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BLURB:

I’d fall through time for my soulmate.

That's what I'd thought, at least. One look at Tobias McDermott with his beautiful face and intensely dark eyes hinting at unknown pleasures, and secrets as painful as my own...and I knew— He was the one I should have fallen for...but it was Bryce who tripped me.

Now I'd do anything to be free of him, including a trip to Scotland. When I crossed the ocean, I crossed through time. Suddenly I'm the Lady of a Scottish castle, forced to save my lands, or let them fall into the hands of a monster.

Tobias looks like the man I love, only it's not him. Can't be him. Our arrangement starts out innocently enough, but with one touch, it becomes so much more. The pull between us is primal.

He's taking a big risk, and I've put both our futures on the line. We have to keep our lie hidden. And yet, when his lips touch mine, I taste only truth.

I shouldn't want him. Shouldn't need him. I never planned to become his. But one touch, and my defenses fall. In his arms I can see our forever, but our future is slipping away. Some say love is the answer, but it's vengeance and lust that alter the past.

With one touch, I'm freefalling through time. And I can only hope that before I shatter on the ground—again—he will be there, in time to catch me.
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For the kindred souls filled with wanderlust... may you enjoy your travels
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THREE WEEKS EARLIER:

“Get in the car, lass.”

Normally, I love it when Tobias calls me lass, usually when he’s frustrated and his latent Scottish ancestry peeks through. It’s sexy and endearing, and it’s the source of relentless teasing. But tonight, I’m so not in the mood.

“I'm not ready to leave yet.” I snap. “Not til he gets his ass out here to talk to me!”

“He's not coming out and that's probably a good thing. But in about ten minutes those neighbors you've ripped off with your drunken disorderly, are going to call it in, and someone who's not me is going to haul your ass off to jail. You want that?”

I yank my arm back. “No I don’t want that, obviously.” I’d heard enough to know jail sucked. Hang out with cops long enough and you hear all kinds of sordid stories. “And I'm not drunk,” I shout. Then I lower my voice because I realize screaming on a suburban street at one A.M. makes me sound drunk. Smashing Bryce MacIntyre’s front window doesn’t help.

“Good. Get in the car.”

“You need to stop telling me what to do Officer Tobias. You’re not even on duty right now.”

Tobias McDermott sighs, and scrubs a hand over his hair. “Christ, Peyton. Just get in the fucking car.”

My arms are crossed over my chest and my feet are planted firmly on the wet ground. And despite the cold drizzle soaking through my clothes, I’m not budging. “If you think I'm going anywhere with you...” I shake him off, then lift both hands in surrender. “All right fine, I'm leaving. But I can make my own way home, thanks.”

Can't be sure, but I think I hear him snarl. This is the closest I’ve ever seen Tobias come to losing his cool. Bryce was the hothead, but his friend and partner was always in control. Now I can see anger simmering behind his dark eyes and it’s like an itch I need to scratch.

“If you think I'm not personally seeing you home safely, you're crazier than I thought. Car. Now.” His words sear into me.

My mouth drops open a little, because there it is, the flash of anger he never lets show. Not sure what he has to be so pissed about, when I was the one getting screwed over. This can’t all be because I refused to do as I was told.

He reaches for my arm again, but I step away. “Back the hell off, Tobias. I can walk on my own.” Like a sulking toddler, I drag my feet to his car and let myself in, just as the neighbors' porch-lights start flicking to life.

Perfect timing.

He was right of course. Sirens would be imminent. Surprised Bryce hadn't arrested me himself. Might have, if he’d stopped screwing the blond long enough to come outside. He’d at least have called it in himself. I know how he loves his precious bay windows and hates vandalism. And me. Then it hits me. He did call it in. Of course he did. He was the one who'd called Tobias. Bastard.

I sink back in the seat and sulk. Tobias climbs in to the driver’s seat. Reaching across my chest to find the seatbelt I hadn't bothered to attach, he buckles me in. I can’t help but notice how good he smells, as his muscled arm grazes my breasts. My nipples react to the stimulation on their own, even though the rest of me is still simmering in my rage.

With one foot propped on the dash, the massive rip in my jeans exposes even more bare skin on my thigh. I notice Tobias glance at my nearly bare leg, before he starts the cars and steers it toward my neighborhood across town.

I lean my head against the window watching as we drive past the landmarks of my life, both familiar and painful. The hospital where my sister was diagnosed and treated. The church where my family of atheists went to pray for her survival. The cemetery where her frail body was buried. Each one careened past, slicing at me as they did like tiny razor blades against an old scar that never fully heals. One shrink told me that it’s the reason for my random life choices. My inability to find or keep a decent job, or for that matter, a decent guy. Said that our subconscious will do anything to steer us away from pain and toward pleasure. Guess I proved that better than most, but what he didn't mention was that it’s the moments in-between one place and the next...between the pain and the pleasure, that are the darkest.

“Wanna tell me what that was about?” he asks, his voice on the razor’s edge of the anger he’s so good at concealing.

Sharing all my messed-up thoughts with Tobias feels so natural, but I’m too twisted in conflicting emotions to respond. I know he’s no stranger to pain, having lost both his parents in a horrific car crash that left him the sole provider for his younger siblings. He’s had a rough go of it, and yet he’s always ready and willing to serve and protect. But tonight, I just need him to not be the hero. I need him to just be my friend.

The drive home is quiet, with nothing but the purr of the engine to fill the void. Until we’re a block away from my place and he finally breaks the silence.

"What exactly did you expect was going to happen, Peyton?” He says, eyes fixed on the road.

He’s back to the Tobias I know. Steely calm and in control. And the sexy gravel of his voice stirs parts of me that haven't been stirred in a very long time. Crazy-long, I'm embarrassed to say. Too long for any healthy, heterosexual twenty-something with half-decent good looks and a pulse. Oh, and a boyfriend. Ex-boyfriend. Ex-fuck-friend? How can I be so pissed over something I can't even define?

“You knew this was casual for him,” He adds.

Did I? Not sure that's true, or this wouldn't be so painful. I sigh. "Yeah. I know. I'm a twenty-three-year-old with a crap job and daddy issues. It’s no wonder Bryce got tired of fucking me. I'd get tired of fucking me. Too messy.” I twist to look over at Tobias, catching my pitiful reflection in the chrome on the dash. Hair like a wet dog, and mascara rimming my eyes raccoon style. "There's no way you'd want to fuck me."

I see his jaw work, before he glances at me from the corner of his eye. “I've fucked messy before.” He says without cracking even a smirk. "Not usually an issue. But you and me...that's not messy. That's otherworldly carnage. Extinction level event.” He spares a glance. “Total end-of-days shit.”

I frown, more curious than offended. “Why's that?”

“Because once I had you, there'd be no letting you go. And if I ever lost you, I'd hunt you down to the ends of the earth, and cross through time to get you back.” His hands tighten on the wheel before he reaches over to give me a grandfatherly pat on my knee. Dashing all of my revenge sex in the back seat of his Camaro thoughts he's churned up. There is no denying it. Tobias is crazy-hot. And one of the nicest guys I know.

I tell him as much. “That’s why you and I would be a bad idea.” I nod, twisting a lock of damp hair around my finger. “Plus, the whole end of days thing... way too intense.”

“Yeah.” He chuckles darkly. “You have no idea.”

He pulls into my parking lot and stops in front of my apartment, keeping the engine running.

“Thanks, Tobias.” I reach out a shaky hand to touch his jaw. So strong. Like it carries the weight of the world.

He catches my hand, holds it for a breath then removes it from his face.

“I should go,” I say, because it’s painfully clear I'm about to try something stupid that could mess up the closeness we share. My hand is on the door handle, but then I pause to look back at him.

"So, what is it you want Tobias?" Clearly not a casual hookup with his partner's ex.

"That's a loaded question." He answers without looking at me.

The water beneath our bridge was murky at best, and truthfully, it’s been obvious for some time that I never should have let Bryce distract me from Tobias. Never should have let him come between us. In another time...another place, we could have been so much more than... this.

"Well, there must be something. Just...tell me what's behind that stoic expression." I try to keep the frustration out of my voice, but I can’t. I’m quivering from nerves and adrenaline and determination. I just need to know he feels...something. I can't be the only one.

His silence unnerves me, so I blurt. "Forget it. I need to go."

Tobias’s eyes are still hard as he turns them on me. “You want to know what I want." His hand tightens on the wheel, as I nod.

"So damn much,” he murmurs, his words are so low I barely hear them. Then he draws in a deep breath, his gaze level with mine. “But I can’t have any of it.”

“But—”

He looks away, breaking all contact and leaving me feeling empty and alone and cold.

“You were right Peyton,” he says, his voice rough. “You need to go.”
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