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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, angels, 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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      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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: The Mermaid’s Spring Fling]
          
        

      

      THE MERMAID

      Artesia is at the beach resort to do her job as Assistant Manager, not to enjoy dancing skyclad around the Beltane bonfires. However, when she rescues a guest from drowning in the sea, something sparks between them, leading to a sizzling encounter on the beach.

      Then a call from her mom changes her whole life’s trajectory. Her dad had a heart attack. He needs her to take over his rafting company immediately.

      THE RAFTER

      Aarden has magic of his own—he’s a hereditary witch with strong Elemental Stone magic—but nothing prepares him for the magic he finds in the arms of the gorgeous mystery mermaid. Unfortunately, vacation is over and it’s time for him to return to the mountain town of Arcana Glen to begin his job as a Whitewater Rafting guide.

      That’s when he meets his new boss—the siren he made love to on the beach.

      

      Get the book.
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        April 30, 2022

        New Moon

        Oceanside, California

        The Sea Witch & the Pirate Yacht Club

      

      

      

      Someone handed Artesia Rivers a microphone. She tested it to make sure it was working properly, and then she put on her performance voice and addressed the crowd on the beach.

      “Tonight is the eve before Beltane,” she said. The microphone amplified her velvet smooth voice. “Tomorrow is May Day! In the ancient tongue we called this day, Zarpi’umsu, the Entrance to Summer!

      “According to arcane legends, from sundown tonight until sundown tomorrow, the veils between Summerland and the Mundane Sphere will be thin enough to cross… if you are determined and lucky and blessed by the Spirits of Fire.

      “Now I admit,” she continued with the jovial air of one confiding a secret, “I don’t know if that’s true or not, because I’ve never been to Summerland myself, but all I can say is blessed be—and get lucky!”

      The crowd whooped at the double entendre. At that very moment, the bonfires, which had been set up all across the beach in front of the private resort, were all lit at once. Fire blazed into the air from a dozen locations. Most of the fires were pyramids of logs built in pits, but one huge structure had the shape of a colossal man, woven from wicker and straw. It was the famous Wicker Man of Beltane. In the background, the gorgeous California sun sank over the Pacific.

      The Sea Witch & the Pirate Yacht Club was a private resort slash surfing and fishing club that catered to arcanes. But this was Mundania, after all, so even with the high percentage of witches, shifters, elves and other arcanes in the crowd, most of those present were human. Most of them had no idea that arcanes really existed, or that Summerland and the other magical realms beyond the veil were anything but myth.

      Artesia herself was third-generation Mundania-born, but her clan always married full-blooded arcanes. As a full-blooded arcane herself, Artesia could use her own magic to sense if someone else had magic, but she had to hum or sing to do so. If the other person had any real power, he would sense her probe. So usually, she didn’t probe when speaking to someone one on one. But as she looked over the happy crowd, that started dancing around the bonfires to the music that started up, she hummed along with the electronic song. As she sang, she saw a subtle shift in her vision: individuals began to glow with gold-orange light, like a halo or an aura. It didn’t tell her much, not what kind of magic someone had or what kind of arcane they were, but the glow did distinguish arcanes from mundanes. Those who glowed had magic.

      Her interest in the matter was purely business. As a matter of course, as the assistant manager for the resort, she wanted to get a rough headcount of how many magic users versus normal humans attended their events. Artesia wasn’t planning to do anything nefarious with the information, only tailor the events better to suit the needs of the crowd.

      Her guesstimate was that about a third of the people in the crowd were arcane.  That was a huge percentage, since globally speaking, less than one person in 10,000 was arcane. But the high ratio wasn’t unusual for places like this, that secretly advertised to the magical population. In fact, the town she had grown up in, which was much smaller than Oceanside, the California seaside town where she now worked, had an even higher proportion of arcanes in its everyday population.

      The manager of The Sea Witch & the Pirate Yacht Club, Terry Burns, an older man who was a Fire Witch, nodded and smiled at Artesia as she passed him. Like her, Mr Burns would stay to monitor the crowd and take care of any problems that arose during the event.  But he would do so from his office, leaving her to manage the floor. Mr Burns was close to retirement and had made no secret of his hope that she would take over for him when he left. He was a wonderful boss, so she hated to see him retire. At the same time, Artesia was excited at the prospect of becoming manager. She loved her job, and she knew this was what she wanted to do. Maybe not for the rest of her life, because her kind lived very long lives, but for the foreseeable future.

      A guest bumped into her. Although the party had just started, she could tell from his breath that he was already drunk. He had also decided to celebrate the holiday in the traditional fashion; he had stripped off every last bit of his clothing and he wobbled before her in the nude. He should have reconsidered that. In his inebriated, flaccid state, it wasn’t a good advertisement.

      She tried to simply pass him with a polite murmur of pardon me, but he grabbed her by her shoulders and belched in her face. Not only did his breath stink, but a little jet of fire nearly singed off her nose. She jerked back in alarm. Great, he was not only a drunk, he was a drunk witch. That was not a good combination.

      “Hey, babe,” he said. “I’m a Fire Witch.”

      As if the flame burp hadn’t given that away.

      “I can take you to Summerland.” The way he leered at her indicated he was using this as a metaphor for something else entirely.

      “Thanks, but no thanks,” she said firmly, again trying to push her way past him. His grip tightened on her shoulders.

      She was about to signal security when another man hurried up to them. This man was wearing nothing but swim trunks, but from his broad muscular chest, he probably would’ve been able to pull off the Beltane fashion look a lot better than his scrawny companion. Artesia wondered if he was another Fire Witch. She was not singing right now, but the echo of her magic still lingered, and she could see the glow of an aura around him indicating that he had magic. He had suntanned, caramel skin and dark tousled hair, but his eyes were brilliant emerald green.

      He grabbed the naked man who was molesting her and pried him off, gently but implacably.

      “Sorry about that,” Emerald Eyes apologized. “My friend started the party early.  He’s normally not this obnoxious, I swear.”

      She nodded. It was a job hazard that came with the territory of working at a resort where people came to vacation and forget their everyday troubles.

      “It’s no problem,” she said. “But be careful, because there may be more than just alcohol at this party. Although no love spells are allowed, sometimes people sneak them in, and some of them are easy to slip into drinks or even airborne. If anyone put something in one of the bonfires, it would be in the smoke, and you wouldn’t even notice it because it doesn’t have a distinct smell.”

      If Emerald Eyes was a Fire Witch, then love spells would be like bread and butter to him, and he would shrug this warning off. But his gorgeous eyes widened slightly, and Artesia knew he hadn’t thought of this danger before she mentioned it. He nodded somberly.

      “Thanks for the warning,” he said, and he wasn’t being sarcastic.

      Probably not a fire witch then. Her curiosity kicked up a notch. Of course, it had nothing to do with the fact that he was drop dead gorgeous or that he had played the gallant champion to rescue her from his friend—or maybe rescue his friend from getting kicked out of the club. Either way, she found it sweet.

      “But I wanna go to Summerland,” muttered his drunk friend.

      “No, you don’t,” said Emerald Eyes.  “For one thing, the Gates are closed, no matter what holiday it is. For another, even if you could get there, you would find Summerland under 5 feet of snow, occupied by nasty Ice Giants and Winter Elves.”

      “Huh?” His friend didn’t get it.

      But Artesia’s gaze flew to Emerald Eyes. They exchanged a long, knowing look. She realized that he not only had magic, but he knew something about what was really going on in the arcane realms. The other Spheres were embroiled in a terrible war, and had been for the last decade, but most witches were humans whose ancestors had lived on earth for generations. They had only the most tenuous connection to the other Spheres, usually only bits and pieces of family lore. They didn’t follow current arcane affairs in the news.

      He dipped his head in acknowledgment that he knew she knew a little more about reality. But then he wheeled his friend away from her and returned to another part of the beach. Artesia shook herself free of her fascination. She wasn’t here to flirt with a guest. That wouldn’t be professional.

      She returned to her watchful mingling with the crowd. She did some troubleshooting when an issue came up from catering, and also intervened in a fight that threatened to break out between two guests. She hummed to them to get their attention, and thereafter spoke soothingly in a singsong voice. Her magic was not strong enough to make them do anything that would have violated their free will, but it was enticing enough to lower them back to the behavior they themselves knew to be right. They calmed down and another small crisis was avoided.

      More and more people in the crowd stripped naked to dance around the bonfires. People danced, people flirted, people told jokes and laughed and chased each other in the sand. She watched with a small smile, not able to join them, but happy to bask in their enjoyment. That was one of the things she loved about her job. It was her role to make things run smoothly and to keep people happy. She liked making people happy. Part of her magic involved a low-level psychic awareness of other people’s emotions, so being around happy people was literally her own cup of happiness.

      The Wicker Man was now completely engulfed in flames, yet the resilient wicker did not burn down quickly. The result was a magnificent and terrifying sight: a giant of living flame. According to arcane legend, if a witch or other wielder of Elemental magic wished to ascend to the highest level of power over the Element, he could enclose himself in the Wicker Man. If he released his ego completely, he would become one with his Element and not burn. A Fire Witch would become one with the flame; a Water Witch would douse the flame; a Wind Witch would hurl the flame away with a whirlwind; a Stone Witch would endure the flame. But if any attempted to ascend who were unworthy, the fire would consume them.

      There were darker whispers about the Wicker Man as well. Some magic users were afraid to test their own flesh against the flame, but craved the power of the immolation, so they bound an unwilling captive inside and burned their victim alive, as a human sacrifice. It was not the Elemental Spirits or the Light who traded favors for such a sacrifice, but demons and the Ancient Ones of Darkpyre.

      At this festival, however, there were no saints or sacrifices, only men and women enjoying themselves. The only thing they cast into the fire were pieces of paper, upon which they’d written the bad habits they wanted to discard. Some of them also threw in their clothing, to dance skyclad, naked, around the Wicker Man.

      Beyond the fires burning on the white sand, Artesia could sense the immensity of the ocean. Although the oceans in the Mundane Sphere were not magic, the earthly water still had some mystical kinship to the Elemental Water of the birthplace of her ancestors, the Sphere of Springvale. She loved living near the ocean.

      A phone trilled in her pocket. Artesia carried two cell phones, a work phone and a family phone. She used a different ringtone for every person she knew, so she immediately recognized the ringtone from her mom. Mom knew Artesia would be working on an important holiday like this, so it was strange that she was calling. With a shiver of unpleasant premonition, Artesia answered the phone.
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      “Your father had a heart attack,” Mom said without preamble.

      “By the Light!” cried Artesia. “Is he…?”

      “He’s alive,” said Mom. “We took him to Naya the Dryad... you know, the Healer.”

      Artesia nodded, not surprised her parents had sought out an arcane healer rather than taking her father to a human hospital.

      “She was able to save his life,” continued Mom. “But she warned him that he would need to slow down, or it could happen again, and the next time we might not be able to get home to a healer in time.

      “Of course,” Mom went on, “You know your father. He refuses to slow down even if it endangers his house. The only way he’s going to take care of himself is if you return home and take over the business.”

      Artesia swallowed. Her stomach dropped. Her parents had been badgering her for years to return home. They made no secret that they wanted her to take over the business they had built together over several decades. She thought this argument was over when she moved to California and took the job at The Sea Witch and the Pirate, but now her mother had produced a trump card that Artesia could not refuse.

      “Please,” begged Mom, driving in the knife. “He needs you. We both need you. It wouldn’t have to be forever…”

      Artesia shut her eyes and inhaled a breath
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