel them, squeeze them, and suck on those big, hard nipples. He sunk his finger deeper into his snatch, slipping his fingertip into his tight hole. He was getting wet.  
 
    He had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from moaning. All he could think was, ‘This is so much better than masturbating as a man.’ It was like being on the never-ending verge of climax, like he was about to come at any moment but that moment wasn’t coming, teasing him as the euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He slipped a second finger into his pussy and pushed in deeper. He was really wet now, his warm juices trickling down his legs, squishing out of his tight snatch with every quick penetration.  
 
    He used his free hand to continue rubbing his clit. He rubbed faster and faster as the room quickly filled with steam from the hot, running shower. “Oh God,” he muttered carefully under his breath. He bit his lip and looked up at himself in the mirror. He watched as his own body convulsed, rapidly approaching climax.  
 
    There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Everything okay in there?” Idri called out.  
 
    Seth pulled his fingers out from his warm cunt as quickly as he could, his heart suddenly racing. “I’m fine,” he said. 
 
    “Save some hot water for me,” Idri said. 
 
    “Okay.” Seth stepped into the shower and quickly ran through the motions. He’d already been in the bathroom for longer than was necessary, so he needed to be quick to not raise any suspicion. He never got to finish off that female orgasm, but there were more important things to figure out, like how he was going to get into the base with Idri, and how he was going to use his two remaining wishes. 
 
    Figuring out the wishes was going to be especially hard, seeing as he still had his whole life ahead of him to regret his decisions. He couldn’t ask for money, because that was apparently against the genie rules. When he got out of the shower, he asked Idri what other rules he had to follow. She explained that the wishes can only affect Seth and the course of his own life—so he couldn’t wish for the death of the Taliban leader, and he couldn’t wish to bring any of his deceased friends back to life. That little rule made things especially difficult, because almost every wish affected others in at least a small way. “At the end of the day, I’ll use my better judgement,” Idri explained.  
 
    “So, for example, I can’t wish for a beautiful wife? Would that be affecting someone else?” 
 
    “Unfortunately I can’t do that,” Idri said. “Even if I wanted to, I can’t change the way a person thinks—our powers don’t affect human freewill. But if you wanted to have sex with a beautiful woman, I could make that happen—though she wouldn’t technically be a human, though you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.” 
 
    “What would she be? Out of curiosity, of course,” Seth said, his cheeks turning red. 
 
    “She would be fake, like an apparition. I can’t create humans that are able to think freely or feel emotions, but I can create you something really convincing. You could even keep her and fuck her all you wanted for the rest of your life if you wanted to—you wouldn’t have to feel bad about it because she would essentially just be a robot, created from the ether.”  
 
    Seth thought about what else he could wish for. He couldn’t wish for money, but he could wish for a mansion—that didn’t affect anyone but himself. He could wish for a nice sports car that he could sell for money—but what would give him the most bang for his buck? And even though he couldn’t wish for a beautiful supermodel to fall in love with him, he could wish for stunning good looks, and then he could easily attract any woman he wanted.  
 
    But he still only had one wish, unless of course he wanted to remain a woman, in which case he could hold onto the change-back-wish he was saving for later.  
 
    When Seth finally slipped out from his thoughtful daze, he noticed Idri was smirking. “What’s so funny?” he asked. 
 
    “I know what you were doing in the shower,” she said. She giggled.  
 
    Seth’s face became a dark shade of red. He opened his mouth to tell her she was wrong, but then he realized who he was talking to—as far as he knew, she could see through walls. Why did he ever think he could do something without her knowing? 
 
    “I’m not judging,” Idri said. “I’ve turned myself into a man to see what it feels like—if that makes you feel any better.” Surprisingly, it did make him feel a bit better, though his cheeks remained red and he remained speechless. “Not too many guys get the chance to see what it feels like. You should make the most of it while you can.” 
 
    It was too embarrassing to admit to her, but he really wanted to know what it would be like, to be a woman in the world for a day or two—in the western world, preferably, where a woman could go out unsupervised and live her life freely. It would be nice to experience being a woman at the bar, where men flock around you with compliments as they buy you drink after drink. It would be nice on the bus, where every guy gets up and gives up his seat for you, and it would feel nice being chased for once, rather than being the one doing all of the chasing.  
 
    But just for a day or two—Seth still liked being a man, and of course he would never want to become a woman. After all, he was sexually attracted to women; he’d never had the slightest fantasy involving a man in his life. Though now that he was thinking about it, he wondered what that would be like, being with a man.  
 
    Idri was looking at him with a devilish smile. Could she read his mind? He hadn’t even considered the possibility. Now that he was considering it, his face was quickly turning red once again. “Do you want to see what it’s like, being with a man?” Idri asked him. 
 
    “What? No!” Seth snapped, his heart rate accelerating.  
 
    “Oh c’mon, it would be fun.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be with a man,” he said firmly. He felt a strange attraction to the idea of being with a man but he knew that was only because he was in a woman’s body, with female hormones in his veins and in his brain. Women are biologically attracted to men, so the sudden attraction was nothing to be ashamed of, right? As soon as he was a man again, the thought would never cross his mind again.  
 
    “What if I told you it wouldn’t use up a wish, and you could have him for the whole night?”  
 
    The thought alone terrified him, but it excited him just a little bit. Still, he declined.  
 
    “Would you spend the night with a woman if I told you it wouldn’t cost a wish?” Idri said, her sly smile growing bigger. 
 
    This offer was harder to pass up. Until that moment, he hadn’t considered the thought of lesbian sex—what it would feel like to be eaten out by someone who actually knows what they’re doing down there. Plus, if Idri could conjure up an ‘apparition’ as she called it, Seth wouldn’t have to feel embarrassed, seeing as the person wouldn’t be real anyway.  
 
    He bit his lip. Before he could say yes or no, Idri leaned forward and kissed him. “Consider it my official thanks for freeing me from my bottle.” He thought the wishes were the official thanks, but he wasn’t about to bring that into question. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Idri kissed Seth deeply, moving her tongue into his mouth expertly. It was hard to believe she hadn’t kissed a man in at least three-hundred years. Apparently some skills never go away. 
 
    Seth’s hands trembled as he brought them up to Idri’s perfect chest, which had been his number-one distraction since she appeared before him that morning. They were impossibly soft and incredible supple. He squeezed them firmly. “That feels good,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah?” Seth replied, feeling her perky nipples with his thumbs.  
 
    “You want to feel?” she said, and then she reached down and cupped his tits in her hands. Since the moment she’d kissed him, he’d forgotten that he wasn’t himself, that he was still in the body of a woman with tits and a pussy. And she was right, it did feel good, her warm hands pressing down on his chest, squeezing his tits, sending pulses of warm euphoria through his body. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, feeling his body melting into the hotel mattress. 
 
    Idri slowly sunk down, running her fingertips down Seth’s body, between his breasts, down his abdomen, across his pelvis… She pulled his panties down carefully, slipping them off one of his feet, leaving them dangling on the other. Now uncovered, Seth’s immediate instinct was to close his legs and cover up his exposed snatch. But Idri grabbed him by the wrists, stopping him. “Just relax,” she said, and then she bent down, nestling her nose into his pubic hair as she slipped the tip of her tongue up the length of Seth’s snatch. 
 
    A trembling ran through his body and those warm pulses of euphoria intensified. It was almost like he was picking up where he’d left off in the bathroom, except Idri knew her way around a pussy. Her slow, methodical tongue caressed all the right spots, making him weak in the legs.  
 
    “Oh shit,” Seth moaned. He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. With every lick, she pushed her tongue in deeper. Within a short minute, she had him soaking wet, her tight hole puckering and begging for more. Drawing small circles on his clit, she was able to get him on the brink of orgasm, squirming and moaning as the pleasure overtook his body. But he wasn’t able to come, and he knew why—he needed penetration. Idri’s tongue was more than enough to make him weak from euphoria, to reduce him to a squirming mess, but it wasn’t enough for that final push, and she knew it, too.  
 
    She slid back up and kissed Seth on the lips, slipping her tongue into Seth’s mouth so he could taste his own pussy. That powerful ecstasy lingered, desperate to be pushed just a little bit further. She wrapped her arms around his body and together they rolled over. “My turn,” she said, smiling, pushing Seth down by pressing on his shoulders. 
 
    Seth had no reservations about going down on Idri. In fact, he was excited to sink his tongue deep into her warm cunt, to taste her sweet juices on his lips. But that’s not what he got. 
 
    Between Idri’s thighs was a long, thick cock. Seth froze at the sight of the thing as it pulsed with thick veins. “What the hell?” Seth said. 
 
    “You’ll like it, I promise,” Idri said, and she pushed him down further. Seth planted the palms of his hands into the mattress and held himself back. Her cock was huge, and Seth had no intention of sucking it. “Just surrender, Seth. No one’s going to judge you. You’re the only one here with anything to gain.” 
 
    Seth’s head was spinning. He was quite proud of the fact he’d never sucked a cock, or even seen another man’s cock before, outside of gym change rooms. Though Idri wasn’t a man—she was very much a woman, and the cock was just one of her little magic tricks—created from the ether. And if he could get it nice and hard, he could let her stuff him with it, let it be that final push towards the orgasm he wanted to experience so badly.  
 
    He shook his head—why was he actually considering it? He couldn’t actually suck a cock— 
 
    Before be could protest any more, she pushed him down further, pressing the tip of her cock up against his lips. With eyes shut tightly, he opened his mouth. Why he ended up caving, even he didn’t know. Maybe he thought he would get it over with sooner rather than later, or maybe he was a little bit curious to know what it was like and how it would feel.   
 
    The cock slipped in deep, pressing up against the back of his throat as his bottom lip pressed up against her big ball sack. He carefully bobbed his head back and forth, slipping the long member in and out, feeling it throbbing and growing warmly against his damp lips. “Just like that,” Idri said. 
 
    He knew, from experience, that the most sensitive spot on the cock was just under the base of the tip, so that was where he focussed his tongue’s attention, firming up his tongue and tickling the base of the shaft’s tip with small circles. Her cock was rock-hard within a dozen seconds, warm pre-cum dribbling out the tip of her dick. 
 
    He opened his eyes and looked up. Idri was looking down at him, smiling. She really was beautiful. How someone could have been so cruel to lock her up for hundreds of years, he couldn’t understand. She was nothing but kind, sticking around to help Seth out, giving him wishes when she didn’t have to, breaking her genie rules to save him from a bunch of sex-starved terrorists. The least he could do was suck her cock, if that was what she wanted—seeing as she even licked his pussy for him.  
 
    Now that her cock was fully-erect, he couldn’t fit more than half of it in his mouth, and his lips were starting to stretch out painfully, so he let the cock slip out. Idri pulled him up to her and rolled over him, locking lips once more, tasting her own cock on his tongue. “You’re in for a good time,” she said, and then he felt the wet tip of her warm cock press up against his tight, quivering hole. He wanted it so badly—to be stuffed by her impressive girth, to have the walls of his vagina massaged by her veiny member.  
 
    She penetrated him. He gasped sharply, feeling every single millimetre of her cock sliding in deep, her thick veins rubbing his clit, sending waves of euphoria through his body. “Holy shit,” Seth said, digging his fingers into the loose bed sheets.  
 
    She started to thrust in and out of him. Within just a few seconds, he was coming, rolling his head from side to side, moaning, trying desperately (and unsuccessfully) to keep his body from convulsing like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. The pleasure was too great, unlike anything Seth had ever experienced. And with every passing second, he expected the moment of pleasure to stop, for the orgasm to end, but it kept going, somehow even intensifying. He looked down, strangely mesmerized by the sight of his own tits bouncing on his chest as he was pumped and pounded. So this is what it feels like to be fucked as a woman, he thought. It almost seemed unfair—sex as a man wasn’t even in the same universe! If this is what a female orgasm feels like, why do women not want to have sex every second of every day?  
 
    “I’m going to come inside of you,” Idri said. 
 
    “Okay,” Seth somehow managed to say through deep breaths and crippling euphoria.  
 
    Idri came down hard, her thick cock stretching Seth’s tight pussy wide. Idri screamed out loud and then Seth felt it, her warm load filling him up deep. He gasped sharply, a shudder running though his body, and then he fell down on the bed, completely limp. Idri rolled over next to him, breathing deeply. Her hand found his and their fingers entwined. “Wasn’t that fun?” Idri said. 
 
    Seth was only able to nod in response.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The Iraqi streets were peculiarly quiet that night, making it difficult for Seth to fall asleep. He’d grown accustomed to the odd distant gunshot or the thudding of a far away explosion. In a funny way, those sounds of war were like the Iraqi equivalent to crickets. There’s something disturbing about absolute silence, especially in a warzone. Seth was waiting for the silence to break at any moment, but it persisted, growing somehow even more quiet as the sun made its way around the globe, full-circle.  
 
    Seth liked the occasional distant gunshot because it kept him from drifting too deep into his own mind. Now, he was as deep as you can get, wondering what exactly was his plan—why was he trying so desperately to get back to his base when he had a genie at his disposal, ready to give him just about any life he wanted. He could have wished to be back home, discharged, or he could have wished to be in any country he wanted, complete with citizenship. 
 
    He imagined himself laying in the sun in the Dominican Republic, on a warm, white, sandy beach. He could practically hear the sound of the waves crashing gently against the shore, the smell of the ocean teasing his nostrils. It took Seth a few minutes to realize he was still a woman in his fantasy, laying in a bikini, skin almost entirely exposed to the sun’s warm rays. It was almost impossible to alter the fantasy, to become a man without losing some of the charm.  
 
    A chill ran down Seth’s spine. He couldn’t remain a woman for the rest of his life, could he? What would he tell his friends? What would he tell his sister. He laughed at the thought. He couldn’t even remember the last time he talked to his sister, and the only friends he’d ever made were killed by IEDs or in gunfights. So there really was nothing to lose by remaining in that feminine body.  
 
    Another chill ran down his spine—he wasn’t just entertaining the notion, but seriously considering it. And what was his other option? Return to the army, get sent out on another mission that might succeed in taking his life, and for what? For Iraqi oil? For the freedom of people who didn’t even want to be freed? As a woman, no one would ever find him—he could let them mark him up as killed-in-action, and he could disappear—enjoy the rest of his life without a firearm in sight.  
 
    He bit down on his tongue. He couldn’t actually do it—he couldn’t give up on his whole life on a whim like that. 
 
    The next morning, Seth and Idri drove to the army base and stopped about one-hundred feet back from the gate. “I hate to be a nuisance, but it’s time for you to make your last two wishes. I need to get going,” Idri said. 
 
    Seth couldn’t get the image of himself on the beach, in that bikini out of his mind, but he tried his best. He had a big decision to make. He could turn back into a man and make one wish, or he could remain a woman and make two. And if he remained a man, what would his wish be? A big house? One of Idri’s apparition sex slaves? He opened his mouth and his heart started racing. “I’d like to wish for a citizenship.” 
 
    “For where?” Idri asked, raising her eyebrows. She was surprised by the wish. Even Seth had surprised himself.  
 
    “The Dominican,” he said.  
 
    “Ooh,” Idri said, “good choice. Maybe I’ll come visit you there. And do you want me to change you back to being a man?” 
 
    Seth became tense. He looked forward at the army base and wondered, what exactly would he be leaving behind that was so important? What did he get out of being a man that he couldn’t get as a woman, or was it just his stubbornness keeping his from committing? “You said I can’t make a wish that would affect another human,” he said, “right?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “What about a wish that affects a genie?” 
 
    “Well, technically all of your wishes affect me, seeing as I lose a little bit of power every time I grant you a wish. But I suppose that’s not against any rules…” She seemed reluctant to tell him that, worried he was going to be like all of those annoying princes from the Ottoman Empire, who kept wishing for more wishes. 
 
    “I wish you would consider coming with me,” he said. “I’d hate to force you, but I’d like for you to come along.” 
 
    She bit the corner of her lip in an attempt to hide her smile. “Wouldn’t you rather wish for a teleportation?” 
 
    “I don’t mind taking a plane—I have a passport, after all.” 
 
    She couldn’t stop the smile from finding her face as her cheeks turned to a shade of dark red. “Planes are for losers. C’mon.” She snapped her fingers, and in an instant, the harsh desert sand became soft and white, and the army base melted into a beautiful cerulean ocean. The humming of traffic turned into the singing of songbirds. Seth and Idri weren’t in Iraq anymore. Now, they were on a Dominican beach, under the shade of a tall palm tree. There wasn’t another person in sight. 
 
    “I think you made the right choice,” Idri said to Seth as she lay back on the warm sand.  
 
    Seth looked down at himself. His burka was gone. Now, he was wearing a skimpy little red bikini that he recognized instantly from his fantasy the night before. “I picked it out myself,” Idri said with a laugh. “I think it looks good on you.” 
 
    As far as anyone needed to know, Seth died with the Iraqi soldiers in that helicopter crash. And thanks to Idri’s three wishes, he was given a whole new life, a life he’d never dreamed he would ever had, a life he’d always assumed he didn’t deserve, as if it was too good for him. But now it was his: paradise to be spent with the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.  
 
    THE END 
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