Once upon a time, a wily merchant named Kai traveled through snow-blanketed hills as he went to check on some investments he'd made the summer before. The winter had been harsh; he'd meant to make the trip weeks ago, but nearly constant blizzards had kept him home. Once well on his way, Kai realized that he should have waited longer. The snows were wet and heavy, and in constant danger of shifting. As he and his horse traveled through knee high snow, the gray sky loomed ominously over his head as all sounds and echoes seemed deadened by the soft, crushing blanket on the land. Kai continued on, not willing to wait any longer to learn how much richer he'd become.

When the small avalanche came, the merchant's reflexes saved himself and his mount; he spurred the animal on before the horse's eyes had even perceived the threat, and the rushing snow lapped at its legs as it fled a hair's breadth before the unrelenting tide of white powder. Kai permitted himself a look backwards to see what he'd avoided, and his pale eyebrows rose underneath the matched furs he wore for warmth. A merchant's eye had a sense for gold, and the glint Kai saw in the debris behind him was unmistakably that most regal of metals.

Hopping off of his horse, Kai waded through the chest-high snow, scorning the cold and discomfort and intent on his search for the valuable he saw. He reached his goal, and with a few quick scrapes he unearthed a small cup made of solid gold. Kai laughed in happy disbelief; to find such an expensive trinket in an avalanche was an unexpected blessing. He shot a glance up the hill, brow wrinkling; its owner had probably been caught as he himself almost had been. That made the cup salvage- and why complicate matters by checking to see if the owner had somehow survived the winter storms? Best to leave before he himself risked death- and so Kai returned to his horse, stowed the cup carefully in his pack, and continued on his way. 

His business trip went well enough- Kai realized a modest profit even without his found cup. He paid that little heed through his work in the town, and through the less arduous trip back to his home as winter finally releasd its grip on the kingdom. Once he returned, he inspected his prize once more. Kai's smooth milky-white skin wrinkled in displeasure when he found a small chip in the rim; the imperfection would reduce its price, and might even make it more economical to melt it down for bouillion and sell it to the royal mint. With a disappointed sigh, Kai idly rubbed the chip in the rim, feeling the sharp discontinuity that interrupted the flowing, elegant curves of the cup.

“Finally!” An exultant contralto yelped behind Kai. “How long were you going to leave me stuffed in that smelly pack!? I was wondering if you were ever going to release me, or if you'd just sell me first.”

Kai spun around, flat brown eyes wide with astonishment. Behind him, looking at the merchant with a smirk over folded arms, was- “A djinn.” He breathed, before breaking out into a smile. She had gray skin that seemed to waver without ever changing shape, as though liquid smoke had been poured into a mold the shape of a beautiful woman. The glinting eyes staring at him were a deep black, as was the long hair framing her face and trailing down to her waist. As Kai's eyes followed her hair down, he realized with a start that the djinn was naked- and, as he continued to look, that she was very emphatically in the mold of a woman over he entire body.

She chuckled indulgently, her voice flowing smoothly between syllables as a brook over a field of flat stones. “A djinn, master. I have been imprisoned in that cup for a year, buried underground- you found me, and by tradition I will grant you your three wishes.” She spread her arms, and took a deep breath that heaved her chest up and down. “Whatever you wish is yours.”

Kai smirked, sparing a glance for the slate gray breasts whose bouncing was only enhanced by the strange smoky rippling of her body, as though her skin was a thin clear layer over some complex fluid underneath. Taking a cautious step forward, he reached out and poked the djinn with an experimental air; warm, soft flesh dimpled under the point of his finger, just as an expensive concubine's would. Despite that, he let his hand drop; he had heard many fantastic stories about such creatures, and mating with this djinn was far from the first thing on his mind. Weighing far more heavily was the perils that awaited the unwary. He'd outsmarted dozens of merchants- could a djinn truly be that much more formidable to a prepared mind? Regardless, starting their business relationship by wasting a wish on her supple body would be foolhardy.

“I see. Money, happiness, fame, power, all of that, I suppose?” Kai kept a studied, disinterested tone, folding his own arms over his chest as he regarded the djinn before him.

“Naturally, master.” The djinn smiled beguilingly. “Pleasure, too.”

Kai flashed her a mirthless smile. “Naturally, even though that's not the first thing I think of.”

The djinn half-bowed, displaying her cleavage prominently despite her hair falling towards the ground. “It is of course your choice, master. What do you will of me?”

He stayed silent for a minute, and the djinn straightened up as well. She watched him steadily with her dark eyes, without any hint of amusement dancing inside them. With a deep breath, Kai said at last, “I wish to always be able to return from the dead if I choose to, in a physical state corresponding to any point in my life that I choose, without trace of the injury or disease that killed me.” 

The djinn held her silence for a few seconds, before bursting into genuine laughter. “A clever one! How wonderful- and I was wondering if you would be just a boring merchant. But... clever.” She licked her dark gray lips with a scarlet tongue and nodded. “As you wish, and as you say. You are now immortal, master- if you choose to remain so. A useful wish, and one without many of the... unconsidered drawbacks many wish for.”

“I can imagine.” Kai straightened and grinned, proud of himself. “Stories of djinns ruining people by giving them what they say they want... well, I'm sure you know how common they are.”

“Of course.” Gracefully, the djinn gave Kai a half-bow once more. “I am in many, if they're based on truth.”

“Indeed? You enjoy twisting your masters' words to fulfill the letter, rather than the spirit of their wishes?” Kai turned and sat in his favorite soft chair, beckoning the djinn to a nearby slightly-less-tasteful seat. “Sit, sit- I am pleased to have reasonably intelligent company for once. And would you mind putting on some clothing? I would hate to be distracted.”

The djinn strode over and lowered herself into the chair, and before Kai's eyes the smoky haze under her skin seemed to seep out of her, cloaking the fine detail of her body from view; he blinked, and when his eyelids opened once more the djinn wore a fashionably modest gown the blue color of a deep sea,  cloaking her more attractive physical aspects from casual view. “And I would prefer you to be distracted, though if you have the wit to realize your distraction it's hardly fair to continue it.” She grinned, showing just the hint of pearly white incisors over her lower lip. “I enjoy these games with mortals. Some win, and get everything they want, if they are careful enough- more lose, and do not. The world is little affected overall- the pleasure of the subtle competition between me and my masters is my reward.”

“Competition.” Kai echoed, scratching the bare beginnings of stubble on his chin. “Fascinating. So to... win your competition...?”

The djinn giggled. “Oh, I always win, master. It's simply a question if my master wins as well.”

“And for your master to win...?”

“They must be, after all their wishes have been granted, happier than they were when I found them.” The djinn clapped her hands lightly. “A simple game!”

“Simple indeed, and one I can easily win.” Kai reclined in his seat, thinking about how to word his next wish. “Djinn- for my second wish, I wish to never be in a position in which I can be made unhappy, including a situation in which a casual invocation of the word 'wish' on my part is construed as a formal wish contrary to my actual desire..”

The djinn cocked her head to one side, nostrils flaring slightly. “You mean you wish to always be happy, though you word it more carefully?”

“That is the spirit of my wish, yes.” Kai smiled. “Though follow the letter when you grant it.”

“I wouldn't dream of doing otherwise. As you wish- and as you say. Shall I ask you to confirm your third wish before you make it?” The djinn smiled a bit wanly, some slight strain showing at the corners of her mouth.

Kai inclined his head and nodded regally. “That will be sufficient.” As he spoke he felt a liquid warmth fill his heart, and his spirits lifted higher. The pleasure of outsmarting the djinn, of short circuiting the errors so many commonly made, filled his mind like a hot scented bath. He took a deep breath and smiled as his second wish kicked in; he would never die, and now he would never be forced into an unhappy situation. 


The djinn crossed her legs and regarded Kai with a slightly less friendly stare. “And your third wish, master?”

Kai shrugged. “I have none.”

The djinn looked up at the sky, and sighed. “Clever. Very well. I am yours, master, until you wish a third time. As I'm sure you're aware. And due to your second wish, I have no chance of being freed by a slip of your tongue.” She grimaced. “As you're well aware.”

“I thought you said you always win?” Kai teased, smirking. “Well. I'm glad you enjoy being of service, my dear djinn. But the hour is late, and since I would prefer to trust my own acumen to your magic to ensure that I stay wealthy I have much work to do tomorrow. Will you join me in bed tonight? And-” he preempted the djinn's opening mouth with a tolerant chuckle, “-no, I won't make that my wish. I ask it- you are of course free to refuse.”

Sourly, the djinn retorted, “Of course you wouldn't wish it- you prefer to have me at your beck and call for however long it takes you to tire of my attendance.” Setting her lips in a thin line, she shook her head. “I will return to my cup, master, if you allow me.”

“Of course, of course.” Kai waved his hands negligently. “I wouldn't insult you by asking if the wishes I asked have taken some of your energy- I hope you rest well, djinn.”

The djinn snorted. “Master.” With that one word reply, the aggrieved woman quickly dissolved into a mass of human-shaped dark smoke reminiscent of a small thunderstorm. Her form dissipated until it was no longer discernible as a shape in the air, leaving not even the slightest scent to mark the djinn's presence. Still chuckling, Kai readied himself for bed. Another sore loser- of course even supernatural creatures could be victim to such petty emotions. Weren't the stories of gods and demons filled with such fantastic people behaving much as humans did? It was only to be expected that a djinn who enjoyed tormenting people by granting them their stated desire would be upset at being balked by one who spoke his heart's desire instead of his tongue's. 

The next day, and the next, and the next after that for some time Kai refused to make his third wish. He set his business affairs into a stable state, readying them for a long absence. He'd realized that, without risk of death, he could pursue business opportunities others wouldn't dare to hazard. At last, a month after discovering the djinn, she accompanied Kai on a trip far to the south exploring the hazardous jungles. Everyone knew that deep in those hostile lands lay vicious monsters, bloodthirsty tribes... and treasure beyond the wildest dreams of avarice. Since the first two held little fear for Kai, the third was free to exert its pull on his merchant's soul.

They traveled together, the djinn disguising herself in public to avoid attention; in public, she appeared just as beautiful as she did when her smoky self. Only her eyes remained the same, black and liquid. She continued to 'sleep' inside the golden cup that was her prison, unwilling to share a bed with her master for much time. That only broke when it became obvious that Kai's budding frustration at having such a beautiful woman call him master and lingering so close to him threatened to send him into forbidden unhappiness; that night she came and lay with him, letting him sate his hunger for her body for much of the night. She smelled, Kai learned, faintly of an unfamiliar bitter incense at such close quarters.

With the tension broken, the djinn began to serve as Kai's concubine as well as a general servant. For the rest of the trip to the jungles, and for the first days in the wilderness they slept with each other each night. At first the djinn was remote, unearthly and inhuman as she mimicked the ways a woman would please Kai, but as the weeks wore on her glacial manner thawed. Pleasure replaced the loveless gyrations she'd performed previously, and the djinn's conversations with Kai also eased from her normal aggravated tone. She even stopped pouncing on each casual statement that could be construed as a wish to demand clarification, which went a long way towards improving Kai's opinion of his companion.

The jungles were everything Kai had heard. Green leafy ferns and trees crowded in on all sides and seemed to entomb passersby as the oppressively hot and humid air choked the breath out of Kai. Still, the prospect of riches enthralled him and the hazards in his way didn't deter his eagerness to find his treasures. He died for the first time in the jungle; an unwary step sent him tumbling down a hillside, slamming into hard trees all the way down. One such impact broke his neck. A few seconds later he sprang to his feet, scratched but otherwise uninjured. The djinn, of course, simply flowed through the trees like a whisper, reforming at her master's side with a thought before they continued onward.

A peculiar behavior crept into Kai's behavior; his deaths became more and more frequent as he penetrated the jungle, not because it became more dangerous or because he grew careless but because he began to actually seek out new deaths. After all, they were all surprisingly pleasant in their own ways once Kai removed the fear of death. Once, he let an alligator seize his arm and drag him under the water. Those serpentine fangs tore him apart, feasting on his body, but soon enough he bobbed to the surface. He met the djinn's amused stare with a sheepish grin, wringing his shirt dry before continuing. 

It took several days for Kai to ask the question lurking in his mind. “Djinn,” he began one morning, “When I die, it's... I enjoy it. Why?”

The djinn allowed a taut smile to come over her face. “Well, master,” she said with a slight tinge of gloating to her voice, “You did command me to make sure you were never put into a situation you found unpleasant. I simply... followed your instructions.”

Kai paused, before objecting, “But I wouldn't find being ripped apart by an alligator to be-” He broke off, mouth open, before the color drained from his face; seeing the realization creep across his features, the djinn laughed with a half-mocking, half-pleased tone. 

“Yes, it took me some time to understand too, master. It's far easier for your mind to be changed than your fate; by ensuring that you enjoy everything, the terms of your wish are fulfilled, master.” She sketched a half bow without leaving a sitting position, blue collar open as even the djinn conceded some ground to the muggy air around them. “If you'd like to use your final wish to reverse the first...”

Kai shook his head violently. “Absolutely not. It's a slippery way to fulfill my wish, but...” he paused. “Well, at least I do enjoy everything. And it isn't as though I can actually be killed, so what harm is there...? No. You will remain my servant, djinn. I mean to find the treasure in these jungles and I mean to have you by my side to see just how much use I've gotten from the wishes you granted me.” The merchant's jaw set, and he stood up followed by his obedient servant.

They continued on to the heart of the jungle for several more days, straining Kai's rations to the breaking point. He could eat poisonous plants and drink tainted water without fear, though it still tasted wretched to him and steadily sapped his strength; more than once, he committed suicide in inventive ways just to be able to restore his own strength. All the while, the djinn watched and waited. At last, weeks inside the trackless jungle, with no prospect of the wealth Kai sought, the merchant began to lose hope.

Of course, that disappointment and sadness couldn't be allowed to last undisturbed. A beautiful gray-scaled snake levered itself out of one of the omnipresent trees, landing heavily on Kai's shoulders as soon as he sat down. The giant snake wrapped itself around him and squeezed, crushing the life out of its human prey. Surrounded as he was, when Kai returned to life he was still firmly held by the snake's coils. The snake stubbornly kept squeezing until at last Kai stopped struggling. Only then did it open its mouth and begin to claim its prize. Its jaws worked their way over the angry but confusingly happy human's face, tiny hooked teeth working their way into his flesh through his clothes as it fed. Foot by foot, Kai disappeared into the snake's gullet, and soon Kai was just a large bulge in the snake's stomach.

Nonplussed, the djinn grinned to herself and picked up Kai's pack with her cup still secure inside. The reptile didn't see her as a threat, or as a meal; it lazily wound its way towards a choice hiding hole and began sleeping its large meal off, with the djinn flowing behind it and standing watch over the gray snake as it rested. Time wore on, day after day, and eventually week after week. The bulge in the snake's stomach shrank until it was gone; the snake remained mostly still until it had completely digested its meal, leaving behind a scarce few pounds of its human-sized meal. 

After the snake slithered off and disappeared into the thick jungle, Kai reappeared where it had lain. Naked, the wild-eyed Kai babbled incoherently at first. The djinn reappeared behind him, wrapping him in a friendly hug and whispering into his ear; steadily, she calmed her master's wild emotions. Breathing deeply and dripping sweat, he relaxed inch by inch into the djinn's warm, smooth embrace. 

“I was-”

“Yes, master.” The djinn purred. “You were eaten by that snake, and you brought yourself back to life inside it again and again- always enjoying the pain of being digested and suffocated- until you gave up and waited for it to finish. I'm well aware.”

Kai still breathed deeply. “That was... sick, horrifying, obscene, disgusting...”

“...incredible...” The djinn gave Kai a kiss on the side of his face, clutching him tightly. “Pleasant... fun...”

The merchant shuddered, but didn't pull away from the djinn's caress. She continued, kissing more and more of him; her mouth seemed to widen, and her tongue roamed over more and more of his head. He began to relax, letting her give him still more pleasure until he jerked upright. “Djinn! What are you doing?” 

The djinn forced a smile, her dark eyes glinting as she brushed hair back behind her ears. “Simply trying to relax you, master. After all, what you enjoyed inside the snake I could give you... without the mess.”

Kai recoiled. “You would- eat me?”

“I am a creature of magic.” The djinn said with asperity. “My form is mutable- if being held inside a warm body is something you enjoy, I am entirely able to give you that for a time.”

“If I just wish it, right?” Kai rubbed the side of his head, slightly slippery with saliva. “Come on, let's-”

“Master.” The djinn politely interrupted. “That wouldn't be necessary. If it made you happy... then, by your second wish, I would almost be obligated to help you, would I not?” The djinn smiled again, and Kai shivered at the sight of her white teeth shining in the morning sun. 

He paused for a long few seconds, looking the djinn up and down as he bit his lip. At last, he said, “Thank you- but no, djinn.” He shut his eyes. “In fact, as soon as we find the treasure, I'm going to use my last wish to bring me back home- and free you. That's a kind of temptation I don't...” He didn't complete the sentence, but a guilty look washed over his face as he remembered the obscene pleasure he'd had inside the snake and compared it to the greater physical beauty of the djinn.

Laying a friendly hand on his shoulder, the djinn replied, “Thank you, master. Shall we continue on, then? I believe you have a change of clothes left in your pack.” 

Trying not to think about what he knew he shouldn't, Kai quickly dressed and the pair continued deeper into the jungle with an awkward silence stretching between them. Awkward for Kai, at least- the djinn had a faint smile on her face as she smelled her freedom's approach. They found nothing, again, for the rest of the day, and so added another small piece of evidence against the veracity of the fabulous stories everyone told about the riches of the jungle. 

At last, as the darkness fell, they made camp; unbidden, the djinn dismissed her clothing and crawled into Kai's bedroll, pressing herself insistently against her master's body. Kai accepted, hugging and pushing himself into her- their lips met and stuck together, a fresh passion in Kai's lovemaking as he kept pushing himself harder and harder against the djinn's supple body. He tried to push himself into her as his heart yearned to be wrapped in the warmth she freely offered. When they'd finished, Kai rolled on top of his djinn and laid his head on her chest. He smelled the bitter faint scent of her body and heard with his ear pressed to her skin a faint roaring sound like ocean waves crashing on the rocks. Warmth and contentment soaked through his body and he drifted off to sleep, the djinn's arms holding him securely on top of her as he dreamed of what she would sound like from the inside.

Were Kai a man of more willpower, that might have been the end of it; he might have dismissed her in a few days or weeks and gone on to lead a charmed life until he grew sick of mortal existence and allowed himself to truly die, an unquestioned victor in his little competition with the djinn. Or he might have saved his wish, and kept the djinn as a bride instead of a mistress, had he the heart to break his promise to her. But he could do neither; the desire in his soul ate away at his resolve as he slept, as termites chew away the heart of a tree and leave it unchanged to the eye- but ready to topple. 

When morning came, he woke up with the djinn's scent and sound still filling his mind. He opened his eyes, took in the smooth grey hill of her breast in front of his face, and sighed happily. The djinn had not slept; she rubbed his back affectionately. “Good morning, master.” She said sweetly. “What would you have me do?” 

He looked up past the slope of her neck to the dark, glittering pools of her eyes. He wanted to say what he wanted; he wanted even more to say what he should want. Kai couldn't make his throat form the words, and instead he lowered his head to the djinn's chest, kissing it lightly as he moved forward. The djinn let him kiss his way up the side of her neck until his lips found hers again. With a throaty chuckle, she shifted her embrace to pin his arms to his sides and thrust her tongue into Kai's mouth; the man's eyes shut in pleasure as he followed suit and felt the warm, beseeching welcome of her mouth around his tongue. The djinn felt that thrill quiver in Kai's muscles, and knew that she'd won. Breaking away to let Kai breathe, she said, “Yes, master. Let me do the work- let me make you... happy.” 

Kai's eyes opened, and he watched the djinn's mouth stretch just like the snake's; her gray skin split, jaws gaping wider and wider. He shuddered, a little spark of fear burning up his spine only to be extinguished by the overwhelming pleasure for which he'd wished. The djinn pulled him forward, and pulled his head into her mouth and then into her throat. She began to swallow, quickly and efficiently pulling him into her. She didn't linger to savor his flesh, for she did not really taste. He slid, unresisting, into the djinn's smoky body. His pleasure mounted as more and more of his body felt the smooth, barely-moist grip of her throat around it, and soon his head emerged into a dark hot chamber inside her torso. 

Kai moaned with pleasure- the bitter fragrance surrounded him, and seemed to leach into his mind to muddle his thinking even further. The djinn didn't pause, and her mouth claimed more of his body as his hips slid into her throat. More gulps brought his legs in, and then his feet before those gray lips sealed shut behind him. He was pushed into her stomach, curling up in a tight ball and stretching her imitation of skin taut as it clutched him. There was no slime, no messy juices as she'd promised. Instead, the sound of the ocean filled the chamber as it tightened around him and pressed hot, smooth flesh into every inch of his body. 

Dreamily, wracked with pleasure, Kai felt the incense worming into his body as tendrils of coherent scent, penetrating him to the core and soaking him from the inside out. He could feel the djinn around him, and could feel himself getting somehow... weaker, as the confines of the djinn's stomach pushed further into him unrelentingly. Every inch of his skin that rubbed against her walls, every gasp of bitter air was fresh ecstasy for the merchant. All at once, the stomach relaxed, and the air cleared; from all around him, the djinn's voice sounded as cool and remote as the blizzard he'd found her in. “Master? It's time for you to come out now, isn't it?”

“No!” Kai gasped. “I don't want to leave- I don't ever want to leave-” he moaned, then screamed as the stomach contracted once more to crush him in its strong grip. Kai imagined that he could feel himself dissolving away, becoming part of the stomach around him the same way the snake had absorbed him as its meal. The sensation made him scream again with pleasure.

Laughing, the djinn spoke almost without cruelty. “Is that your final wish, my master?”

Kai was softening, his body heating up. He didn't smell the djinn around him anymore, in the same way a fish cannot smell water; he was diffusing, becoming part of the smoky patterns that had always whirled underneath his djinn's skinn. Rallying his mind, he managed to say into the flesh grinding into his face, “Yes. I wish-” and then he gurgled happily, and would have brought himself to orgasm if he'd still had anything to orgasm with. When the djinn spoke, the sound echoed from all around him but it was also insinuated its presence into his mind as he was absorbed into his 'servant's' form. The last dregs of individuality melted away, flesh and soul taken away in accordance with his offer.


“As you wish, master, and as you say.” And then Kai was nothing but a happy swirl of smoke in the storm. He'd won his competition with the djinn- and so had she. 

