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Chapter 4

A scream ripped from Sarah's throat as she scrambled back...and ran into an 

immovable wall.

Sleep couldn’t come soon enough. Sarah slipped under the covers, breathing in the 

familiar scent of moisturiser and shampoo that permeated her pillow. Safety. Comfort. 

Home.

Precious things for a woman who’d had her world turned upside down by a stranger 

in a bar. More precious for an orphan who had given up on her one big dream with 

two simple words. Goodbye, Bradley.

Sarah turned off the light and stared at the ceiling.

Breaking up with Bradley had been the right decision, even if her timing had 

sucked. She had deluded herself into thinking that she and Bradley could be the perfect 

family she’d never had. Sure he was gorgeous, charming, protective. But his arms had 

never felt like home.

Still, she could have waited, let the incident at the bar blow over, soothe Bradley’s 

wounded pride.

The idea of letting Bradley touch her now made her shudder inside. What was 

wrong with her? Before tonight she had enjoyed intimacy with the man. She couldn’t 

be hung up on the ridiculous claim that the stranger had staked.
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As if her thoughts alone could conjure up the feeling of being watched by him, 

Sarah rubbed at the goose bumps prickling over her arms.

“Milady.” 

“Blistering—” Slapping the switch on her bedside table lamp with the flat of her 

palm, Sarah forced her breathing back under control and let go of the covers she had 

instinctively pulled up to her chin. Covers were a great way to fend off a mosquito 

maybe. She doubted they would work equally well on the oversized man standing in 

the middle of her bedroom, regarding her with eyes the exact colour of old English 

butterscotch. The same eyes that had implored her to leave Bradley just hours earlier. 

“You? You scared me half to death.”

“Apologies.” He inclined his head in what struck Sarah as a strangely old-fashioned 

gesture. “I’m afraid, time was of the essence.”

“As is usual in matters of breaking and entering.”

His lips twitched. “You are sassy when you are afraid.”

Sarah flinched before she could suppress the instinctive reaction. Even her friends 

didn’t see her this clearly. Nobody saw the scared little girl who’d had nothing but her 

quick comebacks to defend herself against the bullies. She made damn sure of it.

Not that mouthing off had ever done her any good, as the multiple scars on her lip 

from ham-sized fists proved. Yet once she’d started, she couldn’t seem to break the 

habit.

Nowadays she was good at avoiding situations where her smart mouth could get 

her into trouble. Unless trouble found her first. She pressed her lips together. “What are 

you doing here?”

The look he gave her said he knew she was deflecting. “I’m here to ask you to come 

with me. We don’t have much time.”

“Come with you where?”

“I’ll explain everything on the way. Right now, we have to get out of here. It took 

me the better part of the night to find you.”

He tossed her the clothes she had hung over the back of the chair. Jeans. T-shirt. 

When he reached for her bra she stopped him. “Hey.” 

He looked up.

“I’m not going anywhere with you.”
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His fingers closed over one lacy cup and the sight of his strong hand on her 

underwear sent a frisson of heat through Sarah’s body.

Hell. He had broken into her home, was planning to abduct her to God knew 

where and all she could think was how hot his hand looked on her bra.

She caught the piece of fabric.

“Get dressed.”

At least one sensible suggestion. She was still not planning on leaving this room. 

Unfortunately, he didn’t look inclined to leave without her, either. Might as well wear 

more than her pyjamas when the police arrived.

She made a twirling motion with her finger and saw his frown. “Turn around.”

“Whatever for?”

She held up the bra and flushed to the roots of her hair. Way too much information 

sharing with a virtual stranger, but he finally turned his back.

“I will know if you try to flee.”

She pulled her jeans over her hips, keeping an eye on him at the same time. “We’re 

on the second floor and you’re standing in front of the only door out of this room. 

Unless you want me to hide behind my own shadow, I think you’re safe.”

His gaze flickered to her shadow on the wall and she had a moment’s consideration 

that he was actually taking her seriously. The man was nuts. And clearly contagious.

She should be running screaming for the hills, right now. He had broken into her 

flat for God’s sake. Yet here she was, calmly holding a conversation with him, not even 

trying to dive for her phone to call the police as soon as his back was turned. 

Something wasn’t right.

She finished dressing quickly and swiped her phone off the night-stand.

She must have made some noise, because he glance over his shoulder.

“Ready?”

“To talk.” She wiggled the phone, the black emergency number stark against the 

white display. Her thumb hovered over the call button. “You have thirty seconds more 

than I should give you to explain yourself.”

“I wish,” he said. “There is no time for this.”

He barrelled towards her, but she managed to slide out from his grasp.

“I’m calling the police.”
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“Then you will be responsible when they die.”

Not if. When.

Her finger froze in the process of pressing down. He didn’t look like he was 

carrying a weapon, but the conviction in his eyes said that at least he believed that he 

was speaking the truth.

He ended her moment of indecision when he took another step forward. Sarah took 

another step back. “Don’t.”

As if he hadn’t heard her—or simply didn’t care—he kept stalking her. One step in 

her direction for every step she took in retreat.

“You will die, too, if you don’t come with me. Come quietly.”

Way to go. Did she honestly believe he wouldn’t hurt her. Stupid, girl. Of course, 

decent men always went the B&E route.

She started shaking then. “But you won’t kill me if I come with you?” 

“I’m not here to kill you.”

Right.

As if hiding the evidence wouldn’t be so much easier, if she went willingly. Sarah 

took another step back and felt her back hit the wall. What a choice: to stay and die or 

to go and die.

Lord, have mercy. She eyed the window. She could survive a jump. Except, she’d 

never make it to the police station down the street with two broken legs… Unless the 

police was waiting outside her home. She hit the call button.

Before the call could connect her mobile clattered to the floor, its screen flickering. 

His arms snaked around her, a hand over her mouth muffled her scream. She hadn’t 

even seen him move.

“He’s coming.” His whisper was a warm breath against her ear.

Who was he? Sarah went still trying to make out what had set her intruder off, then 

thought better of it. The other one could be more friend than foe. She started to 

struggle, but his arms only tightened.

She stomped her naked foot on his boot. Ouch.

“Dammit.” His curse was as low as his warning had been. “Stop struggling. I’m not 

going to hurt you.”

You’re hurting me right now. His arms were crushing her ribs.
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“I knew I should have brought backup.” He shook her slightly. “I need you to listen 

to me now.”

As if she had a choice.

“I’m going to explain everything later. But right now I need you to trust me. Can 

you do that?”

No, absolutely not.

Yet something inside her insisted she could. Stupid intuition.

“We’re going to go through the wall…”

Sarah made a strangled sound. Oh God, he was officially crazy. She bit into the soft 

flesh that covered her mouth and heard another curse, but didn’t take the time to 

savour it. 

Running for the door a scream escaped her throat as a crossbow bolt hit the wood 

in front of her with force. A bolt? A bloody bolt? For a second she stared at the weapon. 

Paralysed. Two inches to the left and the pointy tip would have buried into her brain.

She turned to see a second man standing just inside her room, loading another bolt 

into the crossbow resting with great familiarity in his hands. His eyes met hers and she 

saw death in them. Her death.

He aimed. The trigger released.

Sarah knew she was dead.

She waited for the impact. When it came it was all wrong.

A huge body ploughed into her knocking the breath from her lungs as the second 

bolt whizzed past, piercing the wood of her bedroom door and shattering a cup in her 

kitchen cabinet.

Sarah fought the momentum that kept her tumbling backwards through the room, 

but found she was no match for the bigger size and heavier weight of the living 

cannonball that had smashed into her and was now gripping her wrists as he slammed 

her spread-eagled against the wall. 

Her stomach lurched. Sarah shrieked. And still she was falling.

Before she could make sense of what was happening, her body spun midair guided 

by strong hands. She heard a dull thump and landed on a rock-hard chest.

“Ouch.” The single word was forced from her as she fought to get her bearings.
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No sound penetrated the utter darkness, nothing but the shallow puffs of air from 

the near motionless body beneath her.

“Are you alright?” Hesitantly she patted one muscular shoulder. “I think he’s gone.”

Long fingers snagged her wrist, making her jump in alarm. The living shackle 

tightened.

“He was never here. This way.” She was pulled to her feet in one single motion.

“Hold on. What do you mean, he was never here? I saw him. He shot at me.” She 

frowned at the echo throwing back her voice. “This room sounds empty.”

He didn’t slow down. “Probably is.”

Sarah dug her feet into the ground. “But—”

“Quiet.”

The sharp command snapped her mouth shut.

A thud sounded to her right. In front of her, her stalker turned saviour cursed under 

his breath.

“I can hear you, Your Royal Highness. I have my weapon pointed at you.”

Sarah shrank back. She hadn’t gotten a good look at all the men at the bar, but she’d 

recognise that heavy accent anywhere. “I thought you were friends,” she hissed.

The hand still locked around her arm tightened in warning. “Good. Keep it right 

there.”

Good? Your Royal Highness? Friends acting like mortal enemies. What sort of 

nutters had she attracted exactly?

A snort from the man with the crossbow. “You know my bolts penetrate flesh even 

easier than they penetrate wood. The metal would go right through you and into her. 

Your hearts don’t align. I could kill her and keep you in good enough shape to deliver 

her eulogy.”

“And what a moving eulogy it would be.” The words were sarcastic, but Sarah 

could feel the suppressed fury of the man shielding her. “Shame you wouldn’t be there 

to hear it, seeing as you would be dead by the King’s decree for putting a hole in my 

liver. But don’t worry, I’ll put a bullet in you first.”

A chuckle. “Jud, you forget I know you can’t see a thing in the dark.”

“I don’t have to.”

Light flared. A match? What was wrong with a torch?
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A shot rang through the empty room hitting the bare stone wall.

Stunned, Sarah looked around. This wasn’t her bedroom. Or her kitchen. The layout 

was similar, but she did not own a cast-iron stove. She did, however, own a bed.

The match went out and darkness swallowed them once again.

“Move.” A shove that only an ox would call gentle had her stumbling towards the 

stairs to the first floor and out the front door. Without breaking stride “His Royal 

Highness”—Jud—dragged her along. 

Cobblestones paved the street that was lit by lanterns. Horses neighed at a corner. A 

man in nineteenth century garb bowed his head in greeting before opening the door to 

a run-down carriage.

Next stop mental institution.

Some of her apprehension must have shown on her face, because Jud stopped to 

look at her.

“Apologies. My father would have known if I’d taken the royal carriage.”

A very reasonable explanation…if carriages were still in fashion. Sarah, shook her 

head. She had to be unconscious. A concussion was the only explanation for this 

strange dream.

Next to her Jud held out his hand, palm up. “I must urge you, milady, the Scorpion 

won’t be far behind.”

Sarah placed her hand in his. There wasn’t much else she could do. Wherever Jud 

was taking her couldn’t be much worse than staring down the wrong end of a 

crossbow.

Best case scenario, it was her subconscious taking her for a ride.

His fingers wrapped around hers as soon as their skin touched and she instantly 

regretted her decision. This certainly didn’t feel like a dream.

She looked up at him, trying to find the answer in his unsettling gaze.

A fleeting smile curled the corners of his mouth as he ushered her in.

“You look as if you can’t decide whether you like me or not.” He steadied her, as 

the carriage lurched forward with a bone-jarring jolt, his grip lingering a moment 

longer than strictly necessary. “I consider myself flattered you’re starting to trust me, all 

the same.”

Realising he was right, Sarah extracted herself from his proprietary hold and 
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stumbled to the old wooden bench facing the front of the coach. She was grateful 

when he decided against crowding her and sank onto the opposite bench with more 

grace than the bouncing carriage should allow.

In the pale glow of the interior’s only lantern swinging precariously with every step 

of the galloping horse, she studied the man who had crashed her carefully constructed 

life in the space of a single evening. 

He was almost too handsome to be real with his strong nose and full lips. His eyes 

were expressive and kind. God help her, the odd pull she had felt towards him from the 

first moment their eyes met seemed to grow stronger by the second.

His hands were big with long, lean fingers. His entire appearance was one of 

privilege rather than desperation. Considering how fine a specimen of man he was, it 

was almost inevitable she felt attracted to him. Considering his behaviour, it was 

entirely unreasonable her better judgment didn’t override her intuition by now.

His protectiveness recommended him, his tendency for breaking and entering, and 

abduction certainly did not.

Her eyes travelled back to his face, and she realised he was watching her with a 

focus that made her all too aware she had been staring at him. When she started to 

drop her gaze he stopped her.

“Please, don’t. I enjoy the way your eyes travel my body.” Again with that stilted 

English phrasing that seemed to come and go. His voice rolled over her. Smooth. 

Cultivated. “In fact, I hope it is not only your eyes that long to touch me.”

Her gaze snapped back to his, but no sound escaped her mouth. He had managed 

to render her speechless. 

“I am moving too fast.” His lips quirked in a self-deprecating smile. “At a time like 

this, when you have countless questions on your mind it must seem to you I am 

abominably forward.”

“You think?” 

He chuckled. “We are well matched, you and I. You will come to love me, I hope. 

In time.”

Sarah narrowed her eyes. “How much time, are we talking exactly?”

He grabbed her hand, holding tight when she would have pulled back to escape the 

disconcerting feelings his touch invoked. He bestowed another of his heart-stopping 
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smiles on her.

“A lifetime, my love. You are my queen.”

She should be creeped out. Why wasn’t she creeped out?

Because she still didn’t believe that this was real. Oh, the crossbow had been real, 

but this… this alternate reality? This had to be the aftereffect of a recent head trauma, 

not a hole in the spacetime continuum. She wasn’t a famous physicist who devoted her 

whole life to typing out theories of the universe one letter at a time, she was not the 

one fate would choose to send on a secret mission to a parallel world.

“Where are we?” she asked, chancing a peek through the single window at the 

poorly-lit neighbourhood racing past. 

His Royal Highness looked puzzled by the sudden change of topic but answered 

her anyway. “About an hour south of the Shadow of London.”

“How far are we from my home?”

“Given our travel time and the hard pace of the horse a handful kilometres, give or 

take.”

“A handful kilometre’s in which direction?”

“The direction we came from. We left your home ten minutes ago.”

She shook her head. “That was not my home.”

“The Shadow of your home.”

The Shadow of London. The Shadow of my home. If I can’t come up with anything 

better than that I must be in worse shape than I thought.”

“You are in lovely shape, I can assure you.” His eyes lingered appreciatively on her 

disheveled form.

Sarah extracted her hand from his loosened grip. “Now I know I’m making things 

up.”

He cocked his head as if trying to follow her train of thought. “You are not, milady.”

“I am not your lady. At least on this we both agree. Call me Sarah,” she said, when 

he looked ready to argue.

His moue turned into a blinding smile that turned her insides upside down. Sarah 

blinked. Nausea could be a side effect of her concussion. 

“Sarah,” he said, the word rolling off his tongue like a famous poem.



 THE ZODIAC HEIR 10

Maybe not the concussion then. 

Sarah shook her head. “I remember you flattening me against the wall.” And 

remember she should. Nice men didn’t knock women over the head with a brick wall.

“Not just any part of the wall?” he said. “The part with your shadow.”

“You want me to believe that I travelled through my shadow to the Shadow of my 

home?”

“Makes sense, doesn’t it?” White teeth flashed briefly in the lantern’s glare.

“Only if I lost my common sense along the way.”

He started to speak, but again she cut him off. “Let’s say I believe all this”—crap

—“information you are dishing out. How do I get back to the real…my world?”

“The same way you came here.”

“Run into a wall?”

“Any object showing your shadow.”

“If I turn around in this seat and knock my head against the backboard of this 

carriage.”

“You are likely to knock yourself unconscious. But,” he added at her mocking 

expression, “if you would hurl your full body against your shadow you would end up 

scratched and bruised, most likely in front of the headlights of a speeding car.”

“Compliance or death. Why does this sound so familiar.” She hummed. “Oh, yes, 

you’ve used the same incentive before.”

His lips quirked. “I wasn’t lying. I did save your life.”

She had to give him that. No way could she be dead and in this much discomfort. 

Sarah shifted to relieve her buttocks that kept bouncing most painfully on the solid 

wooden bench. Had nobody in this blasted world heard of cushions? And why didn’t 

the breakneck speed of the horse affect His High and Mighty?

Sarah narrowed her eyes. At some point during their conversation Jud had sprawled 

backward and was now resting his elbow on the narrow window ledge. The carriage 

lurched around another corner and Sarah winced when more bruises were added to 

the ones she had already accumulated. Jud barely moved.

“You look awfully at ease all of a sudden.”

“You would rather I rant and rave when you have no means to escape my ire? 

Should I loose my temper, while we are hunted by the best killer in the Shadow of 
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London, maybe the best killer in the Zodiac world?” He arched a brow.

“You were close to losing your temper earlier,” she pointed out.

“Earlier, my mate was in immediate danger, moments away from being skewered by 

a bolt.”

“And now?” she asked.

“The Scorpion is under order from my father, the King, to prevent our mating. He 

will not stop until you’re either dead or mated to me. I am working on the latter.”

“By pointing out my options? Compliance or—”

“Don’t.”

She flung her arms wide. “It is kind of a theme, you have to admit. Let me go. I’m 

happy for your to find another queen.”

 He shook his head. “I am born Gemini. You are my other half. We are destined to 

be together. Fate cannot be denied.”

“How romantic. And such a surefire way to win a woman’s heart, not to talk about 

her lifelong commitment.”

“I have no need to do battle with you, Sarah. Your heart and commitment are mine 

by right.”

“You will force me to marry you?”

“I could never do you wrong, even if I wanted to. Your wishes trump mine. Always. 

Thus is the curse of the Gemini male.”

“You are contradicting yourself. I want to leave.”

“And if it was safe I would let you, no matter the price to my own life.”

“What price could you possibly pay? You hardly know me.”

“Yet you own me. I will not see another, hold another, love another for as long as I 

live.”

Sarah stared. “You are telling the truth.”

“So I am. But rest assured, there will be no mating if you do not love me back.”

“But there will be a funeral.” Sarah swallowed. “Mine.”

He abandoned all pretence at reserve and gathered her hand in his once more. His 

eyes burned into hers when he said, “No harm will befall you, this I swear to you. I will 

protect you with my life. But I must ask you. Do you feel a pull towards me? An 

attraction, maybe?”
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He looked unbearably vulnerable and Sarah swallowed. “I—” 

Just then the carriage came to an abrupt halt and the moment was broken. Sarah 

stared in surprise at the forested landscape.

“Your world has fast horses?” she said, when she emerged from the vehicle.

“As fast as their steam-engines allow.”

Surprised she looked up. Sure enough something other than air rose in great gusts 

from the animal’s nostrils. “Amazing.”

If she was truly concussed she had one hell of an imagination.

Jud pointed at a small cottage. Smoke curled from the chimney and the windows 

were bright with warm yellow light. When he led her through the door, welcoming 

warmth enveloped Sarah in a comforting embrace. The rustic interior was enough to 

invite even the most hardy traveller to linger.

“You will be staying here, until I can ascertain the Archer will bless our union, if 

you honour me with your love.”

The cottage lost its charm.

He glanced at her. “This is the safest place. You will have everything you need. I 

will be gone a day at the most.”

She looked at the shadows dancing on the wall from the fireplace. “And who is 

going to keep me from running back to my world while you’re having your chat with 

your Archer?”

“Apart from your fear to run into the Scorpion?” he asked.

She jutted her chin forward.

“I have appointed a trusted guardian.”Jud opened the door to the cellar, guiding her 

into the twilight with a disconcerting hand on her lower back.

A scream ripped from Sarah’s throat as she scrambled back…and ran into an 

immovable wall.
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