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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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      SHE FOUND A HANDSOME MAN TIED TO A CHAIR…

      When Misty found a handsome man tied to a chair in a storeroom, beaten and abused, she was shocked. At the risk to her job and her life, she freed him. Together, they escaped her former boss in New Orleans and fled to Arcana Glen.

      But when Misty’s boss caught up with her, he claims the man she freed is a con and a thief. Not to mention, he thinks he’s a real leprechaun, so he must be crazy—right? Her boss asks her to spy on the handsome thief as part of a sting. All she has to do is pretend to be a lost leprechaun princess.

      Who should she trust? Her boss… or the red-haired rogue she’s falling in love with?

      

      THE LEPRECHAUN WITH ALL THE CHARM…

      Branigan is a real Leprechaun, and no, he’s not a little cartoon, but a man with Luck magic, desperate to free his kingdom from an invasion by Winter Elves. To help his people, he needs to steal back the gold that was stolen from them.

      But how can Branigan expect a human woman to believe any of that?

      Then he discovers that Misty is not only the brave, kind-hearted woman that’s he’s lost his heart to, but the last of the Leprechaun royal line.

      Or is she pulling a swindle of her own?

      

      Read this book.
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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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        New Orleans

      

      

      

      The museum was closed for Mardi Gras, but the locked doors didn’t keep out the noise of the rowdy crowd outside. The distraction suited Branigan and his team, who were here for mischief of a different slant.

      The team called themselves the “Lucky Charms,” an ironic tip-o’the-hat to human preconceptions about Leprechauns. Most humans would look at the seven members of their team—six tall, strapping handsome men and one tall blonde woman—and not make the association with the red-bearded “little men” of human legend. But Branigan and his team were real Leprechauns (except Triton, who was a Sirex, a male Siren) and they weren’t from Ireland, although on Earth most of them used Irish names. Leprechauns were a sub-tribe of the Vanir, the Spring Elves, whose home realm was in a magical dimension, another Sphere, separate from the Mundane Sphere.

      Three of their team had stayed in the windowless white van, their getaway vehicle, including the head of the team, codename “Chief,” their driver, “Wheels,” and their clairvoyant, “Omen.” The van was currently parked two blocks away from the museum, away from traffic and cameras.

      Branigan, code name “Dice,” was second in command. He led the intrusion team, which included Caitlynn (his ex), who was their Tech Mage, codename “Waterfingers.” She had the ability to use Elemental Water magic to act like electrical signals and infiltrate human computer systems. Since she used magic to hack software and hardware, only another arcane would be able to detect her changes.

      She wriggled her fingers in the air, eyes unfocused, as if she were typing on an invisible keyboard. She could probably see a keyboard made of light floating in front of her, but even when they had been sleeping together, she hadn’t shared the private details of her magic with Branigan. Their relationship had been more physical than intellectual.

      “Video feeds are on loop,” she said softly. “They won’t record us.”

      With the human security system altered by the spell, Branigan motioned to the rest of the intrusion crew, who moved forward from the service door into the museum. Branigan entered first, then “Triton,” “Slick,” and finally Caitlynn “Waterfingers.” All of them were also in constant contact with the three team members in the van; every member of the team wore a gold, four-leaf clover earing in his or her right ear, which acted like an earpiece. The charm enhanced telepathy, so even the team members without a strong talent could communicate telepathically.

      Omen telepathed the team. Omen addressed the team leader, but deliberately let the others overhear. “Chief, I just picked up something from the near future... A strange roar. I can’t identify it, but it’s something bad.”

      A roar? If they had been entering a den of shifters, that might refer to a sound a shifter might make in beast form. But as far as the team knew, this museum belonged to Winter Elves—not shifters. It was Winter Elves who had stolen the prize  and brought it here, to the Mundane Sphere.

      Branigan tensed. He didn’t want to scrub the mission. Omen was their seer, but he was only a clairaudient... he sometimes picked up sounds from the future. Sometimes Omen picked up something really useful, as when he’d overheard a bit of conversation about the prize being sent to this museum.

      The Chief, Owen McGee, who was back in the van with Omen, asked, also telepathically, “Bad enough that you recommend scrubbing the mission?”

      “It’s just a roar and maybe... an explosion?” Omen sounded uncertain. That was the problem with his talent. Sometimes all he heard were random sounds, which were hard to interpret.

      “Could be a booby trap,” said Caitlynn quickly. Branigan could tell by the way she leaned forward, fingers grasping, that she didn’t want to scrub the mission either. “It’s almost certainly computerized. If so, I can disarm it.”

      “Heed the warning to take care of anything that might explode,” said McGee. “But the mission is still a go.”

      Branigan exhaled in relief. They had come this far. He didn’t want to turn back until he had what they’d worked so hard to find. However, just to be sure, he invoked his own magic. He possessed a form of Elemental Water magic, like all of them did. In his case, Augmentation. He made a gesture. Although no one but Branigan could see it, two glowing dice rolled in the air before him. He’d rolled a +1 and a +4, attached to his Strength and his Agility respectively. He hoped that would be useful. The problem with Augmentation magic, as with most Leprechaun magic, was that it was all a kind of Luck, which meant it was capricious. Branigan could enhance his own physical strength, speed, dexterity, camouflage, attack magic or defensive magic, but not at the same time, and never in any predictable degree.

      The team moved as quietly as thieves, although that’s not how Branigan saw himself and his mates. During the conquest of the Emerald Kingdom in Springvale, the magical homeland of the Leprechauns, many priceless works of art, most of them magical, had been stolen by the Azir, the Winter Elves who occupied their homeland. As far as Branigan was concerned, they were simply restoring treasures to the homeland where they belonged. However, the humans of the Mundane Sphere, who had no idea of the war raging between the different kingdoms of elves, wouldn’t see it that way. The mundanes would see it as plain theft.

      Today, the team was after something other than art. Their prize had much more immediate value.

      The team moved quietly through the elegant halls of the turn-of-the century mansion, which now housed a small but classy art museum. The prize Branigan’s team was interested in had not yet been put up for sale on the open market. If they could snatch the prize back before they were sold to any humans, it would help tremendously with the legal gray area of stealing the art, although, if necessary, they weren’t above taking it back from humans who innocently purchased it without any idea that it was stolen in the first place.

      They reached the end of the hallway, which to ordinary eyes, appeared to be a blank wall. However, Branigan and the others with magic could see the faint outline of glowing light indicating that a glamour hid a secret door.

      Caitlynn moved to the wall. She was also their lock picker. She traced the glowing line on the wall, then wriggled her fingers in the air.

      She glanced at Triton. “It’s stubborn,” she telepathed silently. “A little help here?”

      The Sirex nodded. Although he also used Elemental Water magic, his was activated with Song, not rolled by Luck, like the Leprechauns. He began to chant.

      However, barely had Triton begun to recite the incantation, when the outline of the door glowed more strongly, an indication that someone was coming through from the other side. The team exchanged a horrified look. No one was supposed to be here.

      Branigan threw up a shield spell, preventing the door from opening outward.

      “Go!” he hissed aloud at his team. “I’ll hold the door. The rest of you get out of here!”

      They would have argued, but Owen, the team leader, telepathed urgently, “He’s right, it’s the only way! We’ll come back for you, Branigan!”

      Branigan rolled his mystic dice again, begging the Lady of Fortune to grace him with a boost to his offensive or defensive magic, but he only received +3 to his defensive magic and +6 to his physical strength, which was great, normally, but wasn’t going to help him hold a magic door.

      Fortunately, the rest of the team obeyed the Chief and ran back down the hall, seeking to escape the museum before whoever was on the other side of the door came out. The team disappeared while Branigan struggled to hold the shield spell in place.

      Every minute that Branigan could hold the shield was one more minute he bought for his team to escape without getting caught. He threw all of his magic into the spell. Using raw Elemental Water magic was like aiming a powerful hose that shot blue energy at the door to hold it shut. Whoever was on the other side of the door had tremendous power. He could feel his hold on the spell weakening, while the force building on the other side of the door only grew stronger.

      A roar reverberated through the air. Omen’s prophecy!

      A blast of Elemental Fire overwhelmed his Water spell. The door was torn off its hinges by jet of fire. It blasted out of its door frame so fast it hit Branigan and shoved him halfway down the hall before landing on his body, burning hot. Hurt by the blast, the impact, and the heat, he felt himself slipping into a dark sea of pain. If it weren’t for his augmented physical endurance, the blow would have killed him. He’d been lucky after all.

      He was still conscious enough that he heard footsteps coming towards him. Firm, deliberate steps.

      Something kicked the door off of Branigan’s body. He stared up into the face of the arcane who had overpowered him. Instead of the Winter Elf that Branigan had expected to see leering over him, the man who glared down at him had yellow and red reptilian eyes as well as an aura of Elemental Fire.

      No wonder this arcane had overpowered Branigan’s magic. The man was a Dragon Shifter.

      Bollocks, thought Branigan. If the Dragons are involved, we are screwed.
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      “I’m sorry to ask you this on such short notice,” the deep, cultured voice on the phone said to Misty Hollenbeck. She wondered why her boss, Seth Ruelong, had asked her to come in to work on Mardi Gras, but she knew from experience he wouldn’t tell her until she arrived in person.

      “It’s no problem, sir,” said Misty. “I’ll be there in forty minutes. With the traffic...”

      “Look outside your window,” commanded Mr Ruelong.

      Misty stood up from her dinette kitchen table and pulled aside lacey curtains to peek outside her second story apartment. A silver sedan with the company logo, a coiled red dragon, had pulled up in front of her apartment, double parking.

      “I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” she amended.

      A click informed her he’d hung up.

      Misty glanced down her body, currently wrapped in a fuzzy robe, Metallica t-shirt and bunny slippers. She raced to the shower. There was no time to wash her wild penny-colored curls, but she wasn’t going to meet her boss smelling like last night’s spicy shrimp gumbo. She knew that her boss had a discerning sense of smell, although he was too polite to say so.

      In the shower, she scrubbed fast and hard with a minty soap that would eradicate all other scents, then tore through her closet like a hurricane. She shimmied into pale green slip, a white silk blouse, a severe black skirt suit. Her briefcase, with her work and personal phones, along with her laptop, already charged, sat by the door, in case of an emergency such as this. Four and a half minutes after the call with her boss, she locked her apartment behind her, took the stairs two at a time, and rushed to the front door of her gated apartment.

      Right before she opened the door to the street, she paused, ran a brush through her red rat’s nest of hair, yanked it into a bun as strict as a nun at a private school, and calmly opened the door. She trotted quickly, but not precipitously, to the waiting car.
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        * * *

      

      Misty met her boss, not at the office, as she’d expected, but at one of the museums he owned. The driver said nothing, offered no explanation, only dropped her off. Misty had thought that the museum was closed today, as it sat right on the parade route, which was already filling up with partygoers, even this early in the morning. Technically, perhaps, the museum was closed to visitors, but a team of men in black suits and black sunglasses swarmed all over the place. They looked like government agents, but knowing her boss, Misty suspected they were private contractors. Perhaps some or all of them had been military or police in previous jobs. They were not only huge, fit men but every last one was handsome as hell; they exuded the same charisma as her boss, an almost tangible heat that radiated off their bodies.

      One of the first strange things Misty had noticed about her boss was that he surrounded himself with handsome men and beautiful women. It made her wonder why he had hired her. She was a gangly scarecrow with pale skin, ridiculous freckles, hair that could only be tamed if it was tied out of sight.

      Seth Ruelong waited on the top floor. Misty felt the pull of his charisma like the suction of a vacuum cleaner. She knew he wasn’t the right guy for her, and yet, in his presence, her knees turned weak, and she had to fight not to stammer and blush like a schoolgirl. Plus, she knew he had that impact on every woman who met him. Sometimes she wondered if he wore pheromones in his cologne or something.

      “Hollenbeck,” he said, when he spotted her. “Thank the Light you’re here. Something came up at the museum, so I need to be here, but I’m also supposed to meet my fiancé today. I need our lunch arrangements to be moved here.”

      “Of course, sir!” Misty perked up. The concrete assignment allowed Misty to push aside the distraction of being in a house full of mysterious, handsome men. When she went to work, she focused fully on her job.

      Misty, quickly explored the top floor of the museum. She located a parlor, or rather the balcony of a parlor, which she thought would be the perfect location for the brunch. It would coincide with the Mardi Gras parade, and the balcony overlooked the route: perfect. The museum had once been a three-story mansion, with ornate iron rail balconies. Exquisite paintings hung on the walls and life-like sculptures of mythical creatures filled the corners. Delicate wallpaper in hues of light green, with faint accents of lemon and pink made the room feel fresh and light. She couldn’t need to touch any of that. But the ornate wall-to-ceiling mirror on the south wall would have to go. Her boss had a strange superstition about mirrors; he had a horror of conducting any important business in a room with a mirror. She would have to find something to fill that space.

      She pulled out her phone and her laptop and issued a series of calls to vendors and caterers, rerouting Mr Ruelong’s scheduled brunch from the previous location to this address. Negotiations with the florist were particularly fraught. Knowing that money wasn’t an object for her boss, Misty would have been willing to pay for entirely new flower arrangements on this new site, and keep the old order, but the florist didn’t have enough blossoms on short notice, so together they had to figure out how to re-adapt the flowers for the new location.

      To fill the space left on the wall when the mirror was removed, Misty had another painting in the museum placed there temporarily. The large painting was taller than a man. It depicted a
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