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Screwed by her Futa Genie



Cairo by night. Decent folk had gone to sleep,
but the city never lacked those who preferred to work by moonlight.
Black-clad figures darted from building to building in a grand game
with many losers and a handful of winners, who mostly lost in the
end as well.

Kira was
one of these figures. She darted across the road and pressed
herself against the wall behind an abandoned newspaper stand to catch her breath. Her eyes
flickered from side to side, but nothing but silence emerged from
the dark streets. Perhaps she had lost them. The cold night
didn’t tell her either way.
She went through the building block through winding passages to end
up at her hotel, a discreet little building with no cameras and a
receptionist who was fast asleep.

Her room
was just as messy as she had left it and Kira allowed herself a
sigh of relief as the door slid closed behind her. She stepped
towards her bed and released
the bundle that had been cradled against her chest like a baby.
More carefully than a baby, in fact – Kira had never cared much for
children and her prize was more valuable in any case. The bundle
dropped onto her bed sheets and she spread it open carefully, like
a surgeon at the operating table. A shiver ran down her spine as
the ceiling light caught the glimpse of gold.

Kira
stood up straight again and backed away. She had to savor this
moment, had to get ready. She kicked off her shoes and the long, dark jacket. The spoils of
victory should be enjoyed comfortably, after all. Her vision in the
mirror changed from an anonymous figure - like so many others in
the night - to a slender, fair-skinned woman with short auburn
hair.

She was
of average height and had a nice, if slightly unremarkable, face.
Her ice-blue eyes, however, shone with an intensity that made most
of her associates uneasy. Especially in this part of the world, she
found that men were unnerved by her unafraid
demeanor. Kira
didn’t mind - she was happy
to take any advantage she could get. Having shed the dark, heavy
clothing, she could wait no longer. Now wearing just a black top
and plain undergarments, she approached the bundle
again.

Kira pulled out the
Lamp.

She
finally had it! With a broad smile on her face, Kira rubbed the
side of the ancient, golden Lamp and waited. It did not disappoint
– her fingers had barely touched the strangely warm surface before
a deep purple mist poured out the tip and started to swirl
around the room. Despite the months
of research and hundreds of written accounts, Kira still found
herself sitting back in wide-eyed wonder at the magical
display.

The
vortex of smoke coalesced into a figure at the foot of the bed. It
was so cliché that Kira
almost started laughing. The Genie was a beautiful, brown-skinned
woman in an elaborate harem dancer’s dress with long, black hair
cascading down her back, but she looked ridiculously out of place
beside the crappy old television by the wall and the broken
electric fan. She clearly belonged in a sultan’s harem a thousand
years ago. Her dress was adorned with jewels of every color that
managed to look good even in the cold light of the ceiling lamp,
while the fabric of her dress was so thin that Kira could
practically see right through it.

Put on
display like this, it was obvious that the Genie was more of a
woman that Kira had ever imagined possible– full, perky breasts the
size of melons jiggled gently in front of her and her implausibly
thin waist bloomed out into a
wide pair of hips that left any big-booty icon in the dust. The
artfully arranged jewelry only served to further accentuate her
curves to a level that made even Kira blush and briefly consider
what the touch of a woman might be like.

Still,
the graceful woman did not miss a beat and bowed deeply in front of
Kira, her baubles clinking softly with every movement.
“Greetings, Mistress. I am the Genie
of the Lamp. As thanks for releasing me, I am your slave to command
and I owe you three wishes.” The genie gave her a meaningful look.
“But you knew that already.”

Kira was
still smiling like a fool and gave a brief nod as she rubbed her
hands. “Of course I did. Hi!
I’m Kira. You may continue to call me mistress, though.” Her blue
eyes twinkled while she tried to organize her thoughts – she’d been
preparing for this moment for so long, but the sheer weight of the
power at her fingertips was a dizzying experience. So many
possibilities! “Do you have a name besides Genie? It sounds a tad
too impersonal.”

“I’ve been named many things over
the years,” the Genie started. “I prefer to go by
Cassandra.”

“Cass it
is, gotcha. Ooh, also wanted to check – is the ‘no wishing for more
wishes’ rule in effect?” Kira got to her feet and started rummaging
through her stack of notes. That question had never been clearly
explained in her research. Kira had previously settled on the most
optimal wishes after much deliberation and written them down, but
her chaotic nature came back to bite her ass when she had to find
the damn notebook again. The
rush of actually speaking to the genie made her hands quiver and
obliterate what little order there was to her stack of
papers.

Cassandra laughed gently and tactfully covered her
mouth. “Yes, you cannot wish
for more wishes. That is the only limitation to the cosmic power at
your disposal. That is the only limitation, my
dear mistress, and it can be overcome with the right kind of
imagination.”

Kira
stopped rummaging through the stack of notes with an overstuffed
binder in each hand and a ton
of loose pages scattered over her lap and the rest of bed.
“Huh? Go on.” She fell silent,
chewing lightly on her lower lip. “Why would you help me phrase a
wish?”

The
genie smiled warmly, leaning over the edge of the bed and putting
her deep, brown-skinned cleavage on even better display.
“If you phrase it right, you can
gain the power to grant wishes to your heart’s content.”

“Hey! Don’t try to trick me, I
saw that Disney movie!”

Cassandra shook her head. “I’m not trying to make you into a genie, but you could
gain a measure of my power. As for why – am I not allowed to like
my mistress? You’re a vast improvement over the last dozen sweaty,
old men who got their hands on me.” She cracked a grin. “Besides,
if I can get away with giving you one wish instead of three, I get
to do only a third of the normal work.”

Kira
hesitated. She really should find her notes, but
Cass’ proposition sounded
logical enough. She hadn’t considered magical power as a possible
wish and she’d always have some more wishes to bail her out,
right?

“Hmm. I guess.” Kira bit her lip.
“Alright. Let’s try that. Just gotta put these back and we’re good
to go.”

The
genie snapped her fingers and the notes jerked abruptly out of
Kira’s hands, flying into the
air and rearranging themselves perfectly on the nightstand.
Cassandra winked. “A taste of what is to come. Now,
you have to make the wish to be filled with my power, then I
can do my work.”

Kira
nodded and briefly hesitated. Didn’t this sound a bit too easy? But why be difficult if it
really was that simple? “Right, right. So… I wish to be filled with
your power.”

Cassandra broke into a wide smile. “Excellent! Your wish is my command, my mistress.” She
did a flourish and bowed, once again filling the room with the
gentle sound of jingling jewelry. “Be aware that snapping my
fingers alone won’t do the job. This sort of wish takes some time
for me to fulfill.” The smile grew wider. “But it is oh so
enjoyable.”

Kira
waited for a few milliseconds until her patience ran out.
“Huh? So get to it. What do you need
to – what the hell?” Cassandra’s friendly expression changed
subtly, eyes descending down Kira’s body in an openly ogling manner
while she gave the woman a wanton smile. The genie’s body remained
unmoving, hands squarely on her hips, yet something made her jewels
chime again. The delicate satin panties that struggled to keep
Cassandra descent started bulging outwards before Kira’s eyes in a
slow expansion, threads bursting as something big and meaty
manifested itself.

“Ah…”
The genie moaned slowly and
deliberately, licking her plump lips and grinning at the sight of
Kira trembling on the bed with her gaze fixed on Cassandra’s
emerging cock. A thick, dark shaft slipped over the hem of her
inadequate undergarment, a dozen inches slapping lewdly against the
genie’s wide, brown thigh. Then her panties could hold on no longer
and gave up, snapping apart and allowing a pair of swollen,
grape-sized nuts to emerge into the open.

“Much
better, don’t you think?” The genie’s voice was like
butter, slow and sultry.

Kira
snapped out of the trance, looking back up at
Cassandra’s face in
disbelief. “Just what do you think you’re doing? You were supposed
to give me power, not fuck me over!”

Cassandra giggled. “I’m doing all that. Now I’m equipped to…
fill you properly.”

Kira
heard fingers snap and suddenly her clothes slid off her body as if
flying away of their own free will, panties riding down her toned
thighs and bra unclasping itself. She cried out in alarm and tried
to grab her shirt again, but
it flew out of her reach, arranging itself neatly near the
door.

“Oh, do relax. I promise you
won’t find a fuck like me in another thousands years.” Cassandra
purred and gestured. Suddenly she was naked as well, that chubby
dick between her thighs swelling up even larger as she lifted it in
her hands. “Say stop whenever you’re satisfied, mistress.”
Cassandra giggled, keeping her gaze on the woman on the bed as she
stroked her obscene rod with long, lazy movements.

Kira
felt her throat
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