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Prologue 

New Oxford  

Year: 2552  

 

A bead of cold sweat trickled down my cheek, and I fought the urge to wipe it away. Come on, 

don’t blow it now.  

“Are you quite sure about this, Lila?”  

The Archivist paused in his checklist, marking the place with his surgically clean finger while 

he waited for my response.  

I nodded and gave him the confident smile I’d been practicing. The one that made me look 

controlled and very much in charge. “Of course. We’ve been over the details of this retrieval, sir. 

Need I remind you my expertise is the key to our success here?” I couldn’t lose this mission now. It 

had taken me five long months to be accepted. I clamped my jaw tight and a moment later, he 

resumed his list, running through the final items.  

Standing beside me, relaxed but alert, Marc radiated strength and confidence. His presence 

calmed me. He accepted the stunner, swiftly checked it was fully charged, and then secreted it inside 

his robes before signing for the weapon. He was trained as an elite soldier, a ghardian, while I worked 

as a historian in the library. We couldn’t have been more different.  

The only thing we had in common was a young man called Jared. I’d been friends with Jared 

once, closer than family, but to Marc he was just another time-runaway. Marc’s job was to locate 

Jared, tag him, and bring him back to our time to face evasion charges. Normally ghardians worked in 

pairs, but since I’d been on the field trip with Jared when he’d made his bid for freedom, the ghardians 

agreed to my request to help with the hunt.  

He’d broken my heart when he tried to abandon me to the ancient Romans. It seemed only 

fair I got to bring him back.  



Chapter One 

Southeast Britain  

Year: 413 AD  

 

Jared  

 

He poured the oil into his hands. Chamomile and lavender filled his nose—the perfume of 

summer—and he breathed them in deep, holding the fragrance a moment longer. As always, the 

scent made him think of Lila.  

“Wolf.”  

He recognized the warning tone and rubbed his palms together, making her wait until he’d 

warmed the viscous liquid. She’d forgive him this small delay. Positioned at her side, he began to 

work the oil into her back, spreading and stroking along the length of her spine. She sighed again, but 

this time with obvious pleasure, and shifted on the bed, edging farther into the sunlight that poured 

through the window. With slow, practiced movements, he massaged along each bone in her spine 

before rising to rub circles into her ample shoulders. He pushed into the dimpled skin with his 

knuckles and drew a soft moan. She wriggled and he increased the pressure.  

“Lower.”  

He complied, sweeping down her sides, gently across her hipbones, and now advancing to 

her generous bottom. He paused to replenish the oil, and then returned to the task at hand. She 

carried a lot of flesh for a woman of her years but, he reflected, she ate well. He’d barely finished 

when she grunted and rolled over, presenting her naked front. Watery blue eyes regarded him, a hint 

of a smile on her face. “Take your time, Wolf. We have all afternoon.”  

Nodding an acknowledgement, he started work on her stomach with a series of slow circles 

around her navel before he eased his fingers up toward her breasts. He caressed them both in turn, 

sensitive to her response. There was a sharp hitch in her breath when he brushed the side of one 

nipple. His fingers skated away, teased close to the peak of the other breast, and then glided up to 

her collarbone to ease the tension he found there.  

Before long, he cupped her breasts with a gentle squeeze and stroked the nipples with his 

thumbs. Large and rose colored, they were rising to attention and firming beautifully for him. He 

tweaked one, and she gasped, a tremor running through her body. His fingers ached, but he pushed it 

to the back of his mind; he’d only just started. All the same, he eased south, circling and sweeping, a 

steady push and pull against her flesh, pausing only to take more oil. He flexed his hand as he did so, 

resting the tendons under the guise of warming the oil.  



“Wolf.” He turned back to her with a ready smile and the furrow disappeared from her 

forehead. “You’re teasing me.”  

He bowed his head and tiptoed his fingertips farther down, testing how ready she was. A 

graceful stroke across her hipbone, and she shifted as though uncomfortable, lifting her pelvis to 

meet his hand. It was time. With one bold move, he cupped her mound and drew a loud groan in 

return. The massage stepped up a gear.  

He used one finger to spear the curls between her legs, and found her moist and excited. 

Good.  

He brushed his finger back and forth across and felt the little bud swell under his touch. 

“Sa,” she murmured, her accent getting heavy, the more aroused she became. He moved to kneel 

between her open thighs, kissing a path up the pale flesh while she moaned and trembled. He spread 

her lips, holding her open for his mouth, ready to receive his tongue.  

The massage forgotten, Hilde grabbed his hair. She closed her fingers tight, ensuring he 

couldn’t lift his head. No matter, he could rest his hands while he pleasured her with his mouth. Hot 

open kisses and little licks soon reduced her to a quivering mass, moaning his name as he drove her 

closer to orgasm.  

She climaxed with a long, drawn-out shudder, and he waited for the spasms to finish, 

knowing she needed a minute before they continued.  

“You are so very skilled.” Her fingers relaxed on his scalp, and he drew a deep breath, 

closing his eyes to take a short rest.  

As she’d pointed out, they had all afternoon. 


