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About the Book:

She’s a mermaid out of water. He’s the man who can quench her thirst.

The clock is ticking for Alara, daughter of the Sea King, and her exploration of land. Rumor has it that a treasure unearthed from an ancient seabed near the town of Magic, New Mexico, can help. The painted pearl carries the power of the ocean, bringing the waters wherever its bearer wishes. With the pearl, she can carry the sea with her and convince land dwellers to respect and protect the oceans.

All she has to do is find it before sundown of the sixth day, after which she must return to the sea forever. Too bad her competition is cunning...and mouthwateringly seductive.

Wizard Devon Kaleo is a collector of rare magical artefacts. He has his sights set on finding the legendary painted pearl to defend his homeland, but his clever and alluring rival Alara threatens to derail his mission. And she’s not the only one—a mad sea god seeks the power of the pearl so he can drown all the lands of Earth.

The wayward mermaid and rogue sorcerer can accept defeat, or they can join forces to win the pearl, but only if they can trust one another and the passion they share.

Tropes: Enemies to lovers, forbidden love
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NOTE

No pufferfish were harmed in the making of this novella.

Dedication

To Jody, my friend, collaborator, and all-around awesome writer.

If you’re a fish out of water, find yourself an oyster and love him until he makes a pearl.
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AT THE END, DON’T MISS About the Author and a bonus excerpt by Jody Wallace from Pearl of Wisdom, the tenth book in the Dragons of Tarakona stories. It releases February 2021, and we’ve included the whole chapter.
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IMAGINE THE WORLDS of Magic, New Mexico... A series that brings together outstanding paranormal and science fiction authors to expand a town where witches, aliens, vampires, werewolves, goblins, sorceresses, pirates, time travelers, and paranormal live in harmony - when they aren’t joining forces to defeat the bad guys. A magical town where being abnormal is the norm!

I’m S.E. Smith, the creator of Magic, New Mexico and I invite you to curl up with each book now and discover all the action, the magic, and the love that makes Magic, New Mexico the ultimate go-to series for Paranormal / Science Fiction Romance readers.

For all the stories, go to MagicNewMexico.com/books/. Grab your copy today!
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The daughter of the Sea King emerged from the waves, her body clad in the regalia of her people that covered the abomination of her legs. What a fool she was. To destroy her beauty and mock the majesty of their kind by taking on the form of the wretched land dwellers. The shining swirls of the transformation collar, the enchanted tattoo that allowed her to endure the land, shimmered around her pale neck. So misguided, this young one, but she would soon learn.

They would all learn when there were no more land dwellers.

When there was no more dry land.

As much as it pained him, Ikomara shed his natural form and, for the first time in millennia, set foot on land as he tracked the princess. To do so was beneath him and his status as a powerful god of the sea. But he, too, must blend in if he was to follow the future ruler of the last great sea kingdom. She would lead him to what was left of the ancient ones, the Leviathan, guardian of the most powerful and magnificent pieces of magic ever created.

The princess stumbled slightly and cursed. “These legs are going to take some getting used to,” she said to her companion, another of the merfolk. “But I do like them. Now, we don’t have much time to reach the excavation site. We may not be the only ones with contacts in the archaeological world, you know.”

Her companion, who had not donned the form of the land dwellers, swiveled and swirled in her bowl, examining the rocky beach with suspicion. The princess’s guard, one of the merfolk who didn’t deign to wear land legs, said, “I’m not sure we’re alone here.”

The guard was shaped like a pufferfish, but the tentacles she extended from the bowl in which she floated did not belong to the mundane species. At will, she could grow in size and silvery spikes would appear  at the tips of each tentacle, which she could wave  in the air with impressive speed. This one was a worthy guard indeed, and the ability of her enchanted tentacles to extend outside of the water she carried in her bowl, water that protected her body, would allow her to fight on land as well as in water.

“I sense...something,” the princess said. “What do you think it could be?” 

“I don’t know, but I’m not taking any chances with your safety.”

Though he was concealed by the rocks, Ikomara created a sea mist to hide his hideous form and cursed legs. The daughter of sea king was clever and apparently had the ability to detect his presence. He approved. This one kept to the old ways.

One day soon she would be an ally and an asset, as would her guard.

The rest would follow, and Ikomara, long forgotten with the other ancients, would and unleash the power of the ocean over all the dry lands of the Earth. His people, the merfolk and their kindred, would rise once more and fill the new seas with life, multiplying and thriving as they had done when there were no land dwellers to pollute and pillage and fill the gallant oceans with their garbage.

“I can’t see anything in this fog,” said the princess. “And I don’t sense anything now, either. Could we have been followed, or am I just being paranoid?”

The guard relaxed, retracting her lethal tentacles. Ikomara’s concealing fog drifted around the merfolk in swirls of white. “Why would anyone follow us? You only have six days and they think we’re on vacation. It’s not as if we aren’t allowed to go to Magic, New Mexico. Many of our kind have visited the sanctuary town, you know—for fun, for diplomatic relations with other magical creatures, and for business.”

Magic, New Mexico. That sounded familiar to Ikomara. Was that where the princess thought their target had been uncovered? She’d mentioned an excavation site, which made sense, as the remains of the Leviathan would lay beneath many layers of sediment representing epochs of time and geological change.

And where those bones rested was where they’d find the pearl.

“I realize we’re allowed to be here,” said the sea princess. “But this fog feels different. It feels like...”

“Magic?”

They both laughed, and the corners of Ikomara’s lips curled into a smile. Strange how this pair softened the old god’s heart and made him forget, at least for a moment, his bitterness. Fitting that they would provide to him the means to make all the bitter things on the surface of the Earth drown beneath the waves.

As part of the royal family, the daughter of the sea king was one of the few living creatures who could sense the pearl. He would follow her to the ends of the Earth in order to find it, to reclaim the world that rightly belonged to Mother Ocean.

“It could be leftover magic from the seahorses we traveled with,” the guard said. “They had to conceal themselves before coming ashore to trade with the selkies.” 

“You’re right,” the princess said. “I’m just jittery. I didn’t like lying to Father, but really, what’s the harm in looking? I know he doesn’t believe, but I do.”

The guard twirled in her bowl. “Don’t worry about it. If we find the pearl, great. If we don’t, no harm done. Now, let’s get going. I want to see some sights while we have time—six days and counting.”

The guard floated in her bowl as the princess walked away from the deserted beach, laughing and chattering about their adventure. They would find the pearl. Ikomara knew it. Fate had brought all of them here, and fate would lead him to the pearl and his destiny.

“Go, my children,” he whispered. “Let the blessings of the sea lead us to victory.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One



[image: image]


The legendary painted pearl rested among the fossilized remains of the prehistoric sea creature as if it was nothing more than an ordinary round bone. Centuries of sedimentary build up coated its surface, dulling its iridescence. Devon Kaleo, wizard and soon to be thief, scanned the pearl one more time with a touch of blue water magic from an amulet, just to be sure.

It was the pearl, all right. The power of the ocean practically throbbed out of it in a tidal wave.

He let his camouflage spell lapse. None of the construction site workers were close enough to spot him. He should be in and out in under three minutes. The guide he’d hired to bring him through the permanent portal between the dimensions had a mission of her own today but had given him her cell phone number for emergencies.

All Devon had to do was grab the pearl while assuming his disguise as one of the construction crew and smuggle it out of the excavation site. He’d debated on whether to maintain the concealment spell while he retrieved the pearl, but he figured that it would be more conspicuous if a local spotted bones and rocks appearing to  move on their own. That would be riskier, he’d decided.

He marched across the sandy scrub as if he belonged on the crew. His pulse raced. There was only a minute’s walk between his current position and the tables on which they’d carefully placed the fossils to await the assessment of an archaeologist. The yellow hardhat he’d borrowed along with the work clothing emblazoned with the company logo helped him blend in. He didn’t want to risk casting too many spells from his home planet, Tarakona, because many folks in Magic, New Mexico, were highly sensitive about residents of his dimension sauntering around as if they had every right to be here. Not that their bad reputation wasn’t rightly earned. His guide had been very careful to emphasize the need to “act Earthy.” He’d been to Earth before, searching for artefacts like the pearl.

With a little luck and intestinal fortitude, the pearl would soon be his.

The construction site for the new embassy was a mesh of physical and magical workings as the subcontractors for Dwarf Demolition, Inc. labored. The portal to Tarakona was half a kilometer or so away, the only permanent one between Tarakona and Earth. Not that everyone knew about it, but his people, the Honu, certainly did, and so did everyone in Magic, New Mexico.

Hence the embassy—a Tarakonan outpost to regulate the crossings between worlds that had been causing so much chaos of late. The embassy couldn’t be located near the portal itself for some Earth reason called “zoning restrictions.”

Devon kept his head down and his pace steady. He resembled a human, as did all Tarakonan wizards. Most of the building crew were trolls, who were closer to three meters tall compared to his almost two. He’d need to be unremarkable. Or, as his cousin Zuri always said, in the parlance of Earth, “You need to blend.”

She would know. As a spy living on Earth for a time, Zuri had observed the customs of the people, especially in the town of Magic. Like all non-mainland Tarakonans, she had to be careful not to reveal anything about their homeland. The power-hungry mainland Tarakonans would seek out and invade Honu if they knew of its existence. Then again, that was why he was here. He sought an artefact, a piece of Earth magic that could conceal his homeland.

The fact that his mission wasn’t exactly authorized or approved by the Pirate King who ruled Honu made the mission even more perilous. But if the pearl did what the legends claimed, it could be the key to keeping Honu safe and hidden.

He approached the table, glanced around, and acted like he was organizing the many bones on the table’s surface. He worked his way toward the pearl, his palms sweaty. Dust rose and people called out to one another as they toiled in the hot sun. This area on Earth was hotter than his native islands in Honu, and so much dryer. 

But, because of the peculiar composition of Earth in the dimensional matrix, Earth magics had evolved in very different ways than those of other dimensions.  That had made for the best and most powerful artefacts.

Artefacts that could sink an island—or protect it from invaders.

Devon had almost reached the pearl when a voice called out to him.

“Hey, you there! Why aren’t you helping move those rocks?” A large, buxom troll with a clipboard and a menacing glare emerged from a nearby canvas tent. 

Hells, he’d been spotted. Well, he’d been in worse spots. His job tracking, retrieving, and studying artefacts from Earth was not exactly risk-free.

“Taking a break,” he replied in a passable imitation of the local accent. There were a few people on the crew of his height, if not his species. But the troll supervisor wouldn’t know he wasn’t from Earth. “I wanted to get a look at the fossils. I’ve always loved dinosaurs.”

The troll snorted. The nametag on her shirt read “Madge.” “I don’t think these are regular old dinosaur bones. I think these are from one of the merfolk’s ancestral species.”

Devon pretended to be confused. How much did people on Earth know about the ancient merfolk and their sea kingdoms? The great sea titans had lived well before mundane humans had evolved, and the only legends of them he’d found existed within Earth’s modern sea kingdoms.

“Never heard of such a creature,” he said. He continued to admire the items on the table. The smaller fossils were placed rather haphazardly with the giant, toothy jawbones on tarps behind the tables. The larger bones were propped against nearby rocks. He recognized the jawbone as belonging to a dragonesque creature that would have dwarfed the ancient megalodon—and all the dragon types on Tarakona to boot. 

The pearl was incongruous among all the other bones and bits, but he knew her when he saw her. That was no mere ball joint broken from the socket of a fin. Freed from the protective spell of the ground and the last Leviathan’s death, the pearl’s power glowed for the few who knew how to look for it. That wouldn’t be many, but he had trained for this.

Madge poked one of the huge teeth on the table. “I’m telling you, those bones don’t come from your average Plesiosaur. They’re from the ancient ones, the old guardians of the sea.”

It seemed the troll supervisor was an amateur archaeologist in addition to a lot more well versed in the legends of the sea people than he would have expected. He only knew about them because of his research. The sea people were fairly reclusive, since they couldn’t leave the ocean for more than six days at a time thanks to the limitations of their enchantments. Plus, most of them hated land dwellers.

So how was he going to steal the pearl with the supervisor yapping at him and arguing about species of the ancients of the deep?

“That is a really big tooth,” he told Madge agreeably. “But dinosaurs were really big, too.”

Madge just shook her head at his skepticism. “The magical archaeologists are going to be here any time now. The Carboniferous seabed in this area supported reefs and attracted the ancestors of the merfolk. You shouldn’t be here.”

Shit, the troll was suspicious.

Any archaeologist, magical or nonmagical, would quickly realize the pearl wasn’t a bone. It would only take a bit of careful chipping to remove that outer coating and reveal the pearl’s true appearance.

It seemed he was going to have to risk using some of his magic in the presence of Earth denizens, after all. Were trolls a magic sensitive species? He was about to find out.
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Devon ran a forearm across his brow as if wiping off sweat—okay, to actually wipe off sweat, because it was hot here. Then he rested his hand against his chest, where his talismans hung under his shirt, and they pressed against his bare skin.

Now he could access their magic. He sensed the purple one, the control talisman, and tapped its small reservoir of power. He didn’t have much purple, but he shouldn’t need a lot.

“I will stay here and wait for the archaeologist for you,” he told the friendly supervisor. “That will free you up to monitor the crew.” He closed the distance between them and held up his hand to shake hers.

“They don’t need monitoring,” Madge told him, confused, but she was polite enough to fold his hand into her big one for a shake. Earth people weren’t much like Tarakonan dragons, who wouldn’t touch anyone they didn’t know if they could help it.

He let the purple power trickle into her, changing her mind ever so slightly. It wouldn’t harm her. She blinked several times, nodded, and walked away from him.

He didn’t love using control magic, a skill he’d learned from his cousin Zuri. Not all wizards could master it, but anyone whose job took them away from Honu was required to. The purple magic allowed people from Honu to conceal their existence from both people on Earth and Tarakonans from the mainland if
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