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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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      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 join Tara’s Tribe of Readers to and receive the latest news on more romantic fantasy stories and read 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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      Moxie escaped the laboratory, but she swore to rescue her brother.

      Born a strong Lion Shifter, today Moxie can only shift into an adorable kitten. She needs her powers back if she is to take on the shadowy organization that performs cruel and illegal experiments on Shifters.

      But when she returns to Arcana Glen to embark on her plan of rescue, instead she falls into the clutches of a mad scientist.

      He straps her naked to his operating table…

       

      … intending to experiment on the lovely and mysterious woman, Maverick discovers a secret about himself instead.

      Maverick lives alone in a secret underground bunker, but he has no idea how strange he truly is until he captures a beautiful woman with the amazing ability to turn into a cat.

      This modern Dr Frankenstein never expects his lovely “experiment” to reveal that he is not who he thought he was.

      Questioning everything he was trained to believe, Maverick no longer knows if his captive is really his enemy... or his salvation.

       Can she tame this handsome but clueless nerd and show him the strength of love?

      

      Explore more novels set in Arcana Glen!
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        May 23, 2012

        ACABRA

      

      

      The smell of disinfectant and formaldehyde, mingled with slightly burnt tang of electrical sparks tickled her feline sense of smell. In her feline form, she was even more tiny than she was as a petite human girl. Just a kitten, the size of a housecat only a month or two old. In comparison, the lion who prowled behind her was enormous, closer to the size of an Indian elephant then an ordinary zoo specimen. Although both felines padded on soft paws, they barely made any noise in comparison to the noises in the laboratory— beeping computers, whirring fans, engines and motors and screens and even the wine of the overly bright neon light in the ceiling. Nonetheless, the sheer size of the large lion made his passage through the laboratory difficult to conceal.

      If only her brother had been willing to fight back against their captors, she thought. Personally, she had no qualms about killing any of the human or Elven scum who chose to work in the secret laboratory performing horrific illegal experiments on Shifters. Anyone who worked in the lab had to be aware of the vivisection, the torture, the bizarre and cruel experiments. They deserved to experience payback, but the girl vowed she would never be as evil as the researchers here. She would, however, be happy to deliver a swift and just death.

      If only she were not the house cat, and her brother the enormous predator. Despite everything his tormentors had done to him, he was the real pussycat at heart. Soft and kind, he was still willing to forgive those who had captured him, experimented on him, and ultimately destroyed his natural method of shifting.

      They had passed through several layers of security already. Her brother might be a softy, but the same experiments that had enhanced his size and mutated his normal shifting patterns had also endowed him with surpassing intelligence. He had planned their escape for a long time. Everything was timed perfectly and going according to plan.

      “Now comes the second shift of guards,” his strange, animalistic voice rumbled behind her.

      A team of humans armed with assault rifles passed in the hallway. There were six guards in all. Five were ordinary mundanes. Although they had to be aware of the grotesque experiments in the laboratory, they were ignorant that magic was involved. It must have seemed to them simply like horrifying genetic engineering that created chimeras, crossbreeds of human and animal that could not and should not exist in nature. They would be unable to distinguish between a natural Shifter and the monstrosities  created the laboratory.

      But the remaining soldier in the group was different. The other humans thought he was one of them, but he was not. He was an Elf. A Winter Elf, to be precise: an Azir, one of the many minions of the King of Swords who, together with his human and demon counterparts, ran this laboratory and the military base in which it was embedded.

      As soon as the soldiers passed by, the two felines, the house cat and the lion, quietly trotted across the passageway. Her brother had already disabled the cameras, sending them into endless loops of repeating footage that would hopefully deceive the security guards in the monitoring stations.

      The obvious way to try to escape the laboratory would be to take the elevator or the stairs up, to the surface. But not only would that be the expected path, it would mean going through level after level of military personnel. Most of them had no idea that the laboratory existed on the lowest levels of the secret base, but they would recognize that a lion did not belong in the hallway.

      So instead of heading up, the two Shifters headed down. Below even the lowest levels of the laboratory were the service levels that included sewage and gas and other utilities. Independent generators thrummed and churned down here, ensuring that the base would always have power even if the electric grid in the continental North America went out.

      Down they went, following the narrow metal utility stairways. Finally, they reached a door which opened into the utility tunnels. The lion barely fit in the stairwell and was extremely hard pressed to squeeze into the tunnels that were thick with pipes and metal boxes of switches and levers.

      “There.” Her brother’s growly voice echoed against the cement and middle walls of the narrow corridor. “Switch to your human form to open the door.”

      She switched from house cat to girl.

      “There’s a code,” she said.

      “I know.” He told her the numbers and she punched them into the keypad. The little metal door opened. It was only about a foot and a half high and one foot wide

      “You’ll have to switch back to cat to fit,” the lion said. “As a cat, you will be limber enough to climb up the air duct in. It goes all the way to the top. Don’t fall. Even as a cat, if you fall from near the top, it will kill you.”

      Still in human form, she whipped her head around to stare at the giant lion, her only remaining family in the world. “What about you?”

      “I won’t fit,” he rumbled. “I wouldn’t fit, even if I could change into human form. Which you know I cannot.”

      “I’m not going to go without you.”

      The lion only stared mournfully at her with immense green gold eyes that reflected like a predator’s in the dark.

      Slowly, the full extent of her brother’s deviousness dawned on her. “You knew all along you wouldn’t be able to get out. You knew I wouldn’t go without you, so you dragged me down here pretending you could escape with me.”

      “I’m not going to apologize,” he said. “I’ve examined every possibility, and it all adds up to one thing. There is no way for me to escape. They will never let me go. If I did escape, they would hunt me until the end of days and drag me back here, so escaping is not even a viable option if we could get out.

      “The only chance either of us has is for you, and you alone, to go. They consider you a failure. That’s a good thing. It means that although they will mount a hunt to search for you, they will eventually give up if they can’t find you within a few weeks. It means you have a real chance at freedom.”

      “You know I won’t go without you.” Tears stung her eyes.

      “That’s not fair to me,” he said gently. “You know that they want me to become one of them, to help them with their research. To design experiments for them. There is no torture, no pain they can inflict on me to make me do that. But if they torture you in front of me, I will crumble. I just can’t bear that, sister. Please don’t put me in that position. Don’t you see? Your freedom will mean my freedom. It means they no longer have any pulled over me that is outside of my control. My own pain is mine to accept or reject. Yours… I can’t…”

      Her cheeks boiled hot with tears. “I understand.” She hugged him fiercely. “But if I get out, I’m never going to stop searching for a way to get you free too.”

      “No! Promise me you won’t do that!” he insisted. “Not only would it waste your life, but it would mean that you would end back up here if you fail, and we would be right back where we started. Promise you will do nothing to try to free me!”

      “I promise I will do nothing rash or stupid,” she said. “I know that I don’t have the ability to break you out right now. I will focus on eluding capture as long as it takes until interest in me dies down. But I will never forget you and stop trying to find a way to free you. You can’t make me promise to abandon you. I won’t go otherwise.”

      The great lion hung his head. She hugged him tightly.

      “I will find a way, brother. It may take me years.  Don’t let them break you or make you help them. But if you can, hold onto life. Don’t die. Don’t give up on me.”

      She turned back into a small cat and dashed into the little air duct.
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        May 1, 2022, Sunday, Beltane

        Mystic Lake, Arcana Glen

      

      

      Moxie woke up with a start. She had dreamt she was back in the laboratory. She’d had that same nightmare over and over again since she was a teenager, when she had first escaped from the laboratory. For a long time, she had stayed away from Colorado entirely. Now she was not only back in the state, but in Arcana Glen, the little town closest to the secret military base that so few humans knew existed.

      She had never forgotten her promise to her brother, but she had nearly despaired of finding any allies or pathway to freeing him. The enemies who ran the base were too powerful, both conventionally in the human world, and magically in the arcane world. The resources of one little cat Shifter were slim pickings by comparison.

      In fact, as an orphan with no family or formal education or home or possessions or money, the years since Moxie’s escape had mostly been consumed by the simple need to keep herself alive day to day. Fortunately, although the laboratory that had experimented on her considered her a failure, she had picked up some useful skills during her time performing like a circus animal for her captors. Combined with her natural feline limberness, and the relentless athletic tests she had to undergo as a child, she had the skills of an acrobat.

      Right now, she lay on top of a sleeping bag, inside a tent on the campgrounds around Mystic Lake. On this, the first day of May, she found it already too warm to sleep inside the bag. Outside her thin vinyl tent she could hear the reassuring sound of a crowd of happy, cheerful people. Witches, humans of magical ancestry, were celebrating Beltane; for Elves, today was sacred to the Vanir, the Spring Elves. Today, the Veil between the Mundane Sphere and the arcane sphere of Springvale was so thin, that it was possible to cross-over without a formal Gate. This also meant that Elemental Water magic would be stronger. It was also a New Moon, which meant that for Shifters, like Moxie, it would be harder to access their alter forms. New Moon wasn’t all bad, though. Concealment spells were stronger during the New Moon. Moxie would seek out a Witch today to strengthen her own concealment spells, for she had enemies. Hiding was a way of life for her.

      She always felt better in a crowd. She knew that the kind of men who hunted her relied on secrecy and stills. Although mundanes were naturally repelled by magic, and they would come up with almost any explanation no matter how ridiculous rather than admit if they saw magic, they were not so stupid that they would fail to notice if a twenty-two-year-old woman was kidnapped right in front of them. As long as she was in a crowd, Moxie was fairly safe.

      And the people at the rave were her kind of people. Most of them were human, that was true. For a long time, she had been distrustful of any humans. But, eventually she’d discovered that not all humans were like those who worked in the laboratory. Some humans were good. And after all, it had not been only humans who had held her captive. Elves had been involved as well. And yet most Elves were good as well. The crowd at the rave was a mix of mundanes and arcanes, Witches and Elves and other magical creatures. There were plenty of Shifters.

      Even among arcanes, Moxie was an oddity, because she could never fully hide her nature in her human form. That was another good reason to seek out the cultural camouflage of certain communities, where her kind of weirdo was the rule rather than the exception.

      She stretched and washed her mouth out with water from her thermos. She didn’t need to change clothes; she was already wearing a sarong and tank top. It served as both her sleepwear and her daywear. She didn’t spend a lot of money on clothes, aside from costumes for her routines.

      Outside the tent, she was greeted by happy, smiling people, many of whom already knew her name, Moxie Bridgestone. She liked her name. She ought to. She had chosen it herself.  Certainly, it was an improvement on “Specimen FS-845-06.”

      At the free commissary, where those who had extra food would leave it for those who had none, Moxie encountered Lexi, a human girl who, like Moxie, flaunted furry cat ears. The difference was that Lexi‘s cat ears were simply a realistic looking headband that she wore. Moxie’s ears were real.

      Moxie wiggled her cat ear in a little wave at Lexi and the human girl sighed in ecstasy.

      “Oh I wish I could do that,” Lexi said. “Where did you get your pair of ears?”

      Moxie winked. “Sorry, it’s part of my costume, so it’s a stage secret.”

      Lexi accepted this with a wistful smile. “I understand. I can’t wait to see your show today.”

      Moxie laughed. “You’ve seen it every day. It’s not going to be different than yesterday or the day before.”

      “I am always amazed. And I’m always a little worried for you too. You really should use a safety net.”

      “Nah,” Moxie rolled her shoulders back, and then spontaneously intertwined her fingers, stretched her arms over her head and leaned backward all the way until her hands touched the back of her ankles. When she had the kink in her back worked out, she stretched up to the sky again twisted her chest so that her head completely faced backward, first back to the left, then back to the right. “I have nine lives, remember? I’m not worried about falling.”

      They reached the donut box and Moxie dug around until she found a jelly doughnut with powdered sugar on top. She felt a little guilty. She was always a taker, never a giver at the commissary. She could never keep two pennies to rub together. One of these days, she promised herself, if she ever had money, she would make up for it and give back to the community.

      As it was, the jelly donut wasn’t enough. She craved meat. Later, she would hit the drum circle where a lot of Wolf Shifters hung out, and meow cutely at them until someone offered her a burger or a beef shish kebab. For now, she had to get ready for her act. Actually, she could do it in her sleep, but she always practiced for an hour or two ahead of time. The truth was, she loved gymnastics, dancing, stretching, combat. Any kind of physical activity, anything that allowed her to lose herself in the moment and the ecstasy of movement. When she was purely in the flow state during a performance, no horrible nightmarish memories tormented her and no nagging sense of guilt and anguish about being able to never free her brother tormented her. It was the one time she could enjoy herself, free from the constant worry that otherwise stalked her waking moments like a predator.
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        * * *

      

      The high wire stretched from the big tent in the campground all the way to a trapeze stand over the lake. Twice that day, Moxie climbed the ladder to the tight wire & skipped and cartwheeled over the highway in the sky.

      She was not the only person in the act. There were three other acrobats who also performed on the high wire and the trapeze with her. But she was the only one who had no wings. Two of them were fairies and one was a sprite. If they fell, they could always use their wings to break their fall. And, of course, although as beings who used Elemental Water magic, they could also dive into the lake. Despite having wings, like water birds, they were as at home on top of the water as they were on top of the clouds.

      Moxie couldn’t break her fall if she fell, and she dreaded the thought of landing in the water. She never even took baths in a full tub, but only sponged herself down each day morning and evening. She liked to keep clean, but she wasn’t big on the swimming thing.

      She had fallen plenty of times during her training in the laboratory. She always landed on her feet. So she wasn’t worried during her act despite the death-defying heights and crazy cartwheels and flips she did across the skinny little wire. She had not fallen yet, and she didn’t plan to now.

      The applause from the audience made her feel warm and happy inside. They contributed donations—her only source of income. It also didn’t hurt that she had handsome male admirers crowding around her, trying to offer her something that would impress her. She was easily impressed. She let three of them buy her a burger and she ate all three burgers within a few minutes. Yum. She was still hungry, but not as bad as before.

      After dinner, she joined the dancers in the big tent for hours of techno music and flashing lights. She danced and danced. If she didn’t get enough exercise during the day she could not sleep at night and the nightmares were worse.

      Being back in Arcana Glen after ten years made her nightmares more intense. Her body recognized the thin, dry air of Colorado and reacted to it by warning her to get the hell out. But she couldn’t leave. She could perform at a rave anywhere in the country, but she hadn’t come here to perform at the rave. This was just a way to get by in the meantime, until she could do what she came for. No, she wasn’t going to try to single-handedly break her brother out of a top-secret high-security military base. She had promised him she wouldn’t do anything stupid, and it was even more obvious to her now, at twenty-two then it was when she had been twelve, why that was critical.

      No, what she needed were powerful allies and a stronger income stream to fund any rescue attempt. That meant she had to get a much higher prestige job. And she had her eye on one.

      Starting in May, the circus act that performed with the world-famous Las Vegas magician, Alephander Guiscard, would be open for tryouts. She had heard of them years ago and always wanted to apply, but she’d lacked the confidence. Yet her friends in the business, for instance the sprites and fairies she worked with today, told her that she was good enough to get in. Anyway, it was worth a shot. She owed it to her brother to try whatever she could.

      She knew a secret about the Magician. He was not just a stage magician like the humans thought: he and his band of merry circus freaks were more than human. He was a powerful arcane, and so were those who worked with him.

      Somewhere on that team of acrobats and shifters and wizards, Moxie thought she must be able to find a friend or contact who would help her infiltrate the base and free her brother. If none of them proved reliable, at least she could use the money she earned and saved to try to hire someone to advise her. If it were just a matter of fighting her way through, she thought she would have a pretty good chance. The same physical process that made her an excellent acrobat kept her honed and trained for combat. Her Shifter form, a common house cat, might not be very intimidating, but she had superhuman strength in both forms. The fact that she looked like a little girl with big boobs only made men and women underestimate her.

      But the base was also locked down with all kinds of technical security, satellites and computers and lasers and automatic machine guns mounted on drones and killer robots and shit. She knew zilch about computers. She knew that she would need an expert hacker to get into the base though. Maybe a Magician’s circus act was not the best place to look for a hacker, but at this point she didn’t have any better options.

      One way or another, she was going to do this. But she wouldn’t do it alone. Ironically, another lesson she had learned growing up in a military laboratory was that real strength did not lie in any one soldier. It came from being part of a larger unit. Strength came from the community that had your back.
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        January 1, 2022, 23:09

        Rocky Mountains

      

      

      The man woke up alone. Naked. Outside. In the dark. In the woods.  He had no idea who he was, no idea how he had gotten there, no memory even of his own name.

      This is weird, he thought.

      He lay on his back, on an uneven pile of leaves, rocks, and dirt. The air was chilly, as the darkness would indicate, but not as cold as it could be. It was spring or early summer, not late autumn or winter, he thought. The chilly air did not bother him. It was simply something he registered. In fact, he knew the exact temperature, in both Fahrenheit and Celsius. That was odd, because he was not consulting any instruments, and he was naked. And he knew that humans normally could not identify temperature that precisely just by feel.

      Humans couldn’t identify elevation by feel either, but yet he was able to sense the elevation and measure it precisely. It was 10,290 feet. That meant he must be in a  mountain range. Since he was conveniently lying on his back and there were no electric lights or any other light source around, he was able to peer up between the tall pine trees and see the stars. From the position of the stars, he calculated the date and time must be January 1, 2022, 23:09. At least he could understand why the stars conveyed information to him. That was an ancient human technology, and he didn’t need clothing to identify the constellations. But would humans normally be able to use the stars to identify their global position as precisely as a GPS satellite? Because he knew his position now.

      Interesting, he thought. I’m completely ignorant about many things that I would expect to know, but extremely well informed on a lot of precise data that most humans would not expect to access.

      He didn’t reach any conclusions about this just yet. He needed much more information before he could form a working hypothesis.

      He stood up, brushed the sticks and dirt from his naked body and examined himself. He was a physically fit specimen of the male Homo sapiens sapiens. Again, with a precision that normally would have only been provided by a trip to the doctor’s office, he could identify his exact height, weight, muscle to fat ratio, heart rate and BMI. His mind provided him with a weight that he could bench press. As with the other data, he received this input the same way he received input about what his eyes and ears perceived. Just as he could hear the sound of small night creatures rustling in the trees and therefore knew that there were animals in the forest, he knew that he could lift over 2 tons of deadweight from the ground to the air.

      That seems very unlikely, he thought. It was like hearing a lion roar in the forest, when he had already determined that he was in Colorado and there were no native lions left here in these woods. If he heard such a sound, which he did not at the moment, he would assume it was a recording or some other media rather than jump to the conclusion there was a wild beast nearby. So although he had sensory data available to him that went beyond the ordinary five senses, he still remained skeptical of what his senses told him.

      The only way to evaluate his impression was to test it empirically. He walked up to a boulder that he estimated to be a little under the two tons he thought he could lift. With a self-mocking smile, already anticipating his failure but refusing to be embarrassed by it, he assumed a weightlifter’s position, braced himself against the rock, and lifted.

      The sheer size and shape of the boulder caused him some trouble, but not the weight itself, which was 4320 lbs. He struggled with the rock to get it flat on the palms of his hands and lift it straight over his head. He held it there for some moments, noting that his muscles strained but not unduly.

      Just as carefully as he had lifted it, he set the rock down, careful not to drop it or make a loud noise in the woods. So. That was interesting. Apparently, he could indeed lift two tons. Also, his strange senses that he was using to detect all of this extra information appeared to be reliable so far.

      Fascinating.

      Now if he could only remember his personal designation, as well as how and why he came to be standing alone naked in the woods, able to lift two tons of rock straight over his head.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      He performed another physical inventory, looking for details he neglected before. Perhaps height and weight and BMI were not the most relevant factors. His skin indicated that he was a Caucasian. He plucked out a hair and saw that it was brown. He looked into a flat watery surface near a stream and identified the color of his eyes as also brown. Given the latitude where he found himself, none of this was unexpected. It was strange that although he did not know anything particular about himself, he was still aware of a great deal of information about how the world worked in general. For instance, he knew that even for a Caucasian, his skin was pale, indicating that he spent most of his time indoors. It seemed unlikely that he had come by his unusual strength through manual labor. His fingernails were clean and trim, which also indicated to him that although he was currently outside in the woods, he had not been exposed to nature for very long.

      The most interesting discovery he made was when he found writing, a tattoo apparently, on the far side of his bicep where it would be easily visible to a stranger but was a little inconvenient for him to look at himself with no mirror. He used the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/arcana-glen-moxie-and-maverick-6x9x300-2.jpg
& the Maverick
TARA MAYA

The Arcana Glen Major Arcana > Book 5





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/arcana-glen-first-six-books-novels-and-novellas-copy.jpg
ARCANA GLEN

#  Elves, Witches, Dragons, Fae, Mermaids & More f
£

# Enemies to Lovers, Captive Brides, %
Friends to Lovers & Soul Mates ]

# Independent Stories in a Shared
Cozy, Magic Community

# Every book has a Happy Ever After

Deatl e Demon
B e Dertective & the Dryad!

The Tower Jidgement e Tree
& the Star & the World & the Fgq





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-laverne-screen.png






OEBPS/images/the-genie-and-the-gymnast-generic.jpg
e Green Knight

The Genie
& the Gymnast
TARA MAYA

An Arcana Glen Novella






OEBPS/images/arcana-glen-moxie-and-maverick-6x9x300.jpg
N NS T e
W . o :

& the Maverick
TARA MAYA

The Arcana Glen Major Arcana = Book 5





OEBPS/images/misque-press-logo-1-inch.jpg
£
(£
Tt






