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          MAGIC, MISCHIEF AND KILTS!

        

      

    

    
      Scottish Warlock Euann MacGregor may be the tech savvy one in his family, but when it comes to love, savvy doesn’t enter into the equation. So when he crosses paths, in the most unusual way, with a woman who holds an essential piece to a puzzle that has haunted the MacGregor family for decades, he’s torn between wanting answers and wanting her. Forces beyond his control have brought them together, but those same dangers might also be what tears them apart forever.

      

      Warning: Contains yummy, hot, mischievous MacGregors who are almost certainly up to no good on their quest to find true love.  And Uncle Raibeart.
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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).

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          GREEN VALLIS, WISCONSIN

        

      

    

    
      “If anyone cares, Uncle Raibeart is naked in the back gardens.” Euann glanced up from the security feed on his laptop. Two of his brothers and their cousin, Rory, sat at the formal dining table with him. A trail of light made its way in from the window, creeping across the room to mark the movement of time.

      Rory leaned to look lazily past a large flower vase in the middle of the table. He shook his head in denial at Euann. Rory appeared more interested in his coffee cup than anything else. “Not unless the giant puppy I’ve been trying to get Malina and Jane to materialize for me is chasing him.”

      “Ah…” Euann squinted and leaned closer to the screen. “No, it looks like…gremians, maybe?”

      Rory waved his hand in dismissal. “He’s probably trying to get one to marry him. Let Raibeart have his shot at love.”

      “Can ya imagine the children that would come from that union?” Iain mused. His brother’s feet were kicked up on the table, and he picked at a croissant, throwing more pieces onto the plate than into his mouth.

      “Should we go rid the gardens of the creatures once and for all?” Euann asked, even as he lacked the motivation to do so.

      “It’s too early to deal with gremians,” Iain dismissed, suppressing a yawn. “Let’s do it tomorrow.”

      “I don’t want to break up Raibeart’s date,” their oldest brother, Erik, added. He didn’t look up from the thriller he read on his smartphone. “He’ll scream if he needs help.”

      A melancholy air had settled over the MacGregor estate, like a mist covering the mansion and surrounding grounds that would not dissipate. The entire family felt it, well, at least those of warlock blood.

      The twenty-fifth anniversary of Kenneth’s disappearance was upon them, and they were no closer to having answers than they had been the night he’d gone missing.

      They all had theories: vortex to another world, fairy ring to another realm, magick gone awry causing Kenneth to lose his corporeal form, evil spells, statue potions, witch hunters. Erik had convinced himself Kenneth left of his own accord and didn’t want to be found. Otherwise they would have had a hint of his whereabouts. No one else really believed that. Kenneth would not do that to the family. For a time, his brother Niall had thought maybe a nest of vampires had taken him, but that turned out to be a dead end. The family had tried seances and spells, summonings and incantations, offerings and prayers. Nothing brought Kenneth back.

      Every year, his parents, Angus and Margareta MacGregor, would go to West Virginia, where Kenneth was last located by a credit card receipt at a local bar. What started as a pilgrimage of hope had slowly turned into a bleak journey they were compelled to take each year.

      Euann missed his brother and felt the hole that had been left behind in their lives. It was an ache that would not lessen. He supposed it would be worse for parents, losing a child and never having an answer as to what had happened to him. It didn’t matter that Kenneth had been just over four hundred years old at the time. To parents, their child would always be their child.

      In the course of a warlock’s lifetime, twenty-five years wasn’t a lot of time, but it was enough to lose hope, to accept the hollow feeling might never go away. It had become a darkened part of their souls.

      Euann realized he watched Raibeart on the security feed of the back gardens without seeing him. He flinched and then jumped back in his seat. “Och, that’s not right. Raibeart is doing nude tai chi.”

      “What self-respecting warlock uses technology instead of magick for security? There are only six acres of gardens. Ya should be able to cover that with a couple of protection spells.” Erik still didn’t look up from his book. “I think it’s because the sack man forgot to give ya true magick when he tricked ma into taking ya from him.”

      His brothers always teased him about being the son of a sack man and not a real MacGregor. It was an old joke, one they had not given up since childhood. They liked to claim the Spanish boogeyman fathered him, and that is why he wasn’t a true Scottish warlock. Euann hated golf and whiskey, which his family loved, and preferred playing with gadgets instead of using a magickal solution.

      Euann arched a brow and, without verbally answering Erik’s insult, he pulled open a file on his computer and sent a video to all of his family’s cellphones. Seconds later, Rory’s phone dinged, Iain’s beeped, and Erik frowned before sweeping his finger over his screen to ignore the notification so he could keep reading.

      Rory glanced at Euann with a questioning look.

      Euann just gave him a half-smile and kept idly checking the camera feeds around the property.

      “Ly-di-ah!” As Rory played the video, the sound of Erik singing to woo his now-wife belted out of the phone.

      Barely a second later, Iain’s phone joined their cousin’s creating a slightly out of sync playback of the song. “Ly-di-ah! I sit beneath your window, laaaass, singing ‘cause I loooove your aaaass.”

      Erik sat forward in his seat as he swiped his finger to look at the message he’d disregarded moments before.

      “Ly-di-ah!”

      “Dammit, Euann!” Erik swore.

      “Ly-di-ah!”

      “Ohmigod, there’s dancing,” Rory exclaimed, slapping his hand on the table and gasping for breath through his amusement.

      “Those are some sweet moves, brother,” Iain added, shaking his hips back and forth in his chair.

      As if on cue, Rory and Iain belted out with the recording, “Ly-di-ah!”

      “Turn it off,” Erik demanded.

      “Ly-di-ah! Ya smell just like a, uh, la-ven-der-ah mint, and I think I like your scent.”

      “Och, brother, ya cannot carry a tune.” Iain set his phone down and plugged his ears with his fingers. “Ya do not do the MacGregor name proud.”

      Erik gestured his hand toward Iain, materializing a stiff breeze that sent Iain’s phone flying into the dining room wall. It crashed so hard that it stopped playing.

      “Ya didn’t have to do that,” Iain protested.

      “Erik!”

      The sound of his wife’s voice caused Erik to stiffen and look around as if he suspected he was in trouble. It was still the recording.

      “Uh-oh, Lydia sounds annoyed.” Iain picked up his broken phone. “I don’t think she liked your song.”

      “Yes, my lavender,” the recording of Erik’s voice said. Rory and Iain laughed harder.

      “Malina drugged me,” Erik protested. It was true. Their sister had helped Lydia make a love potion as a prank and it backfired, horribly. It had caused Erik to become obsessed with his true love to the point of being dangerous. He’d called a storm that nearly destroyed the whole town, and he’d even shifted into a monstrous version of his puma form.

      “Don’t call me lavender,” Lydia’s recording stated firmly. Rory turned his phone so Iain could also appreciate the way Erik groveled.

      “Yes, my rose.”

      “Don’t call me rose.”

      “Yes, my—”

      The video clip ended when Erik walked out of the frame of the security camera. Iain and Rory doubled over with laughter.

      “Ly-di-ah!” Iain sang, placing his hand on his heart as he crooned toward Rory.

      “Ly-di-ah!” Rory returned louder than his cousin.

      “I will not forget this,” Erik told Euann. “It’s going in the revenge book.”

      Euann wasn’t worried. “File it under the section called, I’m not scared of the kitty cat’s threats.”

      Erik marched toward the main foyer.

      “Oh, wait, Erik, we’re sorry,” Rory said as Erik reached the door.

      “Yeah, come back.” Iain moved around the side of the table to follow his brother, with Rory right behind him.

      Erik stopped and arched a skeptical brow as he faced them.

      As if reading each other’s minds, both Rory and Iain began bouncing around the dining room, lifting their arms and kicking their legs in a bad rendition of an already hilarious dance as they mocked Erik.

      “Oh, Ly-di-ah, my lavender cake,” Iain sang.

      “How I love to make ya quake,” Rory added.

      “Kill me for heaven’s sake,” Iain continued, shaking his ass violently so the kilt he wore jerked back and forth. He winked at Erik. “They call this twerking. Try it next time. Might help.”

      Erik lifted his finger and pointed it deliberately at Euann. Under his breath, he uttered, “Revenge.”

      Euann laughed and, as Erik strode from the room, he called, “Wait, lavender boy, I have more. Don’t ya want to see…?” He let his words trail off. He heard Erik’s boots hitting heavily on the stairs as he headed toward his bedroom. There, Erik kept a magick mirror that would transport him home to the Victorian mansion he shared with Lydia.

      The teasing had lightened the mood of the morning. Iain and Rory went back to their chairs. Euann knew it wouldn’t last, but for now they were smiling.

      “Do ya know who would have loved that?” Iain asked, only to answer his own question. “Kenneth.”

      And with that, the mood dampened.

      Rory nodded as he sat back down by his coffee. “Yeah, he really would have.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          OUTSIDE WICHITA, KANSAS

        

      

    

    
      “Corinna Dewitt,” the highway patrol officer recited, reading Cora’s license.

      She automatically glanced at his name tag. Lewellen looked like every trooper she ever remembered being pulled over by—buzz-cut brown hair, an ordinary face she didn’t want to look at directly, and an air of authority when he spoke. He looked at the license and then back at her, lifting it as if to compare her to the photo.

      “Blonde was a phase. I went back to my natural color.” Cora needlessly pulled a strand of her dark brown hair forward as evidence. “I should probably have that photo retaken, but it says brown on the—” She started to point at the license when his words cut her off.

      “Do you know how fast you were going?” questioned Lewellen.

      Cora wondered why he went through the ruse of asking. They both knew she had been speeding. Her hands shook violently, and the nerves bundled in her stomach were almost unbearable. Everything she wanted to say was right there on the edge of her brain, but she couldn’t get the words out. She did her best attempt at a smile and said, “Faster than I should have been?”

      “Ninety-three,” he said, answering his own question. Cora wanted to debate his number. Her speedometer had said ninety-one. “Speed limit here is seventy-five.” Though polite, he didn’t return the smile. She wasn’t surprised. She had never been able to sweet talk her way out of a ticket. And if she merely got off with a citation for speeding, she’d consider herself lucky.

      Or not.

      “Yes, sir, I’m sorry, sir.” She stared at the wheel, gripping it nervously.

      “Where are you headed?”

      “I’m not exactly sure.” It wasn’t a lie. She had no clue what awaited her at the end of this trip.

      “Wait here.” He walked off with her license.

      Cora took a deep breath to steady her nerves. Cars whizzed by, momentarily blurring her view of the grassy field lined by trees. Some people thought Kansas to be flat and boring, but she believed it had an understated beauty. The tall grasses undulated in the breeze, rippling across fields. They were hypnotic—rolling forward in a predictable pattern beneath bright blue skies dotted with clouds.

      If she went to prison, would she be able to see the clouds from her cell? She couldn’t remember from the movies she had seen. Cora wasn’t tough, not like prison people. Women like her always became someone else’s bitch.

      Lewellen appeared by her window to hand back her license and a paper ticket. “Slow it down.”

      “Yes, sir, thank you—”

      A loud thud cut through her words.

      Cora’s eyes rounded, and she looked at the trooper in a panic.

      He stiffened. “What was that?”

      “I can explain.”

      Another thud came from the trunk, and then another.

      No. No, she couldn’t explain this. In no reality could she make this situation look good.

      “Do you have someone in the trunk?” Lewellen reached for his waist and stepped back as he rested his hand on the butt of his sidearm. “Get out of the car, ma’am.”

      Cora pressed her lips tightly together and gave him a helpless look. She didn’t want to. Her hands worked nervously against the wheel. The thuds came faster.

      “Out of the car, ma’am,” he stated louder, pulling her door handle. “Move slow. Keep your hands where I can see them.”

      Cora did as he ordered. She kept her hands lifted by her shoulders and backed up.

      The thumping became louder, the hard kicks so forceful they sounded like they would dent the metal of her trunk lid. The trooper reached inside her door, not taking his eyes off her as he pulled the lever to pop the trunk.

      One last kick sent the lid flying up with a hard bang. Cora gave a small jump.

      “Put your hands on the hood. Don’t move,” the trooper ordered.

      Cora obeyed. Her stomach tightened in knots. There was no talking her way out of this. She made the worst criminal.

      A car zoomed past. The passenger stared at her, craning his neck to watch her humiliation.

      The officer went around to the trunk, his hand resting on his gun. Cora gave him no reason to draw the weapon. Dread and relief mixed inside her. For better or for worse, this nightmare was almost over.

      A touch of alarm hit Lewellen’s features when he looked inside. “Oh my god.” His breathing noticeably increased. “It’s going to be okay. You’re safe now. I got you.” He looked at Cora and shouted, “Don’t you dare move—”

      A bright light shone on Lewellen’s face, cutting his words short.

      The trooper blinked several times before dropping his hand from where it rested on his gun. He nodded at Cora. “Everything seems to be in order, ma’am.” He went to her open door and picked up the paper ticket. “I’m going to let you off with a warning this time. Drive safe now.”

      He turned to leave, striding away.

      Cora stumbled along the side of the car after him in disbelief. Her voice soft, she whispered, “Where are you going? Don’t go! Arrest me. Take me in.” Even though she tried to cry out, it was like an invisible hand gripped her throat and kept her from screaming. She stopped near the opened trunk.

      She took several deep breaths, not looking inside.

      A small hand reached up, the short, childish fingers curling over the metal edge of the lid only to pull it down. It slammed shut. Cora jumped at the hard noise. Lewellen did not turn around. She was compelled to get back in the car to keep driving.

      “Please, help me,” Cora croaked, the words painful. “I’ve been kidnapped.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          TWO DAYS LATER…

        

      

    

    
      Insects hummed, filling the night air with the chorus of the countryside. Leaves rustled in the breeze, crashing together. The cool air brought relief to the warmer day. The nature filling the estate grounds infused Euann’s magick, feeding his powers with its natural vitality. Warlock magick needed to draw power from somewhere. Sex worked, but the jolt was intense and short-lived. The life force of plants sustained. It’s why they preferred to live by nature. They could draw from multiple sources without killing a single plant.

      The Georgian-style mansion sat at the end of a long drive. He looked up at the imposing silhouette in the moonlight. They had been in Wisconsin for several years, but it still did not entirely feel like home. He missed Scotland. Or maybe he missed the idea of Scotland.

      This was one of the best homes they’d had in centuries. It wasn’t exactly easy to come by a mansion that could fit an extended warlock family—Euann, his brothers, their sister Malina, their parents, cousins, uncles and aunts, and the new spouses—with enough privacy to keep their magick in check, and enough amenities nearby to make sure they didn’t starve in the wilderness…or worse, suffer from boredom.

      Those who did not choose to live in the mansion took up residence in the town. Not everyone had moved to Green Vallis. He had family, cousins and second cousins, yet to come. From those early days in the barbaric Scottish countryside to today, one thing was for certain, MacGregors stayed together. It was the only way they could remain safe. The tradeoff for such a life was that they were instant local celebrities wherever they went. Not many people could afford a home with sixty-five rooms and over twenty thousand square feet of space.

      The mansion sat on a hill, overlooking the valley town of Green Vallis flanked by an expansive forest. There was only one road in or out—the long driveway leading to town. The MacGregors owned eighty acres, much of which was the forest that had a stream running through it. There were several outbuildings, including an old coach house from the late 1800s that they had converted into a garage for the brothers’ somewhat extensive vehicular habits.

      Euann was in charge of securing all of it. Despite the teasing of his family about his obsession with technological toys, Euann did cast good ol’ protection spells over the place. It was one of the reasons for his late-night walk. It was time to renew a few of them.

      Euann spotted lights through a small break in the tree limbs. Streetlights from town dotted the valley like stars. He walked the path leading into the woods and let his body pull energy from around him, taking a little from the trees, a bit more from the grasses and underbrush. He had thought the midnight walk through the woods would make him feel better. It didn’t. The sadness flowed through him like blood, invading every part of his being—including his magick. He couldn’t shake it.

      Iain and Rory were convinced he was pining over Charlotte, who had started dating their brother Niall. It wasn’t what everyone thought. Sure, the fact she was with his brother bothered him. He wished he and Charlotte had been meant to be together.

      So maybe it was a little like everyone thought.

      Euann did like Charlotte, but more to the point, he liked the idea of Charlotte. He wanted to be in love. He wanted to have the connection his brother Erik had with Lydia, that Iain had with Jane, that Niall had with Charlotte, that his parents had even after centuries of marriage. He wanted the other half to his soul, his fíorghrá, his true love, the person with whom he could share every thought.

      He wanted to meet his eternity.

      However, it wasn’t that longing that filled him at the moment. Euann had been thinking of his lost brother more than usual. Twenty-five years missing. Twenty-five cursed years. Not knowing what happened was the worst feeling. If only they had an answer.

      Kenneth wouldn’t leave his family, not like this, not for this long, unless he had no choice. To put all of them through so much heartache would be unthinkable.

      If only he could think of something they had not tried to get Kenneth back—a spell, an incantation, a necromancer. This was a magickal problem. There had to be a magickal solution.

      There had to be.

      They just hadn’t thought of it yet.

      Dammit, Kenneth. Just come home.

      Euann held his breath, listening to the sound of the wind in the trees, willing the answer to come to him and not expecting it to.

      A vibration by his ass caused him to jolt a little in surprise. He gave a small laugh and shook his head at himself.

      Euann pulled his phone out of the back pocket of his jeans. He doubted anyone was calling him at this hour, so it was probably a motion sensor being set off. Deer sometimes passed through, and he’d caught some beautiful footage of the animals in the woods surrounding the house.

      “Please be deer and not Uncle Raibeart,” Euann whispered to himself as he put his finger on the button to unlock the device. He had fifty-two cameras set up around the grounds. Well, not all of them were on the grounds. Five were spy cams he could place wherever he wanted. Then there were the microphones he attached to things like his brothers’ shirt collars when he was bored and wanted to cause trouble.

      He pulled up the recording to see what had set off the sensor. It was a small blur of movement, more human-shaped than animal. Hundreds of years trying not to see his uncle running naked in the woods told him the graceful movement wasn’t Raibeart.

      Euann checked the live feed, moving systematically through the camera footage to look for whoever was walking through the forest. When he couldn’t pick up a trail, he pointed his finger at the phone and ordered, “Reveal yourself.”

      Blue lights lifted in the surrounding forest to show the life force of birds in trees and small mammals in the underbrush. He wasn’t worried about anyone else seeing the lights. Only the person who cast the spell would.

      His phone screen magickally flashed through the security feeds, pausing on the views long enough to show him what hid in the darkness of each location. He watched it carefully until finally, it revealed a figure standing in the woods staring in the direction of the mansion. The security feed changed, and the image was gone, but he knew where to go.

      Euann gripped his cellphone as he ran through the trees, taking a shortcut through the denser woods. He jumped over fallen logs and dodged saplings. He wondered what would be at the other end of this hunt—a wraith, a mormo…ooh, or some kind of sexy wood nymph. That would be a fun change of pace after the chaos they’d been dealing with since moving to Wisconsin.

      Please be a wood nymph. Please be a naked wood nymph. Please be a naked wood nymph.

      What if it was Kenneth?

      The idea caused him to lose focus, and he tripped on a branch. He flew forward, landed hard on his stomach, and slid a few inches on the uneven ground. The noise caused by his fall was met with a gasp of surprise. The pitch of the voice gave way that it was a female.

      Please be a naked wood nymph.

      Euann pushed himself to standing and glanced around. A scrape burned his forearm. He dusted forest litter from his t-shirt and blue jeans.

      “Is someone there?” the woman asked, her voice shaky. She definitely was not a MacGregor. “Jewel, is that you? Come out of the woods. I don’t like it here.”

      Euann made his way toward the nearby walking path. He saw the curve of the woman’s hip before anything else. A long blue t-shirt fell to her thighs over black leggings. Her sandals were not optimal for traipsing about the woods at night. The darker colors helped to obscure her in the shadows. He pushed a tree branch aside to get a better look at her.

      The woman stood stiff as if afraid to move. She hugged her arms around her. Long brown hair lifted away from her shoulders in the breeze. Dark eyes met his. If not for the moonlight, she would have been standing in the shadows.

      Euann’s breath caught. He was transfixed.

      “I can explain,” she said.

      Of all the things that could have been running around the forest this night, it seemed wood nymph won. Just looking at her made his heart quicken.

      She shook her head in denial. “No, I can’t explain.”

      Her breathing visibly deepened. Euann moved closer, his eyes on her parted lips. He didn’t question the urge to go to her. This is what nymphs did. They drew men in, attracting them with pheromones. He did not try to resist. She was a vision, one he wanted nothing more than to kiss.

      Softer than before, she said, “You should run back the way you came.”

      Euann chuckled. “Run?”

      He wasn’t running anywhere. Why would he? Mesmerized, he lifted his hand, wanting to touch a strand of her hair against her shoulder and afraid she’d blow away like a spirit when he did.

      “I’m sorry.”

      The woman darted away from him before his fingers made contact. She hurried down the path, disappearing around a turn.

      Euann’s natural instinct was to follow. Every MacGregor had what they called their burden. Iain shifted into bird forms. Erik turned into a puma. Niall was a werewolf. Euann’s burden was that he could shift into the form of a gray fox. It had been decades since the fox tried to push itself to the surface. Their inner animal natures liked to react on impulse. His was telling him to chase her.

      Euann did not shift, but he did take off down the path behind her. He advanced on her quickly and when she suddenly stopped, he almost crashed into her back.

      Those lovely eyes turned to him, and she said, “You should have run the other way.”

      Euann frowned at her expression of fear. It had not been there before. Or had it? He’d been so mesmerized that he’d not observed what might be happening around them.

      She took an unsteady breath. Before he could ask what frightened her, he saw movement. The woman tried to place her body before his in a protective gesture. Her trembling hands lifted to her sides as if to further block him from view.

      He stepped aside to look down the dirt path.

      A child skipped out of the woods. The little girl couldn’t have been more than six years old. Her brown curly hair sprouted around her head in a wild mess and she had a smudge on her face like she’d been licking chocolate ice cream and it dripped down her chin onto her yellow dress.

      The girl giggled and shouted, “Found you. Now find me!”

      As the child ran down the dirt path, Euann found himself compelled to go after her. “It’s not safe out here for a child. She shouldn’t be here.”

      “She’s not the one in danger.” The woman jogged beside him. “You really should have run the other way.”
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