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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 lizard was always right. Even now, lying on my chest, his eyes closed in bearded dragon bliss, whatever Pito was thinking, it was right. As for me, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the dappled rays of sunlight through the forest canopy. My skin hummed with the magic of this place. My magic. Pito’s magic. It soothed me and created the little whistle in my mind that gave my lizard his name. 

They’re coming, you know. You can’t escape it. Bask in the sun while you can. For soon we will chase. Pito’s sleepy words filled my mind, quite astute for such a little lizard. His mental smirk came through loud and clear.

I knew the truth in his words, had sensed it while I’d been playing the clarinet. When I didn’t lay around in a hammock and talk to my bearded dragon, I played jazz in a local club. Pito often came with me, wrapping himself around my neck and shoulder, loving the hot lights of the stage. I hummed a few bars under my breath and he bobbed his head.

The wind increased, cool outflow from a nearby thunderstorm. I turned my face into the breeze, feeling it whisk away the sweat beading on my forehead. Birds hurried into branches, anticipating the storm. This one came from Mother Nature and I knew it would leave us unharmed. It did mean, however, our time on the hammock had come to an end. 

I cupped my hand over Pito so he wouldn’t fall off my chest as I stood and headed for the covered porch next to my small home. I wasn’t quite ready to go inside yet. Being in the rainforest gave me peace of mind I couldn’t get in the city. I had a gig to play tonight and needed all the quiet I could get. Alamar, the sax player in our little group, and I were joining with some Calypso musicians for some improvisation. It’d be fun, but it’d take a lot out of me.

The storm broke overhead, sending ran down in a heavy sheet. I watched it drip from large palm fronds into the fire pit where I often sat in the evenings and off the edges of my roof. A few sheets of tin protected my stone patio from the worst of it, so I stayed a few moments longer, until Pito nudged my shirt in his way of telling me he wanted a heat lamp again. I didn’t blame him. The cool wind made me shiver and I went inside.

I put Pito in his habitat and he immediately crawled onto his rock. Thanks. I was getting chilly.

“Sorry,” I said. I turned to my radio setup in the corner of what passed for my living room. The storm would interfere with signals even though being closer to the equator than my American friends meant I have a lot better luck than they did on open frequencies. It’s also difficult to reach them sometimes, so for that I rely on good old fashioned email. I needed to talk to Ricky in Rio. He had a better lead on things than I did, and he’d been the one to warn me about the threat to my rain forest haven.

I sat down at my rig and scanned the common frequencies Radio Arcanum used. These special frequencies had been set aside by the ITU for use by the God Touched and other paranormal creatures—their words, not mine. I hated being called God Touched. It made me sound special or something. I wasn’t. Just an ex-pat living in Costa Rica with her magical bearded dragon and protecting this little haven of rain forest that connected directly to…whatever it was that made us God Touched. Magical. Rumor had it someone else in the Midwest protected one of these glades that had unicorns living in it. I snorted. Unicorns, now that was crazy.

As far as I knew there wasn’t anything out of the ordinary living in my little piece of paradise. If there were, it hadn’t decided to show itself to me and that was just fine. I liked my privacy and my isolation. 

I sat down and checked my email answering a couple that needed attention. Someone wanted to book our band for a gig, so I forwarded that one to Alamar. You really
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