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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Tracy Cooper-Posey is a #1 Best Selling Author.  She writes romantic suspense, historical, paranormal and science fiction romance.  She has published over 120 novels since 1999, been nominated for five CAPAs including Favourite Author, and won the Emma Darcy Award.

She turned to indie publishing in 2011. Her indie titles have been nominated four times for Book Of The Year. Tracy won the award in 2012, and a SFR Galaxy Award in 2016 for “Most Intriguing Philosophical/Social Science Questions in Galaxybuilding”  She has been a national magazine editor and for a decade she taught romance writing at MacEwan University. 

She is addicted to Irish Breakfast tea and chocolate, sometimes taken together. In her spare time she enjoys history, Sherlock Holmes, science fiction and ignoring her treadmill. An Australian Canadian, she lives in Edmonton, Canada with her husband, a former professional wrestler, where she moved in 1996 after meeting him on-line.
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THE ENDURING SERIES

I have put the Kiss Across Time series onto the archive shelf twice in its life, for no reasons I personally agree with.  Yet the series keeps springing back to life despite poor sales, market forces and current demands.  Why?  Purely because readers want more.

 

Reader demand meant turning my back on currently accepted business practices and marketing wisdom, which couldn’t have pleased me more.  I adore this series.  I have stated publically more than once that Brody and Veris are my favourite heroes out of all the heroes I have developed over more than one hundred books and more than twenty series.

 

I also have lingering soft spots for Alexander and Neven, and Rafe and Remi, whom you will get to meet, by and by.

 

So I am very pleased to be able to offer all the stories of this series, including the shorts, in a series of boxed sets.  Why more than one boxed set?  I wanted to keep the price reasonable, and stuffing eleven (so far) stories into a single box would have made it prohibitive for readers.  I wanted you to be able to access this series in whatever way you wanted, and shorter boxed sets makes it available to the widest number of readers.

 

Enjoy these first four stories from the series. 
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ABOUT KISS ACROSS TIME

A single kiss spins them across time.

 

Taylor Yates just wants to prove that the 6th century poet of King Arthur’s court, Inigo Domhnall, actually existed, but evidence is elusive.  Then she hears Domhnall’s lyrics in a death metal song and engineers a meeting with the singer, Brody Gallagher.

When Brody kisses her, they are both thrust back in time to King Arthur’s court, telling Taylor he is more than a simple rock singer.  When Taylor kisses his friend and lover, Veris, they are sent back into a different time, too.

Brody and Veris desparately want to keep Taylor in their complicated and long-reaching lives.  Terrified, Taylor wants only to return to her own…

Reader Advisory: This time travel novel features two super-hot alpha vampire heroes, and explicit sex scenes. Do not read this book if frank sexual language offends you. The time-space continuum was restored to order at the end of this book. Promise.

This book is part of the Kiss Across Time paranormal time travel series:
1.0: Kiss Across Time
2.0: Kiss Across Swords
2.5: Time Kissed Moments*
3.0: Kiss Across Chains
4.0: Kiss Across Deserts
5.0: Kiss Across Kingdoms
5.1: Time And Tyra Again*
6.0: Kiss Across Seas
7.0: Kiss Across Worlds
7.1: Time And Remembrance*
8.0: Kiss Across Tomorrow
8.1: More Time Kissed Moments*
9.0: Kiss Across Blades
10.0: Kiss Across Chaos
11.0: Kiss Across the Universe
11.1: Even More Time Kissed Moments*
12.0: Kiss Across Forever 

[*Time Kissed Moments are short stories, novellas and collections featuring the characters and situations featured in the Kiss Across Time series.]

The series has ongoing storylines and characters.  Reading the books in order is recommended.

A Vampire Time Travel Romance Novella



 

PRAISE FOR KISS ACROSS TIME

Amazon #1 Bestseller, Vampire Romance
Amazon #1 Bestseller, Paranormal Romance
Amazon #1 Bestseller, Time Travel Romance
Night Owl Romance Reviews Reviewer’s Top Pick

[She] has created characters that are engaging, unpredictable, outrageously funny and down-right appealing to readers who will steal their hearts. The Romance Studio

I think you’ll be as entertained and affected by the chemistry between the characters as I was. A fast-moving romance that spanned several lifetimes and included a paranormal aspect that was a fun and totally unexpected surprise. Whipped Cream Erotic Romance Reviews

This was a great story with wonderful and surprising plot twists. The chemistry between the three is tangible. Siren Book Reviews

Paranormal erotic romance doesn’t get any more creative than [this]. Romance Junkies.


 

DEDICATION

For Matthew.  Finally, one for you, my talented, droogie metalhead son. 
Thank you for your guidance and education. It was fun. So was R.W.
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And blood-dipped spears waved beyond thy doors

Foretelling thy doom to me this day of days.

I knew of thy love before thee spoke of it to me

Say not of what is in thy heart for it must not be spake.

—Inigo Domhnall, 5th Century C.E.

Taylor reread the letter written on crisp, perfectly folded university letterhead, this time slowly, just in case she had misunderstood, while the sick feeling in her gut told her she had read it clearly the first time.

“I’m fired?” she whispered into the empty air of her tiny office space. Saying it aloud didn’t make it any more understandable. She looked at the signature block, bewildered. Jeoffery H. Danforth II, Ph.D., M.H., B.A.

What the hell was Jeoff thinking? She picked up the stiff white envelope the letter had been delivered in. It had her name and her office number, the university’s logo in the corner and that was all. Fired by letter. He didn’t even have the decency to tell her she was fired to her face?

Anger stirred, deep in her gut. She had given her all to this faculty. Seven years…and now her services were no longer required? Just like that? What sort of a piddling excuse was that, anyway? Was that why they had delivered the news by letter? So they wouldn’t have to explain why they were booting her out on her ass just before they were forced to offer her tenure?

Taylor sat back in her creaky chair and looked up at the sky she could see through the high window over her desk, thinking it through. Was that why they had fired her? She was up for tenure and they would have to work hard to justify not giving it to her this year. The easy way around that would be to fire her, six weeks before the deadline.

The easy way…and the coward’s way.

Her anger swelled and heated, gripping at her throat and making her breath come harder and shorter. Jeoffery Danforth the second was not going to get away with a gutless move like that.

Taylor looked up at the spine of her well-thumbed copy of Syrus in the original Latin, sitting on the shelf just below the window. “Pardon one offense, and you encourage the commission of many,” she muttered, quoting him. She got up and headed for the door, letter in hand, then came back and picked up the offensive envelope, too. Time for explanations.
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JEOFF DANFORTH WAS THE HEAD of the history department and also on the board of the college and his office reflected his tenured and privileged position within the university hierarchy. For a man just reaching forty, he was doing remarkably well professionally. His private life was a shambles, for he had left two wrecked marriages in the wake of his stellar career and was supporting children from both of them.

He was the university’s golden boy despite his private disasters and ran the history department with a degree of efficiency that Taylor had admired until today. She smiled stiffly at Betty, trying for a normal expression. “Is he in?” she asked as she had countless times in the past and just as she normally did, she kept walking into Jeoff’s office. She had that special access, after all.

But Betty rose to her feet. “I’ll see if he’s in!” she almost cried.

Taylor glanced over her shoulder, startled. “I can do that,” she replied and pushed the door to Jeoff’s office open all the way before Betty could around her desk.

Jeoff was talking on the phone, his chair swiveled all the way around so he could look out the vast lead-light windows as he spoke, taking in the heat-dazzled day, the tracts of well-watered grass and shade trees spread out below. Students were walking, sitting or standing anywhere one looked.

The phone cord was stretched around the edges of his studded leather chair, straining.

“Jeoff,” Taylor said flatly.

He turned to look and Taylor felt a small sense of retribution when his jaw sagged. She held up the letter and envelope and his eyes widened even more.

“Hey…um…I’m going to have to get back to you,” he said into the phone. “Something has just come up…Sure. Thank you.” He swiveled the rest of the way around to face the desk properly and replaced the phone, all the while watching Taylor.

He was a handsome man…sort of. Twenty years of earning a living purely by the use of intellect had made him a little soft around the edges. He was only an inch or two taller than Taylor, who stood at five nine in her bare heels, and he had gained thirty or forty extra pounds that disguised what had once been a chiseled jaw and trim hips.

His hair was the same light brown as his eyes, and as soft and feathery as a baby’s. He had the clear hazel eyes, sharp with intelligence, that had first caught her attention and he was sizing her up now.

“They sent it to you,” he said.

“It’s what one does with a letter.” She dropped it on his desk. “I’m fired, Jeoff? I’m fucking fired?” Suddenly her anger was there, huge and hot and uncontainable. The injustice of this was pushing it out, aiming it at him like a cudgel.

He stood up. “Now, before you get upset—”

“Too fucking late,” she snapped back. “You might have thought of that before you decided to do this by proxy.” She stabbed at the letter with her finger. “I thought you had more class.”

He winced and held up a hand. “I thought I’d asked Betty to give it to me. I was going to tell you in person. The letter is a formality.”

“Well, now that you’ve formally fired me, do you want to tell me why, beyond the fact that my services are no longer required?”

Caution flooded his face. Jeoff spread his fingertips along the edge of his desk. “The university is going through some tough financial times. We’re off loading a lot of senior staff in order to save overheads. It’s not personal.”

“Bullshit. Six weeks before I’m up for tenure and right after that argument about Doctor Ger—” She halted mid-sentence, staring at him, adding it up in her head, pulling the facts together. “That’s it, isn’t it? That’s why I was put on the list of cuts. I argue with you too much.”

At the same time she was totting up the possibilities and adding them together, the reminder of Dr. Gerhardsson’s visit sent a quick waterfall of memories through her mind of the evening of Gerhardsson’s appointment. Snapshot images of the man’s incredibly blue eyes. His blond hair. His height. Above all, the width and power of his shoulders under the perfectly-tailored and precisely-fitted suit and the way his presence had seemed to fill the room, making her mortally conscious of the fact that she was a woman.

She’d had the hardest time concentrating on the subject matter at first, until she had realized that he was genuinely interested in what she thought about Inigo Domhnall…that he really did think she might have serious reason to believe the man had existed. Then the discussion had abruptly sucked her in deep and she had emerged, two hours later, her heart and mind reeling from one of the most thorough interviews she’d ever had. She felt like her thesis and professional career had been filleted by an expert.

Gerhardsson had been polite and friendly when he’d left, shaking her hand warmly and thanking her for her time. He’d given no promises about a follow-up, but she had been elated. Someone believed her. She’d known it in her bones, and the next morning she had sent an email to the members of the history board, telling them about her evening.

Jeoff cleared his throat and sat down. “Academic debate is the backbone of intellectual progress. I’d be the last one to resent a decent argument, but that Gerhardsson thing was the last straw.”

She licked her lips. “Because he consulted with me about Inigo Domhnall? Because finally someone other than me seemed to have heard about Domhnall? That’s why you’re firing me?”

Jeoff reached into a drawer next to him. “Did you even check into Gerhardsson’s credentials before you wrote the report about his visit?”

“It wasn’t a report,” she protested. “I sent an email to a few people.”

“The entire board of the history department and me,” he amended. “You were boasting.” He dumped a manila folder on the desk. “Well, I looked into this Dr. Gerhardsson you were crowing about. He’s never been near a history faculty in his life.”

She stared at the manila folder, her heart thudding unhappily.

Jeoff pushed it toward her, but she made no move to open it. “I never said he had been,” she countered weakly.

“You implied he was in our field. Don’t deny it.”

She couldn’t take her eyes away from the folder.

Jeoff tapped it. “He’s a medical doctor,” he said. “I’m not even sure where his practice is located. I couldn’t find one.”

She flipped the folder open and scanned the printed biography inside. “This says he’s a lecturing professor at UCLA and chair of the selection panel of the AMA…you’re really stretching it calling him a homeless M.D.”

“But he is not an historian. That’s not a trivial fact and you conveniently left it out of your email when you reported to the board,” Jeoff said flatly. “You embarrassed them. You embarrassed me.”

“It wasn’t—” she began.

“You jumped the gun,” Jeoff continued. “It was unprofessional and verges on unethical. You’re lucky the board is content with just letting you go, quite frankly.”

Taylor just stared at him, astonished at the direction the conversation had abruptly taken. “What the hell, Jeoff?” she said at last.

He had the grace to not be able to meet her eyes. He looked away, his gaze dropping to his desktop briefly. He made a fuss of closing the Gerhardsson folder. “Face it, Taylor,” he said, his tone more gentle. “Your thesis isn’t going anywhere. In seven years, you’ve found no proof of anything at all. All you’ve got is a handful of theories and a lot of research.”

“That you encouraged!” she protested.

He wasn’t looking at her directly. That was what hurt the most. He was guilty as shit and he knew it. He had coaxed and urged her to follow her theories as far as she could take them. Gerhardsson had been the closest to validation she had come – someone else on the planet that had heard of Domhnall that she hadn’t told first.

Now Jeoff was yanking the rug out from under her professionally, financially, and very personally.

“You son of a bitch,” she told him.

He didn’t look at her, but the corner of his eye twitched. He’d heard her.

Taylor walked back to the office door, debating whether to slam it or not when she left. Then she remembered one last piece of business and halted with her hand on the door handle and looked back over her shoulder. “I have some things at your place,” she told him. “I’ll be over tonight to pick them up.”

Jeoff finally met her eyes. There was a touch of resignation in his soft brown ones. Then it disappeared. “I’ll pack them up and have them sent to you,” he told her.

“Even better,” she replied crisply. “Why don’t you do that with the contents of my office here, too?”

“You’re leaving now?”

“I don’t have to be told twice when I’m not welcome,” she told him.

She shut the door gently.
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DRIVING BACK HOME TO HER modest Brentwood apartment seemed to take half as long as the usual morning commute. Taylor realized that she had more than the odd thought or two on her mind, and that the journey back didn’t include the standard snarl of morning traffic.

She pulled into the cramped car park that served her apartment building, slid into her slot, turned the engine off and listened to the silence inside her car with something that felt like astonishment.

What was she doing here? Had she really been fired? Was she really unemployed? It seemed…surreal. It was barely ten in the morning and it was a dazzling, beautiful spring day. Beyond the windows of the car, she could hear traffic, car horns, and the usual murmur of L.A. on a week day.

Taylor gathered up her bag and briefcase, her jacket and cellphone and remembered picking them up from the chair by her front door this morning. The last thing she would have predicted as she had headed for work just as she had for the last seven years was that she would be here, now, and unemployed.

Oh, and busted up with her boyfriend, too.

That one didn’t hurt nearly as much as the loss of her job. Her career, really.

She slid out of the car and headed for her apartment. She would make coffee, then sit and make plans…if she could just get her brain to shift into gear.

She checked the mailbox in the foyer on the way through, but it was still too early for the mailman to have delivered the mail yet. So she climbed the stairs to the third floor and headed down the long corridor to her apartment.

Even from the far end of the corridor, she could hear the steady beat of heavy metal music. From there, with the filtering effects of walls, plaster, carpet and more, it was just a heavy throbbing that filled the air. With most of the apartment building occupants away for the day at their jobs and school or other business, someone was taking advantage of the solitude and had cranked up the volume. Standing next to the speakers, the sound had to be overpowering.

As she got closer to her apartment, the treble came through and she could hear lyrics. Because of the filtering of the walls, it was easier to understand the singer’s words than most heavy metal singers…or perhaps this singer simply knew how to enunciate better than most. Taylor found herself listening to the threads of the lyrics as she picked out her apartment key from her key ring.

“…spears waved beyond thy doors…Foretelling thy doom to me this day of days…I knew of thy love before thee spoke of it to me…Say not of what is in thy heart for it must not be spake.”

The lyrics were Inigo Domhnall.




CHAPTER TWO
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Taylor stood in the middle of the hall, her keys in one hand, the other held up in mid-air, her mouth open. She knew her eyes were comically wide with shock.

She turned toward the door where the indecently loud noise was originating and pushed herself into walking toward it. Her legs felt like twin blocks of timber, heavy and uncooperative.

Facing the door, she stared at the metal “310” nailed there. The zero must have been lost some time in the past and been replaced by another zero that didn’t match – it was larger, cleaner and a different font from the other two digits.

Taylor shook herself, dropped her keys back into her bag and raised her fist to the door. Knowing it was the only way she was going to be heard, she hammered steadily and heavily on it.

It took twenty very long seconds, then the music abruptly cut off.

Silence.

Taylor hammered again.

More silence. Then she realized what her hammering may have been interpreted as. “It’s okay. I’m not the police,” she called. “I’m your next door neighbor.”

The silence lasted another five seconds. “We turned it down, okay?” came the call through the door.

“That’s not why I knocked,” she called back. “That music you’re playing. I have to know the name of the composer. It’s very important.”

Then she heard whispering. A hasty conference.

The door cracked open a couple of inches and a single eye, very red, looked out at her. “Composer, lady? Are you for real?” It was a man’s voice. A young man. She could spot jeans and a black tee-shirt, and some facial hair, but not much else.

The opening of the door also wafted thick, aromatic air over Taylor. The musky smell was unmistakable. She grimaced at the strength of it. “Listen, I don’t care about your little pot party, okay? You can stone yourself to death for all I care. I just want to know who wrote that song you were playing. Please. It’s really, really important.”

He opened the door another inch or two. “You’re that professor lady. Next door, right?”

“Right.” She wasn’t going to go into the specifics about university degrees and titles here and now. Instead she gave him her friendliest smile. “That song you were just playing…the words to that song are very old. Incredibly old. Ancient, actually. Whoever wrote the song used the words, you see—”

“They stole them?” The man’s single eye widened. The door opened up a little further and she could finally see his full face. He wasn’t quite as young as she thought. He was closer to her own age of thirty, with full sideburns and shaggy hair. He was skinny to the point of organ failure and at the moment, his bloodshot eyes looked sleepy from the marijuana. “They ripped off the words?” he asked again.

“No, they borrowed them. You can do that with some very old stuff,” she told him.

“Oh.” His interest flagged. “Then why do you want to know who did it so bad?”

“Whoever wrote that song had to have access to the words. That means they know about Inigo Domhnall. Well, they had one of his manuscripts, anyway. Or they knew about them. Or knew about one of his stories. They heard the words somewhere,” she finished. “I need to find out where.”

He tilted his head at her and screwed up his face. “Why?”

She cast about for a simple explanation that he could process in his elevated state. Then she gave up. “Because I just got fired from my job at the university because no one there believes me that the guy who wrote those words, way back in the fifth century, actually existed. That song you were playing is the first proof I’ve found, ever, that he did.”

It took the man a few seconds to process her words. Then his sleepy eyes opened a bit wider. “Oh, wow, hey, you’d better come in,” he said and pushed the door aside for her.

Taylor took a deep breath of the last of the fresh air in the corridor and stepped inside.

The apartment was the mirror of hers in layout, with a small living room and kitchenette separated by a breakfast bar, with an archway that led further into the apartment to the two bedrooms and the bathroom. She used the tiny second bedroom in hers as an office.

That was where the resemblance to their two apartments ended.

There were three other people sprawled in the living room in various poses and attitudes of the completely stoned. They stirred themselves when she walked in, but fell back when they saw she was not a cop or anyone in authority.

There was a glass bong on the chipped coffee table, and a bowl full of weed next to it. Cans of pop and beer and two butt-filled ashtrays littered the rest of the ash-covered table.

“My roommates,” the man told her.

“Hello,” Taylor offered to all three in general.

An overweight man with green eyes lay in an honest-to-god denim beanbag, his arm around a slender woman with a tattoo of a dragon on the back of her shoulder. The man belched. Taylor assumed that was his version of hello.

A Hispanic man lay on the ratty sofa, his head on the arm. He was bare chested, and his jeans button was popped, the boxers riding well above the band.

The guy who had opened the door jerked his thumb toward Taylor. “She just lost her job. She thinks the words on the Nocturnal Rain CD will get her job back.”

Taylor opened her mouth to protest over that huge simplification and the need to explain all the steps in between that would be necessary, then clamped her teeth together. Even if she had heard right, there was no guarantee that it would do anything to help her career.

One step at a time.

The Hispanic guy was struggling to sit up. “Yo, death metal inspire you that much, bonita?”

“Can I hear the song again?” she asked diffidently. “Perhaps…not as loud?”

“It ain’t worth playing if it ain’t loud,” the girl murmured sleepily into her boyfriend’s shoulder. “Right, Graham?”

The boyfriend nodded, his eyes closed.

“I’m not used to it,” Taylor reminded them. “It just hurts my ears and I can’t hear details.”

The man who had opened the door was already standing in front of a very expensive-looking media center. He grinned at her as he turned the volume control dial down with a big twist, then hit “play,” then “back.”

Immediately, the same song emerged from the slim speakers placed around the room, but at considerably reduced decibels. Taylor listened to it, absorbing the lyrics, as the man handed her the CD cover and pointed to the song listed on the back, over the top of a photo of the band playing at a live concert, in front of thousands of screaming fans in a mosh pit.

“8. Kiss Across Time,” she read. Well, that fit with the lyrics and Domhnall words. Domhnall lived through years of threat from enemies, the invasion of his country and the loss of his culture. His stories and epic poems were all full of death, glory, love, battles, dying and more….or would be, if she had ever been able to catch more than a glimpse of him from the corner of her eye, in research terms.

“So?” the man asked.

“They’re the right words,” she confirmed, lifting her voice up to carry over the sound of the music. She raised the CD. “Who wrote these songs? It just says ‘Gallagher’ on the cover.”

The man turned the player off.

“Andy knows Nocturnal Rain better’n us,” Graham said, from his recline in the bean bag.

Taylor realized he was referring to the man who had let her in the door and she turned to him. “Who is Gallagher?” she asked.

Andy pointed to the CD. “Lead singer and rhythm guitar for Nocturnal Rain. Brody Gallagher.”

“Then that’s who I need to talk to,” she said.

All four of them laughed, clutching their bellies and chests and mouths, their expressions alert for the first time since she had stepped into the room.

“I know they’re probably aloof,” she began, “being a successful band. They’re probably surrounded by security during concerts. But all I have to do is explain what I’m looking for. I’m not a fan. I’m not a groupie. They’ll be reasonable, I’m sure.”

Graham sat up. “You think they haven’t heard every scam in the world before now? They can recognize every bullshit fantasy story coming at them and kick a groupie to the curb before they get within sniffin’ distance of the band.” He jerked his chin at Andy. “Tell her what she’s dealin’ with.”

Andy shrugged. “Nocturnal Rain are kinda famous,” he said apologetically. “They get mobbed a lot, so they’re pretty tight. Especially Gallagher.”

Frustration curled through her. “This is ridiculous,” she snapped. “I’m not a fan!”

“Benita, you are more out of it than me if you think you gonna meet the great Nocturnal Rain just because you wanna,” the guy on the sofa told her softly.

“Although,” Andy said, “they’re playing in San Bernardino tomorrow night.”

Taylor turned to him. “Please tell me you have tickets?” she begged, excitement flaring through her.

Andy grinned. “Hey, lady, there’s a reason I’m at home in the middle of the day, you know. I can’t afford concert tickets.”

“Scalper tickets,” Graham said. “They’ll be out in force for those guys.”

“’coz when I said I can’t afford concert tickets,” Andy told him, “I mean all concert tickets except scalper prices, which go about five times the door price.” He shook his head.

“I’ll pay,” Taylor told him. “I’ll buy them. You want to go, Andy? Would you like to see Nocturnal Rain live? Take me with you and I’ll buy you a ticket.”

Andy’s eyes widened.

The girl in Graham’s arms snorted. “Yeah, she ain’t gonna stand out at all,” she said and laughed, muffling her face in Graham’s shoulder.

Taylor looked down at her silver-grey suit and tugged at the hem of her jacket. “I’ll even get rid of the suit,” she promised Andy.

His relief was as easy to read as newsprint. “Deal,” he said.
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“And blood-dipped spears waved beyond thy doors

Foretelling thy doom to me this day of days.

I knew of thy love before thee spoke of it to me

Say not of what is in thy heart for it must not be spake.”

 

TAYLOR SHIVERED AS SHE LISTENED to the poetic words, sung at a fever pitch, thundering out of dozens of speakers ten feet high, accompanied by the screech of heavy metal guitars, while fifteen thousand screaming fans pummeled and thrashed around her.

She really was here listening to this, she reminded herself. She really had heard the words. It hadn’t been her imagination. She gripped Andy’s arm even harder.

“Told you,” Andy yelled in her ear. “Can we go now?” He was anxious to get her the hell out of here before he was spotted with his uptight, anal and not-cool history professor neighbor.

At least he could give her brownie points for trying to dress the part. She’d squeezed herself into a lace-up leather miniskirt and black leather bustier she’d borrowed from a Goth ex-student, poured on the black eye makeup and slid into black stiletto ankle boots. But she stood out like a flamingo in the Sonora desert here. Mentally, she’d shrugged. At least she hadn’t worn her business suit and put her hair up. Andy would have been horrified.

“Are you kidding?” she yelled back at Andy. She had no intention of giving up now. “How do I get backstage?”

He looked like he was choking. “Are you fucking kidding?” He waved a hand toward the stage. “This is Nocturnal Rain! You don’t just wander backstage!”

“I have to talk to them!” she screamed in his ear. “I have to find out where they got those lyrics!”

He shook his head, mulish. “Not unless you fuck one of ’em, Taylor! It ain’t happening. Not with their security.”

Taylor gripped the railing of the first tier balcony and stared down at the stage in pure frustration. She had to find a way to speak to Brody Gallagher, because he’d had access to the works of Inigo Domhnall and that made him her new best friend.

The lead singer, Gallagher, was gyrating at the crowd and the mosh pit was going crazy. From where she stood on the second balcony, most of the pit seemed to be women and those women were showing a dazzling amount of cleavage.

A couple of wranglers were on the stage now, working on something behind the singer.

“Shit…damn.” Andy turned to Taylor. “Stick your chest out, Taylor,” he yelled in her ear.

“What?”

“I forgot about this. Look as fuckable as you can manage.” Andy lifted his hands as if he was going to arrange her clothing to add to the fuckable quotient, then he dropped them, as if the task was beyond his capabilities. “What about just smiling, then, huh?” he suggested. When he was sober and straight, Andy was smart and quite good company. Since she had barged into his apartment yesterday morning, she had come to like his quiet intelligence. He was not in the slightest dazzled by her academic credentials, or his lack of them and that impressed her a lot.

“Thanks,” Taylor said, gritting her teeth and smiling. She turned to face the stage.

The singer had been attached to a pair of wires and now he began to soar into the air above the heads of the audience, out beyond the stage. The crowd went wild, screaming and waving. Everyone around Taylor began to shove and press closer to the balcony and she realized that they were trying to get the singer’s attention.

The singer was coming closer. The hysteria around her seemed to rise in exponential proportion. Now she could get a much better look at the guy. He was older than she had first thought. Perhaps it was her complete ignorance of heavy metal in general and death metal in particular but she had assumed that only teenagers and people in their very early twenties would want to listen to the stuff or play it. This guy looked like he was his early thirties. That put him just a few years older than her.

He was gorgeous. No wonder the audience was packed with women verging on hysteria. Dark hair, darker eyes, white skin. She classified the combination almost automatically as classic Celtic looks. He was broad shouldered, defying what she was sure was supposed to be a wasted, frail look for head-bangers. Black jeans, black designer tee shirt, with designer rips and tears and chains looped across the open spaces. Touches of red among the black. A black iron belt buckle down low over an impressive bulge.

Then she blinked. He was looking directly at her and floating on the wires straight toward her.

Andy was tugging on her arm. “Taylor, he’s spotted you!”

She barely heard him.

The man’s hand came up and pointed at her, obviously giving the people controlling the wires directions. At once, he drifted toward her and the hysteria around her intensified. Everyone was screaming, not just the women. Even Andy was banging on the balcony rail.

The man’s hand curled around the back of Taylor’s head. She understood that this was probably a standard ritual at these concerts and tried not to freeze or look bewildered, even though she didn’t know for sure what was going to happen next. But her runaway heart had a pretty good idea and her suddenly throbbing clit actually thought it was a good idea, and that horrified her.

He kissed her and Taylor closed her eyes. She could still hear the screaming but it changed in quality and became fear-filled. That made her open her eyes again. Fear was not good.

She was not at the concert any more. She looked around the rustic room, blinking. What the hell?

The singer had her in his arms still. There was no balcony between them now.

His hands slid into her hair, keeping her head still. “Not yet,” he begged, sliding his lips down her throat, nuzzling her jaw. “There’s time yet, Toiréasa,” he murmured. “Time to say fare thee well properly.”

“We should have returned to Ireland, Breandán,” she whispered, as he loosened the ties on her gown and dropped it from her shoulders. The words came to her naturally, even as a tiny voice was raging in her mind, “What on earth are you saying, Taylor?” But that voice was being drowned out by the pure sensuousness he was stirring in her.

“Arthur would have been short a good officer if we had,” he said against her breast, just before his teeth caught the nipple. His hands stripped her gown from her and in the soft morning light pouring through the cloth over the door, he lowered her to the bed in the little cot that had been theirs for the last few years. He unbuckled his sword belt and put it to one side, watching her as she lay waiting for him. He stripped his tunic, trews and boots. He was stiff and ready for her, his manhood throbbing.

He lay next to her and pulled her to him, his thigh thrusting between hers. She was moist and ready for him, aching to feel him slide into her. “Take me, Breandán,” she coaxed, tugging at his hip.

His full lips curled in a smile. “Yer a wanton, Toiréasa, lass and I’ve always lo—”

She quickly covered his lips. “No. Don’t speak of it.” She shook her head. “Tell me later, you understand?”

His dark brows came together. “Later then,” he said, his voice thick. He lifted himself and drove into her with a powerful thrust, his hand under her hip, the tendons in his neck straining with the effort.

Toiréasa gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders, her eyes closing. Breanden’s mouth came down upon hers, his lips demanding, his tongue thrusting inside. She opened up to him in every way, knowing it might be the last time, even though neither of them could voice that thought aloud.

Outside the cot, the fear-filled screams of their neighbors went on and on, as the Saxons came closer.

Abruptly the screams shifted and changed in cadence.

Taylor blinked and opened her eyes again.

It was the death metal concert. Nocturnal Rain. The lead singer was hanging from wires eighteen inches away from her. He had just kissed her. He was staring at her while eighteen thousand death metal fans went ballistic around her.

She licked her lips. What the hell had just happened? Did that happen to every fan he kissed?

Gallagher pointed to her again. He dropped his chin down and said something into a tiny voice pickup on his shoulder.

Andy was tugging on her arm again and she had a feeling she was going to be very sore tomorrow, thanks to his yanking. “You did it, Taylor! You did it! You got yourself a backstage pass!” He was screaming in her ear.

“I did?” Great. Now the last thing on earth she wanted to do was face that Brody Gallagher backstage. She never wanted to look him in the eye again.



CHAPTER THREE
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Hands were on her arms, big hands.

She was being hustled out of the audience by beefy security guys. Her backstage pass was being put into immediate action.

Fabulous. Didn’t she even get a say in this? Most fans wouldn’t think twice about this, she realized. A chance to meet Brody Gallagher of Nocturnal Rain?

Was his real name Breandán? Her heart thudded as she wondered about that. If it was, she was going to just about pass out on the spot.

The two security guys, wearing jeans and black tee shirts with “security” written on the front and back of them, eased her through the auditorium and out into the front foyer, where they relaxed a little.

The screaming metal music faded to a pulsing beat and scratching throb.

“What’s yer name, miss?” one asked, with a distinct Australian accent, letting her arm go.

“Taylor,” she said.

The other security guy let her other arm go and waved forward. “This way then.”

“To where?”

They both looked surprised. “Backstage,” the Aussie said.

“Why?” she asked.

The other guy, the non-Australian, stepped back close to her and she shivered.

“Brody wants to talk to you,” the Aussie said.

Well at least his name wasn’t Breandán.

“You’re not a Nocturnal fan, are you?” the other one asked.

Taylor rolled her eyes at the Aussie. “I came with a friend. He’ll be worried if I don’t go back.” The implied warning and the male gender were security stoppers of her own.

“The eighty pound runt next to you? We’ll make sure he gets home safely,” the non-Aussie said.

So much for security. Taylor sighed. “Okay. Where do I go?”

They took her through a series of plain cinder-block and linoleum passageways, passing dozens of people who wore either jeans and black tee shirts, or gaudy variations of death metal fashion. Hangers-on, groupies, hopeful wanna-bees. There were some bored-looking media people, obvious by their equipment and normal street clothes. Eventually, the security guys opened a gray metal door and showed her inside. There were a few chairs and a coffee table. A mini fridge and coffee machine. Magazines. Very little else. “Please wait here,” Aussie said.

She stepped in and they shut the door. She had a feeling that if she tried to open the door, she’d find them right outside it and she wouldn’t get too far beyond it.

Taylor took a breath, organizing her thoughts. She’d wanted to get backstage, to speak to Gallagher about that song. Well, now she was here. It wasn’t the way she’d wanted to get here but she may as well capitalize on the opportunity.

She would just ignore the unwelcome whatever-it-was that had happened out there when he had kissed her. After tonight, she never had to deal with this death metal world and this Brody person ever again.

Her decision made, she found it easier to perch on the edge of one of the uncomfortable chairs and wait. The laced up sides of the skirt creaked as she sat and she kept her knees together. The skirt wasn’t an aid to modesty.

After forty minutes by the clock over the door and twenty minutes after the throbbing music stopped, the door opened again and Aussie stuck his head in. “Taylor,” he said softly. “Come this way.”

She got to her feet and took a shaky breath. Aussie walked a pace in front of her, leading her through more passageways. They were far more crowded now, telling her she was closer to the center of power. Eyes followed her.

Aussie opened a door and ushered her into a room full of people. She looked around. There was at least one of the band members here, but not Gallagher.

Aussie was still moving though, leading her through the room, around people who Taylor knew were measuring her and mentally stripping her as she stepped between them. She longed to be back in her apartment and dealing with just the ordinary problem of being suddenly unemployed. She didn’t belong here.

Aussie tapped on another door, paused, then pushed it open and jerked his head, indicating she should go in. He made no move to enter himself and she knew she’d reached the inner sanctum.

She stepped in and he shut the door behind her. The door was sealed against noise, for the conversation on the other side instantly dropped down to a quiet murmur.

The room was empty. Dark colors on the wall, a bookcase in dark wood in front of her and low lighting from two lamps made it seem elegant and completely out of place compared to the concrete and linoleum decor she’d seen so far. A wide, comfortable sofa took up the width of the room to the left, and a rose-colored wooden coffee table sat in front of it. There was a club chair pulled up beside the table. A suit jacket had been thrown over the arm.

Another door led off to the right and there was the sound of running water. A bathroom. The water cut off as she listened.

Taylor tried to tug her skirt into place but the leather stayed obstinately where it was.

The bathroom door opened and Brody Gallagher stepped out, wrapping a silky-looking bathrobe around him. He halted when he saw her, his eyes narrowing.

“It was you,” he said flatly.

Her heart squeezed. It was him. Breandán. In the vision, dream, whatever it was that she’d had when this Brody had kissed her. Long hair and everything.

“You even have a scar on your chest,” she said and lifted her hand to touch, just under her own left breast. “Just like Breandán did.”

His eyes widened. “Jesus,” he breathed, staring at her. After a second or two he stirred. “I guess I don’t have to ask if you experienced what I did out there, then.”

She licked her lips. “That isn’t…usual, then?”

He gave a low laugh. “God, no!” He came toward her and stopped just in front of her. He lifted a hand to her face but hesitated just before he touched it. “May I?”

She appreciated his sensitivity. “Yes.”

His thumb stroked her cheekbone. “Your name is not really Toiréasa, is it?” His voice was low.

She shivered. He’d been there. He’d really been there with her.

“Taylor,” she said.

“I want to kiss you again, Taylor. I want to see what happens this time.”

She focused on his full lips and she remembered him sliding his cock into her. Even though it had been a dream or a vision, or whatever it had been, she recalled it like it had actually happened. She could feel it. Her clit throbbed.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”

Curiously, she believed him. She nodded.

His mouth touched hers hesitantly and she knew there was a pocket of fear in him, too. That made her believe, more than anything, that this…whatever it was…was just as strange and weird for him, too.

Then his lips grew firmer. More demanding. His tongue thrust into her mouth.

Taylor forgot about visions and daydreams and simply enjoyed the kiss. Brody was a damn fine kisser and she hadn’t been kissed like this in a long, long time. She threw herself into the kiss, letting herself be seduced by its power. She pressed up against him, enjoying the pleasure of simply being held by a man, the scent of a man. She wound her arms about his neck and rubbed herself against him with a soft little moan.

He gasped and lifted his head up, looking at her. “No visions,” he said softly. “But both of us experienced it, the first time.”

“Yes,” she agreed. Then she realized that she was draped against him like she was a willing participant.

Worse, his cock was beating between them, signaling his arousal in the most obvious way.

She tried to stand up but he held her still. “Wait,” he said. “There’s no rush, is there?” His hand was stroking the back of her thigh, making it quiver.

“I have to go home.” She tried to make it sound convincing. But she really wanted to stay right where she was and continue kissing him.

She had no idea who he was beyond his name and profession. But she already knew what his cock looked like and what it felt like to fuck him. If the vision they had shared had any sort of truth in it, he had loved her once.

Before she had been fired two days ago, Taylor had been within half an inch of being a tenured history professor. She hadn’t believed in past lives and all that sort of bullshit. But right now she was willing to grasp it in order to give herself enough justification to fuck the brains out of this man because kissing him felt so damn good. But that wouldn’t make her feel any better tomorrow morning.

She bit her lip. “I can’t stay,” she said regretfully. “I would love to. I would. But that isn’t a good enough reason.”

Brody held up his hand. “Before you go,” he said. “Would you do me one small favor?”

She stepped away from him. “It depends.”

“I want you to kiss my friend. I want to see if it…this…whatever it is when we kissed the first time…I want to see if it works on him.”

Taylor laughed. “Why on earth would it?” Then something in Brody’s expression registered on her. “Oh…he’s your lover, isn’t he?”

Brody lifted a brow.

“A very long-term lover,” Taylor concluded with growing wonder. She tilted her head to study him. “What is his name?”

“Most people call me Veris, because they can’t pronounce my real name.”

She whirled around to face the voice.

He was sitting on the arm of the chair where the suit jacket had been a few moments before. Blond hair, blue eyes, six foot two inches of self-assured, very broad-shouldered male.

“You!” Shock made her struggle to recall his name. “Dr. Gerhardsson. You consulted with me last week, about the Domhnall plays.”

“Jesus, you son of a bitch,” Brody said behind her. “You went and did it after all.”

Veris smiled. “I did.”

Brody brushed past Taylor and threw himself into the lounge chair. He looked at Taylor. “You’re a history professor?”

“I nearly was,” she said flatly.

“You don’t look like one,” Brody commented.

“Neither does he,” she said, pointing at Veris. He looked nothing like he had when he had first appeared in her university office. Right now he was wearing leather pants and a sleeveless white cotton overshirt that made the most of the tanned, rounded caps of his shoulders and the bunches of muscles of his arms. Veris crossed his arms over his chest, which just seemed to multiply the amount of tanned muscle on display. His blue eyes twinkled.

Brody seemed more than mildly pissed about Veris’ consultation, which had been utterly professional in nature. He had not indicated by so much as an inch that he even recognized that Taylor was a woman.

Even so, Taylor had been left feeling edgy and weak-kneed after the evening consultation and had fallen into bed and indulged in a rare session of masturbation that featured Gerhardsson and his blue eyes and broad shoulders and various parts of his magnificent anatomy, over and over again.

Brody glared at Veris now. “I can see now why you came home in such a muck-sweat that night…the seventeenth, right?”

Taylor jumped. That was the night.

Veris just shrugged a little. No pride lost there. “I have no objections to kissing the lady now, if that’s what you want.” He smiled a little but his eyes were dancing with merriment.

Brody glared for a moment longer, then gave up. Taylor knew he had tabled the argument for later. He sat forward on the seat and spoke to Veris. “I told you what happened during the concert. I want to see if it happens to you when you kiss Taylor, because of our bond. If it does, then we’re going to have to tell Taylor.”

Veris glanced at Taylor. “And that won’t have tipped her off at all,” he said.

“Like consulting her about the Domhnall plays won’t have?” Brody shot back.

Veris grimaced. “I see your point.” He got to his feet and walked toward her and Taylor knew that the equivalent of a nuclear explosion would have to go off before she would move from the spot.

Veris stopped in front of her. “May I?” he asked. He seemed to tower over her five-foot-nine frame, even with her spiked boots.

She thought her knees would give out. “Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse.

He slid his hand around her waist and the other under her hair. This close, his blue eyes were mesmerizing and she could feel her heart thundering. It hurt as it slammed against her chest. She gripped Veris’ shirt almost convulsively, suddenly afraid.

“It’s all right,” he whispered, his lips brushing hers, his breath fanning her. “I have you.”

He kissed her.

His lips were surprisingly soft. But just for a moment. Then his mouth hardened against hers and his tongue thrust inside, sweeping against her tongue and teeth, exploring.

Taylor moaned. She couldn’t help it. This was better than she had imagined in her lonely bed last week. She spread her fingers over the cotton shirt to feel the muscles beneath, as she had longed to do all through their first meeting at the university. But instead of cotton, she felt leather.

She opened her eyes. The room was round and there was a hole in the middle of the roof. That was for venting smoke from the fire, she knew.

Veris lifted his lips from hers, trailed them to her ear and thrust his tongue inside. Not Veris. Vidar. She groaned, her whole body blossoming with arousal. Vidar was home for such a short while for they were preparing for all-out war. Even now the longboats were being readied for the journey over the sea to Britain.

She thrust her hands into his hair, hiding her fear. “Kiss me again, my husband,” she demanded, fumbling with the buckles on the leather chest plate he wore.

“There’s no time.” He brushed her hair from her temple and stroked her neck. His hand fell to her breast and stroked it through the material of her dress.

“There will be enough,” she told him, sliding the second buckle undone, as the sweet pleasure from his hand transmitted to her clitoris and made her body begin to tremble and throb with desire. She was moist and ready for him.

She slid the third buckle apart and he tossed the breastplate over his head and onto the floor with an impatient shrug. He pushed her up against the wall, his blue eyes snapping fire. “You are ever an inspiration, Tyra,” he growled. He grabbed the scooped front of her white dress and tugged. The fabric tore down to her knees and he pushed on it with his boot to get rid of it, pulling the sleeves off her arms as he did so.

Tyra stood naked before him, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, telling him of her excitement.

Vidar removed his shirt and tossed it onto the breastplate. As he turned away, she saw a long, writhing scar along his back, high up under the shoulder blade. Then he turned back and unfastened his trews, revealing his pulsing cock. He stroked it as he approached her, letting her see the tip of it in his hand. She began to tremble with anticipation.

“Hurry,” she whispered.

He shook his head. “No.” His voice was a rumble. He pressed up against her. “Not now.” His eyes danced. “Ooooh, no.” He dropped his head and licked her collarbone, sliding his tongue along the depression to the nape of her neck, making her catch her breath.

Then he slid it down to her breast and sucked the tip into his mouth and began to play with it.

Tyra cried out, her hands slapping against the wall, as the pleasurable sensations bombarded her. She was melting into a puddle of joy. Dimly, she felt Vidar’s hands around her waist, holding her up, as his mouth switched to her other breast and continued the medley. She was gasping and trembling and aching to have him inside her. She reached for his head, twining her fingers in his hair, trying to coax him to rise, to press against her.

It was like trying to move a rock. She was hazy and weak from the pleasure he was giving her, anyway.

“Vidar…fuck me,” she said hoarsely. It was the wrong word, she knew that. But it was the only word she could think of right now. It would have to do.

He straightened and his hands around her waist lifted her like she was as light as his spear. She wrapped her legs around his waist, eager for his possession. Looking deep into her eyes, he thrust his long cock inside her with one deep, slow thrust. He groaned as he came to a halt, his swollen balls resting against her ass. “My woman,” he growled.

“Yes,” she said, as he thrust inside her. It felt so good, she was melting around him. She clutched at his shoulders. “Harder,” she begged. “Faster.”

He gripped her hips and thrust harder and faster, his pelvis kissing her clit, making her feel faint and swoony. Her climax was building, rushing at her. Her breath caught in
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