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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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      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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      The Sheriff

      All the evidence pointed to Sheriff Spencer Lawrence as the man who let a prisoner escape. The man who killed a fellow cop. Even Spencer himself can’t remember what happened in the critical few minutes when the shooting took place.

      But when a mystery benefactor breaks Spencer out of a maximum security prison on the 4th of July, he knows this is his only chance to find out who framed him and why.

      

      The Shifter

      Wolf Shifter Rowena Grayhide was once arrested—buck naked—by the rugged, handsome Sheriff. Now she’s supposed to help him evade the law.

      No way. Not even if her Alpha orders it. She tries to do the right thing, and turn him in…. Call it payback.

      But it isn’t the law that’s after Spencer after all. It’s a much more dangerous, arcane enemy. If Rowena and Spencer are going to stay free, she has to trust him with her secret.

      

      Get the book.
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        July 4, 2017

        Parking lot outside The Woodland Grill

        Arcana Glen, Colorado

      

      

      

      Rowena Grayhide shrugged off her t-shirt and threw it aside.

      The crowd in the parking lot hooted approval. There were about forty or fifty Shifters here tonight, some from her pack, some other local arcanes, some out-of-towners. Some of them held sparklers, others set off small, noisy “poppers.” In the distance, fireworks from the town’s official display blossomed in the sky. But the Shifters were celebrating Independence Day in their own way.

      Rowena wore a sports bra. The summer night was warm and her body already glistened with sweat. Her feet were bare on the cold gravel of the parking lot, but she ignored the gravel, broken grass, and cigarette butts as if they weren’t there.

      She felt it though, she felt every pebble. On nights like this, when the full moon rose over the mountains, her blood ran hot, her wolf close to the surface, she felt every sensation tenfold.

      The crowd gathered in a rough circle around her and the other Shifter woman who were preparing to fight.

      Next, she shimmied out of her jeans. She was down to her bra and panties, both black Lycra. The crowd howled their appreciation again, especially the males. Proud of her toned, muscular body, she raised her fists in the air, screaming, “Yeah! That’s right!”

      The other woman wasn’t a local, but Rowena knew she was a Bear Shifter, knew her name was Dezzie. Rowena didn’t know Dezzie’s last name, didn’t care.

      Dezzie sneered, “Stop playing around, puppy!” as she stripped naked. She was a huge woman, even in human form. She roared, even in human form, like a grizzly.

      Rowena smirked, unimpressed.

      She stripped off her bra and panties, tossed them with her other clothes.

      “Don’t steal my undies, Max,” she warned the Weasel Shifter, who was already edging toward the clothes, “Or I will bite off one of your fingers.”

      The weasel jerked back and skittered away.

      Rowena had already focused on Dezzie. Both women now stood facing each other, naked, in the circle of men and women who were shouting, making bets on the fight, calling out offers to mate with the winner.

      Both women shifted to their animals and attacked.

      Wolf versus Bear.

      Rowena surrendered to her wolf. No pesky human thoughts worried her during a fight. Her animal responded to the grizzly attack at an atavistic level.

      Fur. Blood. Bone. Bite. Roar…!

      Sirens. Lights. Screams…

      No, wait, what?

      Rowan, her brother, and Julia, her cousin, were shouting at her, “Change back, change back! Rowena, you have to shift! The cops are here!”

      The words made no sense to her wolf.

      It made no sense to the bear either. She didn’t shift, she attacked again. Wolf demanded that Rowena leap to meet the aggressor.

      Wolf versus Bear.

      The fight was all that mattered. In the back of Rowena’s wolf body, the human woke up. Human worries muscled into the brain. The sirens, the red and blue lights… But that wasn’t enough to distract the wolf from her rival. This couldn’t stop until one of them won and one surrendered—or died.

      They kept fighting until the wolf took down her enemy. The bear fell unconscious to the ground. Dezzie lost consciousness and shifted back to human.

      That surrender allowed Rowena to finally shift back as well. Triumph surged through her, and she fist-pumped the air. “Hell yeah!”

      No one echoed her cry of triumph. Nobody in the crowd cheered. In fact, it was eerily silent. The parking lot was empty.

      All the Shifters had scattered because the cops had arrived..

      Footsteps on the gravel approached.

      A man cleared his throat.

      Rowena looked up into the eyes of Spencer Lawson standing above her.

      She was naked, splattered in blood, some from an enormous bear bite on her upper arm but most from the bear. Rowena’s mouth was scarlet like a blood-guzzling monster. She knelt over the body of another naked woman who was bleeding from five different places Rowena had bit her.

      “Would you care to explain yourself, Ms Grayhide?” Spencer Lawson asked.

      He raised his eyebrow.

      Suddenly she imagined herself as he must see her. She wouldn’t have cared if it had been any other cop but him. But she had known him since back in high school, when he was the most gorgeous senior in the school, and she was a dreamy-eyed freshman.

      Her cheeks burned scarlet with humiliation.

      His eyes slid past her and landed on Dezzie.

      The speck of amusement in his eyes vanished, replaced by real disapproval and concern.

      “We are taking you in Miss Grayhide,” he said sternly.

      Everything was all business after that. While his companion checked the pulse on Dizzy, Sheriff Lawson read off her Miranda rights.

      The other cop, Jarvis, whom she had never liked, cemented in her mind what a big jerk he was. He wanted to handcuff Rowena just as she was, and make her walk naked through the police bullpen. But Spencer allowed her to put her clothes back on over her blood splattered body, although he watched her keenly the entire time.

      “Are you enjoying the peep show, Sheriff?” she asked bitterly.

      In fact, he wasn’t leering at her, and she knew it. It was the disappointment and disgust radiating off of him that made her lash out.

      “There are more important things in this world than your tits, Grayhide,” he retorted. “You may have killed this woman.”

      Rowena could have told him that Dezzie was as strong as a grizzly bear, and magic besides. She could’ve taken five slugs of lead to the chest and still been walking by the end of the week. Sure, Rowena had won the fight, but Dezzie was in no danger of dying from a few wolf bites.

      But Rowena wasn’t going to bother telling that to a human. And no matter how hot he was, Spencer was only human.

      “Was it self-defense?” he asked. He was playing Good Cop now. “Is that why you did it?”

      He invited her to respond, but when she only gave him the middle finger, his face hardened again.

      “Or was it for kicks and cash?” Deep disgust etched his friend. He gestured to the empty parking lot. “I know about the fights you guys hold up here. It’s got to stop, Rowena. Do you really want to live your life like this? You’re a smart girl. You could do so much more with your life.”

      “You don’t know jack about me, Sheriff,” Rowena scoffed.

      “I know you’re gonna spend the night in jail,” he said. ”And if you’re not careful, the rest of your life in prison.”
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        July 4, 2022, Monday

        Colorado State Penitentiary

        Cañon City, Colorado

      

      

      
      Spencer was going to spend the rest of his life in prison.

      On a day when people across the United States were celebrating freedom, Spencer Lawson sat in a 7-by-13-foot cell. The walls were cinder blocks painted white, the floor was cement, and bars covered the narrow sliver of a window. Sink, toilet, and shower were all stainless-steel units with no removable parts. Even the mirror was steel because broken glass could be used as a weapon. An uncomfortable concrete slab with a thin mattress served as his bed, a concrete stub next to a tray in the wall served as his desk and chair if he wanted to write. A closed-circuit television was fixed to the shelf, mostly featuring sermons by preachers urging sinners to return to the Light.

      “Don’t abandon the Light!” caterwauled one annoying fellow. He said everything in a smug, insincere sing-song that made Lawson long for the down-to-earth sermons of his hometown preacher, Pastor Mike.

      “What if the Light abandoned me?” Spencer asked the tiny television rhetorically.

      Spencer didn’t deny that someone had shot Deputy Zeke Ithidor in cold blood. It just wasn’t him. He’d maintained his innocence since the trial which had moved at lightning speed compared to the glacial pace of justice that he’d always seen applied to the criminals he’d arrested. In fact, some of the guys Spencer had arrested last year, when he’d still been the chief Sheriff of Arcana County, had still not stood trial, while Spencer had already been sentenced to life in a Level 5 maximum security prison.

      That meant he was in Ad-Seg, administrative segregation—also known as solitary confinement—for twenty-three hours a day. He was allowed an hour in the yard, nothing more. As a former cop, he was hated by the prisoners. Some of them, he had put away. As an alleged “cop killer,” he was equally despised by the wardens and prison staff. Being locked up alone was probably the safest place he could have been in this place, where everyone loathed him.

      But Spencer hated the isolation, which was more than physical. His own family had turned their backs on him. Spencer’s father was dead, but his grandfather and uncle and younger brother had not come to visit him once. Only his sister Marla came to visit, but even she couldn’t hide her shame and disappointment in him. She didn’t believe he was innocent either. Spencer knew that his arrest, the gruesome crime, and splashy trial had been fodder for the gossips in Arcana Glen, his hometown, ever since Ithidor’s death. Spencer’s name was mud now, his reputation trash.

      How could he expect anyone to stand by him, given the mountains of evidence against him? That’s what baffled Spencer. If he hadn’t been the principal involved, he’d have believed he was guilty too.

      The camera footage from the police office showed Spencer Lawson shooting his fellow officer in cold blood.

      Spencer’s prints were on the gun.

      Eyewitnesses, the other deputies in the bull pen, claimed to have seen him do it with their own eyes.

      Even Spencer’s own brother, then Deputy Sheriff Cody Lawson, had testified against Spencer. Cody had been standing in the same hall where Spencer supposedly shot Zeke.

      The big problem? Spencer had no memory of it. He remembered everything from that day with crystal clarity except for the most crucial seven minutes.
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        February 3, Thursday

        Arcana Glen Police Station

      

      

      
      It was a chilly day in February. In the bullpen his officers were engaged in their usual banter. Marla had brought in donuts, and as usual Rodriguez and Canter were arguing over who would get the cherry filled one.

      Cantor was telling another gruesome story about one of the bodies he found back when he was working in upper New York state. It was a sad story about an 18-year-old girl who had just graduated and been accepted  to prestigious East Coast College. She was headed home for the summer with her family, when she fell asleep at the wheel.

      “She didn’t even touch a drop of alcohol,” Cantor said sadly. “But she fell asleep at the wheel, wrapped her car and her brain around a tree. I had to go break the news to her family.”

      “How many car accidents did you see, Cantor?” Rodriguez asked incredulously.

      Rodriguez had moved to town, not been born there, but, like Spencer, he had only ever worked the beat in Arcana Glen.

      “You guys are so spoiled here,” said Cantor. “You have no idea how many traffic incidents I had to deal with back in New York.”

      “What do you expect from a big city?”

      “I wasn’t in the city of New York, just the state,” said Cantor with good cheer. “It was a small town, doofus. I was usually first to the scene of a crash. Hated it. I thought I would see a lot more car crashes up here in the mountains, with the crazy roads you have, and the even crazier drivers. But I’ve been here three years and never seen someone who actually died in a car crash. Not even Julia what’s-her-name. Remember when she was caught in that landslide? When I saw those rocks all over the road, I thought she was a goner for sure. And she walked out of the car without a scratch on her. It’s like this town is charmed or something.”

      “Julia Grayhide.” Rodriguez smiled slyly. “Did I ever tell you about the time Spencer arrested her sister buck naked?”

      “Not true,” said Spencer.

      “It was so true,” said Rodriguez. “I got it straight from Zeke, and Zeke don’t lie.”

      “I was there,” said Zeke, calmly. Zeke was always called “Zeke,” a nickname, instead of his full last name. His full name was Ithidor Zekelion. Zeke was always as serene as a winter morning. “I can confirm that the young woman in question was indeed without a shred of clothing when we arrived on the scene. Unless you count all the blood she was wearing.”

      “I meant, it’s not true that she was Julia’s sister,” corrected Spencer. “She was her cousin. Get the story right.”

      They all laughed.

      The bell at the front of the station rang, indicating they had a visitor checking in at the front desk. Betty was handling the sign-in. Spencer meandered over. The visitor was the fancy lawyer who had come to represent Lorna Smith. Smith’s ex-husband, the Magician, had paid for the lawyer, which was probably a conflict of interest since he was the victim of the burglary. And maybe that was why this was the third lawyer that Smith had interviewed and rejected.

      Spencer didn’t care. His part of the process of law was done, as far as he was concerned, although he was anxious for Laura to move out of his jail. The station only had two cells in the back, and Ozzie, the town drunk, was often in the other one, which meant both cells were full. Spencer always liked to have a spare open, just in case.

      Spencer sequestered the lawyer into the interview room and then went to fetch Lorna Smith.

      “Do I have to cuff you?” Spencer asked her.

      The pretty Rihanna-look-alike smiled at him with a sardonic brow raised. “Are you afraid a little lady like me can overpower a big strong man like you?  Besides, sweetheart, when have I ever caused you any trouble? I’m in no hurry to leave here. It’s not like I got someplace better to be.”

      “Don’t you have any family besides your ex-husband, Smith?”

      “My kids were taken by the system, Sheriff,” she said sadly. “I just want to get them back, but I don’t know how.”

      “Clean living and hard work?”

      “You’re a funny man, Sheriff.”

      He felt sorry for her, but he had nothing more helpful to offer more than a sympathetic shrug. Privately, he figured that if her kids had been taken away, it was probably because she had done something to deserve it. But he wasn’t here to argue with her about the justice system.

      “Your new lawyer is here,” said Spencer. “I’m not going to cuff you, just come with me, nice-like, to the interview room, and maybe I’ll get you a doughnut.”

      “You’re a real gentleman, Sheriff,” said Lorna. “I’m glad to see they ain’t gone out of style yet.”

      He let her out of the cell. In the other cell, across the aisle, Ozzie was snoring away. Everything was normal.

      It was a short distance from the cells at the back of the station, to the interview room, roughly in the middle of the station.  Smith walked in front, Spencer, two steps behind her. They hadn’t even reached the
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