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“TRUST ME; IT’S JUST easier if you call me Todd.” He told me when I found his house in the lost and found where I work. Where a genie gets off calling himself “Todd” is only a slightly smaller mystery than how that necklace he lives in wound up abandoned in a cardboard box.

I could see how someone would toss it or forget about it. It’s just a plain, muddy green stone on a metal chain. The necklace looks a hair too good for a gumball machine but not worth enough to be sold in a drug store. That’s right kids, Todd the genie lives in a dime store bauble. No lamp. Good thing too since Todd was bound to me when I tried on the necklace and I’m not putting up with some giant lamp in my apartment. He’s with me till death, too. None of that three wishes crap.

There are no wishes at all. Todd is my semi-obedient servant on his best day and a downright voyeuristic pest on his worst; listening to me only when it amuses him or I threaten him with damage to the stone. Case in point: I put on the necklace and pass right out after a fourteen hour shift at the coffee shop/diner. When my head hits the pillow, I fully expect to see soy lattes and greasy burgers in my nightmares. I manage to sleep a good portion of the next day and wake up to some strange little white guy leering at me from the edge of my futon.

I forgot anything anyone ever taught me about self defense and scream my head off and hurled my pillow at him. I deserved every bit of the following laughter. Who but a horror movie scream queen throws a pillow at an intruder? Todd was still chuckling when he explained and demonstrated what he was by turning my couch into a pillow covered monstrosity suitable only for the most stereotypical harem. My first order was he better not spend anymore nights watching me sleep like a creepy pervert. He said to sleep dressed and we had a deal. So began our strange relationship.

I could tell Todd expected more shock from me when he told me he was a djinn. He was confused by the exasperated “What the hell am I supposed to do with you?” I blurted out when it sunk in that he wasn’t gonna take off. But Todd contented himself with following me around. Fun fact: he does not need to do so. Being bound to me is not what makes that sandy brown mop pop up in the passenger seat of my pick up or in the mirror of the employee bathroom. He could stay home or wander around but he’d rather follow me to work.

And what a thrill meeting my boss for the first time! “That fag belong to you?” He says to me in the kind of whisper everyone can hear. Yes, Brian is a homophobic, racist, sexist sack of shit. But as long as he keeps the “Bull dyke red skin” comments to a minimum, signs my checks, and accepts the reality I’m the only reason anybody drops a dime in his joint instead of the local Starbucks, I put up with it.

Todd is too well groomed. Whatever magics he’s got he uses to keep his olive skin so smooth people rationalize it by thinking its makeup. The mysterious roaming beauty mark doesn’t help matters. The green of his eyes shifts to make the ladies swoon and he warps the light to get people to focus on his oh so shiny hair. I keep my hair short to spite Brian and Todd. It’s entirely too amusing to watch them squirm over something so stupid.

Having a djinn around is annoying and I knew he’d cause me trouble. Just how much remains to be seen.
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TROUBLE COMES IN MANY forms; smoke billowing from under the hood of your car, a call from the IRS, or in my case, freakishly knowledgeable, overly cute young children who seem to know who you are.

Or should I say in Todd's case. I don't even hide my enjoyment when the mute, doe eyed boy dives into Todd's lap while he's chatting up one of the cheaper offerings of our local plastic surgeon. I think she was shocked when the kid appeared. There was too much Botox in her face for proper emoting. Todd more than made up for it. His heavily groomed eyebrows leap into his widow's peak and he looks at the kid like he's walking weapons grade plutonium. Shit, I wish I had a camera. 

The silicone mannequin sloshes away with what I think is a frown on her face and the little boy helps himself to Todd's snack. I'm glad somebody's eating it. Todd orders food for appearances and its appalling for so much decent food to go to waste.

"I knew you'd leave behind a brat or two." I snicker at him from behind the register. To be honest, this place isn't so bad. It's kept clean, all the tables and chairs are kept in excellent condition and brightly colored in garish pastels. Brian has his place styled like a nostalgic diner with stools at the counter, cake and pie in a lazy Susan, and a big open space to watch the cook do his thing. Sadly, Brian is also the cook and watching a surly jackass snarl over a grill is only fun for a select group of people. You may think I'm one of them but it got old to me pretty fast. He’s lucky the food is good and I look cute in a waitress uniform. Otherwise this place would be boarded up by now.

"I don't do children, Missy." Todd grumbles, failing in his efforts to wiggle out from under the kid. Todd calls me 'Missy' because I call him 'Todd.' I'll give up my real name when he gives up his. He won't get it from Brian either since he doesn't call anybody by name. And my real name isn't in a single scrap of paper anywhere. I’m sure Brian’s into some shady shit, too, since I’ve never had any issues with the IRS.

When the kid is though plowing his way through the tuna salad on the table, I sneak him a thick slice of blueberry pie. He smiles so sweetly in gratitude, I suddenly remember my ovaries function and I take two giant steps back. I cover it by retrieving a vanilla milkshake.

Brian sees me setting it in front of him. "Hey, Missy! That little ni-"

I cover the kid's ears. Innocent ears and all that. "He's visiting. A dear friend of mine's son. Like my own so make your special, ok?" I bat my eyes, decreasing my IQ by several points
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