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THE NEW SHIPMENT OF books and artifacts relating to religion and mythology consumed most of my receiving desk and the space around it. "Fuck," I muttered on a sigh and pushed a stack of books aside to find my coffee. Fear seized me in an instant. From a pile behind a pile, something fell and tumbled through the waiting area. I hoped it would stop with a thud, but it was lost to the dark abyss across from my desk. "Fuck," I cursed. "Fuck for real."

I flinched when the blackness burped the little crystal ball back onto my cocoon of chaos. Too surprised to do much else, I caught the ball before it could fall again. Light and dark swirled and twinkled inside the glass globe. Looking closer, I felt the pull of something calm and sensual. "No!" I tossed the ball into a drawer and slammed it shut. "I'm busy, magic ball."

Busy was an overstatement... and an understatement. I procrastinated this particular shipment for long enough that the library started to show its disapproval. Not by burping back magic balls, that was just system security. No, the library was more subtle, more vindictive. The library did little things like moving me back to my desk while I slept or filling all the available space in my refrigerator with unsorted books. On second thought, the library was not subtle.

I picked up a brick of a book titled One Thousand and One Nights. Curious, I cocked a brow and cracked it open. “Boo.” A book of fables. I tossed it in the fiction bin. 

Seven versions of the Qur’an launched into the religious texts bin. Revealed behind the Qur’ans I found more religious texts. “Ou! Tantra?” Skimming through, I found the sections related to Maithuna.  “The ritual, sexual union between a husband and wife. BOO! Way to rub it in.” I tossed the books into the same bin as the other sacred tombs.

"Yes!" I said when I saw Vatsyayana's Kama Sutra. Seeing it was an illustrated translation rather than the original, all-text version, I decided I had worked hard and deserved a break. The book rested on my lap, ready for my imagination to write my own stories.  I reached under my skirt and slid my panties down to my ankles. Kicking the scrap of fabric free, I spun my chair around so I could plant my feet on the wall behind the receiving desk.

Not having my pussy spread open and on display to the yawning abyss was a bonus. I tried to ignore the fact that I still wasn’t sure if the void was sentient. Was it peering over my shoulder like an incorporeal pervert? The idea of an endless void trying to watch me while I pet myself made my pussy water.

Pictures depicting the adventures of this woman, I assumed it was just one woman fucking her way across the Indian sub-continent, triggered my fantasies. Tingles tickled my clit, and I joined in, my middle finger circling the swollen bud. Moisture flowed from my pussy, and I spread it around my vulva and used it to lubricate feverish fingering.

My head rolled back, and orgasmic prickles tightened my skin and clenched my pussy. Tensing, I braced for impact—

Coughing and nearly blinded by an unexpected vapor that took over my space, I fought to not fall out of my chair. “What the fuck?”

“I AM JALIL,” a voice boomed from inside the vapor cloud. The cloud thinned and began to reveal the figure of a man who continued the interruption, saying, “And your wish is my command.” He spread his arms wide, palms turned up as if to indicate something magnificent lay before me.  To be fair, the man was magnificent.

"Mmmkay," I sighed. "I'm a little out of it at the moment, but why are you here? Jinns have nothing to do with Southcentral Asia."

He gestured to a bottle in the clutter that had smudges of fingerprints on its shiny brass surface. A vague memory of me trying to find something to hold onto in my feverish pre-orgasmic fit flickered by my mind's eye.

"You have books here from southeast Asia, southern Asia, and..." He held up a book about Arabian Mythology, Western Asia.

Ignoring him, I focused on my rant, "What's with these shipments? I don't even get rhyme and reason anymore?" I realized I was bordering on whining, but what is a library without at least the idea of order?

He blinked at me, plucked a tag from a box on my desk, and handed it to me. The label read, "Mythology and Religion or South, Southeast, and Southwest Asia." Got me good.

I smoothed my skirt and turned to face him. “I appreciate your offer, but I have no interest in commanding anyone... or anything to do as I wish.”

Smirking, he leaned in. “Tell you a secret: A Jinn never actually does anything they don’t want to do.”

I glared at him until I gave up and rolled my eyes. "Your job is to grant wishes. Wishes for other people. You're like a magical search engine. People ask, and you deliver. Where does what you want come into the  mix?"

He shrugged noncommittally. “My people are known for being masters of semantics. We wield words like weapons. Maliciously and vindictively wielded weapons. If a person wishes for something a Jinn does not believe the person should have, they get creative with their interpretations. ”

"Cute," I said with an honest chuckle. "Well, either way, I have a receiving desk that has turned into a receiving situation with a hidden des;, I don't have time for wish magic." I spun my chair back to face the books but couldn't help but turn back and ask, just in case, "What's stronger, a wish or a god?"

He frowned, chin tucked in while he tried to glean more information than the question provided. “A God. Not all Gods, but...” 

He seemed ready to go into the details and the semantics of the levels and types of gods. I cut him off with a wave and a thumbs up. "Gods over Wishes. Got it." I didn't know weak Gods. If I did, I wouldn't call them Gods. I didn't need to.

He craned his head to see my face. “So?”

With a heavy sigh, I turned back to face him. His beautifully sculpted, tan body flexed as he maintained impossibly impeccable posture. Muscles stacked on muscles rippled with his steady breaths. An elaborately embroidered vest made of some mesmerizing material that looked like a cross between crushed velvet and the most beautiful silk hung loosely on his broad shoulders. My eyes drifted to that strong v-line of muscles that started at his hips and disappeared beneath the thin, clingy fabric of his loose silk pants. Material that made no attempt to camouflage his magical member.

His face was just as beautiful as his magnificent body. Square jaw shadowed with a short beard. I wondered if the hair was soft or rough. His strong nose balanced between high cheekbones. Deep-set eyes twinkled like two swirling universes. I considered if they could actually be tiny little universes in his eyes. I had seen stranger things. I had definitely seen far less lovely things. Far less exotic things. Far less erotic things.

I crossed my legs and wished I was still wearing panties.

“Ah-hem,” he said, pretending to clear his throat. “Anything I can help you with?” he asked with a knowing smirk.

"No. I don't have time for your word games. Because, as you can see," I sweep a hand at the mess around me, "I am swamped.

He eyed my mess and me, his gaze lingering on my panties on the floor by my feet

"Hey! This is my house." Technically, 'my house' ended at the back wall of the receiving desk area, but this argument wasn't about the semantics of floor plans. "I don't show up in your bottle and tell you where you're allowed to... do whatever you do in your bottle."

"Orgies. So many orgies," Jalil answered with a dreamy sigh. "Also, like you, masturbation. And, actually, a lot of reading. Going for walks. Normal things... But that's just my bottle. I'm sure others do other things. Wait a minute?" he pointed to the void on the other side of the receiving desk.

"It's not a bottle," I snapped, surprising myself. Disappointing myself. "Someone once told me that Jinns are assholes because they're trapped in bottles and are only allowed out to be slaves to the whims of indecisive people."

“I’m not trapped in a bottle. I live in a bottle in a bottle realm. I leave my bottle all the time. I’m not a slave; I have a job. And again, I don’t do anything I don’t want to do.”

Can't relate. “Do you want to leave me to do my
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