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      “I wish for an adventure.” Grace hung upside-down, muscles trembling, sweat sliding toward her hairline. Her abs burned.

      “Are you sure, Darling? This is your third and final wish.”

      Grace twisted to face her ghost-genie, watching those penciled brows arch. “I know the score, Constance. It’s time.”

      Constance rippled, translucent in a haze of blue smoke. Her voice was a deep baritone—although rouge covered her thick lips. “But your life is already an adventure, Darling.” She protested as she waved a hazy hand through the air. “You travel the world on your medical expeditions—South America, Africa, Eastern Europe.” Masculine eyebrows had been replaced by a thin, penciled line with a feminine arch. Her eyes were framed by impossibly long, dark eyelashes.

      Grace frowned as she strained to curl her body. Perhaps her life had once been an adventure. Now, though, it felt like a hollow, endless search for …

      Something.

      “Adventure, Constance. What can you find for me?” She didn’t want her genie ghost talking her out of her request.

      Ten years ago, Grace had bought a bronze lamp during a medical mission. Like Aladdin in the fairytale, she’d unwittingly unleashed what she’d at first thought to be a trapped genie from within—in the form of the deep-voiced, shimmering Constance. Over time, Grace had learned that Constance was actually a ghost who spent her spiritual existence pretending to be a genie. Because she was a ghost, few people could see or hear her.

      Two of Grace’s three wishes had been used. Those wishes had brought her some of the best and worst times of her life. They were cursed wishes.

      Misleading to even call them wishes, Grace thought bitterly, but she’d put off using the final wish long enough.

      “Adventure,” Grace repeated, and Constance pouted.

      “You don’t want an adventure. You want something reckless. Just like the reckless behavior that keeps launching you head-first into dangerous countries to volunteer medical care.”

      “Adventurous and reckless,” Grace grinned. “Yes, let’s do that.”

      After grasping the bar above her, she released her feet with the press of a button. When her legs swung down, she began a series of intense pull-ups.

      “You know—” Constance fidgeted with the decorative silver coins on her blue pantaloons “—there are people in this country who need medical care. You don’t have to travel to third-world countries to find people in need.”

      “I tried a free clinic here,” Grace countered, breathless from her pull-ups. “We were robbed. And then we were sued.” She shook her head and strained to pull herself up for her tenth pull-up. “Who sues a free clinic? Only Americans.” The clinic won the case, but the ordeal had been so draining, Grace closed the clinic anyway.

      “Getting yourself killed won’t bring Daniel back,” Constance murmured.

      Although the words were spoken softly, Grace felt like a knife had been driven into her back. She dropped to the floor and shook out her aching arms.

      “I’m sorry, Darling,” Constance frowned. “That was uncalled for.”

      “Wish,” Grace demanded flatly as she walked over to the quadriceps machine. She sat and began her leg extensions.

      “Okay, okay,” Constance sighed. “When do you want to leave?”

      “The sooner the better.” She hadn’t traveled in over a month and was starting to go stir crazy in her large, empty home. “I just need enough notice to give the pilot time to file a flight plan.”

      Wherever they were going, the local pilot could get her to a major airport.

      Constance narrowed her thickly lashed eyes. “So … somewhere remote?”

      “You know I like remote.”

      Constance chewed the ends of her blue, flashy nails. “And dangerous?”

      “I eat danger for breakfast,” she quipped, feeling the strain in her legs from the machine.

      “Something heroic?”

      “That’s optional. I’m not so much looking for fame and glory.” Grace wanted something to take her mind off being alone—a state in which she perpetually kept herself.

      “Don’t I know it.” Constance’s lips drew down. “It’s maddening. I’ve advised sultans and kings—I’ve made sultans and kings, elevated from mere paupers on the street. You could be sensational with me by your side, if only you changed your wish to, say⁠—”

      “Adventure, Constance,” Grace snapped though with no malice in her voice. “Work your genie mojo.”

      “Fine.” Constance huffed. Then, she brightened. “Oh, I may have just the thing brewing. Let me focus.”

      Grace narrowed her eyes at the ghost’s glowing apparition. Constance schemed behind those rippling blue eyes, but Grace wasn’t unduly concerned. Whatever the future held, her third and final wish couldn’t put her through as much suffering as the first two wishes had.
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        * * *

      

      Wade Rawlings hit the hard ground with a thud, jarring every muscle in his body. Gasping, he coughed moist dirt out of his mouth. As he looked around at his surroundings, he took a shaky breath. A circular prison—a dirt pit in God-knows-where, Colombia, South America—enveloped him.

      He’d been dragged past a row of similar pits before finally being dumped into this one. Did other people languish in the neighboring holes—and, if so, how long had they been there?

      This was not how he’d envisioned the end of his trip to South America. He’d left the Amazon rainforest after taking amazing footage of the rich vegetation, wildlife, and forest fires. Beauty and devastation, yin and yang. His photos and videos were intended to raise awareness of the blaze back in the United States and to be used for fundraising efforts to stop the fires. As his trip had wound to an end, Wade had planned an add-on shoot in Neiva, Colombia.

      He’d never made it there.

      Somewhere between Bogotá and Neiva, the bus he’d been riding in had been hijacked. Wade’s crew of two other men—locals he’d hired to help navigate the countryside—were killed instantly when they’d tried to resist. Wade hadn’t made that mistake—but he’d still been beaten, tied, and finally dumped here … in a pit.

      Of particular interest was how the bus driver had simply driven away from the hijacking, unhurried after Wade and his hired help had been forced off the bus. Had the driver been paid to inform the Colombian guerrilla fighters whenever foreigners boarded his bus?

      Deep in the pit, Wade curled his knees up and clutched his side, feeling the tender bruises. The abductors had knocked him to the ground and kicked him when he’d initially moved with too much hesitation.

      Now, he had to wonder how long his captors would keep him. As long as it took them to realize he had no influential connections or wealth back in the States. Sure, his pack had contained expensive photography and filming equipment—but that had been the extent of his wealth. Wade was certain that when his kidnappers discovered he wasn’t ransom-worthy, they’d simply let him rot in this dirt prison.

      Above him, darkness descended. All around, the noises of the jungle filled the air. Despair ebbed into his bones.
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        * * *

      

      Grace’s athletic figure moved lithely as she worked her way through routines on each of her exercise machines. While the woman was physically fit enough for any conceivable adventure—up to and including climbing Kilimanjaro if she so desired—Constance questioned the fitness of Grace’s mental health for the task ahead.

      Since Daniel’s death two years earlier, Grace had grown increasingly reckless about her own safety. She might have saved many lives as a physician, but each new mission came at high risk, putting her in peril. Grace’s behavior wasn’t promoting her own longevity.

      But the woman’s escalating recklessness was at least partly Constance’s fault. The wishes she’d granted Grace weren’t wishes in the truest sense of the word. Constance couldn’t perform instantaneous magic, but she could follow a hypothetical course of action in her mind’s eye and see the potential outcome.

      She’d possessed the ability to see into the future ever since becoming a ghost, millennia ago, but the gift had limitations. For example, Constance couldn’t foresee all the ramifications a course of action might set in motion, because numerous and multiplying external factors played into a person’s future over time.

      This time, though …

      “Eureka!” Constance exclaimed.

      Grace blinked at her, stopping her countless repetitions on the monotonous machine at the sound of Constance’s startling exclamation.

      “Picture this,” Constance spread her arms wide and jiggled her body, until the shining coins on her pantaloons jingled loudly, “the Colombian jungle.”

      Grace cocked her head to one side. “You’ve piqued my interest.”

      “There’s an American man held captive there—an innocent man! The clock is ticking until his inevitable execution, but you can save him.”

      “Can I?” With skepticism in her eyes, Grace drew back.

      Honestly, sometimes Constance felt her dramatic flair when entirely unappreciated. “Yes! I can guide you there. We can save him.”

      “What’s involved?”

      “Obviously the plane rides there. You’ll have to land on a remote airstrip in a small plane—and have a quick turnaround time to get back to the plane before you lose your opportunity to leave. That means one or two nights in the jungle—tops.”

      Grace started a round of upper body presses as she seemed to consider Constance’s proposal.

      “It’ll be too risky for the plane to sit there and wait for us. What if I parachute in instead? Then we could have a plane fly in for a scheduled pick-up?”

      Constance strangled back her opposition to Grace jumping out of a plane. She wanted to help Grace, but would this trip be a step toward healing? Or just a short reprieve before her next downward spiral?

      “That could work,” she said hesitantly, biting her lip.

      Oblivious to Constance’s concerns, Grace finished her set and finally stood, scrubbing a towel across her face. “How much time do we have?”

      A glimpse of hope flashed through Constance. Maybe Constance’s scheming could help Grace turn her life around. Maybe saving someone was what Grace needed to save herself.
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      Constance cringed as Grace jumped out of a perfectly functional airplane. The genie didn’t want to think about the seemingly countless number of things that could go wrong during an attempted parachute descent into the teeming jungle below. She couldn’t comprehend this thrill seeking behavior when life was such a fleeting, precious gift. And yet, to feel alive, she’d witnessed people engage in activity that threatened death.

      As Grace plummeted through the air, she clutched the heavy pack she wore across her chest—backwards, so her chute could deploy behind her. Fortunately, there was no wind or rain to make this ludicrous risk-taking even more dangerous than it already was.

      If something went wrong, Constance could do nothing to intervene—a big fat nothing. Her apparition couldn’t catch anything other than a drift.

      Constance tried to reassure herself as Grace soared through the air that the woman had been fully trained in the suicide—er, art—of parachuting. She’d packed her own parachute, and she’d jumped two dozen times previously … and it hadn’t killed her yet.

      But those had been controlled jumps, over flat land, and in ideal conditions. Constance kept her nervous thoughts to herself, first and foremost because showing fear was unbecoming of a mystical being like herself. Secondly, because she didn’t want to distract Grace as she sheared through nothing toward the looming jungle canopy below. And lastly, because the woman probably couldn’t hear anything but the roaring

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Praise for CB SAMET
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Other Books by CB Samet
      


      		
        Michelle’s Miracle
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Other Books by CB Samet


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/heading-swash-shirley-screen.png






OEBPS/images/gracelynn.jpg
oD,
Pl | dldiilh
YI
B )
)
- T
s
@






OEBPS/images/christina-r-bellinger-titlepage.jpg
AAAAAAAAAAAAA
IIIIIIIIIIIII

BRACELYNNS
GENIE

CB SAMET






