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Rose and Jack are brought together by a mysterious fate that is connected by dreams of each other. Which doesn’t quite make sense to them, until they are suddenly trapped together in a shipping container that uncovers an erotic ancient demand they have to adhere to, to escape their new prison. 

They are both reluctant at first in facing the symbols that play at their deep hidden desire for each other and when the burst of arousal knocks on the door of their hearts. Their pitiful clothes come undone in a hasty match for their bodies to meet, making Jack cuckold Rose into a heated clamping climax of her life, better than her ex’s pounding passion.
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The deck rolled gently beneath Rose's shoes as the research vessel cut through the darkening water. The sky had gone the color of bruised steel, and somewhere far out on the horizon the clouds gathered in a heavy line. She stood at the rail with both hands wrapped around a mug of coffee that had long since gone cold, letting the wind sting her face because it was easier than thinking. Easier than remembering the sharp sound of her own bedroom door opening, the laugh that hadn't belonged to her, the sight of her boyfriend tangled beneath her sheets with another woman as if her life had been nothing more than something to shrug out of.

She shut her eyes against it, but memory had claws. It came back in pieces no matter where she ran—the pale blue of the bedspread, the smell of his cologne, the way he'd said her name afterward like it was an inconvenience. She had booked this trip two days later with shaking hands and a suitcase she barely remembered packing. The dreams had started the same week: black water, a moon red as a wound, and a stranger standing just beyond the surf with his face turned toward her like he'd been waiting.

"Coffee's no good out here after ten minutes."

The voice came from behind her, low and rough around the edges, and she turned too quickly. Jack stood a few feet away with his hands shoved into the pockets of his jacket, his dark hair damp from the sea air. He looked like he belonged nowhere and everywhere all at once, the kind of man who never stayed long enough for anyone to ask questions. She had noticed him the first day because he never laughed with the others, never lingered, never did more than nod when spoken to. But she had noticed his eyes most of all, because for one strange suspended second in the galley that morning, they had lifted to hers and something had caught.

Rose looked down at the mug in her hands and gave a small shrug. "I think I'm using it more as a hand warmer."

His mouth shifted, not quite a smile. "Then you're doing better than me. I burned mine an hour ago." He stepped closer to the rail, though not close enough to crowd her, and looked out over the water. There was a long silence between them, but it didn't feel awkward. It felt careful, as if they were both standing on the edge of something neither of them understood.

"You work on the ship?" she asked after a moment, mostly because she needed to hear something besides the ocean and her own thoughts.

"Temporary job." He kept his eyes on the horizon when he answered. "Cargo, repairs, whatever they need. I'm good at temporary things." The last words came flat and practiced, like he'd said them often enough to stop hearing what they meant. His fingers flexed once against the railing, then stilled. "And you? You don't look like somebody who spends a lot of time on boats."

She let out a short laugh that surprised her by sounding almost real. "Is it that obvious?"

"You've been gripping that rail like it personally offended you since we left the port."

That earned him a glance, and this time she caught the hint of a smile before he looked away. It changed him in ways she hadn't expected. It softened the hard line of his mouth, lit something in his face that made him look younger and sadder all at once. Rose looked back out at the water before she could think too much about that.

"I needed to get away," she said quietly. The wind tugged strands of hair loose around her face, and she tucked them back with fingers that had gone cold. "I thought maybe if I changed where I was, maybe my head would follow." She heard how thin it sounded and almost stopped there, but there was something about him, about the stillness in him, that made her keep going. "I keep having these dreams. They feel so real I wake up and still taste salt in my mouth."

Jack's head turned sharply toward her then. For the first time since he'd walked over, he looked directly at her, and the expression in his eyes made her pulse skip. Not surprisingly, it was more like recognition.

"What kind of dreams?"

Rose swallowed. The answer sat strangely heavy on her tongue. "The ocean. At night. The water's black and there's this..." She paused, embarrassed suddenly by how foolish it sounded. "There's this man standing on the shore. I never see his face clearly. But I always know he's waiting for me."

For a second, the only sound between them was the slap of waves against the ship. Jack's jaw tightened, and she saw the flicker of something move across his face before he buried it. He looked back out at the horizon so quickly it was almost a flinch.

"In mine," he said, his voice quieter now, "there's a woman."

Rose stared at him. The wind seemed to fall away, leaving everything unnaturally still.

"What?"

He rubbed a hand over the back of his neck, uneasy for the first time since she'd met him. "I dream about a woman standing under a red moon. I never see her face either." He let out a breath that sounded almost like a laugh, except there was nothing amused in it. "Guess that makes us both a little crazy."

"No." The word came out before she could stop it. She turned toward him fully, the mug forgotten in her hands. "No, it doesn't."

He looked at her then, and something shifted. She saw it happen in the space between one breath and the next. The guarded distance in him didn't disappear, but it cracked just enough for her to glimpse what lay beneath it: a loneliness so deep it had become part of him. She knew something about that kind of loneliness. She had been carrying her own around for months like a stone in her chest.

"Do you ever get tired of running?" she asked softly.

The question seemed to land somewhere low and painful. He looked away again, toward the sea, toward the storm gathering on the horizon. "You ask hard questions for somebody I just met."

"You didn't answer."

"No." His hands tightened on the rail until his knuckles went pale. "I don't get tired of it. I just get tired." He was quiet for a moment, and when he spoke again his voice had gone rougher. "People leave. Or they die. After a while, you figure it's easier not to stop anywhere long enough to care."

Rose looked at him, at the profile cut sharp against the darkening sky, and thought of all the ways people learned to survive. Some built walls. Some kept moving. Some booked themselves onto research vessels and chased dreams across the ocean because staying still hurt too much.

Without thinking, she set the mug down on the deck beside her and stepped closer. Not enough to touch him. Just enough that if he wanted to, he could.

"Maybe," she said, "you haven't found the right reason to stay."

For one suspended heartbeat he didn't move. The wind whipped around them, carrying the first distant growl of thunder over the water. Then Jack looked down at her, and there was something in his eyes now that hadn't been there before. Something startled and raw and dangerous in the quietest way.

"Maybe," he said slowly, "neither have you."

The first crack of thunder came low and from far away, little more than a murmur under the groan of the ship. Rose had stood at the rail anyway, one hand fisted in the cold metal, watching the horizon disappear behind a curtain of rain. The sea no longer looked endless and open. It looked alive. The black water rose and curled under the bruised sky as if something beneath it had finally decided to wake.

"Rose."

She turned at the sound of Jack's voice, but before she could answer, the deck pitched hard beneath her feet. A scream tore loose from somewhere behind them as crates slid across the deck. Rose lost her footing. The world tipped violently to the left, and she would have hit the rail if Jack hadn't reached her first.

His hands closed around her waist with bruising force. "Hang on." His voice was nearly swallowed by the wind, but she heard it all the same. His body pressed against hers, solid and warm despite the cold rain soaking through both of them. "Don't let go."

The ship groaned like an animal in pain. Another wave struck broadside, harder this time, and Rose felt the impact all the way through her bones. Water exploded over the deck, icy and blinding, and she clutched at Jack without thinking. Her fingers twisted in the front of his jacket. Somewhere above them metal shrieked, a terrible wrenching sound, and for one impossible second she thought of the dreams again, the dark water, the storm, the certainty that something was lingering around.

"We have to get inside!" she shouted.

Jack looked toward the cabin, but the deck had become chaotic. Crew members stumbled through sheets of rain. Somebody fell. Somebody else was praying. The lights flickered once, then died completely, leaving only the violent white flash of lightning and the black shape of the sea rising around them.

Then the ship gave way.

The sound was deafening. Metal splitting. Wood breaking. The scream that tore out of Rose's throat vanished into the storm as the deck lurched beneath them. Jack's arm wrapped around her, hard and desperate, and then there was only water.

It swallowed her whole.

The sea was freezing, black and endless. She couldn't tell up from down. Salt burned her throat and her eyes. She kicked blindly, panic clawing at her chest, until her hand struck something rough and solid. A voice was shouting her name. Or maybe she only imagined it. The world vanished again before she could know.

When she opened her eyes, everything hurt.

For a moment she lay still, listening. The storm had not disappeared. It battered against metal walls with a relentless fury, and every few seconds the whole room or whatever it was, rocked beneath her. The air smelled of rust, and something that was
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