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      Welcome to Arcana Glen, a magical town hidden in the Rocky Mountains of Colorado....

      

      Here arcanes of all types are free to be themselves... Elves, witches, shifters, seraphs, dragons and more.

      

      But until the Twenty-Two Guardians are restored to power, the Elven War rages among the arcanes. What’s the solution?

      

      True Love, of course!

      

      To read a free love story and sneak a peek at what happened before the Massacre of the Guardians, ten years ago, CLICK HERE to sign up for the newsletter for Tara’s Tribe and receive the free novella, The Genie & the Gymnast.
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      THE TAROT READER

      Tia Chamas moved to Arcana Glen to help her grandmother run her shop, Tea & Tarot. When a handsome stranger turns on New Year Day for a Tarot reading, Tia doesn’t expect her weak magic to be good enough to receive a real prophecy. To her shock, she has a terrible vision that warns her that her mystery guest is an Elf Prince, and his life is in danger. She vows to do whatever she must to save him.

      She didn’t intend to magically bind him to her side!

      

      THE ELF PRINCE

      Delson Norion has been in exile and hiding among mundanes for ten years. He’s come to the small mountain town of Arcana Glen for one reason: To assassinate the murderous Magician who killed Delson’s aunt and helped kill his parents. When Tia, a beautiful witch, traps him with her spell, at first all he wants is to break the binding. Even if he survives his dangerous mission, he is obligated to marry an Elf Princess, not a human Tarot reader.

      But when he realizes that enemies are trying to kill Tia, Delson’s priorities change. Now he has more reason than ever to slay the evil wizard...to protect the woman he can never have.

      

      This tale is a stand-alone HEA love story set in the same town and time as The Magician & the Fool, with some overlapping characters.

      

      Read The Tarot Reader’s New Year Promise.
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      A sweet paranormal romance retelling of The Arthurian Legend of The Green Knight.

      

      THE GENIE

      Jay Zee is a Jinn. He knows better than to grant wishes to humans. But he makes an exception in exchange for a shot at his dream job: working for the Magician. He never expects the old man to demand that Jay Zee marry his daughter...or that she is the most hideously ugly woman on Earth.

      As a terrible danger closes in on all of them, Jay Zee starts to question what is most important ... but it may be too late to stop a massacre.

      

      THE GYMNAST

      To her friends in the Enchanted Circus, Janet seems like a pretty, young, carefree performer. Even among other arcanes, she has to keep the secret of her true nature. Janet can’t believe that her father forced her into marriage with a Jinn. She knows her new husband loathes her, but she can’t help but dream that he might look past her twisted exterior.

      

      This tale is a stand-alone HEA love story set ten years before most of the stories from Arcana Glen, on the eve of the Massacre of the Guardians.

      

      Click here to read the free novella The Genie and the Gymnast.

      

      Email: editor@misquepress.com to request a free Review Copy of any of Tara Maya’s novels.
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        January 1, 9:30 pm

        Saturday, New Moon (Minus One)

      

      

      

      Tia Chamas loved the snow when she saw it from the small connector flight from Denver. However, as soon as she stepped out of the airport into a blizzard, Tia realized it was going to take a lot of getting used to Arcana Glen, Colorado after spending her entire life in California.

      The ride to her grandmother’s house was short but seemed to take forever to navigate the billowing snow. Tia kept thinking of the song, Over the woods, and through the snow, to Grandmother’s house we go. She must’ve accidentally started humming this song out loud, because the driver looked over his shoulder and smiled wolfishly at her. An ID hanging from the mirror identified him as Morris Grayhide. Mr. Grayhide was an older man with salt and pepper hair, sideburns, and a very toothy smile. She looked at him with her Second Sight. Although not very strong compared to the magic of a full-blooded elf, her Sight enabled her to see the ghostly aura of a wolf around him. Werewolf, Numen, or Lycan? Each hated to be mistaken for the other. Unfortunately, Tia’s arcane powers were not strong enough to tell the difference. Mundane humans routinely conflated different lineages of arcane creatures, but then, mundanes didn’t know that any arcanes were real.

      “Visiting relatives for Winter Break?” Mr. Grayhide asked. “Or here to ski?”

      It was a logical question, given that Arcana Glen was a tourist town known for its expensive casino, its famous ski resort, and Arcana Castle, a literal castle built at the end of the 19th century. Tia had spent Christmas here with her mother and father, but many people came to ski in Arcana Glen between November and March, for the ski season.

      “Something like that,” she said. “Does it always snow this much at this time of year?”

      The driver grinned. “Nope. Colorado weather is completely unpredictable. This here blizzard right now? This is a magic storm.”

      He glanced back at her quickly to see how she would take that. “You’re a Summer Elf, aren’t you? Or are you an Elemental Witch? I can smell the Fire magic on you but that’s as close as I can get.”

      So he had been pegging her while she was trying to peg him. She found it rather funny.

      “That’s pretty close,” she said, without clarifying his question.

      She was quite flattered by his guess because she was neither a full-blooded elf, nor a particularly strong witch. Her mother had despaired of teaching Tia proper Fire magic. Tia was more like a witch-of-all-trades, just as interested in herbs and crystals and aromatherapy as she was in candles. The witches in Tia’s coven in California had no problem with that, but Tia’s own mother insisted such eclecticism was the wrong way to practice magic.

      Mom: “Focus on one element, Tia!”

      Tia: “But I’m interested in everything!”

      It was an old argument. Her mother had finally given up once Tia moved out.

      “You’re an adult now,” her mother had said in a way that cast some doubt on that. “You will have to run your own life the way you want.”

      Unhappily, running her own life had ended up with Tia jobless and homeless, here in a town 8,000 feet above sea level to beg her grandmother for a place to stay. So much for Adulting.

      Tia changed the subject.  “I’m going to be moving here, you know. What causes a magic storm?”

      “This blizzard was caused by the Magician, no doubt about it,” said Mr. Grayhide. “His Mighty-ness doesn’t mingle with the likes of us,” he added snidely, “but every decade or so, the wizard takes a new wife—and disposes of her before a year is out. Rumor at the casino is that he just got married again yesterday, New Year’s Eve, and his new Bride tried to run away. He won’t allow that. Bets are on that she won’t survive the month.”

      Tia looked at the driver in horror. Then she shook her head and looked out the window. She couldn’t see anything except swirling white snowflakes. “You’re just teasing the tourist. There’s not really an Evil Magician in that Castle...that’s just an urban legend...”

      “It’s no joke and no legend. Look, I’m just giving you a warning,” he said seriously. “The Magician has had six other wives and all of them disappeared under mysterious circumstances. The sheriff knows all about it, but he’s a human, what can he do? And the Magician is not the only one who lives above the law in this town. If you are going to be moving here, you should know that there are two kinds of people in Arcana Glenn, the super-wealthy and mega-magical arcanes, and the rest of us ordinary arcanes, who have just a scrap of magic and are just trying to make a living. Don’t get in the way of the powerful magic users and you should be okay. Although, since you’re an elf, you will probably get involved in the drama about the Elven War. But if you elves had any sense, you would take advantage of the fact that the Mundane Sphere is neutral, instead of trying to drag the rest of us into your nasty business.”

      “Look,” Tia said, “My father and my grandfather were both human, and I was raised in this world. I don’t know or care what goes on in the other Spheres.”

      Mr. Grayhide grunted in approval. “Same here. Just stick to that and you’ll be fine. Here you go… Wait... Are you sure this is right? This is Bella’s store, not a house, and the sign says it’s closed.”

      Tia peeked out the window and could just make out the sign that said: TEA & TAROT.

      “Yep, that’s my grandmother’s store. She lives over it, so I’ll be fine.”

      Mr. Grayhide the Wolfy Driver appraised her more closely. “Are you Bella Sanchez’s baby girl’s baby girl?”

      “Bella Sanchez is my grandmother. Yes.”

      “I know Bella! Everyone knows her. The Tarot reader. She’s good people. She doesn’t get involved in High Elf politics. All of the witches shop here, even the ones who hate each other. If you turn out like her, then I’m glad you’ve come to Arcana Glen. We could use more of her type, and less of the other.”

      “Uh, thank you,” Tia said.

      He offered to help her with her bag and did so even when she said he didn’t need to. She was grateful after all, because although she had only one duffel bag and her backpack, the sidewalk was icy. 
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        * * *

      

      Grandma Bella was waiting for Tia with a cup of tea, toasted bread, and hot chocolate with marshmallows. Bella wore her age like fine lace. Her hair was white gold, her skin like crackled porcelain. Her ears were elegant, swept up points, typical of all elves. Her jewel-bright eyes were still as blue as a summer sky. In comparison, Tia knew she looked like a clumsy, round-eared copy of her grandmother.

      “Thank you,” smiled Tia. “But if I drink this much caffeine at night, I won’t get to sleep.”

      “It will take you a while to adjust to the jet leg anyway, “said Grandma Bella.

      “It’s just one hour difference from California.” Tia looked at the other table next to the one laden with tea. Her grandmother had spread a beautiful starry purple cloth over it and a tarot deck was ready to be spread.

      “You didn’t have to wait for me to do your New Year’s reading, Grandma!”

      “As a matter of fact,” said Grandma Bella, “I’m not going to do a New Year Tarot reading this year.”

      “Why not?” Tia cried. “It’s a tradition!”

      Grandma Bella had been born Ballamys Rhaelar in another Sphere, in the Wyzir Kingdom of Summerland. Bellamys had fallen in love with a mundane human, Raymond Sanchez, while visiting the Mundane Sphere, and chosen to stay. Bella still possessed real magic, both the ability to summon and shape Elemental Fire, and the rare gift of Second Sight. Every year, on New Year’s Day, Grandma Bella did a Tarot reading for the whole year, a massive spread with twenty-two cards placed on a symbolic image of the Tree of Worlds.

      “You haven’t given up on your craft, have you?” Tia asked.

      “Of course not, child. I’m not doing the reading this year because you are going to do it.”

      “I don’t have enough magic,” protested Tia. “It would just be like flipping cards in my hands. Maybe good for meditation, but of no arcane significance.”

      Grandma Bella tilted her head. Her eyes sparkled knowingly. “Entering into a new town and a new phase of your life, you may activate something I wouldn’t pick up because it’s already old news to me. No, you should do the readings this year. It will be of significance to you personally, whether it’s got magical implications for the rest of the community or not.”

      Tia wanted to argue that her own life was extremely boring, new town or not. Her life here was likely to just be a continuation of what it had been in Temecula, California, a series of low paying uninteresting jobs that terminated without warning just when she needed rent money; and a series of lackluster boyfriends, who were simultaneously too needy, yet afraid to commit.

      But that much complaining would just make her sound ungrateful and depress her grandmother. Tia swallowed her sorrows and went to sit at the table with the purple cloth and the deck of cards. At least she still remembered the spread. 

      “Okay,” she told herself out loud. “Let’s do this. Do you want to sit across for me, Grandma Bella?”

      Grandma Bella nodded. “Of course, dear.”

      But just as they were about to commence the reading, they both heard a loud pounding on the door of the store downstairs.

      Tia stared at her grandmother. “Who would be trying to go shopping for tea or Tarot cards at this time of night, in the middle of a snowstorm?”
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        January 1, 10:15 pm

        Saturday, New Moon (Minus One)

      

      

      

      “It’s late to want to buy candles,” Grandma Bella said. “But I better see who it is.”

      Her grandmother looked tired just trying to get up from the chair. Tia felt guilty. Grandma Bella had been waiting up way past her bedtime for Tia to arrive.

      “I’ll get the door,” Tia hastened to assure her grandmother, waving her back into her seat. “You just stay there and relax. Maybe someone wants to light a candle rather than curse the darkness.”

      “Before you go...” Grandma Bella took off a necklace with a crystal pendant. “Take this.”

      Tia examined the pendant. It was tourmalinated quartz, a clear rock crystal with a spider web of black tourmaline running through the quartz.

      “Crystal magic?” teased Tia. “I thought you were a Fire Witch.”

      “Don’t get smart with me, young lady. Yes, a Stone Witch gave me this, but it works. If the stone turns completely black, don’t let the stranger inside no matter what. If the crystal stays as clear as it is now, the stranger is safe, although mundane. If it turns pink, the stranger has magic but won’t harm us.”

      Tia skipped down the stairs from the living quarters to the store. Someone was pounding on the glass doors. Fortunately, the doors were strong, weatherproofed, and unbreakable glass, not to mention probably had spells on them to protect against evil magic. Tia pointed to the sign in the door. Her side said OPEN, but the other side said CLOSED.

      The tall figure on the other side of the door was wrapped up in warm winter clothes, so she couldn’t see much about him, other than the fact that even his silhouette looked strong and masculine. He shook his head when she pointed to the sign and knocked again insistently. He was trying to say something but over the storm and through the glass, she couldn’t understand.

      Was it safe to open the door to a strange man even in a small mountain town? She examined the crystal. The clear quartz had blushed deep pink, so vivid it was gemstone quality. Surprised, Tia peered at the stranger on the other side of the glass more closely. She knew her powers were weak, but she tried to use her Second Sight. Instantly, she saw the blaze of light in his aura. It was fiery, indicating a temper, but also warm and bright.

      Tia had to figure out how to unlatch the hook and key code the lock. Fortunately, Tia knew the code because Grandma Bella had taught her the password in case Tia had to let herself in. The lock clicked and the doors yawned open.

      The stranger came in, and there was the usual entry drama of a person coming from a snowy cold outdoors to a cozy warm room, a gust of cold, a shoving of the door shut again, stomping of boots on the mat and shaking out his long cape. 

      His cape? Yes, he was wearing a long velvet cape, like a prince in a fairytale or maybe like Superman. It was bright red once he shook the white snow off of it. The stranger was a head taller than Tia and much broader across the shoulders. Even under the winter clothes, she could tell he was supremely physically fit. He took off his ski cap as well, and Tia gawped at him. He had red-gold hair and long, pointy-tipped, tapered ears. He was a full-blooded Summer Elf.

      His face was harsh and masculine and yet at the same time ethereal and delicate. It was a paradoxical combination that drew her like a magnet. His eyes were amazing. They were huge, almost like anime eyes, and such a brilliant color they seemed to be faceted sapphires illuminated with sunlight although it was the middle of the night. His eyes gleamed with the brilliant cerulean of a cloudless summer sky. A human with such light-colored hair and such vivid blue eyes would have also had pale skin, but his skin was a deep rich bronze, not exactly the hue of any human ethnicity, but almost metallic, like a polished Greek shield.

      “I apologize for the imposition,” he said in a deep cultured voice with an accent that she recognized as coming from another world. A weird little thrill trembled through her body as she realized that he must have been born and raised in Summerland, the magical plane of existence that was her grandmother’s home realm. He continued, “I was told that a Summer Elf owned this establishment. I was hoping I might impose for one night’s respite. I was caught in the storm, and when I realized it was magical in nature, I did not wish to stay out in it.”

      “Of course,” Tia said. “I will tell my grandmother. She’s likely the Summer Elf you heard about. Have you come directly from Summerland?”

      He gave her a strange look. “That would hardly be possible, given that the Gates are closed. Like everyone else, I have been trapped here for the last decade.”

      Tia was embarrassed to realize this probably had something to do with High Elf politics that she spent most of her time trying to ignore. Something about the Gates, something about the Arcane Guardians of the Gates, something about the Elven War. Her grandmother knew the details, but Grandma Bella was even less inclined than Tia to discuss it. The topic seemed to depress her.

      The Summer Elf took off another jacket that he wore under the red cape. Tia had expected him to be dressed like Legolas from Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings, in some sort of leather medieval tunic and leggings, but instead he wore a black paramilitary uniform and…

      She practically skipped backwards and knocked over a bookshelf. “Oh my gosh, you have a gun!”

      Then she looked closer and realized she was wrong.

      “No, you have a million guns.”

      He looked amused. “I have three guns.” He smiled mysteriously. “Three that you need to know about. And one knife. That you need to know about. But I’m not going to hurt you. These are just the tools of my profession.”

      “What is your profession?”

      “Here in the Mundane Sphere? I’m a mercenary.”

      Tia glanced again at the crystal her grandmother had given her. It was still shiny pink. Maybe it was broken. “So—what? You kill people for money? That’s terrible!”

      The judgmental words were out of her mouth before she could stop herself. Good idea, Tia, she chided herself privately, Provoke the scary elf mercenary. 

      “I kill people, fight wars, sometimes overthrow governments.” He shrugged. “An elf trapped in the human world has to make a living somehow. Believe me, I would rather be using my skills to help my own people, but that’s not possible.”

      “Because you’ve been trapped here for ten years.”

      He nodded. 

      “Wow. Well… Come upstairs. You can have some tea and eat something if you like.”
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        * * *

      

      The sitting room felt much smaller with the tall mercenary sitting there, sipping tea. He was excruciatingly polite and when he saw the Tarot cards, he bowed to her grandmother.

      “I had heard that you have the Sight.”

      “My granddaughter was about to do a reading for the new year,” said Grandma Bella. Behind the elf mercenary’s back, Tia waved her hands to nix that. She was embarrassed enough trying to do a reading in front of Grandma Bella. Tia definitely wasn’t up to a public reading in front of a genuine magical warrior, especially one so gorgeous that she kept forgetting to breathe.

      “You haven’t told us your name,” Tia said. “You’ve heard of my grandmother, Bella, and my name is Tia. You are?”

      “Delson,” he said.

      Grandma Bella set up straight in her chair and looked at him sharply. “That’s an unusual name.”

      “It’s common among our people,” he said.

      “Not that common.”

      They stared at each other for a moment, locked into some silent battle. And then Grandma Bella lowered her eyes and said to Tia, “Let’s go get our guest something to eat. I sensed that he was hungry.”

      Anything was better than doing a Tarot reading in front of Delson.

      In the small kitchenette, Tia hissed at her grandmother, “Do you know him?”

      “I have never met him before,” said Grandma Bella. “Darling, I hate to do this to you, but I am exhausted. Would you mind taking him some food and doing the reading for him? I don’t have the energy.”

      Instantly contrite, Tia hugged her grandmother.  “You go on to bed, Grandma.”

      It would mean being alone with the handsome stranger, but it would also mean Grandma Bella couldn’t pressure her to do the Tarot reading. Tia doubted very much that Delson actually wanted to hear anything she had to say.
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        * * *

      

      When Tia returned to the dining room, Delson was seated expectantly at the reading table. Just as Tia had suspected, he wasn’t happy when he found out that her grandmother would not be doing the reading tonight. However, to her dismay he insisted that she do the reading in Grandma Bella’s place, even though he didn’t bother to hide his disdain for her as a substitute.

      “You’re a half-blood, aren’t you?” he asked insultingly. “I doubt you have enough magic to truly summon a prophecy for the future. But since your grandmother refuses to help me, I suppose I must take what I can get. I spoke to a very powerful witch in Gambia last week, and she told me something important would happen this year that would not only involve me but the entire arcane community. However, she wouldn’t give me any details. She told me I had to come here and seek out the Tarot reader. Then I would learn what I needed to know.”

      “But she must’ve meant my grandmother.”

      “Obviously. Your grandmother does not want me to know what is going to happen either. Just like the witch in Gambia, she is too afraid of the Magician.”

      “Grandma Bella isn’t afraid of anyone.”

      “There’s no shame in it. Everyone is afraid of the Magician.”

      “Even you?” she challenged teasingly.

      “I have more to fear from him than most. He murdered my parents.”

      Tia gasped. “Are you serious? I had no idea... I’m so sorry... How...?”

      “He didn’t cast the spell himself, but he enabled the assassin who murdered them, which amounts to the same thing. He murdered my aunt as well, and many others.”

      She felt terrible about her teasing now. “I’m so sorry. I had no idea…”

      “He is an evil man, and very powerful and, if I am correct, he is in league with the Court of Swords. Do the reading, Half-Elf.”

      “I’m not a Half-Elf,” she sniffed, stung by his scorn, despite her resolve to not care what he thought of her.

      He looked surprised. “I apologize if I mistook you. It’s not just your ears, but your aura…”

      “I am a Quarter-Elf.”

      “Brilliant, “he muttered. 

      “If it matters that much to you,” she said, steaming, “I shouldn’t waste both our time…”

      “Do the reading.”

      “Fine. But don’t blame me if it sucks.”
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