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      A dash of destiny and a pinch of passion can change everything…

      Scottish warlock Rory MacGregor knows something from the supernatural world is trying to kill him. He’s not sure exactly what that something is, but it’ll make for a fun adventure figuring it all out. Of course, nothing is simple, so when Fate tosses in a dash of destiny to keep him on his toes by way of an enchanting new arrival in town, he’s all in.

      He just wished she was too.

      Life hasn’t turned out as planned for Jennifer Greene. After taking care of her sick father for years, she’s come to Green Vallis, Wisconsin, for one reason only—a job. She isn’t looking for adventure, even if it’s by way of a tempting Highlander in a kilt or men streaking across the countryside. And she definitely isn’t looking for love—even though love is looking for her.
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      The term “warlock” is a variation on the Old English word “waerloga” primarily used by the Scots. It meant traitor, monster, deceiver, or other variations. The MacGregors do not look at themselves as being what history has labeled their kind. To them, warlock means magick, family, and immortality. This book is not meant to be a portrayal of modern day witches or those who have such beliefs. The MacGregors are a magickal class all their own.

      As with all my books, this is pure fantasy. In real life, please always practice safe sex and magic(k).
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      Dear Readers,

      It has come to my attention that Uncle Raibeart has been trying to lace all the e-books with love potions. So if you have found yourself waiting and wishing for his proposal, gazing for naked warlocks running past your window with longing, well, we have a support group for that: Michelle M. Pillow Fan Club Uncle Raibeart Love Fest.

      My sincerest apologies. We do what we can to keep him reined in but unfortunately have not found a proper firewall for Raibeart’s magickal hacking skills. If you do see him, please, tell him to put on some clothes and come home. And, whatever you do, do not say yes to anything he proposes.

      Thank you,

      Michelle M. Pillow

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          IRELAND, 1693

        

      

    

    
      Rory MacGregor watched the muddy hand give one last twitch before the earth swallowed the woman whole. The stitch in his side from trying to push through the peat bog was nothing compared to the agony of defeat. If not for the fact he needed to catch his breath, he would have screamed. Instead, he tried to keep moving in the impossibly thick mud.

      His efforts were futile. Rory was knee-deep and sinking. Only too late did he realize his warlock magick was useless in the enchanted trap. For the moment, he was like any other human, imprisoned inside the knowledge that death came for him—in slow, descending inches.

      He reached his hand into the bog, feeling around in a desperate attempt to grab hold of her even though logically, he knew she was too far away. He shivered at the cold pressure against his naked legs. The smell of the decaying plant life stirred each time he slowly tried to lift his foot. This was not the first time he’d been stuck in a bog, but it was the first time he couldn’t quickly maneuver his way out of it.

      “Tha mi duilich,” he whispered to the woman he’d tried to rescue. I’m sorry.

      Rory knew he should back up, but he tried to take a step forward instead. Her eyes, the same dark color as the land that consumed her, had pleaded with him for help. Maybe if he reached her, there would still be time. The bog refused to release his legs.

      Rory glanced around the flat landscape, stretching his neck to see behind him. He caught sight of a figure along the edge of his vision. He tried to twist farther, but the movement caused his body to sink a little more.

      “A woman went under,” Rory yelled over his shoulder as he pointed to the now-empty bog. “We have to help her!”

      He tried to turn, stretching his waist as far as he could. Rory frowned. It was a young lad. A child couldn’t help him.

      He again attempted to press forward to where she had gone under. If he could just take a few more steps…

      “Get help!” Rory turned to glance back, only to see the boy coming toward him. He couldn’t be more than ten years. “No, stop. It’s not safe.”

      The child didn’t listen.

      “Stop. It’s not safe,” he repeated, switching to a local dialect. He had no idea how far he’d traveled inland. Ireland was not his homeland, and he did not know the terrain or how close he was to help.

      The lad still came forward, his steps sure. The skin on his nose had peeled as if he recovered from too much time in the sun. His brown hair hung in long tangled strands and had not been washed in quite some time.

      “Stop,” Rory yelled louder, waving his muddy hands for the boy to stay away. From what he could see, the child was alone.

      Rory tried to force magick from his fingers to fling the boy back without touching him. Nothing happened.

      Rory watched in horror as the lad stepped closer, waiting for him to sink. Miraculously, the ground stayed firm beneath the boy’s feet as he circled Rory. He moved as if the bog wasn’t waiting to swallow him.

      “It’s not safe,” Rory insisted. He was careful not to move, not wishing to disturb the earth beneath the boy. “Get help,” Rory ordered. The child’s luck wouldn’t last too long.

      The boy stopped behind him. Rory felt small hands on his shoulders. For a second, he thought the child was going to attempt to pull him out.

      “Jenny Greentooth,” the boy whispered, jumping up to press all of his weight on Rory’s shoulders.

      Rory lurched, trying to resist as he sank deeper into the bog. On reflex, he pushed his hands in front of him to counteract the attack. His fingers sank beneath the surface. The bog swallowed his waist.

      “Och!” He grunted as the peat encased his manhood in its chilly grip.

      Rory jerked his hands from the muck and slapped behind his back. The boy laughed as he let go, and Rory heard the child’s footsteps running away.

      The ground bulged where the woman had gone under, rising and falling as if it breathed. With each lift it grew higher until the surface broke and a peat-covered hand poked through. Dirty fingers slapped the earth.

      How was this possible? The woman should be dead.

      Rory felt his body sinking deeper.

      A second hand appeared. Through the clumps of mud, he detected short claws. The woman pulled herself out of the bog. Though he could pick out small similarities, this creature was not the woman he’d seen disappear.

      Peat-covered hair clung to her shoulders. Mud slicked her face and bony arms. A long hiss of breath left her mouth, showcasing rotted teeth marred with decaying leaves. A clump fell from her face, taking what should have been a nose with it.

      “Ya must be Jenny,” Rory said, not bothering to hide his repulsion as the hag crawled on her stomach from the bog to move along the surface. He struggled to push out of the muck, but the lad had sunk him too deeply.

      Jenny smiled, eyeing him like trapped prey she was ready to devour.

      “Lovely day for a stroll, isn’t it?” Rory had charmed far more dangerous women than her. He gave her his most winning smile.

      The bog witch’s voice crackled an undistinguishable answer. Apparently, his charms were lost on Jenny, and she continued toward him.

      “Och, this is going to be a tough one,” he muttered, unsure what he should do. Panic began to fill him. Without magick he was helpless, and he knew there was no easy escape from Jenny and her enchanted bog.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          GREEN VALLIS, WISCONSIN, MODERN DAY

        

      

    

    
      When the guidance counselor had sat Jennifer Greene down to talk about her future after high school, waitressing in a small Wisconsin town fifteen years later, living on tips and free employee meals, had not been on her list of dreams. The tater tot nachos at the Crimson Tavern were heavenly, but they weren’t health insurance and a 401k.

      That was the not-so-funny thing about life. It rarely ended up as intended.

      Jennifer had not planned on her mother leaving after a car ran over her older brother. She hadn’t imagined her strong father would get so sick he couldn’t walk. She hadn’t planned on choosing between a college scholarship or a job to take care of him for six years until he succumbed to the big C. She hadn’t planned on her friends disappearing from her life one by one by one because they’d moved on and couldn’t relate to her struggle. She hadn’t planned on her dad’s medical bills, a reverse mortgage on her childhood home, or the extremely desperate loneliness that led her into the arms of a man who would leave her when they thought she’d gotten pregnant. It had been a false positive, but the betrayal stung.

      “All it takes is a dash of destiny, and everything can change.”

      Her mother told her that the night she left. The look on the woman’s face used to haunt her. She’d been so…excited. Who could be that happy knowing they were abandoning their child? Jennifer had been six, and it was the only thing she remembered about the woman. She’d thought about those words a lot in her life.

      “All it takes is a dash of destiny…”

      Jennifer stood beside the quiet street outside the Crimson Tavern. Dash of destiny—it sounded like an ingredient in a lousy family recipe. She’d had about all the dashes she could handle. So far, her life’s destiny tasted sour and left her more than a little bitter.

      Headlights turned off of Main Street and ventured toward her. The downtown streets were constructed of red bricks that had shifted over time to make for bumpy roads. The lights bounced as the slow-moving car neared where she stood close to the Crimson Tavern’s door.

      The locals treated her like a stranger, but she didn’t mind. The solitary hours gave her time to romanticize a make-believe life she was living. A light fog lined the street as if exhaled from windows. The historic buildings squished close together could have been from the 1800s. If she ignored the modern dresses in the store windows, she could pretend she walked through history on the evening streets of London. If she closed her eyes, she could imagine the sound of horse hooves and carriage wheels.

      Jennifer lifted her hand to block the headlights as they passed. The bright flash of high beams brought her out of her thoughts and blinded her to who was driving.

      Walking alone at night in Green Vallis was relatively safe. The biggest threat was Mrs. Callister, the town gossip, who was always trying to take everyone’s pictures. Jennifer was tired of seeing her blurry face on the woman’s blog. The woman posted them next to speculation about what really went on inside Crimson Tavern.

      Waitressing. Waitressing went on. Cheap beer and cheaper come-on lines.

      Jennifer spent hours on her feet, fetching burgers, and refilling drinks. It wasn’t glamorous, but at least it was honest. She liked honest. It was also boring.

      The car turned the corner, and darkness once more covered the street.

      “Fifty bucks that was Callister,” Kay said from behind her as the door to the building closed slowly. The sound of the spark wheel on the woman’s lighter punctuated the words as she attempted to light her cigarette. “Bitch posted a photo of me tripping the other day and insinuated I was drunk. I swear she photoshopped an extra ten pounds on my ass too.”

      Kay spoke in a gravelly volume even the most foulmouthed of sailors would envy, yet her swearing only seemed to amuse the regulars who came more for the drink than the food. They had worked together for about three months. She took a significant amount of smoke breaks, often leaving Jennifer to pick up the work slack.

      “Last week she implied we turn tricks in the storage room.” Jennifer picked a piece of fuzz off her shirt and dropped it into the slight breeze. With a sigh, she turned toward the door. Since Kay was outside, that meant no one was watching the tables.

      “Yeah, right between the giant cans of ketchup and extra napkins.” Kay laughed. The sound was followed by a cough.

      “Under the glow of the swinging light bulb hanging on its wire,” Jennifer added.

      “You turn on the lights?” Kay laughed harder. “Hell, girl, I charge extra if they want to look at all this.”

      “We’d be taking home a lot more than fifteen dollars an hour if we were providing extra services.” Jennifer opened the door. The fifteen was only after tips on a jam-packed weekend night. The rest of the time, she didn’t even want to think about it.

      “Too bad none of the MacGregors have been coming in.” Kay took a long drag off the cigarette. As she continued, smoke billowed from her lips. “Now there’s a few guys I wouldn’t mind taking to the storage room.”

      “Which ones?” Jennifer asked.

      “Any of them,” Kay said. “As my grandma used to say, they’re all fine as frog hair.”

      “I should get back to it.” Jennifer pasted a smile on her face for the customers as she stepped back inside.

      She didn’t know the MacGregors personally but had heard plenty of gossip about them. A family of kilt-wearing Scottish hotties had moved into the giant house overlooking town a few years ago. They were nobility or hotel moguls or the descendants of the guy who’d invented the vegetable peeler.

      She doubted much of it was true. Out of boredom, she’d looked up the inventor of the vegetable peeler. It was a man named Alfred Neweczerzal from Switzerland or some such place. The sexy kilt-wearing part was real. She’d seen a few of the men around town.

      One of Kay’s customers lifted his hand to get her attention. Several others tried to make eye contact with her. Jennifer let the thoughts slip from her mind as she fell into the rhythm of work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      Rory MacGregor wasn’t exactly sure what he’d done to deserve his current predicament. The last thing he remembered was having a drink with his cousins Iain, Erik, Euann, and Kenneth. He wasn’t sure how they’d gotten on the topic, but they’d been reminiscing about past magickal failures. There were plenty of times a poorly aimed energy ball had boomeranged around to zap one of them in the ass like an errant firework. Literally, the ass. Rory had burnt more than one kilt.

      Yeah, he’d done plenty over the centuries, but he didn’t know which of those things this was paying back. Was it for the time he’d trapped Iain in an enchanted chicken coop in the 1800s after his cousin had shifted into bird form? Rory had left him there as a human and sold tickets to local farmers to see the chicken-man.

      Or was it from several months back, when he’d shot out all of Euann’s security cameras in the woods surrounding the MacGregor property for the second time? For a warlock who could cast magickal protection spells, Euann liked playing with tech a little too much.

      Rory had convinced a king to let Kenneth sing opera for the royal court. But, to be fair, that was only because Kenneth had stolen his kilt while he’d been swimming and left him with a woman’s dress. So Rory had been the one to repay that particular prank.

      He’d enchanted Erik’s car. And his horse. And his sword. And, well, also his boxer shorts.

      Maybe it was because he’d helped himself to Uncle Raibeart’s not-so-secret stash of old scotch. That had been a fun couple of nights.

      He’d dyed Uncle Fergus’s English bulldog pink. Traitor hadn’t seemed to mind his new coloring. In fact, Traitor didn’t mind much of anything.

      The list was endless. Pranks were a MacGregor family trademark. Whatever the reason, Rory was pretty much screwed until this spell wore off.

      Rory tried to stretch his arms and legs. The rope binding him to the tree held firm with the help of magick. They contained some kind of binding spell that kept his magick inert. If he struggled, the binds would only become tighter. As far as revenge went, this wasn’t so bad. The temperature was mild, and the air fresh. Moonlight came through the treetops to create dancing spots on the forest floor.

      Soft thumps sounded on the nearby path. Maybe he’d dismissed the vulnerability of this prank too soon.

      Rory tensed, wondering what shenanigans his cousins had planned for him. He tried to wriggle free, but the binds tightened, causing the bark to rub uncomfortably against his flesh. That’s when he realized nothing protected his bare ass from the tree.

      Of course, he was naked beneath the ropes. Why wouldn’t he be? It would be funnier to make him run nude through the forest back to the mansion where he lived with his extended family.

      The ropes kept his body stationary so he could only turn his head to watch. A tiny black ball of fluff barreled down the path. At first, he wasn’t sure if it was a dog or a miniature bear cub.

      “Arf,” came a high-pitched bark.

      The puppy tripped over his feet, rolling headfirst before continuing without barely missing a beat. This prank just became weird. Were his cousins trying to cute him to death?

      “Come back. Where’d you go, little guy?”

      He didn’t recognize the soft American-accented voice. A woman appeared from between two trees, her face downturned as she searched along the narrow path. “It’s not safe for you here. Let’s find your home. Someone has to be worried about you.”

      Rory held very still, hoping his current trap included an invisibility spell so she wouldn’t see him. Leaving someone tied up and helpless in a forest was hilarious, to be sure, but they weren’t stupid. His cousins would not have left him without protection.

      As expected, the woman glanced through him, not registering the fact someone had tied him to the tree. Her dark curly hair was pulled back from a pretty face. Exhaustion lined her eyes, and she looked like she hadn’t slept for days.

      Rory wanted to call out to her but held back. If she heard him, she’d think the forest was haunted and would run away screaming in fear.

      Something in her expression captured him. Sadness lined her eyes. He wanted to know why she looked that way. She was too young, probably only thirty or so human years, to look so forlorn.

      The woman rubbed her arms as she looked into the trees for the dog. “Please come back. Tips sucked tonight. My feet are killing me. I’m bone tired. I want to go home and collapse, but I can’t leave you out here.”

      “Arf,” came the high-pitched, slightly muffled answer.

      The woman crouched down as she took a few steps to search the darker part of the woods. Rory’s binds tightened as he tried leaning his head to the side to get a better look at her ass beneath the black slacks. She kneeled and reached forward. The pants pulled tighter. Rory’s lips parted, and he suppressed a groan to keep from making noise.

      “There you are,” she said, sitting back on her heels.

      Rory sighed and rested his head against the tree trunk.

      At the sound, the woman quickly turned as if she’d heard him.

      He’d expected a puppy, but instead, metal glimmered in her hand. Her eyes met his. Dark circles spread from her eyes like bruises bleeding across the flesh.

      She slowly stood, wielding a knife. “There you are.”

      The sweet concern she had for the lost puppy had drained from her tone. Her body twitched as she stepped toward him.

      Well, this evening soured fast.

      “Oh, easy there, love,” Rory said. “Whatever this is, I’m sure we can talk about it. Why don’t ya put the knife on the ground before someone gets hurt?”

      She lifted the knife over her shoulder and aimed it in his direction. So much for conversation. The woman hardly seemed receptive.

      Rory tried to call forth his magick, but whatever enchantment was on the ropes kept him imprisoned. A distant memory tried to surface, of being trapped and powerless, but after hundreds of years of living, there were many strange events to choose from, and the impression faded as fast as it came.

      “Did one of my cousins put ya up to this?” he asked. Only to yell, “Hilarious guys, but you’re going to have to do better than this!”

      “There you are,” she whispered, taking another halting step toward him. Her eyes bored into him as if she could pierce him with a single look. Mounting rage replaced the sadness in her. The grip on the knife hand shook.

      “I think maybe ya got the wrong guy.” Rory wasn’t usually one to panic, but he couldn’t see a way out. His heartbeat quickened, and a bead of sweat rolled down his temple. “How about ya untie me instead? We can get a bite to eat and talk about this?”

      “There you are.”

      Stupid ropes.

      Rory struggled to free himself even as the bind became so tight it began cutting off his circulation. He tried to pull energy from the tree behind him to fuel his magick. A small tingle worked down his spine, but it wasn’t enough to make even the lamest of fireballs.

      “There you are.”

      “Aye, here I am,” he answered.

      “There you are.” Her voice crackled, and a strange sound popped in the back of her throat as she cocked her arm farther back.

      “Ha-ha! Very funny guys,” Rory yelled, hoping his cousins would jump out of the trees at any moment.

      “There you are.” The woman screeched and lunged.

      Rory cried out and shut his eyes tight as he braced for impact. A loud thud sounded. His body tried to jerk, but the ropes held him. He waited for the sharp pain of her blade.

      “Och, laddie, what did ya do to put the hornet in this one’s bonnet? She looks ready to skin ya.” Uncle Raibeart’s voice brought with it a wave of relief.

      Rory opened his eyes and frantically looked around. The woman laid face down on the ground. Her arm was outstretched over her head, but the knife had fallen from her fingers.

      “I didn’t know ya were into bondage.” Raibeart appeared before him with a grin. Not surprisingly, his uncle was buck-ass naked. Raibeart placed his hand on his hips. “Didn’t mean to interrupt your date. She should come to in like six, seven hours. I’ll leave ya to it.”

      Raibeart started to leave.

      “Raibeart, wait,” Rory yelled. It was no secret that his uncle wasn’t all there. The way he’d heard the story, Raibeart had been involved with an inthrall. Inthralls were human women, but for some reason, they were able to tap into a warlock’s power—not all warlocks; the match had to be perfect, so it was extremely rare. Raibeart’s lover drained his magick and left him a few clubs short of a golf game.

      Raibeart returned. “Ya haven’t seen a troll run by here, have ya? He stole my favorite tutu.”

      A troll stealing his uncle’s clothing would not be the reason Raibeart was running around naked. More security cameras had spotted the man’s bare ass streaking than anyone in the family cared to know about.

      “Untie me,” Rory ordered. It had become difficult to breathe, and he fought a wave of dizziness.

      “Ya are a demanding…” Raibeart grumbled. “No wonder your woman tried to stab ya. For future knowledge, laddie, when ya are tied up, you’re the submissive. That’s how these games work.”

      A flash of blue lit up the forest seconds before it slammed into Rory’s chest. His breath knocked out of him. “Oof!”

      The ropes didn’t budge, and Raibeart tried a second time, zapping Rory with a more potent dose of magick.

      “Ow, stop!” Rory cried.

      Raibeart hit him a third time, then a fourth.

      “Ow, Raibeart, stop. The ropes are enchanted. That’s not working.” Rory flinched as he waited for a fifth blast that didn’t come.

      “Why didn’t ya say so?” Raibeart came to stand in front of him.

      “I tried. Ya keep hitting me,” Rory countered.

      “Ya asked me to.” Raibeart looked at the unconscious woman on the path. “She’s just a wee little thing, isn’t she? How did she convince ya to stand still long enough to truss ya up?”

      “I didn’t let her,” Rory protested.

      “And yet there ya are.” Raibeart laughed. “What did ya do to piss off this one?”

      “Nothing. She just attacked.” Rory fought for each breath and talking was not easy. “I don’t even know who she is.”

      Raibeart chuckled as he leaned over and picked up the knife the woman had dropped. “How many times do I have to tell ya boys? Women don’t like it when ya forget their names.”

      “This coming from a man who forgets the women he’s asked to marry him,” Rory mumbled.

      “Hey,” Raibeart pointed the knife tip at him to enunciate his words. “I have a plan.”

      “Plan?” Rory’s hands and feet tingled. “Can that plan please include cutting me free? I am losing feeling in my limbs.”

      “The woman I’m meant to be with will say aye to me,” Raibeart explained, even though Rory didn’t ask him to. “I had a conversation with Fate once and learned a few things. I’m playing my odds.”

      “Sure. That sounds sane.” Rory couldn’t keep the sarcasm from his voice. “No way that could backfire on ya.”

      “Ya would be wise to do the same,” Raibeart advised. “Only, maybe not this one. She doesn’t seem to like ya very much. But she’s pretty. I might ask her when she wakes up. I gave her quite a stun, so it might be a while before she can answer.”

      “Aye, six or seven hours, ya said,” Rory said between gritted teeth. “I’m losing feeling in my manhood.”

      “That can’t be too pleasant.” Raibeart gave a dramatic shiver. “Never liked constriction myself.”

      “Cut me free. Now. Please, now.” Rory fought for consciousness. The world was beginning to feel a little wobbly. His head drooped forward.

      He felt tiny vibrations as Raibeart began sawing at the rope with the blade. The pressure on his chest eased, and he was able to inhale deeply.

      “Enough games. Which one of ya tied me up with enchanted rope and sent this woman after me?” Rory asked, keeping an eye on the unconscious woman. “The last thing I remember was drinking earlier with all of ya earlier tonight.”

      “That was two days ago. Your ma has been worried about ya, laddie.” Raibeart sawed faster. “Ya went to take a shower after ya spilled your liquor and didn’t come back out. Since a man can only play with himself for so long, we decided we’d better check on ya. The water was running cold, and it looked like ya had just melted down the drain. I told them not to worry. Sometimes a man has to run free, but ya know how the chickens gobble.”

      The grip around his body broke free. Rory leaned forward. The rope slithered from around him, releasing him so that he fell onto his hands and knees. He took several deep breaths, willing the blood to flow through his limbs. The sensation of pins and needles prickled in places he’d rather not have such an unpleasant feeling.

      “I don’t know who the mystery date is, but she has good taste in knives. I haven’t seen a scian this pretty since we raided that stronghold. Ya know the one,” Raibeart said.

      “Actually, no, I don’t.” Rory crawled a few steps to get a better look at the woman’s face.

      “Sure ya do. The Saxons had us pinned,” Raibeart said. “And someone, I’m not saying who, bespelled their clothing to run away. It was a chilly march home that autumn.”

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Rory said though the story sounded vaguely familiar. It seemed like something from his elders’ younger days.

      “Were ya not there?” Raibeart shrugged. “It matters not. If we have to slay her, can I keep the scian for my collection?”

      “We are not slaying anyone,” Rory denied.

      The woman looked as if she’d been beaten. He had seen her eyes bruise, untouched by any physical hand. Magick was at play here, and that magick—for some unknown reason—wanted him dead.

      But why?

      Rory didn’t personally have a lot of enemies that he knew about. He usually left the supernatural hunting to his cousin Niall if he could help it. As a werewolf and a warlock, Niall’s temper was better suited to the lifestyle. Yes, the MacGregor family as a whole had enemies, but he wasn’t exactly the highest target on that list. If he had to fight, he would, but he saw no reason to seek out danger.

      The town of Green Vallis had been built on powerful ley lines. It was that nexus of power that called out his family, but it also lured other supernaturals. Not all of them had honorable intentions. Could it be something new had come to town to threaten him and his family?

      “Do ya think she’s a warlock hunter?” Rory asked, trying to make sense of the attack. “Do ya think someone is using her to get to us?”

      “Us?” Raibeart shook his head. “She wasn’t trying to get me. The ladies love me.”

      “Can ya turn off your Raibeartness for a moment and help me figure this out?” Rory insisted. “She almost killed me. I would think that would warrant a little concern on your part.”

      “But she didn’t,” Raibeart dismissed as if it were no big deal. Rory had to wonder about his uncle sometimes. The family accepted that he was off, but lately, it had been getting worse. “Why would I worry? I told ya. I talked to Fate. This was not your time.”

      “Fate told ya when I was going to die?” Rory asked. “And ya didn’t think that information was worth sharing?”

      “Knowing when ya will perish is not a blessing,” Raibeart said. “It’s an expiration date ya spend your life marching toward. I would not wish that on anyone.”

      “But knowing also gives people a chance to make sure their affairs are in order,” Rory countered. “When did this Lady Fate tell ya I was going to die?”

      How could he not ask?

      “Uh, let me think, seventeen…”

      “The seventeenth of what?” Rory prompted. He stared at the woman’s chest, watching it rise and fall with breath. Relief filled him. She was alive, unconscious, but alive. Whatever quarrel she had with him, they had time to figure it out.

      “Seventeen ninety-eight.” Raibeart gave a decisive nod. “That’s your date.”

      “Fate told ya I was to die in seventeen ninety-eight?” Rory frowned at his uncle.

      “Aye.”

      “So I am going to die two hundred and twenty-some years in the past?”

      “Aye.”

      “So now we can time travel?”

      “Not sure. It was Fate. I didn’t question her predictions,” Raibeart frowned. “That would have been rude.”

      “Did fate happen to be buying drinks during happy hour?” Rory rubbed the bridge of his nose.

      “So you’ve met her?” Raibeart grinned. “They didn’t call it happy hour back then, and I was doing the buying. It was the only way to get her to talk.”

      This wasn’t the first time Raibeart received questionable information from a drunk at a bar. Fate was probably a buxom seventeenth-century prostitute named Brunhilda who’d found an easy mark in his rich uncle’s imagination.

      “Materialize some clothes.” Rory stood. “We don’t want her waking up to two naked men standing over her.” He gestured his hand down his body, magickally calling forth a kilt to wrap around his hips. Thank goodness he had his magick back. That had been a strange feeling being so defenseless.

      Raibeart stayed naked. “I zapped her good. She’s going to be out for a while.”

      So he kept saying, but there was no guarantee.

      “Raibeart, please,” Rory pleaded.

      “The garden troll chewed holes through my favorite kilt,” he said. “I’m waiting for your ma to fix it.”

      “Then wear your second favorite,” Rory said, exasperated. “I swear you’re worse than Jewel sometimes.”

      Jewel was Kenneth’s daughter. She’d been born with unlimited power, and she used it as any toddler would—to force everyone into playing tea party and princess fashion show with her. Like all the men in his family, Rory knew he’d been blessed with a handsome face. However, he wasn’t sure any person could look good impersonating a cake topper in giant petticoats and chafing taffeta.

      “Don’t make me regret saving ya,” Raibeart warned. “That Jewel is a blessing.”

      Rory kneeled beside the woman and slipped his arms under her. She moaned as he lifted her from the ground. “Which way back to the manor?”

      Raibeart had a horrible sense of direction, so Rory fully intended to walk the opposite way.

      “We can’t take her to the manor.” Raibeart shuffled his feet back and forth, thrusting the knife into the air at an imaginary foe. “Your ma and Margareta won’t like ya bringing trouble into the house. They just refinished the floors after someone let the gremians in.”

      “That was ya who let the gremians in,” Rory said.

      “Aye, and they weren’t happy about it,” Raibeart maintained.

      “We can’t leave her here.” Rory shifted her in his arms. “Do ya see a purse anywhere? Maybe she has a wallet with her address. With luck, she’ll think tonight was a weird dream.”

      Raibeart dipped to look underneath her body as he searched the area. He picked up a rolled black cloth and dug inside. “Got an apron.”

      “What’s in it?”

      “Pen. Notepad with an order for six hamburgers. Wad of cash. Mostly ones.” Raibeart put everything back into the apron and rolled it up. “No ID. No phone.” He deposited the apron onto the woman’s stomach. “I could go for six hamburgers. Ya hungry? You’re buying.”

      “We can’t leave her out here. I’ll take her to the motel. Maura will let me use one of the rooms.” Rory’s sister and brother had recently purchased the local motel. Ironically, the last owner had named Hotel in the misguided hope that it would trick people into thinking it was classier than it was. Whenever the MacGregors moved to a new town, they intended to buy up as many local businesses and properties as possible. Control over a city made it easier to keep their magick a secret. Also, it boosted local economies and gave the family members something to ease the boredom of eternity.
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