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      I lift my bag higher onto my shoulder and slip through the crowded streets as I go from one vendor stall to the other. Searching for shiny fabrics, new outfits for my belly dances, and anything else that may draw attention to the movements I create. People call out to me despite my desire to hide among the people.

      I smile and nod in greetings. Nothing I could ever do would stop them from noticing me. Kiran follows me through the crowds and people part easily for him. Father would never let me in the villages without him at my side. The tiger just lazily moves behind me and watches everything around us with weary eyes.

      Stopping at a vendor's table full of perfume, I slip the lid off of a purple bottle and the smell of jasmine fills my nose. The scent is beautiful and I offer the vendor coins for it. They try to wave me away. None of the vendors wanted to take the princess’ money, but I wouldn’t hear of it and shoved it into his hands.

      In exchange he shoves a second bottle my way and I agree just so I can hurry and get back to the palace so I can get ready for tonight's show. There are some princes coming in tonight for the royal celebration and my father told me I was to dance for them. He’s really hoping if I dance then some man will want to marry me.

      I don’t think that I want to marry. I just want to dance. Dancing has been a passion for me ever since I was little. It’s an expression of the body and I can get lost in it easily. It allows me the freedom of my mind.

      Smiling, I leave the area and move down the roadways toward the palace. Kiran follows beside me, leaning into my side. I run my fingers through his fur. He is my best friend. My only friend.

      Every step takes us closer to the doors and reprieve in the safety of my room. I don’t look forward to tonight, but at the same time I love the dance.

      Entering my room, I close the door behind us and drop my bag on the makeup desk. Pulling the bottles of perfume out and placing them on the table. Pulling out the new skirt, the long piece of blue glittery fabric, and the veil that matches, I lay it on the bed and admire the beauty of the new costume.

      I smooth out the fabric and run my fingers over the cool metal disks. It’s a gorgeous piece and I think the princes will be pleased by my performance tonight. Gathering the items I would need for a shower, I take one last glance at the costume and then head for a shower. Less than an hour to get ready.

      If I’m late, my father will have my head. Being late is not something that he allows. The show starts right before dinner and I have to perform for the first thirty minutes until the food is being served. I’m then expected to be there to eat dinner with them after a quick change of clothes.

      This should be one interesting performance.
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      I pull my hair up in a partial ponytail and then let the rest hang dang in the beach curls that they fall into around me. My makeup is done and my outfit is perfect. I’ve managed to be ready with fifteen minutes to spare. Just enough time to catch my breath before the performance.

      Reaching for the bottle of jasmine perfume that I bought today, I freeze inches from the bottle. The glint from the blue bottle that the man had insisted I take with me catches my eye. Curious, I lift the bottle and stare at the outside of the crystal beauty. Every inch of me itches to open it and smell the scent that is trapped inside.

      Reaching for the top, I try to remove the stopper. The cork is difficult to remove. The piece seems to be stuck, and I nearly give up and vow to try again later, when it budges ever so slightly and then pulls free with a sharp tug.

      A trail of blue smoke comes from the inside of the bottle and I drop it onto the top of the vanity. I stare as the smoke continues to trail out of the tiny thing in front of me. My mind raises as fast as my heart does.

      What is happening? Is this some kind of poison? Did that man wish to kill me?

      I move away from the vanity quickly, knocking over the stool. The disks on my skirt and veil jingle with my sudden movement. When the smoke fills the corner beside there, I can’t see anything and I cough slightly. It has no smell but it is overwhelming with the amount there is.

      “Well, shit. I forget how stiff I am when I first emerge.”

      I can’t help the quick squeak of surprise that bubbles from my throat. The smoke clears and in its place is a woman. A woman that is so stunning that I don’t have any words.

      She has these gorgeous blue eyes that can pierce right into the soul. Her skin is a dark shade of amber. The tan is a stark contrast to the light blue skirt and top she wears. Compared to the darker blue I wear, it isn’t far off from a similar style of clothing. Her hair is woven with golden ribbons throughout and she has streaks of blue throughout the brown.

      Her nose is sharp and her lips are plump. Her breasts are full and her hips even more so. She has curves for days and I can’t help but to stare at her with utter awe as she cocks her hand on her hip and glares back at me.

      “What? You’ve never seen a genie before?”

      The sudden question throws me off guard and my mouth drops open in shock. Did she just say she’s a genie? That’s it. It must have been poison and now I’m passed out, or dead, or something. This can’t be real.

      “Cat got your tongue?”

      As if on cue, Kiran arrives and the sudden growl that reverberates in his throat is deadly. The woman just looks at the tiger and laughs. She actually laughs at him. She lifts her fingers and snaps them together.

      Suddenly, Kiran is a tiny cat. No more than a simple house cat instead of the vicious tiger that he really is. I shake my head and stare at my best friend. He runs and hides behind my legs and I stare in abject horror. What has she done to him?

      “Fix him right this very moment.”

      Demanding her to change him back as I stomp my foot. That’s my best friend and protector and she reduced him to a damn pussy cat. My temper flares and the amusement on her face does not help the rising anger inside of me.

      She snaps her fingers and Kiran is back to the full blown tiger form that he really is. That simple gesture and he is returned to normal.

      “My name is Gianna, and yes you heard that correctly. I am a genie and your wish is my command master. You get three wishes so use them wisely.”

      “I don’t have time for this. I’ve got to go. Just stay here. I will be back after dinner. Don’t go anywhere.”
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      The woman rushes from the room and I’m left standing there staring after her, confused. That is the first time that a master has run away from me instead of using their wishes and getting what they want. It makes no sense, and yet here we are.

      I watch the woman’s hips bounce as she runs out of the door and her coins jingle at her hips with each step she takes. Her ass bouncing lightly with every movement.

      There haven’t been many women masters in my history as a genie. After three thousand years, I didn’t think I could be surprised anymore. This woman is the exception. She is like no one I’ve ever seen. Her body may appeal to me, but the look in her eyes is where I really focus my attention.

      I follow her from the room, despite being told to wait there. She’s different from the rest of them, and I need to know why. As I follow her, I look around at the halls that I pass by and notice the intense amount of wealth reflected at me.

      So she likely won’t wish for wealth. That just means she will wish for her freedom. The wealthiest people always find themselves lonely, afraid, and dying to be somewhere else. Money doesn’t fix everything. It can make things easier, but that doesn’t mean better.

      I find an open hall where people are milling around the edges of an open floor. Music is coming from the center and the sounds of jingling metal greet my ears. I shift to the left of the crowd and find an opening against a far wall. Leaning against it, I watch the show.

      The show itself is several women that are dancing around the room, their bodies fluid and sure of what they are doing. None of them are the woman from before and I search for her.

      Just as I do, the women part ways, and into the center from the back of the room enters my master. Her curves are something to be jealous about and I can tell she is important. All eyes are on her and the jealousy that wells up inside of me is a surprise.

      Her shin is lighter than mine by a few shades and I notice the color of blue of her outfit compliments that difference very well. Her hips buck as she shifts them in the fancy movements of the dance.

      With ease, she uses her body to find the rhythm and then moves it in such a way that it is almost magical. Almost, because it isn’t magic and just pure talent and love of the dance.

      A smile lights my lips as her continued movement brings me the joy I’ve missed all the years that I’ve been stuck in that damn bottle. Squeezing my thighs together, I can’t help but to dream of how she would move
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This book is a short erotic
romance that is instalove
and a retelling of Jasmine
and Genie. This story
contains sexual content-
FF and has magical
properties.
Please enjoy the story
retelling!
Much Love and Smut,
Cheyenne Browning
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