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  The Siren's Call


The water off the Cayman Trench was impossibly blue, a shade of turquoise that swallowed light and whispered secrets. Destina Mallory adjusted her regulator, the hiss of compressed air a familiar comfort as she descended past the coral wall. Her research team had been tracking unusual bioluminescent patterns for weeks, readings that defied explanation. Now, forty meters down, she was about to find the source. 
The relic pulsed from a crevice in the reef, a fist-sized formation of coral that glowed with an inner fire. It was unlike anything she had ever seen. The color shifted from deep violet to electric blue, and the texture was smooth, almost metallic. She reached out, her gloved fingers brushing the surface.
The world exploded.
It wasn't pain. It was pressure, a crushing weight that folded reality around her. The water turned to light, the light to sound, and then there was nothing but a rushing, roaring silence. She tried to scream, but her lungs were filled with stars. She tried to kick, but her limbs were made of water.
Then, she broke the surface.
Air. Real air. She gasped, choking on salt water, her body slamming against something hard and wooden. A ship. A wooden ship. Her mind, trained to categorize and analyze, refused to process the data. Galleon. Cannon. The smell of tar and gunpowder. Men yelling in a language that was almost English, but rougher, older.
Rough hands grabbed her, hauling her over the railing. She landed on the deck, her wetsuit dripping, her dive computer beeping an alarm she couldn't hear. The men around her were a blur of tanned skin and cold steel. Cutlasses. Pistols.
"Bring her to the captain."
The voice cut through the chaos, a command that silenced the murmurs. The crowd parted, and she saw him.
He was tall, taller than any man on the deck, with shoulders that blocked the sun. His hair was dark, windswept, and his eyes were the color of a storm at sea, a deep, penetrating blue that seemed to see straight through her. He wore a leather jerkin over a linen shirt, open at the collar, revealing a triangle of bronze skin. A scar traced a thin white line from his temple to his jaw.
He looked at her, and the world stopped spinning.
"Who are you?" His voice was a low rumble, accented, but clear. "And what manner of creature crawls from my sea in such strange attire?"
Destina tried to speak, but her throat was raw. "I'm a marine biologist. I was diving. I found... I don't know what I found."
"A diver?" He stepped closer, his boots heavy on the planks. "You came from the deep, dressed like a fish, speaking of things I do not understand. You are either a witch or a fool."
"I'm not a witch." She pushed herself to her knees, refusing to cower. "I'm a scientist."
His lips curved into a smile that was not quite kind. "A scientist. In my world, we call that a scholar. And scholars are often the most dangerous of fools." He gestured to two of his men. "Take her to my cabin. See that she is dried and fed. I will have answers from her, one way or another."
The cabin was a sanctuary of dark wood and polished brass. A large desk was covered in maps, a globe sat in the corner, and a bed, wide and low, dominated the far wall. The air smelled of salt and rum, layered with something warm and masculine. The two men left her there, closing the heavy door behind them.
She stood in the middle of the room, dripping onto the floorboards, her mind racing. The diving. The relic. The light. It had to be connected. She had traveled. Not through space, but through time. The ship, the men, the language. This was the eighteenth century. It was impossible.
The door opened, and he entered.
He had changed his shirt, a clean white linen that contrasted with his dark skin. He carried a bottle and two cups. He set them on the table, his movements deliberate, controlled.
"You have questions," he said. "So do I."
"I'm from the future," she blurted out.
He raised an eyebrow, pouring a dark liquid into one of the cups. "A bold claim."
"It's the truth. I was diving in the year 2024. I found something, a relic, and it brought me here."
He handed her the cup. "Drink. It will warm you."
She took it, her fingers brushing his. The contact sent a jolt through her, a current that had nothing to do with the relic. She sipped the liquid. Rum, strong and sweet, burning a path to her stomach.
"Your eyes," he said, stepping closer. "They are the color of the sea in a storm. And your hair, like fire." He reached out, touching a strand of her wet auburn hair. "You are not from this time. I can see it in the way you hold yourself. You are not afraid of me."
"I should be," she whispered.
"Yes. You should." His hand moved from her hair to her chin, tilting her face up. "But you are not. You are curious. You are searching for something."
"I'm searching for answers."
"Perhaps you are searching for me."
The kiss was inevitable. It was a gravitational pull, a tide she could not resist. His lips met hers, and the world fell away. He tasted of rum and salt, of power and patience. His hand slid from her chin to the back of her neck, pulling her closer, deepening the kiss.
She moaned against his mouth, her body responding before her mind could catch up. Her hands found his chest, the hard muscle beneath the linen, the heat of his skin. He broke the kiss, his breath warm against her ear.
"Tell me your name."
"Destina."
"Destina." He said it like a prayer, like a curse. "I am Herman. And I have been waiting for you."
"Waiting? How could you be waiting?"
He didn't answer. Instead, he pulled at the zipper of her wetsuit, the sound loud in the quiet cabin. The suit peeled away, revealing her skin, goosebumped and damp. He pushed the neoprene down her shoulders, her arms, until it pooled at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but her bikini, shivering.
His eyes traveled over her, a slow, deliberate inventory. "You are beautiful," he said, his voice rough. "Like a siren, luring men to their doom."
"I don't want to lure you to your doom."
"What do you want, Destina?"
She didn't know how to answer. She wanted answers. She wanted to go home. But standing here, in this impossible place, with this impossible man, she wanted something else. She wanted to feel. She wanted to be consumed.
"I want you to touch me," she said, the words a surrender.
He smiled, a real smile this time, and it transformed his face. He stepped closer, his hands finding her waist. He lifted her, carrying her to the bed, laying her down on the rough wool blanket. He knelt beside her, his hands moving over her body with a reverence that stole her breath.
He unhooked her bikini top, exposing her breasts to the cool air. He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, his tongue circling the peak. She arched into him, a cry escaping her lips. His hand slid down her stomach, past the waistband of her bikini bottoms, finding the heat between her thighs.
"You are wet for me," he murmured against her skin. "You want this."
"Yes."
He removed the rest of her clothes, then his own. His body was a map of scars and muscle, a history written in flesh. He settled between her legs, the weight of him pressing her into the mattress.
"Look at me," he commanded.
She did. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire.
"I do not know how you came to me," he said. "But you are mine now. For as long as the tide allows."
He entered her in one slow, deliberate thrust, filling her completely. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He began to move, a rhythm that was ancient and primal, the creak of the ship a counterpoint to their breathing.
He was relentless, driving her higher with each thrust. His hand found her clit, rubbing in circles that matched his pace. The pleasure built, a wave that crashed against her shores, demanding release.
"Let go," he whispered. "Let go for me, my siren."
She shattered.
The orgasm ripped through her, a blinding, consuming light that erased all thought. She cried out, her body convulsing around him. He followed, a guttural groan escaping his lips as he spilled himself inside her.
They lay there, tangled together, their breathing harsh in the quiet cabin. He rolled off her, pulling her against his side, his hand stroking her hair.
"That was not just pleasure," she said, her voice hoarse. "That was something else."
"It was a recognition," he said. "A remembering."
"I don't understand."
"You will." He kissed her forehead. "You are not meant to understand tonight. Tonight, you are meant to feel."
She closed her eyes. The scent of him surrounded her, the feel of his skin against hers, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. For the first time since the relic had pulled her through time, she felt safe. She felt at home.
Outside, the sea whispered against the hull, and the stars wheeled overhead. And Destina Mallory, marine biologist, time traveler, began to suspect that her journey was only just beginning.






  
  Surface Tension


The morning sun cut through the blinds of Destina's office like blades of accusation. She sat at her desk, staring at the coral fragment that now sat in a lead-lined container, its glow dimmed to a faint pulse beneath the fluorescent lights. It had been nearly a week since she'd surfaced from that dive gasping for air that smelled of gunpowder and salt, her body still aching in places she couldn't explain to anyone. 
A week since she'd felt his hands on her skin.
She pressed her palm against her chest, feeling the rapid thrum of her heartbeat. The memory of Herman Stonewall's mouth on her throat, his voice rough with need as he whispered her name, made her thighs clench beneath her desk. She couldn't shake it. She didn't want to.
"Destina?"
She looked up to find Dr. Patty Burman leaning against the doorframe, a tablet clutched against her chest like a shield. Her dark curls were pulled back in a messy bun, and her brown eyes held that particular blend of concern and skepticism that had become familiar over their years of collaboration.
"You're doing it again," Patty said.
"Doing what?"
"Staring at that rock like it stole your dog."
Destina forced a laugh, but it came out hollow. "It's not a rock. It's a biological anomaly that defies everything we know about marine bioluminescence."
"And you're defying everything I know about you by not having written a single data analysis in days." Patty stepped into the room, her flats making soft sounds against the linoleum. "You came up from that dive looking like you'd seen a ghost, and you've been walking around here like one ever since."
"I'm fine."
"You're a terrible liar."
Destina turned away, looking out the window at the turquoise expanse of the Atlantic. The ocean looked so calm from here, so ordinary. Nothing like the churning, alive thing she'd experienced nights ago. Nothing like the water that had carried her through time and into the arms of a man who shouldn't exist.
"I need to get back in the water," she said quietly.
"That's actually why I'm here." Patty held up the tablet. "I got a call this morning from a private charter company. They're looking for a marine biologist to consult on a week-long survey of the deeper reef systems off Key Largo."
"I don't do charter work."
"This one's different. The owner is..." Patty paused, scrolling through her notes. "Theradoredore Stonewall. He runs a luxury yacht charter service, but he's also got serious credentials in marine conservation. He wants to map some undocumented cave systems before the hurricane season starts."
The name hit Destina like a physical blow. Stonewall. Her fingers curled against the armrest of her chair.
"Destina?"
"When does he want to meet?"
Patty's eyebrows rose. "I thought you'd need convincing."
"I've been in the lab too long. A field survey sounds..." She searched for the right word. "Necessary."
The marina at Key Largo was a different world from
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