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      Book Three- A Second Chance at Magic is coming in the Spring of 2025!
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      **The Genie Academy Series takes place in a similar world, with genie, Wesley Robertson, once again as a magic tutor. Available at all online book stores!**

      

      Books 1-3 are complete and ready to take you on a magical adventure!

      

      Join Karin’s newsletter for book inspired recipes in the Baking with Books segment, new releases, book recommendations and a free short story when you subscribe!

      

      Click here to join Karin’s newsletter!
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        If you like Harry Potter with genies, read...

        The Genie Academy**

        If you like Twilight with wizards, read... 

        The Girl Chameleon**

        If you like The Hunger Games set in Heaven, read... 

        Nine Lives Part One**

        If you like Buffy the Vampire Slayer, read... 

        How to Snag a Shifter**

        If you like books set in foreign lands with ghosts, read... 

        Tokyo Academy-First Contact**

        If you like happily ever after time travel romances, read... 

        Jin in Time Part One**

        If you like books that take place in the world of celebrities and fashion with a fantasy twist, read... 

        Celebrity Witch**
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      The formidable halls of the Genie Academy seem old hat to me after five years as an apprentice genie tutor. Yet, as I sit in the office one of the most powerful genies in the world, nothing feels familiar or comfortable. Mr. Tahan, the dean of the Genie Academy, literally holds my fate in his hands.

      With his tan skin and raven black hair we are polar opposites. The dean is from the Middle East, and my origins date back to the Vikings.

      He looks up from his ornately carved walnut desk and acts as if he never heard me enter his office. “Oh, Mr. Robertson. I forgot you were my two o’clock.”

      I have no doubt he must lose track of time running the academy single handedly. Yet, one would think he would remember an appointment to assign a tutor a new apprentice. “Yes, sir. I believe you have a new student for me.”

      He nods and puts down his feather quill pen. His passion for old things still makes me smile. “Of course, please excuse my inattention. I had to write a particularly difficult letter to one of your colleagues.”

      The dean’s words make me swallow hard as I contemplate which one of my colleagues is more than likely being fired. I straighten my posture and say, “Should I return at a more convenient hour?”

      He waves my response away with his long-fingered hand. “No, it is important I give you the details about your new apprentice today. She will need every second of your tutelage to become a genie.” He pauses. “If it is even possible.”

      The hairs on the back of my neck bristle at the tone of his words. I have only had one other female student, and she turned out to be more than a handful. Although she was extremely talented and her magical abilities were impressive, she was totally preoccupied with one thing—skipping ahead in her teachings. She wanted to become as skilled as her tutor. I do not mind a bit of ambition in my students, but her persistence took every ounce of patience I could muster.

      “Sir, which evaluator found her?”

      “Gaston.”

      I hold back a sigh. His apprentice candidate picks are questionable. But perhaps, dear reader, I should explain the process of genie candidate selection.

      Possible candidates are observed at a young age and are followed as more of their magical abilities reveal themselves. If the prospective candidate shows an innate ability toward magic, then that person is assigned a tutor. Usually, I am assigned a pupil between the ages of five and and ten. After that age, the candidates are no longer as easy to train or as accepting of their abilities. As they approach adulthood pupils seem to write off their magic as nothing more than strange happenings.

      I lean forward in my chair, wondering why I sense some urgency in the dean’s tone. “How old is she?”

      The dean pulls out a sheet with the pupil’s information. “She turned eight and ten a week ago.” He sees the doubtful expression on my face and holds up his hand. “I know what you are thinking, but Gaston thinks she is much younger at heart, so she is still teachable.”

      I bet he does. My gut tells me she is also quite pretty and more than likely a blonde. Gaston has a weakness for beautiful, flaxen- haired women. “Can I see a picture of her?

      The dean hands over a sketch. “I suppose she is pretty to some. The artist did catch a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.”

      I have to give the genie artist credit for making Miss Worthington’s image intriguing. Of course, that is his job. Making the apprentice candidates look their best is paramount when the observers are pitching their candidates for selection. I flash back to the sketch that was done of me. The artist captured my devilish side quite nicely. It is what made my tutor, Samuel Masterson, take me on despite my reputation for being headstrong.

      I run my finger across the sketch of the girl. “What is her given name?”

      “Georgina.”

      A male-derived name does not suit her at all. Her father must have been hoping for a son. “As she is of advanced age, I assume I do not have the usual time to tutor her.”

      The dean looks up from his desk, his long noble nose casting a shadow over his paperwork. “That is correct. You will need to complete her training in eight months.”

      I bite my lip. Normally, training takes a minimum of two years. For the dean to think I can train Miss Worthington in such a short period of time, it shows his confidence in my abilities. “Does she have any skills mastered yet?”

      The dean shakes his head. “No. Gaston has seen hints here and there but no true mastery of magic—yet.”

      Again, my suspicion that Gaston approved his candidate just to explain his lengthy three-year evaluation time seems to be proven true. He really must have fancied her.

      The dean glances at his pocket watch sitting by his elbow. My two thirty is due any moment.” He gives me a forced smile. “Good luck, Mr. Robertson. I think with this particular pupil you are going to need it.”

      Dear reader, I must explain the double meaning of his words. I am certain the first meaning is that he truly wishes me luck. The underlying meaning goes much deeper. You see, if I do not manage to train Miss Worthington to master all the basic skills of becoming a genie in eight months, my ranking would take a tumble. My status as one of the most successful tutors at the academy with a hundred percent success rate drops down to sixty.

      Gaston will not like what magic I have planned for him if I fail. Throwing back my shoulders to gain back my confidence, I take the information sheet on Miss Worthington and give the dean an obligatory bow before leaving his presence.

      “Thank you, sir, for your good wishes.” I look down at the pleasant face of my new student and the mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “I know I am going to need them.”
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        * * *

      

      A fine lavender mist trickles down from the ceiling of Miss Worthington’s bedchamber. It is the only clue of my presence. I will not reveal myself until I have learned enough about my new apprentice to know the best way to reveal myself. Finding the opportune moment to introduce magic into someone’s life is a fine art I have mastered over the years.

      As I watch Miss Worthington while she embroiders a delicate rose petal onto the center rose in her floral design, I admire her determination to get the petal just right. She rips out a section of the petal three times before she is satisfied. Another thing I notice is her exemplary posture even though no one is looking. Well, at least she believes she is unobserved. It would be far easier to slouch over her work to get a closer angle while stitching, but she sits ramrod straight.

      By the looks of her sparsely furnished attic bedchamber, I can tell her family is struggling financially. Otherwise, I would assume she attends a strict school that teaches manners and the proper decorum of a young woman such as herself. She stands up and moves toward the fireplace. Taking the poker firmly in her right hand, she stirs the few coals in the fireplace to take the chill out of the room. I could easily snap my fingers and end her discomfort by creating a magical coals that would burn all night long, but I resist the temptation. It is not the proper time to show off my magic or myself.

      My observation of Miss Wordsworth continues for several more days. Then I commence phase two of my preparations. While she is sleeping, I enter her mind and create images of myself that she will assume are dreams. In the dreams, I have conversations with her so that she becomes familiar with my voice. This is a tutor’s way of getting our students to be comfortable with us before we reveal ourselves. This process takes another week.

      Finally, the reveal day has come. I wait for Miss Worthington to come up to her room and begin her nightly embroidering routine. While she is working on a cluster of daisy blooms, I walk through the wall and stand before her.

      Sensing my presence, she looks up from her embroidery and blinks hard twice. Then she says, “You are the man from my dreams.”

      I nod and bow. “My name is Wesley Robertson, a pleasure to meet you.” Holding out my hand, she continues to sit in her chair and does not move. “Miss Worthington, I am not a dream. I am a genie here to serve you.”

      A chuckle escapes her shapely lips. She puts down her embroidery and rubs her forehead. Then she says to herself, “Emily must have snuck some of Father’s dandelion wine in my tea.”

      I smile. “Your sister is not the cause of my presence. I am here to be your tutor in the ways of magic.”

      A bird-like chuckle fills the room. “Prove it.”

      The fact that she has a stubborn streak is amusing. Yet, I should have known that side of her would make an appearance after observing her with her family. Her younger sister, Emily, and even her much younger twin sisters tease her relentlessly. Honestly, I do not know how Georgina keeps her composure around them. If I had siblings as mischievous, they would have been turned into toads long ago.

      I know what you are thinking, dear reader. Turning people into toads is witches’ work. A little-known fact in the paranormal world is that genies can turn people into animals as well. I move closer to Georgina and whisper in her ear, “Can a dream man do this?” Pulling her hair away from her neck I seductively breathe on her ear.

      She shivers and stands bolt upright almost breaking my nose. “What in the devil are you doing?”

      Rubbing my nose, wondering if I should cast a healing spell, I instinctively take a step back. “Madam, I am proving that I am a real man and not a dream.”

      Her furrowed brow is taking the edge off her prettiness. “How did you get inside my bedchamber? I did not hear the door open. It has a pronounced squeak when someone enters.”

      I motion toward her chair. “Please sit down and I will explain.”

      Thankfully the stern, paternal tone in my voice causes her to sit down. “Very well. Prove to me this isn’t just an elaborate dream.”

      I contemplate what type of magic I should use to convince her of my existence. From observing her I know she is quite detail-oriented and seems to like an orderly bedchamber. On my visits I have not once seen a garment cast aside or her embroidery thread not safely back in her sewing basket before she goes to sleep.

      “Watch my hands very closely. Can a dream man do this?” With a flourish, I flip open the lid of her sewing box and proceed to toss her embroidery thread all over the room. As she gasps in horror, I let one of the wads of blue thread graze her cheek before hitting the floor.

      “Ouch,” she says, touching her cheek. “Is that retaliation for hitting your nose?”

      I smile despite myself. That was not my intention, but she obviously would have done it to me. “No, not at all. Have you ever felt pain from anything you encountered in a dream?”

      The words cause her brow to furrow yet again. “No. I did wake up gasping for air from a dream. I thought I drowned in a pond when I was a little girl.”

      “But you felt no pain. Is that correct?” I pick up a small hand mirror resting on the top of her simple oak dresser. “Did you see the red blush of your cheek where the thread grazed it?”

      She looks closely in the mirror as she runs her index finger over her cheek. “Yes.” She looks up at me intently. “Are you the devil?”

      I laugh having heard this explanation of my presence several times before. “No. I am not. I am a genie, and I am here to teach you the ways of magic.”

      She bursts out laughing. “That will be a futile task. I have no hidden talents.”

      A touch of doubt hits me. Maybe Gaston never observed anything magical about her. I shake the thought away. To falsely submit the name of a student is punishable by imprisonment. Gaston would never risk that. Normally, I would not risk entering her mind at such an early stage in our relationship, but I must know if my presence here has any validity.

      I cast a magic discovery spell to speed things along. Georgina might sense me digging around in her mind if I stay too long. A shiver runs through me when the spell sorts through thousands of memories of her life and only stops skimming when she is ten years old. It seems from her teenage years until now she has suppressed her magical abilities. I must find out what scared her so much
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