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"Another round, Gus," Mike
slurred as he lifted up his empty shot glass, tipping it toward the
bartender.

"Don't you think you have
had enough fun for one night, my friend?" Gus answered with a
furrowed brow, plopping his white bar towel on his shoulder, giving
his old friend a skeptical look.

"Aw, come on, I am
celebrating," The drunk newly minted bachelor bellowed, flinging
his hands in the air, mocking the concerned barkeep.

"Look, Mike, I am sorry
about Sheila…"

"Sheila, who?"

"Seriously, man, I am
sorry she walked out like that,"

"Ah, fuck her! Good
riddance, I say! As I said, I am celebrating, Gus, I am celebrating
my newly found freedom!"

Gus reluctantly poured the
potent brown liquor into the shot glass, topping his friend off one
last time. He had never seen Mike like this before, loud and
belligerent, and it worried him.

Sheila had walked out of
their relationship a month prior, and Mike had just not been the
same since. As much as Mike tried to deny it, she took part of his
soul with her when she left.

Tipping his head back,
Mike let the smooth whiskey pour down his throat, joining the half
dozen or so other shots that came before it in his belly. He caught
a glimpse of his reflection in the mirrored wall behind the bar and
barely recognized himself. His strong, chiseled jawline was
camouflaged in a thick pelt of sandy-blonde stubble, and his eyes
were rimmed blood red.

"You're quite the catch,
Mikey boy," He smirked at his reflection,
plopping down a modest tip on the bar as he slid off of his
stool.

"Be careful, Mike," Gus
called from behind the bar watching his buddy stumble his way to
the door.

"You be careful," Mike
quipped back, winking at the barkeeper as he pushed his way
outside.

A rush of cold air bit
through Mike's thin tee shirt as he made his way down the alley to
his apartment. Goosebumps instantly rose on his exposed flesh,
making him shiver. The glut of liquid in his system was triggered
by the cold as well, making Mike instantly search for a restroom.
Crossing his legs, Mike looked back at the bar then forward toward
his apartment, he was smack dab in between both, but wouldn't make
it to either. Mother nature was calling, and she had no time to
wait.

Spying a dark corner next
to the trash dumpster, Mike staggered over as fast as his unsteady
feet would allow, unzipping his pants in a fevered rush.

"Oh, God," He groaned, one
hand gripping his cock, and the other hand steadying himself
against the wall. A heavy golden stream poured out of him faster
than a racehorse, making him quiver with satisfaction.

The spray bounced off a
pile of trash, trickling against a tattered golden lamp, rinsing
away a thick layer of dust. Mike let out an audible "Ahhh," as he
finished, shaking the last drops from his tip against the artifact
at his feet. He stuffed his drained rod back in his pants and
turned to head home when a strange blue puff of smoke caught his
attention.

"What's this shit?" He
mumbled, nudging the lamp with the toe of his boot. "Woah!" he
exclaimed, jumping back as the neck of the lamp belched out a thick
blanket of smoke. Mike watched in amazement as the haze whirled
like cyclone from the lamp, seemingly materializing before his very
eyes. A shape began to form from within the center of the vortex,
and a voice echoed from inside the golden bottle.

"Master you have summoned
me, now give me your wishes three,"

Mike stood in the alley,
his jaw slack with disbelief. He watched an insanely gorgeous
brunette immerge from the mist, her body scantily clad in a whispy
blue drape. His eyes scanned every curve of his summoned servant,
groping her with his gaze. Mike couldn't believe his eyes…or his
luck.

"Is this really happening?
Is this real life?" The drunk mumbled under his breath, raking his
hands through his wavy hair.

"Yes, Master, I assure
you, this is real life. Now, what is your first wish?" The genie
said graciously, smiling at Mike as she bowed her head. He watched
in awe as her raven hair skimmed her ample bosom, making his mouth
water with thirst. Gulping down his disbelief, Mike's lips parted
and his inebriated mind forced out the first thought that popped in
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