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      A fine mist escapes my lips, swirls through the air, and flutters like a butterfly toward the ceiling. As if that is not enough of a clue that my bedchamber is becoming quite chilly, goosebumps form on my arms. Tightening a paisley shawl around my nightdress, I approach the fireplace and diligently use a poker until the coals flicker back to life. Winter is only in the early stages, and I already have become weary of the cold. Yet, I would not trade my little attic bedroom oasis for the much warmer second floor. As the alternative would be sharing a bedroom with my sixteen-year-old sister Emily, a fate I would not foist onto my worst enemy.

      My family’s humble stone cottage in South Piddlespotte may not seem like much to the passersby, but inside it is full of wonders. A glint of metal from a contraption in the corner, the whir of gears next to the hearth, tell the story of a father with a unique passion for inventions. But he is not the only one in the household to possess an extraordinary talent. I have one of my own. While my three sisters and my parents are safely slumbering in their beds on the second floor, I am tucked away in the attic practicing my budding conjuring skills—for I am a novice genie. A recent discovery that has changed my life immeasurably.

      I smile as a handsome blond man with piercing blue eyes chiseled cheekbones, and a mouth any cherub would envy, unceremoniously appears in my room. His total disregard for the compromising situation he is putting me in is quite vexing. Women in the year of 1860 are not allowed to be alone with men in public, let alone in one’s bedchamber.

      While seductively pushing a stray blonde lock off my cheek, the man leans over my shoulder and whispers in my ear, “Are you ready for your lesson, Georgina?”

      Dear reader, I know what you must be thinking. A man alone in my bedchamber with such a proposition could only mean one thing. In many intimate exchanges between men and women it would be a correct assumption, but in this case you would be wrong. Although Wesley is undoubtedly handsome and makes my nerves prickle whenever he is near, we are not lovers. He is my teacher of the ways of the genie world—nothing more.

      I glance over at the unopened door and point to the chair next to my bed. He obliges me by sitting down. “Will you ever teach me the art of walking through walls so seamlessly?”

      A crooked smile crosses Wesley’s lips. “Perhaps if you would prove yourself to be a worthy pupil.”

      I fight the urge to pick up my embroidery hoop and hurl it at him. Dear reader, I ask if you have ever found a teacher that is at one moment brilliant, yet at another completely exasperating? If the answer is yes, you will understand my plight.

      Forcing a pleasant smile, I look my teacher straight in the eyes and say, “I have no doubt I will prove to be your most extraordinary pupil yet.”

      He laughs lightly so as not to disturb my family sleeping just a floor below us. “That’s the spirit.” Wesley stands up and beams down at me. “I like a female with gumption.”

      This time I cannot resist the urge to hurl something at him. Keeping my slumbering family in mind, I launch a bundle of embroidery thread at Wesley. The blue thread sails through the air and lands at Wesley’s feet. I had intended to hit his face, so I am well off the mark.

      He grins. “How about I teach you a bit of magic so the next time you want to hurl something at a man, you actually hit your target?”

      I know Wesley is trying to get my blood to boil, but I can think of nothing I would like better than to be taught how to hit him squarely on the nose. “I would be quite pleased if you could assist me in perfecting my magic skills.”

      Wesley gets up from the chair by the dwindling fire and snaps his fingers. In the blink of an eye the fire roars back to life and soon the flames are halfway up the flue. My bedchamber’s temperature rises a few degrees. A bead of sweat trickles down my neck, yet I do not let Wesley observe any signs of my distress. I quickly flick the sweat away and say, “Is your dramatic display of flame a hint of what you are to teach me next?”

      A crooked grin crosses his lips. “I must admit your enthusiasm for magic is encouraging, but you must remember you are but a novice and recently under my tutelage. Therefore, I think you need to lower your expectations a trifle.”

      Spoken like a tutor who takes great amusement in teasing his pupils. Why show me advanced magic if he is not going to teach it to me anytime soon? I tap down my anger and plant a pleasant smile on my face. Wesley apparently enjoys playing cat and mouse and I will do my best to oblige him. “I appreciate your willingness to demonstrate magic from more advanced lessons. It gives me something to look forward to.”

      The look in his sparkling blue eyes tells me he is taken back by my comment. I think he was expecting another bundle of embroidery thread to be hurled his way. But the more time I spend with Wesley the more I realize that if I truly want to learn advanced magic, I need to tap down my temper and follow his lead no matter how frustrating it may be. A smile crosses my lips at the thought of how aggravated my mother will be with my newfound patience. After all, she and the twins are the biggest cause of my frayed nerves and resulting bad temper. Not to mention my mother takes great glee in provoking my temper at every turn.

      Wesley moves closer to me and takes in the smirk on my lips. “I hope that expression is not intended for me.”

      I laugh lightly. “No, fear not. Our conversation just sparked an idea. One that will be useful in my next altercation with my mother, which surely will take place by noon tomorrow.”

      He reaches over and touches my hand resting on the edge of the bed. “I am flattered that our conversation has reaped a benefit which you can put to use so quickly. It is what every tutor strives for.”

      I nod, knowing I could easily interpret his words as a bit of self-aggrandizement. But in the few months I have known Wesley, there is no doubt he is an excellent teacher. With his patient instruction I have gone from unable to complete a single basic magic card trick, to now being able to levitate my embroidery needle above the bedside table and have it travel the length of my ring finger. The fact that I collapsed exhausted after my first use of magic is something I will never confess to Wesley.  It is not necessary for him to know I will need to build up my physical strength as well as my mental capacity to become a Jinn. Not to mention the need to conquer an undercurrent of fear every time I use it.

      Before I give him the praise he deserves, Wesley holds up his hand. “No need to thank me. I am only doing my job.”

      Interesting he should mention his profession. It is something I have been remiss in asking him about. Who exactly is Wesley working for? If he knows who my patron is, I would surely like to know who to thank. I do not mention my query as I assume he will tell me in due time.

      A tickle hits the back of my throat at the sudden realization of what just happened. How did Wesley surmise I was going to give him a compliment? Did he use a bit of magic?

      Wesley’s crooked smile makes an appearance. “Jinn can read minds.”

      “What?” I push back on my bed as if he had doused me with a bucket of cold water. “You were inside my brain?”

      “Not literally inside your brain, of course. We Jinn have the power to read people’s thoughts if we so desire.”

      My cheeks flush. Does he know I have admired his charm and handsomeness?

      His eyes twinkle as he takes in my puzzled face. “Georgina, I am quite aware of my effect on women. I promise I have only read your thoughts three times. The first was when I initially appeared to you. I wanted to be certain you were a good candidate for my tutelage. The second was after your first lesson to make sure you truly understood what being a Jinn would mean to your life.” A slight smirk crosses his face. “And the third was during this lesson to set up the conversation we are having now.”

      Dear reader, there are not enough objects in my bedchamber to throw at him. Determined to turn over a new leaf and control my temper, I look Wesley straight in the eye. “Thank you for making me aware of your amazing mind reading skill. I trust you will be a Jinn of honor and not violate my mind again.”

      He takes two big strides toward the bed and sits next to me. “You have a strong spirit, Georgina. I knew I was taking a risk of angering you reading your mind. I hope you understand I truly did it for your benefit. I find once the skill is demonstrated, my exemplary students quickly put mind reading at the top of the skills they would like to achieve.”

      I fight the urge to hang my head. Wesley has made me feel like a complete fool for doubting his motives. Why does he aggravate me so? Wesley has only been kind and patient with me, yet at every turn I think the worst of him. I hate to admit to myself that his handsomeness makes me uneasy. “I promise I will let you do your job unimpeded.”

      He takes my hand in his and my skin grows hot. Is it because he is a powerful Jinn or is it his magnetism?

      “Georgina, I have every faith you will become an excellent and talented Jinn if you will only stop fighting the process.”

      I nod, feeling like one of the twins when my father scolds them. “I promise.”

      “Splendid.” He stands up and faces me. “I want to reward you for successfully completing this lesson by granting you a wish.”

      My head is spinning from the incredible turn of events. Ever since I read Aladdin’s tale as a child, I had always wished for a genie to grant me a wish. And now the moment has come. Not wanting to be greedy about such a wonderful gift, I glance over at the simple tin thimble sitting on my bedside table and know the perfect thing to wish for. “I have always admired my aunt Agnes’s beautiful sterling silver thimble with intricate etched vines and roses twining around it. I never dreamed of asking my parents for such an expensive gift, so I have only admired it from afar.”

      Wesley gives me a half smile. “Are you certain you want such a simple gift? Most people when given such an opportunity ask for something far grander.”

      I give him a smile of my own, knowing by the tone in his voice he admires my choice. “My aunt’s sterling silver thimble is quite grand compared to my one made of tin.”

      Wesley nods and snaps his fingers. A thin lavender mist drifts down like fine raindrops and covers my tin thimble. I hold back a gasp as it vanishes before my eyes. A mere second later an exact copy of my aunt’s silver thimble sits proudly on my bedside table. It glints under the glow of my kerosene lamp.

      I pick it up and say, “It is a perfect copy. But I am perplexed. How did you know what my aunt’s thimble looked like?” I give him a sideways glance. “You didn’t read my mind, did you?”

      Wesley lets out a soft chuckle. “Do you think so little of my Jinn powers? I went straight to the source.”

      In my mind I picture Wesley materializing inside my aunt’s sewing room, taking a good look at the thimble, and then emerging back inside my bedchamber. How he did it without my knowledge boggles my mind. “Of course, you did. What is traveling through time and walls to you?”

      He chuckles again. “Precisely. One day it will be nothing to you as well.”

      I hope his words are true. But with my extremely slow progress learning the ways of magic, I might be well into my thirtieth birthday by then. “I wish for your words to be true.”

      Wesley snaps his fingers. “It is done.”

      I walk over to the wall next the door and smash my nose at my feeble attempt to walk through it.

      Wesley quickly strides over to my side and holds my face in his hands. “Are you all right, Georgina? Have you injured your beautiful nose?”

      As I bask in his praise, someone throws open my bedroom door and just misses hitting both of us.

      Ivy, my little twin sister, blinks twice when she sees Wesley. “Georgina, you have a ghost as well?”

      With a blink of an eye Wesley turns translucent and quickly vanishes into the wall leaving me to pick up the pieces without the aid of magic.

      Ivy’s lip quivers as I wrap my arms around her. “Now, now, sister. It is all right. No ghost occupies my bedchamber. You must still be suffering the effects of a nightmare.”

      She looks up at me with her innocent eight-year-old eyes. “Truly. There was not a handsome blond male ghost in your room?”

      I stroke the top of her head. “No, dear sister. It was just your imagination.” I guide her to my bed. “You can stay with me tonight. I promise I will chase away any strange ghosts.”

      She hops onto my bed, throws back the covers, and climbs underneath. “Thank you, dear Georgina. You are the best older sister I could wish for.”

      Her use of the word wish makes me smile. My mother always scolds me about playing favorites with the twins, but Ivy knows how to melt my heart. Elenore, my other twin sister, focuses all her attention on buttering up my mother. As I reach over to turn the kerosene lamp wick down and settle into bed, Ivy’s gaze follows the lamp’s dimming glow, and she lets out a gasp.

      Her tiny hand points toward my bedside table. “Isn’t that Auntie Agnes’s thimble?”

      Just when I thought I had command of the situation, it spirals further out of control. My cheeks burn as I lie to my favorite sister. “No. It’s not hers. It is a cheap copy I procured on High Street.”

      Ivy’s eyes narrow as she takes the thimble in her hand and holds it under the light of the kerosene lamp and peers inside. Her blue eyes grow wide and then she lets out another gasp. “But it has Auntie’s initials inside!”
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      I wake up to find Ivy no longer in my bed. Glancing over at my nightstand the building knot in my gut proves right. The silver thimble is gone. Knowing Ivy, she waited until I fell asleep and raced downstairs to her room and excitedly showed the thimble to her twin sister, Eleanor. Glancing up at the clock resting on the mantel, the knot in my gut grows tighter. It is past seven o’clock. The household will be up and waiting for our cook to prepare breakfast. My mother long ago told my father she did not ask much of him except a decent roof over her head and a cook. Knowing what was best for him, father supplied both. Putting on my dressing gown I brushed my hair, tied it back with a white ribbon, and opened my bedroom door to face what surely would be a grueling morning. I look back at the wall where Wesley had appeared the night before and plead to the empty room, “Wesley, where are you when I need you?”

      Silence. I of course knew he would not respond. Wesley told me at our first meeting that he could not come to my rescue when my magic went wrong. I alone needed to resolve the situation. So, I mustered up my courage and walked down the stairs to face my mother. The aroma of bacon and sausage make my stomach unknot itself. A low rumble escapes my stomach as I hit the
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