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My name is Ken, and I’m an average guy with an above average brain, or so I’d like to think. I’m seven 
feet tall, have blond hair, and am skinny and muscular. I wear hiking boots and jeans everywhere, no 
matter the season. My eyes are hazel, which means that depending on the light they can appear to be 
anywhere from grey to green to yellow, to blue or even brown. Multiple girlfriends have told me that it’s 
my best feature, my eyes. I also normally wear a goatee on my chin, and sometimes let it grow out for 
weeks before trimming it or shaving it. I wear old spice, have never shaved my armpits or my balls, love 
football, and occasionally drink, even though I’m only seventeen.  
 
It was a normal Sunday night when it happened. I was outside, it was warm out, and I was screwing 
around down town with a friend. We ended up in an old gift shop and were browsing the wares when a 
sealed perfume bottle filled with purple liquid catches my eye. It’s small and ornate, with a plug of wax 
sealing it shut. It was about the size of my thumb, and had a small handle on it which gave me the idea 
of turning it into a necklace to give to a future girlfriend, since I didn’t have one now. I bought it, $9.99, 
and a silver chain and left the gift shop happy. Me and my buddy went our separate ways, both of us 
done for the night, and as I was getting ready for bed I sat the bottle on the edge of my bathroom sink.  
 
As luck would have it, I was brushing my teeth when my elbow accidentally knocks the bottle off the 
counter. The glass shatters on the hard tile floor, but before my eyes the purple liquid inside evaporates 
immediately in a plume of vapor, and the vapor quickly condenses into the most beautiful woman I’ve 
ever seen. She has rich dark hair and eyes, a tiny frame, pinched waist, perfect breasts, and an angels 
face. Her hips loosely hold up the thin fabric that passes for a skirt, and a thin strip of material makes up 
her top. She stands there eyeing me as I eye her.  
 
“Well then, you must be the one who freed me.”  
 
I just stand there slack jawed.  
 
“You know the rules; I am at your command. You get three wishes.”  
 
The genie sits up on the counter delicately, pouting her lips, but she hasn’t had even a second to 
breathe before I say.  
 
“I wish that whenever I said a sentence that started with the words ‘I want’ that whatever I said I 
wanted to happen would happen no matter how impossible.”  
 
“Done,” she says with a snap of her fingers. A flash is visible between her fingers, and smoke rises to the 
ceiling as if she had struck a match.  
 
“I wish that no matter what happens to me I cannot be harmed in any way physically, not even by time, 
and cannot die.”  



 
“Also done,” she says with a snap of her fingers.  
 
“And I wish for you to be my eternal slave.”  
 
The genie makes an exasperated sound.  
 
“You can’t wish for more wishes, duhh. You got your first wish anyway, and that’s close enough.”  
 
“I didn’t wish for more wishes.”  
 
The genie looks surprised, and then against her will her hand rises, and though she makes an effort to 
stop it, her fingers snap.  
 
“Done,” she again says, but this time not without resentment.  
 
“Ok, now I order you to go lie down on my bed.”  
 
The genie, despite an obvious desire to do contrary, backs out of the bathroom and lies down on the 
mattress. Her face contorts with some mixture of emotions, foremost rage, but before she can say 
anything I say.  
 
“You will speak only when asked a direct question, and only then to answer the question.”  
 
Her mouth clams shut in the middle of forming a word.  
 
“What’s your name?”  
 
“Jasmine,” she spits out.  
 
“My name is Ken. You know you’re very beautiful.”  
 
She blushes at that, but due to her position she maintains a furious scowl.  
 
I sit down on the bed.  
 
“Lay still.”  
 
I place my hand on her leg. She shivers, and goose bumps crawl over her skin. I let my hand travel up her 
thigh, hook the thin fabric covering her with my thumb, and pull it down. I work the fabric down her 
legs, then when it’s finally off her, toss it on the floor.  
 
“I want the door to lock.” I say. To my satisfaction the door locks.  
 
“I want you to grow horny, very horny.”  
 
Jasmine lets out a sharp gasp of air as her vagina suddenly contracts, and a small amount of fluid begins 
to leak from her. Her pussy, as well as her face, is reddening rapidly. Her breathing quickens, and I watch 



with satisfaction as her pussy lips swell and split, displaying her darkening pink folds. My hand travels up 
her thigh again, and covers her pussy. Jasmine reaches up to stop me.  
 
“Don’t.” I command.  
 
She immediately stops, panting, and lays back down. She obviously wants to say something badly, but 
can’t because of my instructions. I watch her face in fascination, her face screwing up in anger, then 
frustration, then sadness, then anger again, always ending in frustration.  
 
I touch her folds, delicately examining her. She’s slick with her own juices, and I rub her pussy lips with 
them.  
 
“I want you to be hornier.”  
 
Another sharp intake of breath. A groan escapes her lips. Tears of frustration and anger well up in her 
eyes, and she starts twisting her own nipples. She tears away the fabric to get better access to them.  
 
“Do you want me to stop?”  
 
“No,” she breathes.  
 
“Do you want me to fuck you?”  
 
“Yes, please fuck me. Anything. It hurts!”  
 
“What hurts?”  
 
“I need you so bad it hurts!”  
 
“I want you to be hornier.”  
 
Jasmine cries out, twisting in place on the bed. My fingers idly play with her pussy, drifting in and out of 
her folds. She’s practically a faucet on my bed. Her hands grab up fistfuls of my bed sheets then drop 
them to play with her breasts again.  
 
“Spread your legs for me.”  
 
She does this without hesitation, and I lean over her, my head above her pussy, breathing on her lovely 
vision of womanhood. My dick is rock hard, and has been for some time, but I want to wait.  
 
I begin eating her out, making her squeak once in a conflicting combinations of indignity and desire. 
Slowly at first, then faster and faster. She endures in silence, squirming and playing with her breasts, 
when we both feel it coming. Her orgasm.  
 
It starts like a tremor, then builds and builds until her pussy literally explodes in my face. She screams, 
loud enough that my mom is now knocking on my door, asking to be let in.  
 
“I want this room to be soundproof and for my mom to forget why she went upstairs.”  



 
Immediately the knocking stops and I hear my mom head downstairs.  
 
Jasmine is now trying to catch her breath, and I let her for a few minutes.  
 
“You may now say anything you want to.”  
 
She lays quiet for another minute, then sits up, and grabs me by the collar.  
 
“I’ll teach you to torture me like that. I’ll have you crying by the time I’m through with you!”  
 
She starts ripping off my clothes, revealing my boner. She presses up against my body, and tackles me.  
 
I’m now lying pined on my back on the bed in between her legs. A smile plays across her lips, and 
without warning she sinks down on my cock, her pussy spreading over me with the most amazing feeling 
any man can experience. She is only just taking my entire cock inside of her, our pelvis’s meeting, when I 
say,  
 
“I want you to orgasm.”  
 
She orgasms on the spot, screeching, and her pussy clamps down on me. After it passes, she tries to 
start moving on my shaft, when again I say,  
 
“I want you to orgasm.”  
 
Her entire body clenches up, but she keeps going. Pumping me.  
 
“I want you to be tighter than a virgin.” And immediately her pussy constricts around my cock, making 
us both cry out. She sticks a dirty sock in my mouth, pins my arms and legs down, and really starts to go 
to town on me.  
 
Despite my best efforts to hold back, a few minutes of this is more than either of us can take, especially 
with the grip her pussy has on me. We both begin approaching our climax’s together, and she falls into 
my arms and we hold each other as we both shake and spasm from two enormous orgasms.  
 
I roll over on top of her, still hard inside of her, and catch my breath. We both are extremely winded, 
and are panting like dogs. I spit out the sock.  
 
“That. Was Incredible.” She says. “I’ve never done anything like that.”  
 
“What? Had sex?”  
 
“Not like that.”  
 
“Ready to go again?”  
 



I don’t even wait for an answer. Ordinarily my cock would have slowly gone limp after an orgasm, 
especially one like that, but something about her and me laying inside of her kept me rigid as a board. I 
ride her like a pony.  
 
Her pussy, now going overboard with stimulus, starts fluttering with orgasm after orgasm 
uncontrollably. She grits her teeth and holds on to me.  
 
“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop.” She chants, pausing when a fresh orgasm hits her again.  
 
We’ve gone for a further two minutes of me fucking her and her orgasming uncontrollably when finally I 
cum inside of her for the second time tonight and she climaxes again and again, her pussy fluttering 
even as we lay still. Then with a few simple words my fatigue leaves me, and my cock goes rigid anew 
inside of her. We are not done with the night, not by a long shot.  
 
I wake up orgasming, with my alarm clock blaring. Jasmine is riding my rock hard cock, her amazing, 
tight pussy engulfing my shaft.  
 
“You. Can sleep. Though anything.” She pants.  
 
I blow my load deep inside of her, and she grinds to a halts as she too orgasms. She slides down my shaft 
to lay down on me.  
 
“Man, when’s the last time you got laid?” I ask her.  
 
She twirls my hair.  
 
“Over a thousand years ago, before I became a genie.”  
 
She breathes in my scent, as do I hers. She smells of exotic spices.  
We shower together, me playing with her pussy and her with my cock until we both orgasm, then I get 
ready for school.  
 
“Where are you going?” she asks.  
 
“School.”  
 
“Can I come?”  
 
I look at her.  
 
“I want you to be enrolled in my school and to be taking all the same classes as me.”  
 
She squeals in delight, and hugs me, then with a snap of her fingers is dressed again in her genie outfit.  
“Um, how about wearing something like this?” I suggest, holding up a magazine from the floor. It’s of a 
woman in a provocative, but conservative shirt and short skirt combination.  
 
“Why? You don’t like this?”  
 



“No! I love it, it’s just that you can’t wear shear fabric, like that, in school.”  
 
“Oh, Ok.” And with another snap of her fingers she’s wearing an exact replica of the designer clothes 
that I showed her on the magazine.  
 
“That’ll do.”  
 
We both hop in my Jeep, and drive off to school. We walk into English class without a second to spare, 
the bell following us inside.  
 
“Okay class, today we learn about Aristotle! Yippie! Now, who can tell me….”  
 
Me and Jasmine sit at the back of the room in adjacent desks.  
 
After only a few seconds, Jasmine can’t sit still.  
 
“This is boring.”  
 
I smile at her.  
 
“It won’t be for long, don’t you go thinking I’ve forgotten my first wish. I’ve got some revenge to take 
care of. Take those two girls over there passing each other notes, those are the two snobbiest bitches 
I’ve ever seen. They’re cock teases, and look down their noses at anyone who’s not as rich as they are. 
Bernanda, we call her Benny, is on the right and she’s the worse. Her “girlfriend” Jennifer there is mostly 
along for the ride, but is almost just as bad. They only date people who they can get something from, 
and use sex as a weapon to get what they want. I’ve got a great punishment for both of them. I want 
Ben to become pregnant with a horse, and Jennifer to become pregnant with a dolphin. I want both of 
them to be unable to have a successful abortion, and that they’ll both be able to stretch accordingly in 
order for them to have a safe pregnancy. I want them both to live though this without any permanent 
damage, but still experience the childbirth.”  
 
“Any particular reason a horse and a dolphin?”  
 
“Well, first of all its unusual and erotic, but moreover I want it to be both humiliating and more painful 
than a normal pregnancy, but without the consequences of bringing a child into the world. It should 
teach them a lesson. Not sure what lesson they’ll take from it, but they’ll learn something. I’ll get back to 
them later.  
 
“Next up is Luke. He’s an all-around asshole, and likes making people’s lives hell. Back in middle school 
he spread a rumor that I was gay. I’ve always hated him for it, it took me forever to live that down. 
Therefore I have a fitting punishment for him. He’s sitting over on the other side of the room: short 
blond hair, pale face, blue eyes? Muscle shirt? See him?”  
 
“Yup.”  
 
“I want him to be unable to leave the room for the next hour. I want no one but me and you to be able 
to leave the room until this period ends. I want this classroom to be sound proof.”  
 



“Ooo, you’ve got something nasty planned for him.”  
 
“Yes, him and half of the people in this classroom, but we’ll start with him. He deserves what he’s about 
to get. I want his male reproductive system to be replaced with a female reproductive system without 
him noticing.”  
 
There is no outward change to Luke, and for a while he does nothing unusual. Then the scratches his 
crotch and freezes. His already pale face pales all the more. He gropes himself, and is about to stick his 
hands down into his jeans when he stops, realizes that his friends are watching him, and pretends to pull 
a pen out of his pocket as if he was looking for it. When attention refocuses on what the teacher is 
saying he sits stiffly, sweating with his eyes glancing down at his crotch.  
 
“I want a hole to tear open quietly directly between his new pussy and the chair.”  
 
Luke is obviously aware of the sudden, inexplicable tearing of his jeans and underwear, because he 
suddenly reaches for his crotch again, but that doesn’t stop what’s coming.  
 
“I want there to be no blood when Luke’s cherry is popped. I want the chair to not move. I want an 
invisible dildo, which only he can touch and feel, to be attached to Lukes chair and be inserted into 
Luke’s new pussy one inch, and that it will extend up with him if he moves upwards, but will not move 
an iota if he moves downwards. ”  
 
Immediately Luke jumps a little bit in his seat, and shouts out strangely. This is followed by a sharp 
intake of breath as he falls back down in his seat, and shouts out again. He immediately starts to stand 
up, but stops halfway when he sees everyone looking at him, and also when he feels the protrusion in 
his brand new pussy follow with him flawlessly. His every instinct is to freeze.  
 
“Um, Luke?” ask Mr. Woods, the teacher. “Everything okay?”  
 
Luke is hovering three inches off his seat motionless. He subtly tries to move sideways, but the dildo in 
his pussy prevents it. His body position, and his body language, is quite something to see. No one notices 
the spread wide hole in the base of the crotch of his jeans, everyone’s looking at his face.  
 
“No, everything’s fine.” Luke grunts, breathing heavily. “Just a crick in my back.”  
 
Luke pretends to hold his back, and grimaces as he lowers himself slowly down on the dildo. He gives 
the smallest of sobs when he comes to a stop as he hits his hymen. Gritting his teeth, Luke sits the rest 
of the way down, popping his own cherry. Luke then straightens his back, and forces a smile on his face. 
It looks more like a grimace.  
 
“It popped, I feel better now.”  
 
Mr. Woods looks at him for a few seconds.  
 
“I’m glad to hear it Luke, now immortality could be achieved, according to…”  
 
Luke looks as if he’s about to cry, and it doesn’t help that everyone near him is asking if he’s okay. Luke 
states again and again that he’s fine, and that all he needs is to be left alone. After a short while all 



attention is back on the lesson at hand. However, with every movement, every shift in position, he 
inadvertently moves up a little and pulls the dildo deeper into him, and Luke is getting extremely 
flushed, and is starting to breathe a little faster. He starts moving a little more in his seat, squirming, and 
then does something that at once surprises and doesn’t surprise both me and Jasmine. Making a face, 
he very gently rolls his pelvis up, then down. His breath grows ragged now as he does it again. And 
again. Luke is starting to shake, and tries to go faster. Inside of him the dildo must be going deeper and 
deeper inside of him, when suddenly he grips the desk, his entire body clenched and shuddering, as he 
orgasms and a small puddle of pussy juice forms on his seat. He’s breathing very hard now, and sweating 
too, but as he was orgasming he accidently raised his ass off the seat too far, and now he can’t sit down 
it’s so deep inside of him. He manages to work another inch inside on him, but he’s still an inch off the 
seat. People can see him dripping onto the plastic seat, and stare at him in wonder. Eventually the Mr. 
Woods discovers that his class isn’t paying attention to him again, and notices Luke.  
 
“Luke, please sit down.”  
 
Luke is squatting in the most awkward position possible, and his legs are starting to shake. It is also 
definitely feminine the way his crotch is pointed at the seat and dripping like that. No one knows what 
to make of it. Did he pee himself?  
 
“I can’t.” answers Luke, still red faced from his orgasm. He tries to reposition his legs, and ends up being 
stuck higher in the air. To everyone watching, he’s now in the position that a woman would be in if she 
had to pee in the woods. The smell of a wet pussy is strong.  
 
Luke shifts positions again, and is force higher into the air, then realizing that his position is 
compromising he stands all the way up.  
 
“Luke, do you need to go to the nurse?”  
 
“No.”  
 
“Restroom?”  
 
Luke grunts once before answering, probably because he’s skewered on the dildo.  
 
“No.”  
 
“Then sit down.”  
 
“Can I please stand? I can’t sit down.”  
 
“Why?”  
 
“Please, just let me do this.”  
 
“I want to know why.”  
 
Now it’s time to change the game a little.  
 



“I want the dildo to retract seven inches, then thrust forward seven inches, over and over until I say 
stop, with the same rules before applying as to where the relative position of the dildo is and how it 
can’t leave his vagina.”  
 
Immediately Luke cries out with a low “Ohh.” Followed quickly by an “Oh God.”  
 
His breathing rapidly quickens to the familiar pace of someone having sex, and he is unable to stop the 
small grunts and gasps from escaping his lips. He starts to cry.  
 
“No, make it stop, please make it stop.”  
 
His hands reach down to his crotch where he grips the dildo sliding in and out of him. He tries once to 
fall down with it, but it only forces him back to where he was standing when it goes back up.  
 
Luke is shuddering now, and in yet another lapse in judgment lifts his shirt up. On his belly, clearly visible 
to the rest of the class, the outline of the dildo is clearly visible moving up and down inside of him. The 
entire class begins shouting.  
 
Mark, a boy sitting next to Luke, notices the hole in Luke’s pants and looks inside to see a pussy opened 
wide like a tunnel, and moving as if an invisible dildo were fucking it. He has no idea what to make of it, 
but he quickly points it out the person next to him, and now everyone is in on what’s happening, more 
or less, and the commotion raises in volume as laughs, cries, and shouts of profanity join the 
conflagration of sound.  
 
Luke is in the throes of uncontrollable sexual bliss, but at the same time is hating every moment of it. 
He’s approaching another climax, and everyone knows it, when he has what could be his worse idea of 
the morning. He decides that when the dildo is moving downwards he’ll jump up and off of it.  
 
Sadly, when he jumps up into the air the dildo moves with him, but still maintains its seven inches down, 
seven inches up motion. As he falls down on top of the dildo he screams both from an intense orgasm as 
well the speed at which the thrust penetrates him, then he hits the end of the dildo hard, in the middle 
of the air, and cries out pathetically in pain, tears flowing down his face. He’s now moving up and down 
in mid-air as if he were on a merry-go-round, and he wraps his legs around the dildo as he orgasms in 
front of everyone, and everyone knows. He tries to climb up the dildo, and the dildo tries to move up 
with him. He’s about to hit the ceiling when I take pity on him.  
 
“I want the dildo to disappear and the chair to return to normal.”  
 
Luke falls out of mid-air and hits the ground hard. He’s still orgasming, and holds his hand over his pussy 
as his body contorts on the floor. His jeans are wet with his own fluids, but I’m not quite done with him 
yet. Kate is his girlfriend, and is closest to him.  
 
“I want no one, with exception to you Jasmine, to be able to hear me talk for the duration of one 
sentence whenever I say a sentence that starts with the words ‘I want’. I want Kate to take Luke’s Jeans 
off.”  
 
Kate immediately Bends down, tears soaking her face as well as Luke’s, and starts undoing the button on 
Luke’s jeans. He tries to stop her, but he’s too weak and exhausted to fight. She unbuttons his  



pants, zips down the zipper, and, hooking her fingers under both his jeans and boxers, pulls them down 
over his legs. Everyone gasps, especially Kate, when between Luke’s legs his crotch is flat, and instead of 
a penis and ball sack there is only the cleft of womanhood. It’s hairless, small, and dribbling liquid. It’s 
also obviously extremely hot, a dark red color and spread open slightly. It is the most perfect and 
beautiful pussy that anyone here has ever seen, with exception to me, but Jasmine doesn’t count since 
she’s not a mortal. From the waist down he looks like someone from a playboy magazine. As Luke lies 
there he twitches once visibly, as Luke is still in the aftermath of an orgasm.  
 
“I want Mark and Mario to hold down his arms and legs.” They do so, and quickly, though both look at 
each other in confusion. Luke struggles, and starts shouting.  
 
“They’re his two best friends, and his partners in crime. Their time will come, but first… I want Katie to 
start playing with Luke’s pussy, in the 69 position.”  
 
Katie climbs over Luke and, with her ass hanging over Luke’s face, begins playing with his pussy. Her face 
shows that she has no idea why she’s doing what she’s doing.  
 
“What the hell Kate!”  
 
“I don’t know what’s happening!” she shouts. “I can’t stop!”  
 
Mr. Woods finally moves as if to help Luke, or do something, but I stop him.  
 
“I want Mr. Woods’ shoes to stick to the floor, for him to be unable to untie his shoes, and for him to be 
mute.”  
 
Mr. Woods falls over as his feet are held fast to the floor, and he immediately starts trying to untie 
them. His mouth moves as he tries to say something, but no noise comes out. No one notices him, and I 
turn my attention back to Kate and Luke.  
 
Kate is rubbing Luke’s pussy lips with the flat of her hand, massaging them, and making him groan, and 
occasionally touches his clit, which makes him shout out a little and arch his pelvis involuntarily into her 
hand. No one else in the room moves, but everyone watches and whispers.  
 
Luke groans.  
 
“Please stop, please stop Katie.”  
 
“I want Katie to eat Luke out until he orgasms.”  
 
Katie is about say something when she suddenly dives face-first into Luke’s pussy. From the sounds she 
makes as she does so she is obviously trying to talk, but doesn’t achieve more than muffled sounds in 
her throat that quickly turn into protesting moans, which Luke can’t help but imitate.  
 
“Kate! Stop, you don’t know what you’re doing! I’m going to-ohhhhh oh oh oh oh, oh God.” He can’t 
complete his sentence as Kate flicks her tongue expertly around his clit, her mouth and tongue dancing 
in a way I’d have not thought possible. She has a very talented tongue, and he’s obviously approaching 
another climax.  



 
“I want this to be Luke’s biggest climax tenfold, for it to last one minute at a minimum, and for Katie to 
continue eating him out until he stops orgasming.  
 
It’s not long in waiting, and Luke makes a sobbing scream as it hits him, arching his back but unable to 
roll over or anything; not that he hadn’t been trying. Now, however, he redoubles his efforts.  
 
“Sto-ahhh. Ooh my fucking Go-aaahhhh! Stop it KaaaTE. Jesus, IT HURTS PLEASE STOP!”  
Luke is crying anew as his entire body bucks and twists, all the while his orgasm rolling over him, with 
every second growing more intense. Luke quickly is unable to form comprehensible words, shouting 
nonsense to the heavens. After what seems like an eternity Kate stops eating out Luke, and falls limp on 
top of him, and the wet spot in her thin panties (she is wearing a short skirt, and her panties are easily 
visible) is evidence to her own orgasm, brought about by the simple act of eating out her boyfriend. 
Luke passes out with his girlfriend’s muff in his face, and his in hers. His pants are down, and everyone in 
the room, even Mr. Woods despite the fact that he is gay (and thinks vaginas are disgusting), has either 
a boner or is wet. This includes me, but I ignore it. Kate lays limp on Luke, dazed.  
 
“Next up, Jessica, a major gossip. I want her to have the uterus and vagina of a chicken, and for it to 
create one egg every minute instead of the usual amount a chicken lays, whatever that is. I want anyone 
in this class who lies within the next twenty-four hours about someone else for the sake of gossip to 
grow the reproductive equipment of a female chicken as well, and they won’t change back to the way 
they were until they lay one egg for every lie, at the usual rate of a chicken laying eggs, but once they’ve 
laid the appropriate amount of eggs their genitalia will go back to what it was before they lied.”  
 
Jessica, who has long brown hair, a horse’s mouth, and the eyes of an idiot, suddenly says, not without a 
bit of panic, “I feel kinda funny.”  
 
Her hand covers her stomach, where her uterus has changed shape, and already inside of her is an egg. 
It’s quickly joined by another, and after the third egg her trim stomach is starting to bulge just a little. 
Jessica, with her hand over her stomach feels the bulges with a stupid look on her face. Then, she 
screams, and everyone watches her in silence, wondering what is happening now, as she convulses in 
her seat.  
 
“It’s coming out of me, make it stop it hurts.”  
 
She places a hand under her short skirt, and her entire body contracts. It lasts only about 20 seconds, 
where her abdomen contracts over and over to help force the egg out of her tight pussy. Finally, with a 
last grunt, something falls into her hands, and she holds it up to find a wet chicken egg. She starts 
screaming, especially now that she feels another one on its way.  
 
I can’t help but cackle evilly, and immediately pick out my next victim…  


