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A Note From The Author

 

Licensed Ham Radio operators, or even those with an interest in the hobby, will quickly note that the call signs mentioned in the Radio Arcana books do not follow ITU country prefixes or the tradition that exists here in the US of higher privileged licenses receiving shorter call signs, if the operator so desires. This has been done deliberately to avoid confusion with actual call signs in a country as much as possible. For the purposes of Radio Arcana, everyone has a six digit call sign, starting with a two letter abbreviation for the country, and then a random four character assignment. In this way, those using these very special frequencies, which are described as being outside of the normal bands allocated to ham radio to accommodate the need for secrecy that those with magic have, can quickly identify where someone is located. 

All call signs and frequencies mentioned are meant to be fictitious and any resemblence to real call signs or individuals is purely coincidental. Due to the nature of radio waves, the frequencies do exist; however, according to FCC rules they are not allocated to ham radio and even my fictional characters need to avoid interfering with other traffic. To that end, I’ve tried to stay true to the scientific and practical laws and applications of ham radio, and any errors are mine alone. 

- A Licensed Ham Radio Operator


Join the Community for Free Stories

When you join the Muse Happens Community (https://kitauthor.com/community) you’ll gain access to read two free serial stories before they’re released as novels. Receive one chapter each month as well as 5% off books at Kit’s webstore.

[image: A book cover with lightning  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Through A Portal Storm (Limenl Magus Book 1)

Pulled through a portal Tye discovers a world where magic and unicorns are real and the truth about the father he never knew. Before he can reconnect with his father and create his new life, he learns he was brought through the portal for a reason: save the unicorns and their bondeds who are dying from a mysterious illness.

But there’s more to the illness than his science can discover, because what he learns may upend everything they knew about magic and then some.

The first two chapters are free for everyone to read. Become a community member to read more at https://kitauthor.com/story/through-a-portal-storm.

[image: A book cover with a cup  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]The Search for Apollo’s Chalice

There’s a new division within Tempus Armis, the time traveling branch of the magical enforcement agency known only as Armis, and their name is loosely translated as the Time Archivists. Their mission: go through time and find magical artifacts to bring them back into Musimagium custody for safekeeping.

A group of four magic users, each with their animal companion, join forces to find Apollo’s Chalice, an artifact rumored to give the bearer unmitigated magical power. But when the artifact goes into the hands of a new player, all of time is changed and it’s up to the Time Archivists to put things back the way they were—if they can.

https://kitauthor.com/story/the-search-for-apollos-chalice/
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The Pegasus Enchantment Book 1

 

Once a celebrated concert pianist, Sonia Morales retired to the New Mexico countryside after her RA made it impossible to continue her career. She cared for her special plot of land and some magical equines as best as she could. She never imagined getting close to them or forming a bond until the night a storm knocks down their shelter and the fate of their filly is revealed. If she doesn’t bond with a human and fly, she’ll die. Sonia fears her body isn’t up to the task, though her magic and spirit are willing. Discovering the reason for the filly’s fears of humans makes her more determined than ever to protect them. She’s offered the chance of a lifetime and an opportunity to help not just her filly, but all pegasus. Is she strong enough to take it? And can a disabled woman and a pegasus with PTSD bond enough to fly?
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Excerpt

Who needed to check a weather app when my knuckles told me when storms were coming. The one headed in our direction would be a doozy, if the throbbing in my fingers were any indication. I rubbed my hands and watched clouds gather on the horizon. A bolt of lightning cut through the rapidly darkening skies, bringing with it the scent of ozone. A cool breeze washed over me redolent with the scent of rain. I breathed deeply. 

Summer humidity always made my joints hurt more and I longed to have the air release its heavy load and bring both of us some relief. Supposedly this part of New Mexico wasn’t supposed to be that humid, but we were close enough to get the storms that popped over the plains. A shadow darkened the sky overhead, bigger than the vultures that occasionally circled the property. I wasn’t dead yet, I’d tell them with a laugh, though with the piano in my living room perpetually silent, I might as well be.

Thunder rumbled as the large Pegasus stallion landed and cantered to his small herd, no doubt to urge his mare and their two-year old filly into the shelter I’d built. I knew if I hiked over the hill I’d see the unicorn pair already inside the sturdy structure. How these magical creatures had made their way to my eastern New Mexico ranch, I’d never know. I lacked a node to hold power, though one or two ley lines crossed the property and perhaps they’d followed them here. Either way, they had arrived, and I’d accommodated them the best I could.

Drops of rain began to fall, fat, hot globules of water that splashed on my head and ran down my cheek. I titled my head to the sky as if the rain could wash away the fear and worry I’d held over the last several weeks. It couldn’t. Not physically of course, but as the energy coursed through my veins I hoped it would work emotionally. 

I slicked back the strands of lightly gray-streaked brown hair to keep them from my face. The elastic still held my ponytail in place, though it was beginning to hang heavy off the back of my head.

The rain fell harder now, finally settling the dust and scrub around the ranch house that I’d purchased back when I played concert halls all over the world with royalties that still came each quarter from recordings and radio playlists. Reluctantly, I stood and went inside. Another crack of lightning split the sky that had turned dark as night. The booming thunder shook the walls of the house and drove me away from the windows as the wind picked up to bend the tops of trees in my yard. Out of habit, I flipped on the weather radio. No watches or warnings, though I knew that could change at any time. Mother Nature didn’t bother to listen to the National Weather Service but unleashed her wrath wherever she wished.

I curled up in my favorite chair and closed my eyes as I listened to the rain pounding on the roof. Outside, the world had turned to a dark gray with sheets of water dropping from the heavens. In my mind, a counterpoint of piano notes played mostly with my left hand unfurled. I listened to the melody, hearing it intertwine with the steady percussion of the rain. The simple notes turned complex, my feet twitching as if I were working the piano pedals. My fingers twitched, and had I wanted, I could have held them before me and played air piano notes to go along with the music weaving into my thoughts. The pain in my knuckles prevented me, and I had to content myself with feeling the hum of energy, the music dancing between drops of water, and the knowledge that even if I couldn’t play, I could think the music. For my magical arts, that was enough.

A gust of wind shook the house. I grabbed my phone from where I left it on the table next to my chair and pulled up the radar. The monotone voice of the weather radio gave the long range outlook, still no harsh noises to indicate warnings. Yet, something about this storm unnerved me. I might have chalked it up to nerves if it weren’t for the tingling of magic. I sensed it all around me, hovering like mist rising on a foggy morning. Mother Nature may have brought the rain; something invited it in.

The animals were restless. I stood and went to the window, debating on whether to go out in this weather to see them. Their shelter lay a good ten minute walk from my house, and I’d be soaked to the bone by the time I arrived. My mind contained no words. Only a ceaseless
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