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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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      Miles Malone died last night.

      

      No one is more surprised than he is when he crawls out of a dumpster this morning, the blast hole in his chest magically healed.

      

      Weird.

      

      He doesn’t believe in magic, though he has no other explanation. The Magician might have more information, but he’ll only share if Miles agrees to do something for him in return... but Miles doesn’t trust the eccentric billionaire who seems to think magic is real.

      

      Meanwhile, Miles has a job to do. He’s a private investigator, and a woman has come to him figure out the mystery of why healthy young men are dying at a local veteran’s hospital.

      

      Miles is afraid it might have something to do with the beautiful woman he invited on a date for the Fourth of July picnic. A nurse that patients call the Angel of Death...

      

      Click here more Arcana Glen novels!
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        June 16, 2022

        Thursday, 07:56 am

      

      

      The first thing he noticed was the stench. It smelled like the inside of a dumpster.

      The second thing he noticed was that he was inside of a dumpster.

      It was dark and cramped, but the top metal lid was open just enough that the early morning grey light revealed the silhouettes of various hunks of trash that covered his body.

      Miles Malone had woken up with some weird hangovers in some weird places and next to some sketchy people before. But this was the worst. His chest hurt. He wondered if he had been punched, knocked unconscious and dumped in the trash by his assailant. He hoped it was at least multiple assailants, but he had a vague memory of getting surprised by a big guy…

      The big guy couldn’t have possibly thrown a fireball at me? Nah, c’mon. 

      Obviously, his memory of events was still foggy. First things first. Miles concentrated on climbing out of the dumpster. His chest twinged in pain with every move he made. He finally straddled the rim and was about to complete his jump to the pavement below when a cop car pulled into the parking space in front of the dumpster. It was from the local sheriff’s department. The town of Arcana Glen was a somewhat remote mountain hamlet. It needed enough of a police force to keep criminals from harassing rich tourists who came to ski in the winter and water ski in the summer. But there wasn’t a lot of crime otherwise.

      Miles had grown up in Denver. He’d joined the police force there before he’d suffered a near-death experience at work, followed by a divorce. Bitter and wearied, he decided to try the slower lane in a mountain town. He was still getting used to feeling like a stranger in a tightknit community. He had made the effort to get to know the local police, but they were very cool towards him. He understood that he had to work with the sheriff’s department. However, just when he’d been making some headway befriending the sheriff, Sheriff Spencer Lawson was involved in a messy scandal. His younger brother, Cody Lawson, took over. Miles didn’t know if he could trust Cody, and the feeling was mutual.

      Cody Lawson sauntered over to where Miles was stuck half-way out of the dumpster. Cody tipped his hat up on his forehead as he pierced Miles with a “what the hell are you up-to, asshole?” expression.

      “Hey, Cody.” Miles didn’t wave, but he tried to sound casual as he lowered himself out of the dumpster.

      “You okay there, Malone?” asked Cody, giving him a suspicious once-over.

      “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?” Miles dusted the remains of a burrito off his shirt. Man, that was going to leave a stain.

      Of the two brothers, Miles considered Cody to be the more aggressive one, and the least friendly. In fact, Cody had tried to warn Miles off of staying in the town when Miles first arrived. Specifically, Cody had told him, “Someone like you won’t do well in a place like this. Arcana Glen is not the relaxing mountain retreat you’re expecting. A lot of strange things happen here.”

      Cody had never clarified what he meant. For a while Miles wondered if everyone in town belonged to the same cult, since an awful lot of the residents attended the same church run by a suspicious character named Pastor Mike. Pastor Mike was so squeaky clean, he had to be hiding something, in Miles’ opinion. But despite his distrust of clergy, Miles had to admit not everybody belonged to that church, and eventually he eventually dismissed the cult theory. Finally, he concluded it was just the typical ‘small-town vs outsiders’ vibe. The residents of Arcana Glen seemed to think they had some special knowledge about the universe which other people weren’t entitled to share. Miles really hated that kind of attitude. Not that he was willing to share secrets of his own when he got a hold of them. He just couldn’t stand for anyone else to have something secret from him.

      Cody’s warning, whether kindly or maliciously meant, had the opposite effect on Miles. It made him determined to put down roots in the town come hell or high water. He told his real estate agent, Pamela Newton, that he had decided to buy rather than lease. That was how he acquired his current residence, a work/home townhouse that also served as his office. He had a bedroom and kitchen for himself upstairs, an office and reception area for himself and his secretary downstairs.

      “I got reports of a body in the dumpster,” said Cody. He was still giving Miles the dirty eye.

      “Well,” said Miles cheerfully. “I can tell you: I was just inside the dumpster, and I didn’t see a body.”

      Cody cleared his throat. “I think you were the body, Miles.” 

      “What? Me? Well, in that case you can go home. Look at me. I’m fine. As a matter of fact, just the other day, I was looking at burial plots and I thought, ‘that’s the last thing I need.’”

      “Were you really...?” Cody looked alarmed.

      “It’s a joke, Lawson. Besides, when I go, I don’t want to be buried. I want to be cremated. It’s my only chance to have a smokin’ hot body.”

      “Malone…” Cody shook his head. “You have a big-ass hole in the middle of your chest. Like your heart and lungs were burnt out. I’m not really sure how you’re walking around, never mind talking. You need to go to a hospital in Denver.”

      Miles glanced down at his chest and saw that Cody was correct. His chest had been hollowed out by a huge gaping burn, exposing seared muscles and burnt ribs.

      Privately, Miles freaked out a little bit.

      No, he could not explain the hole. However, as he stared at it, the flesh of his chest seemed to surge forward and knit itself back together. The shirt did not. The burnt edges still hung loosely from his sore shoulders. His pecs and abs, however, now looked smooth, and, he was pleased to see, showed evidence that his daily jogs in the woods, where he took advantage of the free exercise equipment placed at intervals along the nature trail had him beginning to look like a gym rat instead of a city rat.

      “What hole?” he asked Cody. Miles rubbed his healed chest.

      There were a lot of ways Miles anticipated Cody might react. Cody might stammer and shout in disbelief. He might rub his eyes and mutter, “I must’ve imagined it.” He might freak out and arrest Miles for being some kind of ghoulish zombie. But Miles never anticipated what Cody actually said.

      Cody picked up his walkie-talkie. “We’ve got a Code Platinum.”

      Then Cody waved at Miles with a weird little smile. “I have a feeling I’ll be seeing you around, Miles. Take care of yourself and try not to ruin any more shirts.”

      Small towns are weird, Miles thought. Maybe Cody Lawson was right. This one is weirder than most.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        June 16,

        Thursday, 08:09

      

      

      The dumpster happened to be right up against the back of Miles’ own building. He jogged around to the front so he wouldn’t startle his secretary, Eva White, by climbing in through the fire escape. It was just past eight o’clock on a Thursday morning, so she was already there preparing coffee for both of them. Eva had twinkling eyes, smooth dark skin, a generous girth, and an unflappable, if slightly edgy, sense of humor.

      “There you are,” she said. “Honeycakes, you’re all kinds of sexy, but I’m married. You better put on a shirt that hasn’t been wrapped around a grenade.”

      “Oh...yeah. Sorry, Eva. I keep extra clothes in the office, I’ll change.”

      “Girl trouble or goon trouble?” she asked.

      “A little of both.” He shrugged out of his shirt. The more he remembered about what had happened yesterday evening, the less sense it made. “I think.”

      “I’ve got your favorite kind of mail.” She brandished some letters like a Viking mace.

      “Invitations to dine at the Castle?” he joked. 

      “Bills,” she replied tartly. “Also, you haven’t paid me for last month. My new washing machine ain’t going to pay for itself.”

      “Uh oh, sounds like I’m in loads of trouble!”

      “Get out of here with your jokes!” She pretended to be mad but couldn’t suppress her smile.

      “I’m trying to think of a dirty laundry joke to tell, but they all come out clean.”

      “Give me my money, or I’m gonna return that machine and make you come to my house and wash my dishes.” She snorted, returning to her desk. “Invitation to the Castle, my ass.”

      The Castle was a huge building that had been designed at the end of the 19th century to look like a fairytale medieval castle. It was the residence of the Magician. The Magician was a stage show performer who had started in Las Vegas, and through merchandising his own brand and prudent investments in real estate, for instance here in Arcana Glen, but also elsewhere across the country, had turned a side show circus act into a billion-dollar corporation. He was so reclusive almost no one saw him in person, yet his personality dominated the town in the same way the absurd Castle dominated the view from Main Street. Miles was thinking of him right now because of what Sheriff Cody Lawson had said.

      Miles knew all the police codes and he never heard of Code Platinum. And who had the Sheriff called? The police station, or someone else... like Alephander Guiscard, the Magician? Miles had never heard of the local police force answering to a Las Vegas entertainer before, but in this town.... Rich people, he thought in disgust. The guy probably owns the whole police department, along with the rest of the town.

      Miles accepted a cup of joe and ambled into his office. First, he tossed the burnt shirt in the overflowing trash can and grabbed a new one from the top drawer of his file cabinet. Next, he pulled out an envelope from the case he had worked on over the weekend, the same case that had turned nasty at the end of last night and somehow resulted in him climbing out of a dumpster this morning. He was still hazy on the details, but he distinctly remembered his sketchy client, Owen McGee, handing him an envelope filled with crisp hundred-dollar bills at the start of the case, back on June 8. Miles went back into the front office and handed the whole thing to Eva White.

      “Here’s your pay for this month and last month as well,” he said proudly. “Now you can buy your washing machine. I hope that takes a load off your mind.”

      Eva rolled her eyes. “You gonna kill me with your terrible puns one day.”

      “Laundry puns aren’t so bad. They just get a bad press.”

      Eva waved a fist at him. Miles chuckled. Now he just had to figure out how to cover the mortgage. If he could get another gig, one that paid as well as the last one he had taken, although preferably without the dumpster.…

      Eva opened the envelope. “Well, honey, you’re lucky I know you well enough to realize you like pranks. This ain’t money.”

      She dumped the envelope out on her desk. Little toy play bills, the kind an impatient mom would buy in a supermarket at the checkout stand to placate a crying kid, spilled all over the desk. The toy bills had cartoon faces instead of dead presidents, and the label “100 Lucky Doolers!” was printed in bubble letters. There were exactly the correct number pretend bills as Miles had negotiated with his client, but Miles couldn’t understand how he had missed the fact they were fake. They weren’t even green. They were rainbow striped bills. Rainbow!

      “That swindling bastard,” swore Miles. “I swear I saw the real bills, Eva. I don’t know how he switched them out.”

      A thought occurred to Miles. It could’ve happened anytime overnight when he was unconscious in the dumpster. Probably, he should be glad nothing worse had happened to him than getting swindled. But this put him in an awkward position. 

      Apparently, Cody Lawson had been correct. It was more difficult than Miles thought to drum up business in a town like Arcana Glen. He had trouble even getting the usual cases he expected to be covering as a P.I., divorce and adultery cases, for instance.

      Look at the latest case. Owen McGee and Eleni Bendox arrived together. Owen McGee, the swindler who had cheated Miles out of his money, asked Miles to investigate who tried to kill Eleni Bendox. Miles found the evidence but couldn’t reach either client. Then Bendox called Miles and warned him not to trust McGee. She wanted to meet with Miles alone, but McGee showed up, harassing her, warning her not to speak to Miles. Trying to be her knight in shining armor, Miles stepped in front of her to protect her from McGee.

      Then... something like a giant hawk attacked out of the sky.

      Okay, this was the point where things got fuzzy. What Miles remembered was seeing something like a Dark Angel fly from the sky, land in front of him, and blast him in the chest with a ball of fire.

      Maybe it was the Angel of Death, Miles speculated.

      But more likely, it was a hallucination he experienced after a perfectly boring death, getting shot by Owen McGee. Miles almost died... obviously, he hadn’t died, or he couldn’t have crawled out of the dumpster... and hallucinated about black-winged angels.

      That made more sense.

      McGee had shot him in the chest.

      Shot him? Or burned him? Surely the guy had not ejected a baseball-sized sphere of flame from the palm of his hand. And surely the guy had not had huge wings like bat wings but made out of pure shadow…

      And yet that image was burned into Miles’ memory the same way that a giant, oozing hole had been burned into his chest.

      No! None of that makes sense! Miles shook his head. Stick to the facts. Whatever he imagined he’d seen right before he was knocked unconscious could be attributed to the trauma.

      “I’m sorry, Eva. I’m going to pay you.”

      “Don’t forget you have to pay the mortgage on this place as well,” she said.

      “I know, I know…”

      He returned to his office.

      A few moments later, Eva came in. She wore a big smile plastered across her face. “Guess what? Looks like your invitation to the Castle came in after all. This letter is hot!”

      Usually hot meant urgent, but when Miles accepted the envelope, he dropped it on his desk. It was surrounded by a nimbus of light and warm to touch, though the envelope did not actually burn him. The sender’s address was written as: Alephander Guiscard, The Magician, Arcana Castle, Arcana Glen, Colorado, and included the ZIP Code.

      Miles tore open the letter. It was stamped with a date at the top, today’s date, and a time, which he realized was about the time he had climbed out of the dumpster. What the hell? Could the Magician have known that something strange happened? Miles recalled Cody reporting, “Code Platinum,” to someone. Had the police reported Miles odd recovery to Alephander Guiscard? And again, why would the police do that? Why would Guiscard care about Miles’s dumpster diving habit?

      The letter read simply:

      
        
        Mr. Malone,

        I have a job for you. More details when you apply. 

        Yours truly, A. 

        PS find a date. You cannot be single.

      

      

      

      What. The. Actual. F....

      If it had just been a request for a job, no matter how mysterious, Miles innate curiosity would have overcome his equally instinctive sense of self-preservation. He’d done a few jobs for Guiscard before and applied for a few that he hadn’t been awarded. Guiscard always paid well on the jobs that Miles did get.

      Miles would have accepted the mystery invite, just to see what it was about. But the addendum that he needed to find a date and “could not be single” struck Miles as a whole level of creepy he was not willing to explore. Especially considering the rumors about Guiscard’s love life. Supposedly Alephander Guiscard had gone through a long string of wives, most of whom disappeared under mysterious circumstances. He had just remarried for the seventh time in a secret ceremony in January. A second ceremony had been held, open to the public, in February. The guy was definitely a few marbles short of a jacks set. Miles had no intention of bringing any woman within sight of him.

      Miles went to the window of his townhouse. French doors opened onto a small balcony that overlooked the street. He usually enjoyed sitting there after his morning jog—especially since every morning at the same time he was sitting there drinking his coffee, a very beautiful woman passed by on her white bicycle. One of these days he would get up the nerve to ask her what her name was and where she was headed every morning. For now, all he could do was wave as she waved back.

      Right now, though, he wanted to see if any men were suspiciously lingering in the street, or if any cars were parked for no reason nearby. This letter had not come through the regular mail, despite the stamp in the corner.

      Miles didn’t smoke but he always carried a lighter. He took it out now, placed the letter on the cement of his balcony and burned it. The glow around the letter disappeared first and when the black wrinkly paper died down, he stomped out the remainder of the embers with his foot. Then he swept the ashes and threw them away. He didn’t see anyone outside, but he had the feeling of being watched.

      “That’s my answer!” Miles Malone shouted out to whoever was spying on him. “Hope you don’t need a crystal ball to figure out what that means!”
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        June 16, 2022

        08:59

      

      

      Mercy Wise climbed off her bicycle and chained it to the bicycle rack. She didn’t own a car, but in a town like Arcana Glen, you hardly needed a car to get around town. She preferred the exercise. She knew she didn’t look athletic to outsiders. She was short, 5’3”, with a round baby face, plump although feminine curves, and thighs that did not have any sky between them. She knew she didn’t exactly look like a warrior demigoddess, unless the field of battle was her kitchen table, and the enemy was a vicious tub of cookie dough ice cream. But was it her fault that she was big boned? Her human size was much shorter than what her arcane soul expected her to be. It was a common problem with shape shifters. Her body wanted to devour the amount of calories her arcane half needed, but her human half had to pay the price.

      Mercy sighed. Just one more reason she would probably never find a man. The men who were attracted to her in her humble human form wanted someone soft, round, sweet, meek, and cuddly. Which, most of the time, she totally was. But then they saw her other form, and they ran screaming in the other direction.

      Men who first met her in her arcane form, however, were even worse. They loved the dangerous Death Goddess appeal of her special brand of reaper. But when they met her as a human, they were disappointed. The worst was the reaper she had dated a few years ago: Yorgath the Undying Scourge. He was not the same kind of reaper as she, but “reaper adjacent,” as her parents like to say; her parents had arranged the match.

      “We’re not going to arrange your marriage, we just want to introduce you to some suitable boys,” her mother had explained. The next thing Mercy knew, Yorgath came over for dinner when Mercy and her family were all wearing their full arcane glory, and Yorgath had been totally smitten.

      Everything went great that night. But the next week, he agreed to take her out for dinner and a movie in downtown Arcana Glen. Since they were going to be on Main Street, among mundanes, they both went human. He looked gorgeous as a human man. In fact, Mercy preferred that form of his to his reaper persona: a 9’ skeleton in a bloody clown suit. But the minute Yorgath saw Mercy, the clown was the one who doubled over laughing.

      “That’s what you look like as a human?” he repeated over and over. “I can’t believe you’re really a…”

      That’s when she slapped him. Of course, since she was human at the time, it didn’t hurt him one tiny bit. It didn’t even stop him from laughing. She ended the date there and then, and stomped home to tell her parents no more blind dates. She hadn’t even gotten dinner out of it, dang it.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as Mercy entered the automatic double doors of the Arcana Glen Veteran’s Hospital where she worked as an RN, another Nurse, Beverly Howard, ran up to her. Beverly was a mundane. Honestly, Mercy couldn’t understand why the hospital hired Beverly to work at an institution that secretly catered to arcane veterans, including a lot of dangerous animal Shifters. Lots of Shifters were attracted to the military, but when they became older or sick, they were afraid to seek medical assistance for fear of being misunderstood. It was not so much a fear of exposure, because most mundanes would refuse to believe in magic no matter what, but the possibility of not getting adequate medical care was a very real danger.

      About 20% of the human population were “sensitives,” aware of magic and able to remember it existed, although they had none of their own. For some reason, it seemed to Mercy that this small group included the best, but also the worst, of humanity. The bad ones were those who took advantage of the ignorance of their fellow humans to hunt down the arcanes for their own corrupt purposes. Mercy did not mind mundanes, but she was leery of sensitives.

      “Oh, thank goodness you’re here,” Beverly said clutching her chest, clearly flustered. “There’s a bear! A bear in Mr Burnhard’s room. I’ve called animal control… But you know how they are. They don’t take these things seriously. There is a dangerous animal! What is animal control there for if they don’t take care of something like that? Do you know what they asked me? They asked me how old I thought the bear was! How am I supposed to know the age of a bear?”

      “I’ll take care of it,” Mercy said.

      “Mercy, no, you can’t go in there…” Beverly’s voice trailed away as Mercy was already marching down the hallway to Mr Burnhard’s room. Mercy knew why animal control refused to come. Mr Henry Burnhard was a 90-year-old Bear Shifter, a resident of the Veteran’s Hospital, who was losing his ability to control his shifting, something that happened to many older shifters. He was fairly harmless, except, of course, to humans, because he was able to turn into a 9-foot grizzly.
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        * * *

      

      Mercy entered the room and immediately saw the grizzly, down on all fours, trying to snuffle extra meals from the meal cart. The extra meals were kept down below behind the cabinet doors, and as a bear, the elderly Shifter had forgotten how to open the cabinet, so he was banging the cart up against the wall with his paw.

      “Mr. Burnhard, shift back to human and get back into bed right now,” said Mercy sternly. “If you want extra food, all you have to do is ask. Beverly would’ve been glad to give you seconds. There’s no need for this.”

      The problem with elderly Shifters was that their animal form was more animal. Like young pubescent Shifters, they were almost unable to maintain human cognition while in their other shape. Mr. Burnhard reared up on his hind feet to his full 9-foot height and roared at her. The display from his huge jars was properly intimidating. Or it would’ve been to a human woman.

      Mercy, however, was a special form of shape shifter herself. She focused her will and switched her form.

      Mercy transformed from a 5‘3” woman into a towering Amazon almost 7 feet tall. Her weight was the same; but now, her extra fat was now all concentrated in her huge breasts which thrust out over her toned belly and broad hips. Her thighs were lean and muscular. And, as long as she had the bod to go with it, she figured she ought to dress the part; she wore a chain-mail bikini lined with fur and jewels. She wore gauntlets and grieves to match, and a helmet that was fitted to allow for her cranial wings. All Valkyries had these special wings, which extended on either side of the head instead of earlobes, called auricle feathers. Her hair no longer looked like a short brown bob, but a long flowing waterfall of platinum and gold. Honestly, the golden waterfall was not actually hair at all, but more feathers, but those feathers were so soft and long they looked like hair. She had a second pair of wings on her back as well, but these were enhanced by huge steel blade extensions. The combined diameter of her back wings and blades was 15 feet across. She also held a 11-foot spear tipped with metal forged in Valhalla.

      Yeah. Her other form was a mother-ducking Valkyrie.

      The bear immediately cringed, whined, and curled back up into the shape of an old man in a hospital gown.

      “I’m sorry, Mercy,” he muttered. “I don’t know what got into me. I was just hungry…”

      Turning into a Valkyrie always made Mercy hungry too, so she completely sympathized. She stayed in her Valkyrie form until he climbed back into bed. Then she also shrank back into her plump, brown-bobbed, hazel-eyed, human self, wearing pink and teal scrubs with a teddy bear pattern. She tucked Mr. Burnhard back into bed, salvaged what she could from the food cart, and set him up with a second lunch.

      It was then that Mercy heard a soft gasp behind her. She world around. Beverly, the human who knew nothing about magic, was standing in the doorway.

      “How long have you been there, Bev?” asked Mercy.

      “The whole time,” Beverly said. “I saw you confront the bear. And then it stood up on its legs and roared at you. And you just told it to behave itself and…” She looked around confused. Even though Bev had seen the bear become Mr. Burnhard right in front of her, her human mind would not accept what she had seen. She exhaled in relief as her mind came up with an explanation. “The bear ran off and Mr. Burnhard came out from behind the bed where he was hiding. Mercy, you’re so brave!”

      Mercy smiled. “I’m sure the bear was more afraid of me than I was of the bear.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        June 17, Friday

      

      

      Miles Malone had a mystery to solve. Who had killed... um, tried to kill... him?

      Fortunately, if strangely, Miles had survived a fire blast to his chest, but someone had reported there was a corpse in the dumpster to the police.

      Miles reviewed the facts of the case. Last month, on June 8, two people, an unrelated man and woman, Owen McGee and Eleni Bendox, had approached him to find out who had handcuffed them together and locked them in a car with no brakes that was pushed into a lake. A terrible incident, it was amazing the pair had survived. Miles had researched the case diligently, making it a priority above all his other work.

      He found out who was behind it rather quickly. It was good luck for law enforcement when criminals were dumb. Miles was pleased with himself, although he wasn’t certain his clients would be happy when they found out the truth.

      However, when he’d tried to contact either Owen McGee or Eleni Bendox, the phone numbers proved to out of service. They had both given him burner phones.

      Eleni contacted him on June 16; this time, she warned him not to trust Owen. Eleni said her life was in danger. She asked to meet Miles. Miles promised to give her the information about who had tried to kill her.

      Eleni arrived to take the package, but Owen arrived a few minutes later, running toward her, yelling at her not to talk to Miles.

      And that’s when the bird-man appeared in the sky and attacked Miles.

      Okay, so obviously, Miles had not been killed by a bird-man, a winged man, or a dark angel. Nonetheless, he hadn’t punched himself in the chest and crawled into a dumpster for the fun of it. Someone had taken a pot shot at him.

      Owen McGee?

      At first, that seemed the obvious choice. Owen wanted to keep Eleni from finding out what Miles knew, so Owen shot him. The third man, the “dark angel,” was nothing but a hallucination.

      But it didn’t fit. Owen hadn’t been armed. And... it wasn’t consistent with what Miles remembered.

      If only what Miles remembered wasn’t impossible.

      Miles phoned the office of Eleni Bendox. She was a US District Attorney. If either Owen, or the mystery third man, or the one who had attacked Owen and Eleni in the first place, might have tried to harm her again. Miles wanted to be sure she was safe.

      “I’m sorry, she hasn’t been in the office since last Monday,” her assistant reported.

      “Thank you,” said Miles, more disturbed than before.

      He decided to send an email as well, so he checked her website to find it. There, featured rather prominently on the site, was a photo of Eleni Bendox, in a suit, standing next to a striking dark-haired man in judge’s black robes. The photo was from an online news article with the headline: Federal Prosecutor Joins Special Arcana Glen District. Pictured, from left to right, US District Attorney Eleni Bendox with Judge Raziel Ranaci. (Courtesy photo). The photo was from more than a decade ago, but Eleni Bendox looked exactly the same, like a gorgeous woman in her late twenties or early thirties.

      The other man hadn’t changed either—and Miles Malone recognized him.

      Judge Raziel Ranaci was the man who had tried to kill him.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        June 23, Thursday

      

      

      Miles didn’t pursue the case of his own attempted murder as diligently as he did other cases. He confirmed for two seperate clients that each of their wives were cheating, it turned out, with each other’s husbands. He was paid by both clients and didn’t disclose the irony to either, although he lost all sympathy for the cuckholds who were themselves unfaithful.

      He told himself that it was more important to work on those cases than his own issue because he needed the money, but he still barely had enough to pay the mortgage.

      On Thursday, through no effort of his own, he made a break-through in his private case. Eleni Bendox finally returned his call.

      “Ms Bendox, I’m relieved to discover you are still with us,” said Miles frankly. “I was beginning to think something had happened to you.”

      “Mr Malone!” she said, sounding amused. “Here I thought I was the one who was worried about you! I can’t tell you how shocked and pleased I was to discover you are alive. I feared the worst.”

      After he realized who had called, Miles searched his computer to stare once again at the picture of Eleni Bendox and Judge Raziel Ranaci.

      “On the day I tried to meet with you, I was attacked,” Miles said mildly, as if reporting that it had rained, and he’d had pastrami for lunch. “Do you have any idea who did it?”

      A pause.

      Would she lie to him?

      Miles really hoped she wasn’t in on it. He hated it when beautiful women turned out to be no good. It was such a waste.

      “What do remember?” she asked cautiously.

      “Nothing after meeting you but before waking up in a dumpster,” he lied. It was partially true. He remembered nothing sane.

      “A former co-worker of mine attacked you,” she said. Her voice was tight. “Raziel Ranaci. He used to be a judge, but he... fell from grace. Don’t worry about him attacking you again, however. He was apprehended and is being punished.”

      “Oh,” said Miles, taken aback. ‘Apprehended’ and ‘punished,’ was an odd way to say, ‘arrested and convicted,’ but what else could she mean? “Thank you.”

      “Thank you. Thanks to the information you gave me, I was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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






OEBPS/images/arcana-glen-death-and-detective-6x9x300-2.jpg
TARA MAYA

The Arcana Glen Major Arcana =~ Book 7






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

The Genie
& the Gymnast
TARA MAYA

An Arcana Glen Novella






OEBPS/images/arcana-glen-death-and-detective-6x9x300.jpg
TARA MAYA

The Arcana Glen Major Arcana = Book 7





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





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






