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        Magic, Mischief and Kilts!

      

      

      
        
        A modern-day Scottish paranormal romance by NYT Bestselling Author Michelle M. Pillow.

      

      

      Maura might be new to the supernatural town of Green Vallis, but this isn’t her first dance with the devil.

      Half vampire, half human and full bar owner, Curtis Jefferson has spent a lifetime running from his vampiric ancestor. When the old nemesis finally catches up to him, it’s only by a freak accident that he’s not killed. But now the beautiful woman who saved his life has a target on her back.

      As the new owner of the local motel, Maura MacGregor doesn’t have to live at the family mansion, affording her the ability to stay out of the limelight. She never thought the famed Warlock MacGregors’ magickal troubles would manifest by way of a tall, dark, and hunky bar owner, but she doesn’t get to make the rules. Fate does.

      

      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

          

          HOTEL MOTEL, GREEN VALLIS, WISCONSIN

        

      

    

    
      Maura MacGregor held very still under the steady gazes of the three naked gorgons. They dominated the room and made it impossible to look anywhere else. One of the scaly women was extremely beautiful, and the others, eh… not so much. Forked tongues poked through sharpened teeth. They had snakes for hair and a stare that could turn a human into stone.

      If only she were human and not a warlock.

      And if only the gorgons were real and not painted on her motel wall because being turned to stone at the moment would be better than being subjected to the rantings of an angry motel guest.

      She plastered a smile on her face and turned to the family. They had prepaid for a week in what had been her most expensive suite. The mother gripped her hands tight over the eyes of her children. Considering they were teenage boys, the scene would have been comical if not for the fact she’d promised them the best stay in town during each of the woman’s six confirmation calls.

      Maura said the only thing she could think of, “Damn vandals.”

      Damn it, Bruce.

      Though, vandals couldn’t account for the snakes carved to wind around the headboard and dresser. Luckily, those details didn’t draw focus quite like the painting.

      Janet Butler backed out of the motel room slowly, stepping onto the outside sidewalk. They were a late check in, and there wasn’t anywhere else in town for them to go. The woman herded her teenagers toward the parking lot as she checked up and down the walkway like she feared for their lives.

      “Walter,” the woman commanded in a shrill voice. “Walter, come on, let’s get out of here.”

      Walter sighed, and the corner of his lip twitched ever so slightly as he glanced at the full-frontal nudes on wall. Maura got the impression that the man didn’t get much say in his marriage.

      “Walter!”

      Walter’s shoulders slumped a little, and his head hung forward as he moved out the door.

      “Tell her we are expecting a full refund,” the wife yelled.

      Walter nodded but didn’t speak.

      “And we’re going to leave a bad review online,” the woman continued. “Walter? Did you tell her?”

      Walter peeked at Maura and then through the door at the naked ladies. “I think she heard you, Janet.”

      “I have other rooms,” Maura offered. “I’d be happy to give ya a deep discount for the inconvenience.”

      The inconvenience of having to step six feet to the left to another door, she added silently.

      Somedays she didn’t know why she bothered.

      “What did she say? I can’t understand a thing that comes out of her mouth.” Janet had understood her just fine on each of the demanding phone calls, but suddenly Maura’s Scottish accent was an issue?

      “She said they have other rooms.” Walter didn’t try to sell his wife on the idea.

      “You expect us to stay in a high crime…?” The flustered woman’s words trailed off as she pushed her boys toward the parking lot. “Get in the car, boys. Hurry.”

      Maura slowly pulled the motel room door closed and gestured her hand at the painting, calling forth her magick to remove it from her wall. Yellow sparks hit the paint and made a strange crackling noise before dissipating. The painting remained.

      “Omigod, Waa-lter!”

      At the panicked sound, Maura turned in time to see her uncle, Raibeart, streaking across the motel parking lot. The teenagers laughed. One lifted his phone, and Maura gave a tiny wave of her fingers to make him drop it before he could hit record.

      “I’m nae Walter. The name’s MacGregor, love, Raibeart MacGregor,” Raibeart yelled. He gave the shocked woman a jaunty wave as he turned the corner to run along the exterior hall enclosure toward more rooms. Her uncle’s late-night runs were getting a little too frequent. And definitely too public.

      Damn it, Raibeart.

      Walter dutifully got into the car as his wife worked herself into further hysterics. Several doors were open, and other guests watched the show. Frowning, Maura waited for the Butlers to pull out of the motel parking lot before making her way down the long sidewalk toward the front lobby. She smiled at the guests as if there had not just been a frenzied woman screeching at her.

      She wasn’t too worried about the review. After some time, she could have her cousin Euann take it down for her. He had a way with computers. Though to be fair to Mrs. Butler, there had been a naked painting on the wall, and she was not given what she’d been promised.

      Damn it, Bruce!

      Maura peered at the motel sign that read “Hotel Motel” in bright letters to confirm the vacancy light was still showing. It was the stupidest name for a business, but it came with the place when they bought it. Bruce had been fighting her on changing it.

      Even though highway traffic broke the serenity as the occasional car zoomed past, the air smelled of the nearby woods. The evening was cool and fresh, perfect for relaxing outside. For all of these small pleasures, she was grateful.

      Magick needed to take from nature to work. It didn’t manifest out of thin air. Everything in life was a balance, and it was an innate understanding that Maura respected.

      She preferred the small-town atmosphere to big cities. Green Vallis, Wisconsin, was as close to nature as the MacGregor family could get without moving into a cave. Lush forest surrounded the town, covering rolling hills and thick underbrush. Woodland creatures were numerous.

      Even now, by the motel, surrounded by concrete walls and parking lot pavement, she felt the power of nature feeding her magick. And it wasn’t just nature. Ley lines converged beneath the surface coursing with an ancient mystical power as if centuries of magickal byproduct had been gathering into an invisible river flowing under the town.

      The other quick way to fuel magick was sex, but she wasn’t having any lately. That was the one drawback of a small town and nosy family. Anyone she even thought about dating became the subject of teasing. Well, and sometimes people she would never think about dating.

      When they’d lived near Central Park in Manhattan, her dating life had been much better, making up for nature being scarce.

      Maura took a deep breath before going inside the front lobby. A bell jingled on the door to announce her entry.

      “Be right with ya,” Bruce called from the vicinity of her office.

      Though small, the lobby had been recently painted. She checked the walls to make sure no naked supernatural beings had appeared in her absence. The walls were fine, but someone had taken all the brochures for local businesses and turned them upside down on the rack. She glanced around before flicking her hand, magickally flipping them so they faced right side up.

      Maura stepped behind the long counter of the check-in desk to issue the Butlers a full deposit refund and stop the automatic email inviting them to rate their stay.

      She then went to the office to find her brother had taken up residence in her chair. Bruce read an old thrift store paperback. He was the kind of man who would cherish the torn cover and musty, yellowed paper more than a brand-new book that didn’t smell of age and dust. It had something to do with discarded, forgotten, once-loved objects.

      “Be right with ya?” Maura asked, eyeing his reclined pose. He’d propped his boots up on her desk. The proof of his disruption had scattered all over the office floor in a mess of papers.

      “I figured ya would be.” He turned a page.

      “Why are there three naked Medusas in the royal suite?” Maura gestured her hand at the papers to pick them up. They floated and stacked themselves before landing on the desk away from Bruce’s feet.

      “Only one Medusa,” Bruce corrected, not looking up from his book. Paint the color of the gorgons’ bodies smudged his fingers and stained his clothes. “The others are her sisters, Stheno and Euryale.”

      “And why are Medusa, Stheno, and Euryale in the royal suite?”

      Bruce tried to hide his smirk. “Would ya have me put them in a single? That seems a little rude for ancient beings.”

      “What was rude is walking the Butler family into that girlie show ya call art.”

      “Well, why did ya take them to that room?” he asked, as if the problem was obvious. “The décor isn’t finished, and there are naked women on the wall.”

      “I’m going to hex ya,” Maura said under her breath, “and I’m going to bury ya deep after I do. Ma will never find the body.”

      Her brother didn’t appear concerned as he lifted a finger, as if beckoning her to wait as he continued to read.

      Maura ran through a list of curses she could enact on him. Maybe she’d use a potion in his coffee and turn him into a snake since he seemed to like the creatures so much.

      She’d never do it. Maura was the “reliable” sibling.

      Bruce and his twin, Rory, might be over a hundred years older than her, but after several centuries of living the age gap mattered less and less, and she often felt like she was the oldest. No one would ever accuse her brothers of being the responsible MacGregors.

      That said, no one would accuse any of the males in the extended family of being the responsible MacGregors. She thought of her streaking embarrassment of an uncle spiriting through the parking lot. Yep, and that man was an elder.

      How was this family not doomed?

      It wasn’t easy to hide an extended family of warlocks in the modern age. In the past, before computers and photographs, they could mesmerize a village and disappear—no big deal. Nowadays, affluent Scottish families tended to draw attention in the American countryside. It didn’t help that the men wore kilts and walked around as if they starred in their own reality television show. If they overstayed their welcome, people began to notice the family didn’t age. There always seemed to be one amateur sleuth who started putting things together—usually wrongly together, but together.

      Maura crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot in irritation. “Bruce, we need to discuss this.”

      Bruce lowered his book, marking his page with his finger, and focused a stern stare in her direction. “Would ya please make up your mind? First ya tell me I have to get rid of the cherub suite because no one wants to see naked Cupid butts first thing in the morning. So I fix it, and ya are still complaining.”

      “I don’t want naked anything in the hotel rooms.”

      “Motel,” Bruce corrected. “We’re a motel. Doors are on the outside, not inside. Don’t try to fancy it up.”

      “I don’t want naked anything in the motel rooms.”

      “Ya do know what guests do in the—”

      “Art,” Maura interrupted. “I don’t want naked art. At least go paint bikinis on the triplets because, for some reason, my magick is not working to remove the paint ya used.”

      “Uncle Raibeart and I enchanted it,” Bruce answered. “He gave me the idea of the gorgons.”

      “Of course ya did, and of course he did.” Maura shook her head.

      Bruce turned back to his book. “Well, ya weren’t very specific.”

      “I said I wanted taupe walls.” Maura leaned over her desk and flicked the back of his ear. “That’s pretty specific.”

      He jerked his head away from her, pretending it hurt more than it did. “Och, I thought ya were joking, lassie. Taupe? That’s not creative. Where’s your imagination? Your heart? Taupe is what they use in prison as a punishment to bore ya to death. Taupe is what they put in hospital waiting rooms to make ya feel sedated before they cut off your balls.”

      She tried to hide her laugh and failed. “What hospitals are ya going to? A vet?”

      Bruce tilted his head in thought and drummed his fingers on the desktop. “Ya know, I can’t remember. The last time had to be one of the wars, and it was more tent than a hospital.”

      Maura stared at his tapping fingers. Flashes of violence clouded Maura’s thoughts, memories of broken bones, whippings outside a large white house, and crying babies that didn’t feel like they belonged inside her head. And blood. So much blood. Rivers of it. She’d lived through much, and had probably forgotten a great portion of it, but these recollections didn’t feel like hers. She’d never been on a slave plantation.

      “Did I say something?” Bruce’s playful expression dropped into one of concern. His fingers stopped their drumming.

      “Just…” She shook her head. “Nothing.”

      “Still having those nightmares?”

      “Aye.” Maura nodded. “Ma’s convinced it’s because I fall asleep watching the television. She says the transmission waves scramble my dreams. The truth is silence makes them worse.”

      “She also thinks video games rot the brain,” Bruce chuckled. “I’m living proof that’s not true.”

      “I don’t know that I would use that example to argue your point,” Maura teased, drawing attention away from her recurring nightmares. It was bad enough she had to live with them at night. She didn’t want to talk about them when she was awake too. She’d tried every spell and potion she could find to make them stop. Nothing had worked.

      “I’m curious about something.” Bruce furrowed his brow in deep thought. “Do nurses still wear those cute white dresses and hats? I do like a lady in uniform. Maybe it’s time I checked out a hospital.”

      “Bruce, I need ya to concentrate.” Maura directed her most stern look at him. “Please be serious for once. I need your help. Ya know the family expects us to show a profit in the first year running. We need guests to actually stay here to make that happen. We do not want to be the bottom tier business on the MacGregor spreadsheet.”

      “Never cared for bookkeeping,” Bruce said. “Besides, that distant fifth cousin twice removed of ours always comes in last. How much money does the family really need?”

      “Can ya just—I don’t know—paint all the rooms in a way to express the banality of modern life?”

      “I could…” Bruce inched his way past her toward the door of the small office. “But, Maura, isn’t it vain for ya to have your portrait in every room?”

      Bruce laughed and darted for the door. Maura flung
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