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    To caffeine, broken alarm clocks, and every toaster that's ever plotted world domination.Also, to Kevin — wherever, whenever, and however you are… please stop touching things.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The past is behind us, the future is ahead — and somehow, I tripped and landed in both."— An anonymous time traveller, probably regretting everything.

      

    


​Book Overview:

Mondays are already difficult for Tasha Blake. But waking up late for work, hungover, married to a total stranger named Kevin — who claims to be a time traveller from the year 2157 — makes this Monday uniquely catastrophic.

Tasha, a no-nonsense 30-year-old marketing assistant with a caffeine addiction and a deep dislike for chaos, has no memory of how she ended up married to Kevin. He’s charming, disarmingly sincere, and casually mentions that their toaster might be plotting to overthrow the government. Tasha assumes she’s still dreaming — until a furious government agent shows up at her apartment looking for Kevin, and reality becomes far too weird to ignore.

Kevin is on the run from the Department of Temporal Affairs after accidentally violating time-travel laws. Unfortunately, he’s dragged Tasha into the mess by forming a legally binding "chronic-union" with her — an accidental marriage with serious ripple effects for the space-time continuum. Now, Kevin and Tasha must navigate misplaced wormholes, unpredictable technology, inter temporal law enforcement, and the alarming possibility that they might like each other.

As they jump from timeline to timeline — dodging paradoxes, sentient furniture, and Kevin’s alarmingly intelligent ex-fiance — Tasha tries desperately to reclaim her normal life. But the universe has other plans. Along the way, they confront time loops, identity crises, and a prophetic llama, all while discovering that love might just be the strangest thing in any timeline.

From modern-day chaos to 1920s weddings and apocalyptic brunches, I Accidentally Married a Time Traveller Named Kevin is a fast-paced, romantic sci-fi comedy filled with witty banter, emotional twists, and absurd adventures. Because sometimes, the best way to find yourself... is by getting hopelessly lost in time with someone you didn’t mean to marry.

​Chapter Overview:

Chapter 1: The Hangover Timeline
Tasha wakes up late for work, confused, and next to a man she doesn’t recognize. Kevin claims they’re married — due to a “chronic-bond” that happened during a very drunk weekend. He’s a time traveller, and somehow, it’s legally binding.
Chapter 2: Kevin Has Questions. So Does Tasha.
Kevin tries to explain the mechanics of time travel using kitchen items. Meanwhile, Tasha just wants him gone — until her toaster explodes, and Kevin mentions something about “rogue techno.”
Chapter 3: Jade Disapproves
Jade returns home and sees Kevin for the first time. She assumes he’s a terrible one-night stand, but then watches him repair a broken lamp with nanobots. Suspicion sets in.
Chapter 4: The Department of Temporal Affairs
Agent Darnell shows up at their door with a glowing baton and inter temporal warrants. Kevin grabs Tasha’s hand and yells, “Trust me!” as they vanish in a flash of blue light.
Chapter 5: 1923 Wasn’t Ready for Them
They land at a wedding in 1923. Tasha is dressed like a flapper. Kevin is mistaken for the groom. They flee the event on a bicycle while being chased by a confused jazz band.
Chapter 6: Return of the Paradox Wombat
Kevin explains they’ve altered the timeline, and a creature known as a Paradox Wombat may now exist in this version of reality. Tasha screams into a pillow.
Chapter 7: Office Chaos and Casual Quantum Crimes
Tasha attempts to go back to work as if nothing happened. Kevin follows, upgrades the coffee machine into a philosopher, and accidentally triggers a minor paradox in the break room.
Chapter 8: A Very Illegal Brunch
Kevin takes Tasha on a date to the best brunch spot in all time — located in 1984. They’re interrupted by Future-Tasha, who issues a warning: “Don’t trust the llama.”
Chapter 9: Gizmo’s Breakdown
Gizmo malfunctions and starts listing everyone's future deaths. Kevin tries to fix it, but Gizmo flees into a pet store, forcing them to chase a sarcastic AI through an aquarium aisle.
Chapter 10: Kevin’s Almost-Wife
Kevin’s ex-fiancée, Valencia, arrives. She’s elegant, powerful, and furious that he’s married a woman from the “primitive time zones.” Kevin fumbles, and Tasha starts to wonder what she feels.
Chapter 11: The Time Loop of Mild Inconvenience
They get stuck in a minor loop: Tuesday repeats endlessly. The worst part? They keep reliving awkward office meetings and soggy cereal. Tasha begins to soften toward Kevin.
Chapter 12: The Llama Incident
The llama appears. It is not metaphorical. It’s from a pocket universe farm and possibly carries time data in its wool. Kevin panics. Tasha names it “Barry.”
Chapter 13: Mrs. Cosby Knows Too Much
Mrs. Cosby, Tasha’s landlady, reveals she used to be a Temporal Affairs spy. She blackmails them into fixing her heartbreak from 1986. Kevin reluctantly agrees. Tasha starts to respect him.
Chapter 14: Feelings Are Weird and So Is the Moon
During a surreal glitch in the moon’s orbit, Kevin and Tasha talk honestly. Kevin admits he’s never stayed in one timeline this long. Tasha admits she’s scared he’ll leave.
Chapter 15: The Ex-Fiance Job Interview
Tasha’s ex, Mark, reappears. Kevin ruins his job interview via time-sabotage. Tasha realizes she doesn’t miss Mark, but she would miss Kevin.
Chapter 16: Kevin’s Past, Tasha’s Future
Kevin confesses he’s been jumping timelines for years, looking for a moment that felt like home. That moment, it turns out, was meeting Tasha. She doesn’t know what to say.
Chapter 17: Time Jail
Agent Darnell catches them. They’re locked in a paradox-proof cell that loops memories. Tasha uses an emotional memory to break them out. Kevin proposes mid-escape.
Chapter 18: The Wedding Re-Do
They crashed their past wedding. Tasha watches the footage of herself proposing karaoke-style. Mortified... but also moved, she agrees to give the marriage a real chance.
Chapter 19: The End of Time (Almost)
A timeline collapse starts. Kevin begins to fade. The only way to save him is for Tasha to anchor him in her time — permanently. She chooses to stay tangled.
Chapter 20: Tuesdays with Kevin
The universe stabilizes. Kevin decides to stay in the 21st century with Tasha. He works part-time at a smoothie bar and studies sarcasm. Tasha is still late for work, but now... she doesn’t mind.
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​Chapter 1: The Hangover Timeline
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The first thing Tasha registered was the light. It was too bright, assaulting her eyelids like a laser pointer aimed directly at her soul. The second thing was the dull, rhythmic throb behind her temples, a percussive symphony only a truly epic hangover could compose. The third, and by far the most alarming, thing was the solid, unfamiliar weight pressed against her side.

She groaned, a small, pained sound that got lodged somewhere in her throat. Her eyes fluttered open, then squeezed shut again. This wasn't her usual Saturday morning, where the only heavy burden was the weight of unread emails. This was... undeniably a Monday. And Mondays, Tasha Blake knew, were a special kind of hell carved out for the caffeine-dependant and the chronically late. She was both.

Slowly, she managed to pry one eye open, then the other. The room spun, a kaleidoscope of soft creams and muted greens that were definitely not the industrial gray and beige of her own apartment. And the man. Oh, the man. He was sprawled beside her, dark hair tousled, one arm thrown casually over her waist. He had a serene, almost angelic expression, utterly oblivious to the impending panic attack Tasha felt bubbling up from her very core.

“Morning, wife,” a low, resonant voice rumbled, startling Tasha so much she nearly vaulted out of bed. The arm tightened imperceptibly around her.

Tasha froze. Wifey? Her brain, sluggish from a combination of cheap prosecutor and impending doom, struggled to process the word. She didn’t have a husband. She barely had a functional coffee machine before 7 AM. She definitely didn’t have a husband who looked like a slightly rumpled, impossibly handsome Scandinavian model.

“Excuse me?” Tasha croaked, her voice dry and brittle. She tried to pull away, but his grip was surprisingly firm. His eyes, the colour of warm honey, slowly blinked open. He offered a small, disarmingly charming smile.

“Ah, the awakening,” he murmured, as if commenting on a particularly fascinating scientific phenomenon. “Good to see you, Tasha. Rough night, I gather?”

Tasha stared at him, her mind frantically sifting through the hazy, fragmented memories of the past weekend. There was Friday night, definitely. Work drinks, celebratory, or maybe commiseration. She couldn’t remember. Then a blur of loud music, questionable dance moves, and a vague notion of a pub. But this? This was a gaping, terrifying void.

“Who... are you?” she finally managed, forcing the words out. Her heart was now doing a frantic samba against her ribs.

The man’s smile faltered slightly, replaced by an expression of mild surprise. “You truly don’t remember? It was quite the ceremony.” He sat up, his movements fluid and unhurried, revealing broad shoulders and a lean physique under the thin sheet. He looked entirely too comfortable, which only amplified Tasha’s unease. “I’m Kevin. Your husband.”

Tasha let out a strangled gasp. “My... my what?”

“Husband,” Kevin repeated, utterly calm. He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. The gesture was tender, intimate, and sent a jolt of pure horror through Tasha. “We, um, we got ‘chrono-bonded’ last night. Or rather, this morning. It’s a bit blurry on the exact temporal coordinates for me too, to be honest. The celebratory quantum tea was particularly potent.”

Tasha blinked. “Chrono-what? Quantum tea? Are you... are you high?” She tried to scramble backwards, but the bed seemed to be actively working against her. Her legs felt like jelly.

Kevin chuckled, a warm, genuine sound that grated against her frayed nerves. “Not in the way you’re thinking, no. Though the effects can be... visually stimulating. No, Tasha, I’m perfectly lucid. Just a little disoriented from the temporal displacement. And the champagne. Or was it prosecutor? I confess, the ethanol index in your era is surprisingly robust.”

“My era?” Tasha repeated, her voice rising in pitch. This was a nightmare. A very, very vivid, extremely realistic nightmare. She squeezed her eyes shut, wishing for the blessed abyss of unconsciousness to reclaim her. When she opened them again, Kevin was still there, observing her with an unnerving degree of calm.

“Yes, your era. The early 21st century. Fascinating. So much untapped potential in your toasters, for example. Did you know some of them are already showing rudimentary signs of collective consciousness? A few more decades and they’ll be forming trade unions, possibly even plotting to overthrow the government. You might want to unplug yours if it starts humming in Morse code.”

Tasha stared. The toaster. The government. Time traveller. Chaos. Her brain was short-circuiting. “Okay, stop,” she said, holding up a hand. “Stop. I don’t know who you are. I don’t know how I got here. And there is no way in hell I am married to you, or anyone, especially after a ‘quantum tea’ ceremony involving sentient kitchen appliances.”

Kevin sighed, a touch of exasperation finally entering his voice. “Look, Tasha, I understand this is a lot to take in. My apologies for the memory wipe. The temporal field generated by a robust chrono-union can sometimes have... residual effects on recent memory. Especially when combined with significant alcohol intake. It’s usually temporary, don’t worry. Most of it will come back in flashes, like a particularly abstract art film.”

He swung his legs over the side of the bed, revealing surprisingly muscular calves. He stood up, completely unselfconscious, and Tasha’s gaze snagged on his wrist. He was wearing a sleek, metallic watch that glowed with a soft blue light. As he moved, a tiny, almost imperceptible voice emanated from it.

“He’s telling the truth, you know. Mostly. The part about the toaster is slightly exaggerated for dramatic effect. Kevin tends to do that. And the memory wipe wasn’t intentional.”

Tasha’s jaw dropped. She pointed a trembling finger at his wrist. “Is your watch... talking?”

Kevin glanced at his wrist. “Oh, that’s just Gizmo. He’s my personal temporal assistant and moral compass. Occasionally. More often he’s just a highly opinionated fashion accessory.”

“I am a highly sophisticated AI. And for the record, your current ensemble, Kevin, is a crime against linear progression, let alone fashion.” Gizmo’s voice was crisp, metallic, and decidedly British.

Tasha felt a hysterical laugh bubbling up in her chest. This was it. She’d finally snapped. Or Jade had spiked her drink with something truly illegal. “Gizmo?” she repeated, her voice choked with disbelief. “A talking watch?”

“Look, we’re running out of time, literally,” Kevin said, striding over to a table where a strange, glowing device hummed softly. It looked like a cross between a minimalist sculpture and a highly dangerous kitchen appliance. “The Department of Temporal Affairs isn’t known for its patience. Especially not when a rogue chronic-union causes a minor divergence in the quantum timeline.”

“Department of Temporal Affairs?” Tasha repeated, the words sounding increasingly ridiculous rolling off her tongue. Her head was still pounding, but a new, sharp clarity was cutting through the alcohol haze. This wasn’t a dream. This was... insane. And she was late for work. Her stomach clenched. “Oh, my god, it’s Monday. I’m late! I have the marketing pitch for the new eco-friendly dog food line at 9:30!”

Kevin paused, turning to her with a look of genuine confusion. “Dog food? Tasha, darling, I don’t think that’s going to be your most pressing concern right now. As I was trying to explain, we’re married. Accidentally. And it’s legally binding. Across all temporal realities. Which means we now have significant... synchronicity. For better or worse, our fates are intrinsically linked. If one of us goes, the other experiences a rather uncomfortable quantum re-alignment. Not fatal, usually, but quite nauseating.”

“Nauseating?” Tasha managed, clutching the blanket to her chest. “I’m already nauseous! I married a man I don’t remember, who talks to his watch, and thinks toasters are planning world domination, and now he’s telling me I can’t go to work because of... quantum dog food?”

“The dog food is irrelevant, Tasha. Your immediate concern should be extricating yourselves from this predicament before Agent Darnell arrives. He’s notoriously bad-tempered before his morning nutrient paste.” Gizmo interjected helpfully.

“Agent Darnell?” Tasha’s mind latched onto the name. It felt vaguely threatening.

Kevin winced. “Right. He’s... an enforcer. From the DTA. He’s probably already here, or very close. This chronic-union was a significant temporal anomaly. Apparently, altering your personal timeline in such a dramatic fashion, particularly with someone from another era, causes... ripples. And the DTA doesn’t like ripples unless they’re perfectly scheduled and sanctioned.”

Tasha’s eyes zipped around the opulent, yet generic, room. Where was she? Whose apartment was this? “Where did you even take me?” she demanded, finally finding the strength to sit up fully, the blanket pooling around her waist.

Kevin shrugged apologetically. “My emergency safe house. Technically, it’s a temporal pocket dimension disguised as a luxury short-term rental. The decor is a bit bland, I agree, but discretion is paramount when you’re wanted for multiple time-travel violations.”

Tasha threw her hands up in exasperation. “Wanted? Time-travel violations? Kevin, this is absolutely insane! I’m a marketing assistant! I sell dog food! My biggest crime is sometimes taking an extra Splendid from the office kitchen! I can’t be involved in... whatever this is!”

“But you are,” Kevin said, his voice softer, almost gentle. He extended a hand towards her. “The chronic-union is self-sealing. Once formed, it generates an unbreakable metaphysical bond. Think of it like... cosmic handcuffs. And unfortunately, due to my rather unexpected detour through Saturday night, you’re now wearing one side of them.”

A sudden, sharp rapping echoed from somewhere beyond the room. It was precise, insistent. Too loud for a friendly knock.

Kevin’s eyes widened slightly. “Too late,” he whispered. He grabbed the glowing device from the table. “Okay, new plan: less talking, more temporally displacing. We need to go.”

“Go where?” Tasha cried, her voice squeaking. Her heart was now performing an entire drum solo worthy of a rock concert.

“Somewhere else,” Kevin replied, his gaze flickering across the device in his hand. “Anywhere else. Preferably before Agent Darnell decides to use his temporal stunner. He’s not exactly known for his delicate touch. And also, we need to find us a really good coffee. You look
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