Ali and the Djinn, by the culturally inaccurate Smash and Mewd.

Once upon a time in a generic desert based culture, there was a child by the name of Ali, who was abandoned at birth by his parents because they were hoping for a child with green-eyes instead of brown. Thus he spent his many years wandering the dusty catacombs of a market place surviving by being pathetically pitiful and getting 2 cents a month from an American sponsor. 

Every night he went up to a roof and stared at the grand palace of the King of the land and wished that HE was the one in there giving the orders and having harems and sponsoring the terrorist groups. Of course, like all people who aspire to power, he had zany plans to obtain it, including hostile revolutions, but those plans were quickly stamped out by the secret police.

The secret police were a group of well-dressed men in black suits. They went about Bludgeoning people who looked suspicious and jumped dramatically infront of the King whenever he was on a podium just incase there was any stray gunfire. They made sure to give every unwholesome looking peasant with a fair about of blood letting. Ali sighed loudly and shook his fist threateningly at the giant palace on the horizon, screaming obscenities about how they cruelly raise taxes and treat lower classes unfairly and blah blah, etc. and other such accusations that insinuate that the government is moderately corrupt. 

Mean whilst, the king was dealing with his rebellious yet amazingly beautiful daughter in the palace courtyard who was unhappy with having to live a pampered life of luxury. 

She was known at the Princess of the Moon of Moons, basically because she had a giant rear. However, since women not in burqas were really rare in that part of the world, every prince within a 500-mile radius had come to the palace in hopes that she'd marry him. Of course, the secret police has chased them all away with sticks, but they kept on coming.

The ones that had managed to slip through the cracks of their adamant defense had sincerely proposed their love. However she, being fickle rejected every single one of them via any tiny flaw she could locate. After a few years this became redundant as she resorted to such creativity as 'His ears are too round' and 'I don't like the suit of clothes he has on at the moment'. 

Having to deal with this for such an extended period of time had reduced her to want to abandon her life of silk and fine foods for a life in the desert with a group of brigands and kill random travelers for a living. The king of course would have nothing of it, and locked her in an ivory tower with a child psychologist and a mountain of plush toys. He then waddled off and sought the advice of his Prime Minister on how to further his corrupt rule. 

However, one day, the princess's hair grew so long (For there were no barbers in the land) that she was able to make a rope ladder out of it and climb down, then using a spork to tunnel under the walls and broke out into the city. She was set upon my violent criminals in a matter of seconds and hauled away to their secret lair to be abused.

Being a princess, she still demanded to be pampered and treated lady like dispite her situation. The criminals at first resisted as she was a hostage, but eventually caved in due to incessant nagging and they cycled through about five different serving of gruel trying to find a tempe.0ture that she would be satisfied with. 

That same day, Ali was wandering the streets trying to decide what to spend his sponsor’s money on, why, in ten years, he might be able to afford to buy himself lunch. He felt giddy with anticipation and giggled loudly. After he came off the laughing fit he realized that a thief had spotted his insane wealth and was carrying him off by the waist. 

He fought like a dog, but he was put on a leash and dragged to, by coincidence, the same lair that the Moon of Moons was in. She was currently in the process of demanding a personal servant with better hygiene than a goat. Ali was thrown at her, and, after sniffing his armpits, she declared that “He Would Do” and demanded that he get her better clothing.

Ali, confused and dazed, asked what was going on. The head thief merely looked at him soulfully and told him to just do whatever she says, and then visually shuddered. So they left together to the market place to purchase a fine dress well suited for such a princess. The selection was poor as the only materials available to peasant tailors was potato sacks and barrels with comical suspenders. She wasn't satisfied with any of this mediocre fashion she had subjected the peasants to.

Meanwhile, the king's evil Prime Minister was getting rather annoyed. He had been banished to a lowly office position when he had suggested that the king try to work on his public image and was now getting dumped with paperwork involving hiding weapons of mass annoyance from UN inspectors.

He swore then and there that he would get his revenge. He would build a new much better prosperous kingdom, with fair taxes and reasonable minimum wages. He plotted a way to do this and launched himself out of his nest of paperwork and swiftly stalked down the palace halls into a library. He made a note to open this place to the public instead of killing anyone who mentioned its forbidden name once he was ruler, and ran a finger across a series of books until he found 'Ye olde tome of mystical plot devices'. He browsed through it looking for the perfect means to acquire the kingdom and sentence the king to a fair judicial trial for his actions. He found reference to a magical lamp that was able to do the impossible, such as turn rocks into gold, or make people fly, or balance the US budget all by turning it on. Without waiting to read about the "Tyrant-Deposer 3000" on the opposite page, he immediately went to find the very special boy who was the only one able to open the mystical security vault where the lamp was hidden. It was said that only one who looked like a complete gibbering idiot and a heart made of a pumping vital organ of gold could enter the dungeon and return alive, provided he didn’t give into the insane wealth that awaited within the cavern.

At this time, the Secret Police had discovered that the Child psychiatrist had had a stuffed toy jammed down his throat and the princess was no where to be found. They panicked as they heard the King walking towards the room to laugh maniacally at his daughter’s punishment, so they stuck one of the larger more beefy guards into a harem dress and stuck him under the sheets of the bed. The king stood in the doorway and mockingly looked at his suddenly ugly daughter and chortled. "Having a rough time are we? Tell me when you're ready to cave in and return to a life of pampered luxury…” He said smugly, and added with satisfaction, ”Idiot stupid head!" He laughed at his clever-y-ness and noticed that his Secret Police were loitering in his daughter’s bedroom. He questioned them. "Er, she's suddenly come down with a very rare illness that makes her voice all gruff and masculine." One chirped desperately. 

After a few moments, the rather stupid monarch just nodded and left the room to go issue a press release that said that there were no biological weapons in his country, a blatant lie, for after all, HE lived there. Then the Secret Police immediately started searching the city for the princess, of course making sure to punish everyone that they came across by means of gun fire and/or simple bludgeoning.

They searched every nook and cranny throughout the city, but completely failed to locate the princess. Mainly because at the moment she was whipping Ali in the middle of the desert trying to spur him on as he dragged her on a chariot to the next more fashionably inclined city state.

Of course, he got lost, for it was a desert after all.  At night the two stopped outside a convenient cave that the princess demanded that Ali change into a fashionable living space or else she’d cry and beat him with a stick.

Ali didn't argue, and simply wandered off in search of a throw rug, a Ming vase, a king-sized bed, and a cot for himself. Ali just kept on walking like that for quite a while, after locating a ming vase sitting out in the middle of the desert he sighed as he lugged it in his arms and continued his arguous journey. 

The moon of moons princess was getting impatient, her request wasn't THAT much to ask. Oddly enough it began to rain, in the desert no less. And she was stuck between being undignifiedly wet or being undignifiedly dry. 

However, Ali's mission was never to be completed as the Prime Minister suddenly grabbed and immediately drugged Ali just on principle, hauling him off to the mysterious vault that the magical lamp was hidden in. The Prime Minister didn’t have time to check to see if any of the child’s vital organs were golden, but obviously the main character would be the chosen one. Why else would we write about him? Besides, if he wasn’t he was sure he could tell by any screams of pain and locate another stupid looking kid before lunch time.

When Ali came too he saw the Prime minister standing over him menacingly. The adult grabbed him by the collar and very politely informed him of the situation he was in. "There is a mystical lamp within the confines of this dungeon" He sneered, "If you retrieve it without touching any of the VAST AMOUNTS OF WEALTH, I won't kill you." 

Ali nodded as this seemed a fair business transaction, and was lobbed face first towards the cavern.

He immediately smacked face-first into a massive stone door that only the One-Cleared-By-Security could enter.  Ali was not the One-Cleared-By-Security, but the door was just a cheap plastic prop and so it fell over as soon as Ali’s frail body was smacked against it.  Beyond the door was a huge bank vault holding infinite wealth in unscratched lottery tickets.

It took every ounce of Ali's strength and will to resist the temptation of the room. He quickly scampered into the next room holding his hands over his eyes trying to drown out the existence of the wealth. He entered the next room to discover an even greater temptation. Littering the room in vast piles were untold numbers of skeeball tickets, waiting to be turned in for a free prize! He gasped in shock and monetary lust. 

Fortunately he couldn't find any place to turn in the skeeball tickets and so passed through that room in relative safety, except for the flying fireballs that threatened to blast him into oblivion.  The next room was thankfully empty, or so it seemed until Ali notices that then entire room was one giant diamond with a hammer and chisel in the middle that were quite strong enough to carve out as much wealth as one would want.

This didn't phase Ali, it wasn't a sort of meta-wealth the other rooms had and held no interest. He plodded along and entered the final room. At last he made it to the final room, where the lamp sat triumphantly on an office desk making sure a stiff wind wouldn't mess up the important documents it was holding down. Ali sweated profusely as he pulled it off the stack of papers, which suddenly flew abroad the room wildly and formed into a post-it-note golem.

Which just stood there because Ali was allowed to touch the lamp, though nothing else. The dungeon designer hadn’t programmed the monstrosity to attack anyone who WASN’T the One-Cleared-By-Security, because he thought it was simply impossible for anyone to get past his particle board doors. It naturally would immediately kill anything that was attempting to take anything but the lamp via squishing. 

Ali then turned around with the lamp clutched against his chest and gasped as he saw the most beautiful thing in the world to him.

He gaped in horror and amazement as he saw an all you can eat pizza buffet. It was just sitting there with the food still steaming hot for who knows how many thousands of years, still fresh and delicious looking. He lost all form of will and began hiding slices of the Italian food in every article of his clothing that he could. The Golem shook to life as he started doing this. 

The first thing the golem did was raise an arm and send a stream of lethal ink and pencil lead straight at Ali.  However, we know that heroes can't be offed that easily, no matter how much we wish they could be.  Anyways, Ali dropped a piece of pizza on the ground and he bent over in starvation to eat it off the ground, causing the stream to completely miss him.

Ali reviewed the situation mentally, slowly, as the pencil blast created a new hole in the cavern and managed to destroy the structural integrity of the cave. It shook generically and in much of a cliche'd manner as possible and slowly began to collapse. The Post-it-note Golem was smashed by a stray rock and the orphan stood there munching on his much beloved pizza. 

That is, until a rock smashed the pizza a mile or two into the floor.  Ali squealed like a girl in fright and wet himself several times before gathering the brains to start running away.  He immediately ran the wrong way and smashed into a wall.

This of course resulted in the cavern collapsing on his head as he lost consciousness. From the outside the Prime minister heard but a quaking and then silence. He wondered if he had picked the right idiot to retrieve his plot device. Shrugging he left to go buy a goat fur business suit and turban to make himself feel better for this horrible trauma he had gone through. He walked off into the raining desert whistling tunelessly.

The princess Moon of Moons was still standing outside the cavern having her moral dilemma and getting unpleasantly wet in the precious and rare desert thunderstorm. She complained to herself aloud that this was stupid. And the horde of desert brigands behind her gave general grunts of agreement.

The princess proclaimed that she was bored, and so demanded that they go back to the original city where this stupidity all started.  The brigands all looked at each other and decided non-verbally that they would make sure to lose her on the way.

Ali woke up as he realized he had miraculously not been crushed to death, and still clutching the lamp at that. He thanked his lucky stars, which he was still seeing as he was quite dazed. He stood up and banged his head on the new low ceiling and sighed as he wondered how he would get out of this situation. 

It was also quite dark, so he decided that he should turn the lamp on.  Having made the decision, it took him two hours to muster the courage to flip the darn switch and another two hours searching for an electrical socket to realize the durn thing was battery powered.  After that it took 45 minutes to find a pair of batteries under a rock and another 45 to figure out how to flip the switch on.

After finally flipping the switch a puff of green smoke exploded as a hovering puff of green smoke shot out of the lamp, which from the waist up was an anthropomorphic dragon. "BEHOLD, I AM THE DJINN OF THE BATTERY OPERATED NOVELTY FLASH LIGHT LAMP" It bellowed dramatically and then stopped and sighed as it noticed Ali's dumbfounded stupid blank stare. GREAT he had an idiot for a master, again. 

His LAST master had demanded that he perform songs and dances for a stage full of people in human form in exchange for cash.  He had gone by the name of Elvis then... anyways... "BEHOLD!  I SHALL GRANT YOU THREE WISHES!  NOW HURRY UP AND MAKE THEM AND STOP WASTING MY TIME!  I WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF A 500 YEAR LONG NEEDLEPOINT PROJECT!"

Ali stood there continuing to NOT GET the situation. The Djinn clutched a fist and wiped his face with the other. "Look," He said agitatedly, "I'm magic. I grant you, wishes. Three at most. Anything you like. Really. Now pick out how you want me to screw with existence for your twisted pleasure so that I can get on with what I was doing" 

Ali slowly began to grasp the situation, and asked "You're magic then?" 

Twenty minutes of progressively louder and slower explanation ensued. After this Ali fully understood and decided to make use of his newfound powers.

"I wish.... For an SUV!"

POOF!  In an instant there was a...very compact SUV crammed into the tiny cave, shoving Ali and the Djinn against a wall.

"It's smooshed!"  Ali whined.

"You should have wished us out of the cave first!"

Ali, realizing that it was that or be killed by his precious all-terrain-vehicle quickly wished that they were outside. In a puff of Djinn magic they were standing outside the cave. It was now sunset and the horizon was a pleasant orange. Ali blinked as he realized the SUV wasn't with them.

Before he could ask, "You didn't ask to bring it with you." He sniggered to himself. "NOW! Make your next wish so I can get on with my hobby." 

Ali thought about this, "I don't want to, I only have one more and it better count for something." The Djinn groaned as he had gone through this situation a million times, and it wasn’t like they'd wish for anything less stupid once they've thought about it for a while. 

Ali suddenly brightened.  "I wish for more wishes!"

The Djinn suddenly choked.  Oops, he had forgotten to nix THAT wish at the outset!  Now he was stuck with that idiot for... "You have two more wishes!  Make them good ones!"

"No, I need to think some more..."

Ali came to another brilliant conclusion after a while of thought that caused night to fall. "I wish that the princess had a fully furnished cave!" The Djinn shrugged and snapped his fingers. Suddenly the distant cave had a three-mile dining room and a giant throne room. Unfortunately the princess was being led in the opposite direction.

Outside the city wall, the brigands chucked the princess over the wall and right onto the heads of several manure merchants who were being questioned by the Secret Police.  The police all cried out with relief, took the princess into custody and beat up the merchants on principle before taking the princess back to the ivory tower.

The Secret Police proudly reported the safe return of the princess to the King. "Wait, what, she was missing?! And why is she clean-shaven all of a sudden? What happened to her horrible sickness?" 

Suddenly they were in a very compromising position. All the while they never bothered to remove the hair rope ladder that still dangled from the towers balcony. The princess made another daring escape after kicking the child psychologist in the shins. 

She descended down the rope and fell right into the arms of the Prime Minister, who coincidentally was walking underneath the walls at this time.  Now the Prime Minister was now put into a bit of a quandary.  Should he return the princess and get rewards beyond his wildest dreams, or should he kidnap her and hide her away so it would be easier for him to take over the country?

Seeing as he didn't wish to start his benevolent ruler-ship through more then one act of stupid violence, he immediately returned the screaming princess to the king whom then had the Prime Minister immediately decapitated. The tyrannically king bellowed in pleasure, as the head of his former advisor now would make an exact sports-ball. 

And so passed the person YOU readers assumed would be the villain of the story.  HAH!

Anyways...

Ali and the Djinn were wandering aimlessly throughout the desert in the middle of a sandstorm.

Ali didn't much mind, he was used to bumbling blindly around randomly to travel wherever he needed in the catacomb like ant farm that is the Generic Arabic kingdom. Having tons of sand involved with the process simply meant he needed to avoid being buried. The Djinn on the other was adamantly trying to coax him into using his remaining wish to teleport them out of this. 

The fact that he had one wish left didn’t settle well, that is until Ali had another brilliant idea.  "I wish for as many wishes as I want!"

After a long pause the Djinn slowly turned around and glared Ali in the eye.  Ali saw a nickel in the sand just in time to avoid getting incinerated by an energy bolt.

After the Djinn had charred a helpless bird a few hundred yards away they were whisked away out of the storm and into Ali's pathetic hovel of a home. The Djinn decided to try a more blunt and devious ploy to be free and do the monkey paw way with things. "Alirght, master, now you can have ANYTHING you want. And I won't judge you for it. You could ask for a thousand females to adore you and I can almost garantee they won't disembowel you immediately after I create them."

Of course, Ali was far too stupid to wish for something like that, so instead he concentrated for a while and said, "I wish...for a Tootsie Roll."

POOF!  Immediately a giant Tootsie Roll landed on Ali's head and knocked him up to his knees in sand.  Ali cheered and attempted to open the wrapping.

It was, however of course, filled with fire ants. But he simply wished for the Djinn to melt down the chocolate and make chocolate ants. The wisp of a dragon nodded angrily and shot a flame from his palm, setting fire to the entire building. 

Ali cheered and began to eat the gooey ants, which stuck to his hands and face.  Soon Ali was all but immobile.  The Djinn thought his troubles were over, but unfortunately Ali's mouth wasn't gummed up.

He of course by this point was thirsty, so Ali requested enough water to quench his thirst. The Djinn granted this wish and emptied a small lake into the room.

However, the Djinn didn't notice that not only did the lake put out the fire in the house and wash away the ants and chocolate, it cleared out all the assorted junk in the house and then washed out all the open doors and windows.

 Ali's assorted collection of tin cans and dirt was not out in the street where all the scabby peasants were quickly looting whatever they could get their hands on. He wailed in sorrow as his livelihood was reduced to muddy tin cans that were quickly being distributed throughout the community. 

"YOU! YOU DID THIS,” He shouted pointing an accusing finger.

"Merely following orders, master" The Djinn said blankly. 

Ali tried to tackle the Djinn, but as he was merely a wisp of smoke and food coloring, he fell through and off the balcony. 

"AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH!"  There came the sound of a distant splat as Ali fell into the soft embrace of a manure pile.

The Djinn rewound time with his mystical powers and watched that from a better vantage-point and laughed heartily. He waited to see if his master would suffocate but sadly he managed to stagger out of the pile, wet, smelly, and covered in chocolate stains. "I wish I hadn't done that." 

Blank silence followed as the Djinn rocked himself atop a building ledge. 

"I said..."

"Oh, I'm not that literal, yeesh, atleast not when it deprives me of amusement. If I were you’d have already killed yourself when you wished you’d never been born."

"Well, in that case, I wish I was somewhere where I could take a bath!"

POOF!  In an instant, Ali was transported to an elegant bathroom, which also happened to be the same bathroom that the Moon of Moons was using.

This normally would result in wacky romantic violence toward the male as the female-lead was embarrassed beyond all measure, immediately ready to spill the male’s blood. However, after rearing back an arm to connect her fist with his skull she got a fair whiff of what he smelled like and pitied him enough to let him have the bath. She quickly fled to avoid further whiffing. 

Of course, this country was far too primitive to have running water, so the bath was provided by hunky male servants that all wanted to hit on the princess.  And unfortunately, Ali was too covered with grime to be recognized, so they all thought he WAS the princess.

Ali panicked, he screamed for the Djinn who was a distance away looking on with binoculars laughing hysterically. Sighing, the mythological wish granter appeared. "What do you want?" He whined. 

"I don't want to be hand washed by masculine muscle bound blonde guys who will likely hit on me."

"Fine" He snapped his fingers and turned the group of confused bathers into chimpanzees. 

Which immediately set upon Ali and beat him with sticks until all the manure was knocked off and then they tossed Ali through the wall and out of the tower. 

Ali quickly screamed a wish that he could be some where much safer, and immediately was transported to the throne room filled with armed guards. 

The king immediately shrieked that this strange being was an angel sent to declare victory against the infidels and ordered his guards to show Ali to the best guest room in the palace.  The guards’ immediately set upon the confused and stupid boy and dragged him off to the torture chamber.

They stripped Ali of all his carried possessions including the lamp, and stuffed him in a room with the dreaded TELEVISION-WITH-SEVEN-THOUSAND-CHANNELS-WITH-NOTHING-GOOD-ON. No one had been able to survive it as every show slowly sucked the life essence out of the viewer, leaving him or her nothing more then drooling vegetables. Horror sunk in after Ali discovered that there was no remote, he had to get up to change the channel manually. Screams of pain split the air, as he was too lazy to escape his recliner. 

The Secret police marched back into the throne room and offered up Ali's 'Sacred holy possessions' and the king immediately seized the lamp. He'd have seen the Disney film and knew what it could do.

So POOF, the Djinn appeared again and, after looking at the king's ugly and evil face, burst out in hysterical laughter.  This lasted most of the week.  After the Djinn stopped howling with insane laughter, the king started making his wishes.

First, he wished to be king of all of existence. Poof. Next, immortality, Poof. After having everything he could possibly aspire to want, he got wish block and stuttered and the Djinn tried to rush him for the final wish.

At this point the impossible happened.  Ali actually found a semi-tolerable commercial on the television, and this instantly gave him enough strength to break down the plastic door and charge out of the torture chamber.

He of course, had never been in the palace. And resumed wandering aimlessly. 

Mean whilst the princess was busily trying to teach the chimpanzee's how to fetch clean bath water. 

The chimpanzees instantly threw her out of the tower too, but thankfully, the vortex the Djinn used to teleport Ali away was still in effect and the Princess was teleported to the throne room, landing right ontop of her father.  Her huge rump knocked he evil king over and sent the lamp spinning free from his hands and to the feet of the leader of the Secret Police.

He picked it up and filled with a devious spurt of greed, wished he had an SUV. The Djinn's loyalty shot to the new owner and he spitefully granted the wish and placed the new car 2 feet above the head of his new master. 

Then the lamp was knocked free again as the SUV landed and hit the face of the second in command of the Secret Police, who was still in the princesses outfit.  He grabbed the lamp and wished that he were back in normal clothes.

He was granted the wish and the Djinn sighed as he hovered towards yet another idiot to be ordered around by. Instantly with a pleasant ding the Officer was wearing a casual turtleneck sweater and a fetching skirt. He squealed with delight, as he realized he could have anything he wanted. The others came to this outcome as well and a fight broke out over the lamp. 

During this fight the lamp was thrown up into the air and then, since it was just a cheap prop, the lamp shattered against a hard wall an instantly the Djinn was free.

The Djinn, now being moderately annoyed that his home was destroyed dispite the freedom that it gave, annoyedly began to avenge his cross stitching project and lobbed balls of flaming green electricity about. 

The balls missed everyone, unfortunately, but blasted several holes in the room and made the throne room collapse.

Meanwhile, Ali was still boldly running through the palace completely lost.

He heard a vast explosion. Knowing this meant that the danger he desperately sought was in that direction, he ran the opposite way trying to away as quickly as possible. But of course the coward wouldn't succeed as it just wouldn't be right if we didn't force the male and female into an unwanted happily ever after marriage, and discovered the gate was locked. He groaned, and headed back to save the day. He sped off towards the danger with about as much enthusiasm as a depressed clown. Onward Ali, towards certain death! 

Meanwhilst, the Djinn had developed legs and was now punting the king and his advisors around the room and playing king-ball with clones of himself, while the princess was being forced to dawn a scanty outfit and cheerlead.

Ali creaked open the door gently, "Hey, I'm here to save the day. I can come back later if you like, when its more convenient" He ducked down as the door met with an energy blast and was reduced to a pile of charred dust. He would have staggered up but he felt much safer on the floor. 

The pantsed Djinn cursed his poor aim as the situation slowly dawned on Ali. 

"Heyyy!" He whined, "You're supposed to be on our side!"

"Why?" The Djinn said in bemusement, he leaned back and sat on thin air and cradled his chin.

"You don't have the lamp any more, there’s nothing stopping me from reducing you to a smoking crater." 

"What about our slowly birthed bond of friendship that we developed over time? Does that mean NOTHING TO YOU!?" Ali screamed as he got to his feet.

"We've known each other approximately half an hour." The Djinn said sagely. 

"Um," Ali said intelligently before a blast of fire heat his pants on fire. "AAAAGH! It burns! It burns! It burns! It burns!" Ali ran in little circles while the Djinn started laughing again.

Meanwhile, the other copies of the Djinn, since they weren't beating up on Ali, had all gathered around the princess to stare at and hit on her.

The princess wasn't exactly flattered; being hit on by anthropomorphic lizards was exactly her idea of meeting a proper male counter part. But of course each one had mythological powers and reduce her to a smoldering pile of organs on a whim, so she humored them while she glanced periodically to see if her apparent savior was done putting out his pants.

The king, who had comically been incased in cement was rattling about making muffled noises, while the secret police busily tried to find a way to free him while only being an inch high themselves. 

Of course, the Secret Police weren't trying THAT hard, since the leader of their organization was next in line to inherit the throne. Of course, they didn't really matter to this plot, but no story would be complete without an idiot getting what he/she deserves.

Meanwhile the Djinn had tripped Ali and soaked his pants in inflammable acid. This helped matters for only a second, for at least the fire was put out.

The acid didn't immediately dissolve Ali into a floating collection of organs as his collected dirt was preventing his imminent death acting as a rather contrived shield. What didn't help matters was that Ali didn't know how to swim. After splashing helplessly around for a few minutes the Djinn grew bored, and swung a hand in his direction, he floated out of the vat and bluntly was sat down on the marble floor. In the background the copied Djinn's were singing long-winded sonnets to their current affection as Ali was tossed a sword by the one he was confronting. 

"Try not to bore me too much," The Djinn said mischievously and spontaneously grew four arms all clutching a melee weapon. 

Ali barely managed to get out of the way of the rapidly descending mace that crushed the floor between his feet into sand, only to get his feet knocked out from under him by the butt of a halberd. He flailed the sword in the general direction of the Djinn, but he swung it too wildly and it went flying out of his hand, bouncing off a wall, and spearing the princess right in her padded rear. Fortunately, the padding protected her from serious injury. Unfortunately, she wailed in pain, as spoiled brats tend to do, which caused all the Djinn copies to get steaming mad at Ali because he was the one who lobbed the sword. So half of them stayed to tend to the princess while the other half went to kill Ali.

Ali would have been torn into many bloody bits, but then the original Djinn stopped all his copies from attacking and instead made them cheerlead.

Naturally, only after a long winded argument with himself, the others morphed into female draconic things and cheered various insults in Ali's direction. 

Ali was now unarmed now, as his sword was a distance away still protruding from the Moon of Moons rectum. And the Djinn did not seem to be inclined to fetch it for him for the sake of sportsmanship. He rapidly was pushed into a corner as the flailing of various weapons made it hard to advance on without any sort of defense. 

The Djinn smirked, and rather quickly tossed his bladed weapons together, and they formed into on ridiculously large 20-foot long sword. He pulled it over his head with the aid of all six of his arms and accidentally smashed a hole in the ceiling. He struggled for a moment to free the weapon from the roof, but that was all Ali needed, he ran between his opponent’s legs and casually tripped him. The Djinn fell face first to the ground but halted in mid air a centimeter from the floor, he calmly floated to an upright position and abandoned his legs in favor of smoke again incase the idiot tried that again.

Ali ran across the floor of the throne room fearing for his life, he reached the Moon of Moons and before she had a chance to say anything he propped a leg up on her rear and attempted to pull out his sword.

 The blade came out rather easily, but the entire battle scene was censored for the Disney version of this story because of it. Anyways, Ali swung the sword around at the Djinn, but suddenly the blade reversed direction and the flat of the sword smacked Ali right between the eyes, for the Djinn had made the sword gain an irresistible magnetic attraction to Ali's thick skull.

After he lost his grip the sword clasped itself over his eyes and he bumbled about blindly trying to pry it off. 

The Djinn absorbed the momentary humor in this before returning to disemboweling the fool. Since his weaponry was still caught in the ceiling, he lobbed the concrete king in Ali's direction. 

The concrete shattered against Ali's head and the king was free again, though not exactly alive and well. The Secret Police screamed in a high pitched wail and scrambled across the floor like a swarm of cockroaches to get to their leader again.

Ali was slowly being reacquainted with his lucky stars as the bug sized Secret Police scrabbled to defend their half dead King. Ali questioned them aloud why they weren’t preventing this massacre, and they simply gave a collective shrug.

After rearing back to send a ball of flaming green death onto the pile of bodies, the Moon of Moons in a spurt of bravery tackled the Djinn's upper body, which miraculously was quite solid from recently being bipedal. 

Of course, the Djinn was not knocked over and so tossed the Moon of Moons into the crowd of his cheerleaders. However, that gave Ali enough time to haul up the king's body, which had stiffened, and use it as a sword...kinda.

The princess was not exactly happy with watching Ali wield her plump father as a melee weapon. While she was a spoiled brat who hated her father she still had the whole mushy sentimental love you get with swelling background music when a situation called for it. 

Ali was amazed that he could swing a 300 pound adult male about with relative ease, but he didn't complain. The Djinn resorted to using various martial arts, which were effectively absorbed by the king’s bulk. They exchanged blows, Or rather; Ali was now bleeding as the Djinn had felt like he'd had a good tickle.

Abruptly, the floor caved in, thanks to the tantrum that the Djinn had thrown earlier, and Ali went falling down to the floor below and into a harem room, the king's body flying from his hands and out the window into a manure pile.

The Djinn poked his head through the hole and squinted, he chuckled to himself as he saw a bleeding Ali lying in a pile of various ridiculously revealing dresses. He took a step back and jumped into hole, slowly descending rather then falling and landed daintily, he then noticed that the pile of clothing was gone and so was Ali. He rose any eyebrow and heard the distant patter of his prey running down the marble corridors of the hall. 

He floated down the hall after Ali, his copied selves carrying the princess along in luxury and giving her whatever her shallow mind desired.  The Moon of Moons still wasn't happy with the situation, but it WAS nice to be waited on hand and foot by a semi-omnipotent being.

Ali was ahead of them by a half a mile; its amazing how fast you can run when faced with a six-armed Djinn. He whimpered loudly and quickly darted into a random room, which happened to be the kitchen and hid inside the oven whining in a fetus position eating his hair. 

Of course, he was so loud that the Djinn quickly found him, but after standing outside the oven and thinking for some time, the Djinn decided to play with Ali some more.  He tore open the oven to see Ali whimpering there while in a huge pile of harem clothing.

He looked deliciously half cooked, he gave a mental chuckle and snapped a finger, and after pulling Ali out of the Oven sat him down on the floor now wearing one of the more scanty outfits and plenty of professionally done make up. 

"Ah, what light from yonder window bakes? Low, it is the yeast, and Juliet is the stove." He sniggered. Ali blinked blankly and suddenly realized he was no longer in his peasant clothes. 

"Wow, this is kinda comfy..." he mused for a few seconds before realizing the situation and screaming in a high pitched wail that shattered all the glass in the country.

"What is one of your beauty doing in such a place like this?" The Djinn restrained laughter. Behind him the princess was being hand fed grapes on a giant pillow as the other clones stood around looking masculine. She was far to busy chewing to care if the Djinn was flirting with a guy in a harem dress. 

"Err," Ali quickly shifted to a falsetto voice to avoid being incinerated by the angry Djinn. "I was just, er, drying my hair in the oven" He said his voice cracking. "Hahahaha" He added awkwardly.

"Come with me to Vegas, my sweet," the Djinn purred, his outline fuzzing with hilarity.  

Ali squeaked and quickly tried to think up an excuse, but all he could come up with was, "Oh, no, my...er...my hair will...er...burn off!"

The Djinn puffed like a balloon ready to expel its contents. Ali quickly realigned the wig that he hadn't had a second ago that was smoldering gently.

"Ah, but one such as you should not spend their time slaving away in a kitchen for the sake of cosmetic beauty." He led Ali by the hand; who could do nothing but follow along reluctantly. They passed by Moon of Moons who was now enjoying a brief nap on a beach that had apparently been added to where the Western Wall once was. 

The entire entourage was immediately teleported to Las Vegas, in the middle of a busy street.  The clones immediately appropriated a limo for the princess and the Djinn just carried Ali to the most expensive luxury hotel and kicked the current couple out of the honeymoon suite, giving them three wishes in exchange-one year later.

The Djinn pulled the frightened Ali over the threshold and attempted to drop him on the bed, and intentionally missed. 

"Er, listen," Ali squeaked. "I'm not that kinda girl!" He then scrabbled away and clawed at the door fearing the worse after math of this situation. 

"Ah, come dear, we shall make beautiful music together." He forced a trombone into Ali's hand as he himself began to string random notes on an electric guitar. 

Ali halfheartedly tooted some notes through the trombone and the Djinn continued to look more and more interested.  Ali noticed this after about 15 minutes and stopped playing, staring at horror as the Djinn, who had developed legs again, scooted closer.

"And now something completely different," The Djinn quickly pulled down Ali's harem top revealing his hairy chest. Ali blushed profusely and quickly reacted with reflexes he hadn’t had before and slapped the Djinn with an open hand. After realizing what he just did he fell to the floor and attempting to hide under his trombone. 

The Djinn didn't seem hurt, infact he was laughing his legs off literally. 

Ali continued to clutch the musical device over his head as if it provided a force field.

The Djinn gestured and suddenly Ali was back in his peasant clothes-well, kind of back, but they were about 5 sizes smaller than before.  Ali suddenly realized that the Djinn knew it was him the whole time and also that the floor around him was getting wet.

The Djinn waved a hand dismissively. "Hahah! You're far to entertaining to kill," He pulled a turban over Ali's eyes playfully and then kicked him in the shins, he hobbled around on one foot screaming in pain and the Djinn laughed heartily with his hands to his sides. He returned the whole group to the generic desert kingdom with a wave of his hand. 

Some time passed between scenes here, Ali pushed his way into the throne room making a fair amount of noise as he walked because of the bells on his jester clothes. He walked less then heartedly towards the throne where the Djinn sat wearing a crown and extravagant robe, which failed to cover his chest. He giggled incoherently to himself as Ali did an amusing jig for his amusement. 

The moon of moons sat in her room in a white wedding gown, today was the big day. The Djinn had proposed to her after the mishaps of a month ago. She had at first declined, but he had peered into her mind and offered her a bandit gang as a dowry. After the honeymoon she planned to pillage the next fashionably inclined city so that she could offer the peons something better then barrels and burlap sacks. Sure the amusement starved Djinn had killed her father, but he'd revive him with his semi-omnipotent powers and put him to work as a Prime minister which he was much more suited for. 

At the ungodly hour of high noon, the wedding was held with suitable pomp and grandeur and sweatbands.  The Djinn had transformed the country into a massive cultural and technological paradise, but he had not yet understood air conditioning.  The Djinn had adopted a less imposing form and waited at the front of the ceremonial room, impatiently waiting for the ceremony to begin.

The former secret police lifted an assortment of foreign (to them) musical instruments and blew a random assortment of noises. After the Djinn administered an encouraging electric shock to them, and they suddenly managed to play much better under threat of more. At the altar the brigand boss was quickly trying to learn to read enough to quote the appropriate passages to wed the two. A fanfare rose and at the other end of the hall the Moon of Moons walked down the three-mile aisle filled with every single citizen of the kingdom.

This took a good hour and by the end, the Moon of Moons had stripped off pretty much every article of clothing except the wedding veil; the excess clothing being sold as souvenirs.  Everyone agreed; it was just too hot to hold a wedding.  Well, everyone but the Djinn agreed at least.

After panting for breath at a few yards before reaching the end she made a quick naked sprint to the altar, Ali stood over the shoulder of the Brigand boss trying to help him work out what it read dispite being twice as illiterate. 

Another fanfare flared and they kissed.

"No, not yet! Atleast wait for him to finish!"

The brigand boss winced and tried to word the first sentence.

"Dear bee lovers, we are gatherers today to join this exclusive club we call marriage" He ad-libbed. 

Then they kissed again and there was another fanfare.  "Good enough!" the brigand leader said.  "Just say you do and then, by the king of thieves..." a dark look from the Djinn stopped him.  "Er, the prince of thieves, I hereby pronounce you mystical being and wife."

The Secret police blared an even more triumphant fanfare, and the Djinn made them explode into confetti for added effect. One teleportation later they were off to their amazingly immediate honeymoon. 

And thus the kingdom of Generic Desert Kingdom was brought into an age of magic and tyranny of which they never recovered, especially not after there was a litter of magically talented brat-ish large rumped toddlers blasting energy bolts at things to remedy boredom. The Secret Police were thankfully healed and put to work at random fast food establishments. Ali continued to be the court jester until the Djinn eventually got bored and turned him into a chicken. 

The Moon of Moons was smitten enough with her husband and dowry and the Djinn eventually offered her immortality, but she was only able to get the free trial offer.  The Djinn shrugged it off and married another lady with a huge rear after the Moon of Moons died after 5000 years or so.  So at least the Djinn lives happily ever after, which is better than most real life stories.

EL FIN

