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Finally, I've found it! After
decades of searching I had uncovered the item at the center
of so many stories, the genie's lamp. It looked a little plain, as
the myth had said, but when I put my hands on it my flesh tingled
and my heart fluttered. The journey home seemed to take forever, my
mind constantly returning to the bronze object, and whether or not
the mystical creature said to inhabit it would actually grant me
three wishes.

I had thought long and hard about my wishes,
having so much time in my seemingly endless search. Unfortunately,
my first would have to be wasted undoing the damage of time.
Most even simple tasks have become difficult in my seasoned age. It
can’t be anything along the lines of “turning back the hands of
time.” That would run the risk of losing the genie, they are
rumored to be quite tricky…

My other wishes are for financial prosperity,
and physical prowess. The wording has been worked out over the
years, but both will have to wait for the first to be granted. I
have to see what damage is done after the first has been granted.
Who knows what treachery this genie is capable of? Or maybe
he'll be kind? Just helpful to the one who released him from his
lamp. Sure…

Every fiber of my being screamed at me to try
the lamp when I arrived home. My sore, achy body needed some
attention first, however. I groaned into my small apartment’s
bathroom, and enjoyed a warm, relaxing shower, my thoughts clouded
by the dream I was soon to live. Exiting the shower with a second
wind, I felt as though the restored youth wasn’t particularly
needed, and I’d be better off using the wish for what I’d initially
wanted when I set out on this journey so long ago. Instead of
youth, which I had back then, I wanted guidance. A way to
find real, true love. The chill which greeted me outside the
steamy bathroom, stubbornly biting through my crimson robe sent
that foolish thought away. If true love were for me, I would have
abandoned my search for some magic way to achieve it and simply
found my person.

A determined sigh escaped my lungs as I
entered the living room. Well, what passes for a living room in
this small apartment, anyhow. Hope bloomed within as I dug the lamp
from my pack, the tingle shivering from my hand and up my arm when
my fingers wrapped around it. My heart fluttered again, goosebumps
spreading across my skin while my eyes drank in the sight of it.
The light flashed across its polished surface, a faint green
glimmering within the bronze. Raspy breaths struggled through my
throat, and I hesitated before crossing the line. Sudden
determination flared within my chest as resolve set in, time to
rub that lamp.

As my hand stroked the lamp, the mystical
prison began to glow. A jet of green smoke shot out of the lamp's
opening, and began swirling above my head. A sweet smell permeated
the air around me, familiar but frustratingly unable to be placed.
The extremities of my robe fluttered lightly in the forceful
emission, and a figure took shape within the emerald clouds. I
watched, wide eyed, as the shrouded figure waved their hands and
made the smoke dissipate. An almost playful cough flutters from the
– my – genie, which she covers with a hand. She?

Yes, the genie has the appearance of a woman.
A very attractive woman, if I do say so myself. She's
standing in my small apartment, an impressive six foot athletic
frame. Baggy, translucent sweatpants, similar in color to the green
smoke she appeared out of flow elegantly down her long legs to a
pair of pointed green shoes. Her midriff is exposed between the
sleek pants and scarce top, her navel framed by the soft muscle
tone of her abs beneath coconut sized breasts. The breasts sway at
her chest as she raises both arms over her head and stretches, the
eye-poppingly small, triangle bikini desperately trying to contain
her bosom. She groaned as her muscles flexed through what could
have been her first stretch in centuries, and I became immediately
captivated by her large, jade eyes. Silky, brunette hair extended
beyond her shoulders, curling wildly over her shoulders and down
her back. Shades of emerald could be made out as light reflected
off the otherwise brown locks as it flowed around her face, the
curled tips grazing against her rounded breasts. Her smile was
absolutely stunning, full lips with a glittery green sheen
gracing her beautiful face. I ogled her smooth, caramel skin, and I
simply stood there awe struck as she took in her surroundings.

My apartment was nothing great. A
modern place, sure. Probably something impressive to the
creature before me, considering how long she must have been in that
lamp. A simple 20' by 20' residence, small TV and couch on one
side, bed on the other. Little kitchen in another corner with a
stove, sink and refrigerator. Not even a microwave. A computer and
chair decorate the wall of the bathroom, the only separate room of
my humble abode. One door and a few windows. She seemed very
interested in the lightbulbs. As she took in the modern marvel of
electricity I noticed the flecks of green in her skin, like emerald
glitter. Almost unnoticeable at first.

My computer chimed to alert me to a new
email, startling the genie. Her eyes darted to the source of the
sound, then to me. She turned to face me, and fell to her knees at
my feet. It was only then that I realized I was still holding the
lamp, and noticed the deep green bracers at her wrists. She looked
up at me, with those beautiful jade eyes. This gray haired,
depleted old woman standing dumbly before her, the mighty genie.
Too old and frail to even stand up straight. Can't even afford a
proper house, let alone a mansion, or servants to awaken the genie
for me. ‘Which of us will break the silence first,’ I wonder
meekly?

“Thank you,” the genie says to me, her
words a beautifully haunting melody. “Please allow me to serve
you your three wishes, or as your faithful companion.”

‘What was that last part? Faithful
companion? Has she never been found before? How has that option
never been taken?’ Something in me doesn't think that part
sounds too bad. But I'm so old, if only I had come across this
sooner. No, that's ridiculous, I'm a woman, and have never really
felt 'that' way about another woman before. ...have
I?

I clear my throat, “I should be thanking you,
genie, for you shall be helping me live my greatest life!”
Hoping that I sounded strong when I spoke, I continued, “I wish to
be 20 again!”

Her eyes meet mine, and she flashes her
beautiful smile, “Your wish is my command.”

She rises, green smoke surrounds us, and she
walks towards me. The room grows brighter and brighter. Just as my
vision whites out I feel her lips on mine, and a hands snaking into
my fluttering robes to grasp one of my breasts and ass. Everything
melts away as the room spins, my vision and mind go dark.

I woke up some time later, tucked into my
bed. Same bed, same apartment, same everything? But, no
aches or pains! My breath catches in my chest - the wish
worked?! I leap out of bed and rush to the bathroom to look
at my renewed self in the mirror. When I enter the bathroom my
reflection in the mirror is obscured in darkness, but I hesitate
turning on the light. ‘What if there's some trick?’ I close
my eyes, take a deep breath, and turn on the light.

The woman looking back at me is a
vision! Not quite as I remember, but I dismiss that as
memory corruption due to the effects of time and hard work. My
blond hair curls down past my shoulders, thick locks cascading over
my bare breasts. My honey skin is smoothed, free of wrinkles and
blemishes – other than the freckles at my nose. My tear filled,
gray-blue eyes sparkle back at me joyfully, happily consuming every
inch of my body. I take a step back to get a better view.

Standing straight around five feet, three
inches, with firm, pleasant muscles visible throughout my body.
Like you'd expect a gym trainer to have, but these took me on all
too many adventures. Flexing and striking different poses shows me
an absence of all scars earned throughout the years, a nice effect
of my first wish. I can't help but linger on my generous
bust. Easily as large as the genie's, and certainly larger
than what I had at any age, right? They definitely feel
heavier than I remember… My tan, quarter size nipples sit firm on
each massive breast, fully erect. I bring a hand up and tease one
lightly, the initial adrenaline draining now suddenly realizing how
aroused I am. Liquid anticipation leaks from between my legs,
sliding down a thigh on its way to the laminate flooring. My senses
are clouded as my other hand reaches down, searching out my inner
folds. Just as my fingertips make the lightest contact with my
sweet wetness the beautiful genie appears in the doorway.

“May I be of assistance?” She asked
knowingly, looking right through me as I stood naked in my
bathroom, fondling myself.

There was a mixture of amusement and hunger
in her face as her big, beautiful eyes made their way up and down
my restored body with admiration.

“I'm having trouble… focusing just now,” I
say, leaning forward to put my hands on the sink for more
stability. My head dips over the sink, breasts dangling off my
chest. I need to gather myself, lose the strong urges before making
another wish. Can't let my physical desires get in the way. I can't
even remember what my other wishes were at this
point…

“I could help with that,” she says in
her soothing voice, an air of seduction present.

I look at her, this enchantingly beautiful
woman suddenly at my side, and she puts her hand across my back,
resting it lightly on my far shoulder. My eyes are drawn to her
immaculate chest, now decorated with an emerald pendant, and her
seemingly lighter bracers also have emerald studs lining the edges.
The caramel tone of her skin sparkles in the light, as though
covered in a near imperceptible layer of green glitter. This close
once again, I recognize the scent radiating from her, and the sweet
smell of vanilla clouds my mind.

“There are ways to relieve the pressures
you're feeling, just say the word and I'll make your wildest
fantasy come true,” she whispers in my ear.

She angles her head and nibbles my earlobe
for good measure, as if my aching body wasn't already demanding
release enough.

“What might someone of your talent suggest?”
I ask, a trembling breath shaking my words as they rushed out.

She grabs me by both shoulders to make me
face her fully, smiling ear to ear. “I'm so glad
you asked! As a succubi-genie there's no end to what I could
suggest. For your specific predicament-”

“What did you say?” I cut in, not
quite sure what she said about the type of genie she
was talking about. ‘There are different types?’

“There’s no end to what I cou-” she
starts, coyly.

“No, before that.” I specify, “A what
genie?”

“Oh,” she replies, giggling softly.
Her hands slide down my arms, shining green fingernails scratching
my skin teasingly. I shiver with a sudden increase in carnal desire
as she continues, “I'm a succubi-genie. Basically every wish I
grant comes with a... sexual twist. Your youth wish for instance.
It came with slight breast augmentation and an increased
libido.” An almost sadness invaded her features, something I
would have known to be obviously fraudulent, if I hadn’t been so
drunk with lust. “With how you jumped right into your first
wish, I kind of assumed you knew…” She tries to seem innocent,
and puts her best pout on her full lips, taking my breath away with
her puppy dog eyes as she took my hands in hers.

“Oh, yes. Of course,” I say, trying to shake
my uncertainty. ‘Am I just attempting to sound cool for this
mystical woman holding my hands?’ “What were you trying to
suggest?”

“As my magic was altering your body it
allowed me to get to know you - inside and out. Through that I know
you have a deep desire to feel a long, hard, thick, meaty,
throbbing cock lodged in your throat.”

Her voice got softer as she spoke, the words
leaving her lush lips sending me deeper into my need. My genie got
closer to me, pulling our bodies together during her near hypnotic
explanation. One of her hands left mine, caressing my neck instead
with her thumb lightly running the length of my throat.

Seduction dripped from the next words that
danced from her lips, “Would you like me to make that happen for
you, master?” Extra emphasis on the last
word, a hand resting between my trembling thighs and her mouth
within an inch
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