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      Sorcha stood atop the battlements and glowered at Laird Campbell’s back. The warrior was barreling across the lush Scottish landscape as though a demon were on his tail. Oh, how she wished she could summon such a tormenter to chase after him.

      How was it possible for a Highlander to be such a coward? Though she couldn’t say much more for herself, as she was just standing here, rather than nocking an arrow to shoot him down.

      When their eyes had locked in the great hall as Campbell spoke with her elder brother Drostan, the Laird of Clan Comyn, her interest had been piqued. Drostan and Laird Campbell had settled a long dispute, agreeing to be allies.

      Good for them. Not so good for her sensibilities.

      Sorcha braced herself on the stones of the wall, leaning forward as if by doing so she’d catch his scent on the wind. There was naught but the usual traces of Comyn Keep.

      She closed her eyes, envisioning the moment when his stormy gray gaze had slid over her, warming her to her toes. His stare had been intense. Powerful enough to shock her system. To make her forget everything she’d vowed: never to get involved with a man.

      She’d been down that path before and did not care to repeat it—ever. Why then did this man, a former enemy of her clan, cause her body to betray her? Nipples taut, thighs quivering, her sex slick—she was completely undone by him. This raven-haired devil with sharply handsome features stole her breath. And it was all carnal. For she mostly hated him. Only her body thought him worth something.

      Campbell…

      The blasted man had wormed his way into her head, and even with his figure a distant speck now on the horizon, she couldn’t seem to get him out of her mind.

      The stricken look on Campbell’s face after their initial connection was enough to make her cheeks flame. He hadn’t liked the reaction—the sudden attraction—any more than she did. It had been so strange. The way the energy around her seemed to surge the moment their eyes connected. There’d been a jolt, and if she’d not been standing completely still—inside—she might have thought she’d been zapped by lightning.

      “Bloody hell,” she muttered and whirled around to go back inside.

      She would forget about him. She would remain true to her vow. She was Sorcha, sister to Laird Comyn, a warrior for her clan, a healer to the sick. Thoughts and desire for Campbell would not sway her from her true purpose.

      Not now, not ever.

      With her declaration renewed, she stomped down the stairs of the tower until she reached the third floor where her chamber was housed. She picked up a leather satchel filled with an assortment of knives and headed to the field where she could practice, exert herself enough to forget about the damn man.

      There was nothing like a good body workout, where sweat was pouring off of her to help clear her mind. Those of the Comyn clan nodded to her as she marched toward the practice field. Men and women coming and going. Warriors at practice. Children playing tag. All of their voices collided with the wind in a comforting murmur that she enjoyed as she passed.

      At last she made it, standing in the field, the lush grass coming up just over the tips of her boots, and the target two dozen paces away. Made to look like a man, she’d stolen a shirt from her brother and stuffed it full of straw, setting up the quintain on a post that measured an average man’s height.

      Drawing in a deep breath, she ran her fingers over the blades.

      All it took was imagining Campbell’s heart as the mark—and she hit dead center every time.

      Sorcha twisted around and threw. She hurled it from behind her head. Whipped the knives from beneath a lifted leg with a skilled flick of her wrist. She even launched one backward. Never once did she miss, which of course she viewed as a sign.

      Albeit, her brother might not believe it was her destiny to kill Campbell. Likely the opposite in fact, which put quite a damper on the success she was having.

      Speaking of her brother, familiar footsteps sounded from behind and Drostan’s voice accompanied her as she walked to the quintain to pull out the knives she’d launched.

      “What are ye doing?” he asked.

      Sorcha glanced at her brother, arms folded over his chest, frowning like usual. “Practicing.”

      “Looks more like ye’re trying to murder the target.”

      Sorcha shrugged, walking back toward him, knives in her hands. “Perhaps I am.”

      Drostan chuckled. “I know why ye’re so distraught.”

      Sorcha narrowed her eyes, and wanted to ask him if he thought she was so distraught why he was laughing. The imbecile. Since he’d been bewitched by his wife Briana and the sacred stones, he’d changed. A lot. Annoyingly so.

      While the rest of the clan, or at least herself, were still acting in mourning Drostan had a tough time not smiling. He was a newlywed, in love, and incredibly disgusting about it. Of course, if she were in a better mood, she might find it adorable rather than nauseating.

      Briana and Drostan had found each other quite by accident. The clan’s tradition called for the laird to await his bride within the stone circle. Up until recently, that laird had been their eldest brother Conall.

      But Conall and his bride Ailie were brutally murdered as they made love on the sacred stone, leaving the clan devastated and Drostan as the new laird. Sorcha had been terrified when Drostan had gone within the stones. Panicked that she was going to lose another brother to an unseen enemy’s blade.

      She still missed Conall’s smile, his barking of orders and the way he chucked her on the chin as he passed by. His death had left a tender spot inside them all. Drostan feared the sacred stones but had done his duty with a flourish. When the moon was high, ancient magic came to life and brought with it Briana, his soul mate. Their attraction and love had been instant as they bonded carnally within the circle, covered with mist and the power of the pagan runes.

      Now that Drostan knew love, he’d become sappy. Sorcha looked beyond her brother toward the castle, wishing that Briana would appear so she could point her out and he could go crawling after her. Och, where are ye, Briana? Dinna ye know that Dros is in need of a treat?

      She snorted with disgust. “I doubt ye know anything about the workings of my mind, brother.”

      He grinned, wide and toothy.

      Sorcha tightened her grip on her knife, employing all her willpower not to aim directly at his face. Would it hurt just to toss it and maybe get in a tiny nick, say on his ear?

      “Might the Campbell be the cause?” Drostan wiggled his brows.

      Sorcha hissed through her teeth. Just the mention of Campbell’s name brought back the image of him standing in the hall. He was a good two to three inches taller than her brother, his chest a ridiculous expanse of muscle and his arms…oh dear heavens.

      Despite trying to convince herself she was disgusted by his show of brawn, she was captivated, spellbound. Hungry.

      “No.” She whirled around and spiked the knife at the target. For the first time, it missed…by two feet. Sorcha let out a groan, incredibly frustrated beyond belief. “Go to hell, Drostan!”

      But rather than the earth opening up and swallowing her brother whole, he remained standing where he was, laughing some more. “Ye’ve not got the mouth of a lady, sister.”

      “I’ve not a lady’s disposition either. ’Tis not a thing that bothers me.”

      Drostan walked to the target and picked up her knives, including the one that was two feet away. “Well that’s a good thing, then I suppose. I dinna think a lady is what the Campbell is after. He likes a woman with spirit.”

      “What makes ye say that?” She cringed at the hope in her voice and quickly added, “I care not. Give me back my knives.”

      Drostan gave her back each one slowly, studying her. “I think ye do care. I think ye care more than ye want to. Keep it in mind. I have a sense he might be returning for ye.”

      “Well, I willna be leaving with the bloody oaf. And dinna ye dare offer me up to him like some fatted calf.”

      Drostan chuckled, heading back toward the keep. “Suit yourself, sister. I’ve come to learn that happiness truly does come with love.”

      She nearly vomited where she stood. “Bah! Ye’ve become a—”

      “Dinna say it, lass. Ye’ll regret it.”

      “I never regret anything I say.” And she didn’t. Sorcha was precise, methodical in everything she did. When she made a decision, she stuck to it.

      Drostan chuckled. “Never say never, for it is inevitable that one day ye will change.”

      “Hmph.” She folded her arms and glared at her brother’s retreating figure. Magic had brought her brother love; maybe it would for her too… Oh for the love of… No. Never.

      Campbell had better not show his face here with the intent to claim her. She would see to it that he met an early death if he dared.

      However, killing the man had its drawbacks as well.

      There was the major matter of being labeled a murderess and starting a war between the clans, which they really could not afford. And well, she rather enjoyed her life the way it was.

      The only thing left to do was for Sorcha to pray he never arrived.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      All the praying in the world however, did not stop the inevitable.

      The infuriating warrior arrived two weeks later, a contingent of men behind him as if that would bolster his confidence.

      Arrogance came off him in waves, made all the more palpable by the way his shoulders squared, and chest puffed as he tossed the hair out of his face with a subtle flick of his head. If not for her brother’s call for a truce she’d be of a mind to think he’d come onto their lands with the intent to conquer. As it was, he rode right into the center of their bailey, and smirked.

      Irritation zinged its way through her veins, making her blood run hot.

      Without thinking, Sorcha launched a knife from her chamber window. A gasp went through the crowd, and Drostan shouted her name in warning, which she ignored.

      The only thing she regretted was that her blade landed right where she aimed, just in front of his horse, startling the poor animal, which reared up in fear. Well, she’d only meant to scare the wastrel warrior, not to pierce his flesh anyhow. Though the idea of piercing him made her fingers itch to reach for another knife.

      The sound of Campbell men withdrawing their weapons sang out only to be cut off short by their laird who still them with a fisted hand.

      Sorcha smiled triumphantly into the thunderous gaze of Campbell as he remained seated and calmed his horse with gentle strokes on its neck and mane. The man’s lips moved slowly as he whispered soothing words, but he never took his gaze off of Sorcha.

      For just the barest of seconds she imagined what it would be like for him to run his hands over her neck like that, fingers threading in her hair as he whispered unimaginable words. But she slapped the steel trap shut over those treacherous thoughts. There had to be a way she could rein herself in around him. This was getting ridiculous. Yet if, as she hoped, this was the last time they ever had to see each other, then she’d not have to worry about him, or her mad mind, ever again.

      He dismounted, fury in his every move, and stalked to the stairs leading into the keep, disappearing from her view. The way his feet pounded the earth, she half expected her body to vibrate with his anger. Sorcha rolled her eyes at his obvious display of male power, the way he hoped to intimidate her. Didn’t he realize that if she was scared of him, she’d not have sent her dagger to his feet, but through his heart?

      She had no use for any signs of male bravado. What did he intend to do? Barrel past her brothers, up two flights of curving stairs until he reached her bedchamber, and bang down the door?

      Hardly.

      He’d not make it past the first step. So, with a satisfied grunt, she watched for his return to the bailey where she could mock him some more.

      A deafening clap sounded behind Sorcha as her door was thrust open with such power, it ricocheted against the wall.

      “What the devil?” She whirled around and came face-to-face with the man himself.

      How the hell had he made it past her brothers?

      Her heart skipped a beat, and anger prickled along her spine. Gooseflesh rose along her arm, and it took her a few hitched breaths to rein in her initial reaction which wouldn’t have done either of them any good, after all, killing the man wouldn’t solve anything. It took slightly longer than she would have liked to rid herself from shock, in fact, she wasn’t certain she could.

      She took him in with narrowed eyes, the way he breathed heavily, brows pulled together, chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.

      Sorcha managed to find her tongue quickly as she marched toward him. “What are ye doing in my chamber? Get out!” She pointed at the door and shoved at his hard chest with her other hand.

      “What am I doing? Ye have the nerve to question me after ye nearly killed my mount.”

      Again, she rolled her eyes to heaven, hands on her hips. She tapped her foot against the wooden planks of the floor. If he could show such obvious displays of bravado, so could she. “I didna nearly kill your mount, ye buffoon. I aimed for the exact spot I hit. Ye’re welcome.”

      He laughed, his expression a tempest of anger, belying the lighthearted sound. “I doubt that.”

      Oh! The nerve of him to insult me in my own bedchamber!

      Much as she despised the fact, his insult to her skill stung. Inside, her pride was crushed, but she cared not for his thoughts on it, and she wasn’t going to let him know he’d struck a nerve. Sorcha knew her talent for knife throwing rivaled the best, but she wasn’t a braggart. She lifted her chin a notch, refusing to respond.

      He inched forward, now only a foot away. Heat consumed her, as though his skin was made of fire. An unreasonable yearning to step the rest of the way, closing the distance between them, so they would be touching, chest to chest, hip to hip, pricked at her subconscious. As the thought pummeled through her mind, her body reacted. Her breaths quickened. She bit her lip, then swallowed hard, stunned by her reaction to him. Rather than taming the wild thoughts and desires that had started when he’d first shown his face here, she only seemed to have ignited them into a blazing inferno.
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