
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Invitation

The Gulf of Mexico stretched endless and copper-bright under the setting sun, and Marcus Reeves stood on the balcony of their tenth-floor suite with two fingers of Woodford Reserve bourbon warming in a crystal tumbler, watching brown pelicans dive-bomb the surf for their evening meal. The birds plummeted from impossible heights, wings tucked tight, hitting the water with small explosions of white foam before emerging with silvery fish thrashing in their beaks.

Salt and sunscreen hung thick in the humid air, mixing with something sweeter—coconut oil and artificial pineapple, drifting up from the pool deck three floors below where tourists baked themselves the color of lobsters. The sun bled orange and pink across the horizon, painting the underside of scattered clouds in shades of fire. Heat still radiated from the concrete balcony despite the approaching evening, and Marcus could feel sweat beginning to gather at the small of his back beneath his linen shirt.

Behind him, the sliding glass door opened with a whisper of rubber seal on metal track.

"Dad! Sienna's here!"

His stepdaughter Kayla bounded past him onto the balcony in frayed cutoff jean shorts that barely covered her ass and a neon pink bikini top, her bleached blonde ponytail swinging. Eighteen and convinced the entire world revolved around her Instagram feed and whatever fuckboy was sliding into her DMs that particular week. Marcus had married her mother Charlotte two years ago after a whirlwind romance that now felt more like a hostage situation with alimony implications, and most days Kayla treated him like particularly useful furniture—good for rides to the mall, borrowing money from, and otherwise completely invisible.

She grabbed his bourbon without asking, took a sip, made a disgusted face, and thrust it back at him. "Gross. How do you drink that?"

"Practice," Marcus said, retrieving his glass. "Where's your mom?"

"Passed out already. She had like four mimosas on the plane." Kayla rolled her eyes, already typing something on her phone, thumbs moving at inhuman speed. "Anyway, Sienna's gonna stay in my room. That's cool, right?"

Before Marcus could answer, Kayla's attention had already shifted to her screen, and she was wandering back inside, leaving the door half-open.

That's when he saw her.

Sienna Ortiz stood framed in the doorway of the suite, one hand gripping the handle of a canvas duffel bag, the other pushing dark hair back from her face. She'd paused just inside the threshold like she was waiting for permission to enter, and in that moment Marcus felt something fundamental shift in his perception—like he'd been looking at an optical illusion that suddenly resolved into a completely different image.

The last time he'd really paid attention to Sienna had been... what, three years ago? Four? She'd been a gangly teenager then, all knobby knees and metallic braces, trailing after Kayla like an adoring shadow, speaking in whispers if she spoke at all. He remembered her as bookish. Quiet. The kind of girl who always had her nose in some fantasy novel, content to be invisible.

That girl was gone.

Sienna had grown into her body the way some women do right around twenty—all at once, and with devastating results. She stood maybe five-foot-six in bare feet, but something about her proportions made her seem taller, more substantial. Her hair fell in thick black waves past her shoulders, still damp and smelling of chlorine and some floral shampoo—jasmine or gardenia, sweet and cloying. She'd inherited the kind of beauty that came from a mix of genetics—her mother was Mexican, her father Italian—resulting in warm brown skin that seemed to glow even in the air-conditioned dimness of the suite, high cheekbones, and a nose with the slightest bump at the bridge that kept her face from being too perfect, made it interesting instead.

Her eyes hit him first. Dark brown, almost black, with irises so large they seemed to swallow the whites. Long lashes, no mascara needed. And when those eyes landed on Marcus, they held. Not the glancing acknowledgment of a polite hello, but a sustained, measuring look that traveled from his face down to his chest and back up, slow enough to be deliberate.

She's checking me out, Marcus realized with a jolt. What the fuck.

She wore a thin white ribbed tank top that clung to every curve of her torso like it had been painted on. No bra underneath—that much was immediately, impossibly obvious. Her breasts were large and heavy, straining against the fabric, and her nipples were visible as small dark points against the white material, already half-hard from the aggressive air conditioning. The top ended just above her navel, showing a flat stomach with the faintest softness to it, the kind of belly that moved when she breathed. A silver barbell pierced her belly button, glinting in the light.

Her shorts were denim, cut so short they barely qualified as clothing. Frayed white threads dangled against thick thighs that pressed together at the top, creating a gap just below the crotch. The shorts sat low on wide hips—the kind of hips that Marcus's generation had been trained to worship, the waist-to-hip ratio that bypassed conscious thought and went straight to the lizard brain. When she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the bottom curve of her ass peeked out from beneath the hem.

"Hey, Mr. Reeves," Sienna said, and her voice had changed too. It was lower than he remembered, with a rasp underneath like whiskey and cigarettes, though he didn't think she smoked. "Thanks for letting me crash your vacation. I know it's probably weird having a random twenty-year-old along."

Not random, Marcus thought. Definitely not random.

"Uh, yeah. No problem." He cleared his throat, took another sip of bourbon. The alcohol burned going down but did nothing to calm the sudden spike of adrenaline in his bloodstream. "Charlotte insisted. She said you're, uh, going through some stuff. With your parents."

"Divorce." Sienna's expression didn't change. "They finally pulled the trigger after hating each other for like a decade. Mom's already shacking up with her yoga instructor, so. You know. Everyone's thriving."

There was bitterness there, buried under the casual tone. Marcus recognized it—the particular flavor of resentment that came from watching your parents' marriage implode in slow motion.

Kayla reappeared from somewhere down the hallway, grabbed Sienna's wrist. "Come on, I'll show you our room. It's got two queen beds and its own bathroom, and the view is insane. You can see the whole beach."

She dragged Sienna toward the back of the suite, and as they passed Marcus, Sienna glanced back over her shoulder. Their eyes met again, and she smiled—small, private, the corner of her mouth curling up in a way that made Marcus's stomach tighten.

Then they disappeared down the hallway, and he heard a door click shut, followed by muffled squealing and laughter.

Marcus stood frozen on the balcony for a long moment, bourbon forgotten in his hand, watching the sun sink lower over the Gulf. Pelicans wheeled overhead, their calls harsh and guttural. The smell of salt and rotting seaweed drifted up from the beach below.

She's Kayla's age, he reminded himself. She's practically a kid. Off limits. Way the fuck off limits.

But the image of her standing in that doorway—the white tank top, the curve of her breasts, the way her shorts cut into soft flesh—had already burned itself into his memory with the permanence of a brand.



Dinner was at a place called The Catch—one of those open-air seafood restaurants with tiki torches and sand for flooring, Christmas lights strung between palm trees even though it was the middle of June. The smell of grilled fish and drawn butter mixed with ocean brine and the faint sewage rot of low tide exposed too long in the heat. Jimmy Buffett played over speakers, because of course it did. Every restaurant in Florida was legally required to play Margaritaville at least once per hour.

They sat at a table near the edge of the deck, close enough to the water that Marcus could hear waves lapping against the pilings below. The restaurant was packed with tourists in various states of sunburn, loud conversations competing with the canned music, the clink of silverware on plates, bursts of laughter from the bar where a bachelorette party was already six drinks deep and screaming the lyrics to some pop song.

Charlotte sat across from Marcus, three margaritas in and talking too loud about the spa appointment she'd booked for tomorrow morning. She was forty-five but looked older—too much sun damage from decades of refusing to wear sunscreen, crow's feet carved deep around her eyes, thin lips always pursed in vague disapproval. She wore a flowing white linen dress that did nothing for her figure and a wide-brimmed hat even though the sun had set an hour ago.

"And they have this seaweed wrap," she was saying, gesturing with her margarita glass and sloshing frozen pink slush onto the table. "It's supposed to detoxify your whole system. Pulls all the impurities right through your skin."

"That's not how skin works," Marcus muttered.

Charlotte ignored him. "Kayla, you should come. We could make it a girls' day."

Kayla didn't look up from her phone. "Pass."

She sat to Marcus's left, scrolling through Instagram with the glazed expression of someone completely dissociated from her physical surroundings. She'd changed into a different bikini top—this one white with gold rings—and a translucent mesh cover-up that hid absolutely nothing.

Sienna sat to Marcus's right.

He could smell her. Not perfume—something subtler, more primal. Vanilla body wash and clean sweat, with an undertone of chlorine from the pool she'd apparently stopped at before coming up to the suite. She'd changed into a sundress, pale yellow, the kind that tied at the shoulders with thin ribbon straps. The neckline dipped in a deep V, low enough that he could see the inner curves of her breasts, the shadow of cleavage, a small constellation of freckles across her chest that he definitely should not be cataloging in his memory.

The dress was short—mid-thigh when she was standing, riding up higher now that she was seated. Her legs were bare, smooth, skin gleaming like she'd rubbed lotion on recently. One foot tapped against the wooden deck, a nervous habit maybe, or restless energy.

"So Sienna," Charlotte said, her words slightly slurred around the edges, "how's your mom handling everything? The divorce?"

Sienna's expression didn't change. She had the emotional affect of someone who'd learned young how to hide what she was feeling. "She's fine. Like I said, she's fucking her yoga instructor. Twenty-six years old, teaches hot yoga at that place by the mall. So. You know. She's handling it."

Kayla snorted into her water glass.

Charlotte blinked slowly, like her brain was struggling to process this information through the margarita haze. "Oh. Well. That's... very modern of her."

"Sure." Sienna tore off a piece of bread from the basket, dragged it through the little ceramic dish of olive oil and balsamic vinegar. Her lips wrapped around it—full lips, the bottom one slightly larger than the top, no lipstick now but he remembered the dark wine color from earlier—and Marcus watched the way her jaw moved as she chewed. The small muscles working beneath her skin. The way her throat moved when she swallowed.

Stop fucking staring.

A waiter appeared—college-aged, tan, with sun-bleached hair and that effortless surfer vibe that came from spending every spare moment in the ocean. His name tag said BRETT. Of course it did.

"Evening, folks," Brett said, flashing a white smile that probably worked on drunk tourists. "Can I get you started with some drinks?"

"Another marg," Charlotte said immediately, holding up her empty glass.

"Make it strong," she added, like that was a personality trait.

Kayla ordered some frozen strawberry abomination that came in a glass the size of her head. Brett turned to Sienna, and his whole demeanor shifted—spine straightening, smile widening.

"And for you?"

"Mojito," Sienna said. "Lots of mint."

Brett hesitated. "Can I see your ID?"

Sienna pulled a California driver's license from a small wallet tucked into her bra—Marcus tried very hard not to watch her fish it out from between her breasts—and handed it over. Brett studied it, looked at her, studied it again.

"Twenty," he said, handing it back. "Just barely. Birthday last month?"

"Yep." Sienna tucked the license away, and Marcus's eyes betrayed him, tracking the movement.

"Cool. One mojito, heavy on the mint." Brett winked at her. Actually winked. Then he turned to Marcus. "And for you, sir?"

The "sir" landed like a punch. Marcus was suddenly, acutely aware that he was old enough to be this kid's father. "Woodford Reserve. Neat."

Brett nodded and disappeared toward the bar.

The food came eventually. Charlotte had ordered something overly complicated involving blackened mahi-mahi and mango salsa. Kayla got shrimp tacos that she immediately began photographing from every angle for her Instagram story. Marcus had gone with the safe option—a bucket of crab legs, drawn butter, corn on the cob.

Sienna had ordered oysters.

A full dozen, served on a bed of crushed ice with lemon wedges and cocktail sauce and that mignonette shit that people pretended to like. She squeezed lemon over the first one, tilted her head back, and let it slide into her mouth. Her throat worked as she swallowed, and then she smiled, licking her bottom lip.

"These are incredible," she said, reaching for another. "I've never had them this fresh."

Of course you haven't, Marcus thought viciously. You're twenty. You've barely had anything.

He attacked his crab legs with more force than necessary, cracking shells with the little metal tool they provided, pulling out white meat and dunking it in butter. The sound echoed too loud in his ears—crack, pull, dunk, chew. Mechanical. Meditative.

Conversation drifted around him. Charlotte dominated, as always, talking about some drama with her book club where apparently someone had suggested reading Colleen Hoover and nearly caused a schism. Kayla chimed in occasionally with monosyllabic responses. Sienna stayed quiet, focused on her oysters, but every time Marcus glanced in her direction he found her looking back.

Not subtle about it, either. She'd hold his gaze for a beat too long, then smile—small, private, like they were sharing a joke no one else was in on. Her dark eyes tracked him over the rim of her mojito glass.

Under the table, something brushed his ankle.

Marcus jerked his leg back reflexively. Must have been Sienna shifting position, accidentally bumping him. Except—

It happened again. Slower this time. The arch of a bare foot sliding up the inside of his calf, toes flexing against his skin. Deliberate. Unmistakable.

Marcus coughed, grabbed his water glass, drained half of it. Charlotte didn't notice, too busy gesticulating about the book club drama. Kayla was taking a selfie with her tacos, lips pursed in that duck-face pout that somehow still hadn't died as a trend.

Sienna's foot retreated. Marcus looked at her and she was staring at her plate, expression perfectly innocent, using her fork to spear another oyster.

Accident, he told himself. Had to be. She's just shifting in her seat.

Then her foot returned, more insistent this time. Sliding higher, past his calf to his knee, the inside of his thigh. Her toes pressed against the muscle there, kneading gently.

Heat flooded Marcus's face, his chest, his groin. His cock twitched in his shorts, beginning to swell despite every rational part of his brain screaming at his body to stand down. This was insane. They were in public. Her best friend was sitting three feet away. His wife was directly across the table.

Sienna's foot traveled higher, and Marcus grabbed her ankle under the table, stopping her progress before she reached the growing bulge in his shorts. His fingers wrapped around delicate bone, warm skin. He should push her away. He should—

She flexed her toes against his palm, and his grip tightened involuntarily.

I like that, her eyes said. Do it harder.

Marcus released her ankle like it had burned him. Sienna's foot slid slowly back down his leg and returned to her side of the table. When he looked at her this time, she was biting her bottom lip, trying not to smile.

"Marcus? Marcus!" Charlotte's voice cut through the fog. "Are you even listening to me?"

"What?" He grabbed his bourbon, drained the rest of it. "Sorry. What?"

"I said I'm going to bed early tonight. That last margarita is really hitting me." Charlotte dabbed at her mouth with a napkin. "Are you coming?"

Every cell in Marcus's body screamed at him to say yes, to follow his wife back to their room, to put as much distance between himself and Sienna as physically possible.

"I'll be up in a bit," he heard himself say. "Gonna finish my drink."

Charlotte shrugged, already standing. "Suit yourself. Kayla, come help me navigate the elevator."

"Mom, you're not that drunk."

"Kayla."

Kayla sighed dramatically, pocketed her phone, and stood. They wove through the crowded restaurant toward the exit, Charlotte leaning heavily on her daughter's arm.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone at the table.



They didn't speak on the walk back. The path from the restaurant to the hotel wound through manicured gardens—palm trees and birds of paradise and some flowering bush that smelled sickly sweet in the humid night air. Tiki torches lit the way, casting flickering shadows across white sand pathways. Other tourists passed them, couples holding hands, families herding sunburned children, a group of college guys already drunk and rowdy.

Marcus kept space between them. Three feet. Safe distance. Professional distance.

Sienna closed that gap at the elevator, standing close enough that her shoulder brushed his arm. The elevator dinged, doors sliding open. Empty, thank God. They stepped inside and the doors closed, sealing them in a small metal box with terrible Muzak playing overhead—some instrumental version of a song Marcus vaguely recognized but couldn't name.

"You're freaking out," Sienna said.

It wasn't a question.

Marcus stabbed the button for the tenth floor with more force than necessary. "I'm fine."

"You're white-knuckling it." She gestured at his hands, which were indeed clenched into fists at his sides. "Relax. I'm not going to jump you in an elevator."

"That's not—" He cut himself off. What the fuck was he supposed to say? That's not what I'm worried about? Except it was exactly what he was worried about, or some version of it. He was worried about what he might do. What he wanted to do.

The elevator climbed. Third floor. Fifth floor. Seventh.

"I've had a crush on you for years," Sienna said casually, like she was commenting on the weather. "Did you know that?"

Marcus's brain stuttered. "What?"

"Since I was like seventeen. You and Charlotte were dating, and I came over to pick up Kayla for this party, and you were in the garage working on your car. You had grease all over your hands and you were wearing this white t-shirt that was soaked through with sweat." She paused. "I went home and thought about you for like a month straight."

Tenth floor. The elevator dinged.

"Sienna—"

"I'm not a kid anymore, Mr. Reeves." The doors opened and she stepped out into the hallway, looking back over her shoulder. "I haven't been for a while."

She walked toward their suite, hips swaying in that yellow sundress, and Marcus followed because what else could he do? His heart slammed against his ribs. Every instinct he had warred with every other instinct—run away, follow her, wake up his wife, lock himself in the bathroom, grab Sienna and push her against the wall and—

Stop. Stop thinking.

Inside the suite, everything was dark and quiet. Charlotte had gone straight to the master bedroom and closed the door. Kayla's room was shut too, bass thumping faintly through the walls—she was probably on FaceTime with whatever boy was currently occupying her attention.

Which left the common area. Kitchen, living room, dining table, all flowing together in an open floor plan. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the beach. The moon hung low and swollen over the water, painting everything in shades of silver and shadow.

Sienna stood at the window, arms wrapped around herself. The ocean breeze drifted through the cracked balcony door, carrying the smell of salt and night-blooming jasmine from the gardens below.

"Do you want a drink?" Marcus asked, because he needed something to do with his hands.

She turned. "What are you having?"

"Bourbon."

"Then yeah. Same as you."

He poured two glasses, neat, and brought one to her. She took it with both hands, fingers brushing his in the exchange. They stood there together, looking out at the Gulf. Waves rolled in lazy and phosphorescent—bioluminescence, probably, that weird phenomenon where the water glowed blue-green with plankton. A couple walked along the beach below, tiny figures holding hands.

"Thanks again," Sienna said quietly. "For letting me come this week. I know it's weird, tagging along on someone else's family vacation when I'm not family."

"It's fine." He sipped his drink, letting the burn ground him. "Charlotte said your parents are splitting up. That you needed to get away for a while."

"Yeah." Sienna stared at the ocean. "They've hated each other for as long as I can remember. Like, stay-together-for-the-kids level of passive-aggressive warfare. So honestly the divorce is kind of a relief. At least now they can stop pretending."

"Still sucks."

"Yeah." She drank, winced slightly at the taste. "But I'm glad to be here. Clear my head. Not think about all that bullshit for a week."

"Makes sense."

"Plus," she added, and her voice dropped half an octave, taking on that husky quality that bypassed his brain entirely and spoke directly to his cock, "the company's not bad."

There it was. The subtext made text, laid bare, impossible to misinterpret.

Marcus set his glass down on the nearest surface—a side table, hard enough that it clinked against the wood. "Sienna—"

"I'm not a kid anymore, Mr. Reeves."

"I know that."

"Do you?" She took a step closer, and suddenly the air between them felt charged, electric, like the moment before a lightning strike. "Because you've been looking at me all night like you can't decide whether you want to fuck me or run away screaming."

The word hit him like a physical blow. Fuck. She'd said it so casually, but the image it conjured was anything but casual—her body pressed against his, skin on skin, the sounds she'd make, how she'd feel—

"You're Kayla's best friend," Marcus managed.

"So?"

"So you're twenty years old."

"Legal." Another step. She was close enough now that he could feel the warmth radiating off her skin, could smell vanilla and the faint sweetness of mint from her mojito. "And you're not that old. What are you, forty?"

"Forty-two."

"Perfect." She smiled, slow and dangerous. "I've always liked older men. They actually know what they're doing. They don't just jackhammer away for three minutes and then pass out."

Heat crawled up Marcus's neck. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his shorts, and from the way Sienna's gaze dropped and lingered, she knew it.

"I've wanted you since I walked in today," she continued, voice soft and intimate. "Did you know that? I saw you standing on that balcony and I thought, fuck, when did he get so hot? Or maybe you were always hot and I just finally got old enough to appreciate it."

"Sienna." Her name came out rough, scraped raw. "This is a bad idea."

"Probably." She reached out, flattened her palm against his chest. Her hand felt small and hot through his shirt, and he could feel his own heartbeat slamming against her touch. "But I'm not asking you to marry me, Mr. Reeves. I'm not asking for anything complicated. I'm just asking you to fuck me."

The word again. Crude. Direct. Stripping away any pretense of romance or seduction, reducing it to the basest biological imperative.

"Your stepdaughter is twenty feet away," Marcus said, even as his hand came up to cover hers against his chest.

"And your wife is passed out drunk in the other room." Sienna's fingers curled into his shirt, gripping the fabric. "This whole week, Mr. Reeves. Just you and me. No one has to know. We can be so careful. So quiet."

He should say no. Should step back, put distance between them, explain in clear and unequivocal terms why this was wrong on every conceivable level—moral, ethical, legal, practical. He should be the adult in this situation.

Instead, he grabbed her wrist. Not pulling her away. Just holding her there, his fingers wrapped around delicate bone and warm skin.

"If we do this—" he started.

"We are doing this," Sienna interrupted. Her free hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, lower. "The only question is when. Tonight? Or do you want to spend the next six days pretending you don't want to bend me over every flat surface in this suite?"

Her palm pressed against his erection through his shorts, and Marcus made a sound he'd never heard himself make before—something between a groan and a growl, animal and desperate.

"That's what I thought," Sienna whispered. She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing his ear. "I'm going to take a shower. Door will be unlocked. If you change your mind..." She squeezed him through the fabric, just once. "Well. You know where to find me."

Then she pulled away, leaving Marcus standing there in the moonlight with his pulse hammering in his throat and his cock throbbing and every muscle in his body screaming at him to follow her.

Sienna walked toward the hallway, hips swaying, yellow sundress swishing around her thighs. She paused at the entrance to the hall, looked back over her shoulder one last time.

I want this, her eyes said. I want you.

Then she disappeared.

A moment later Marcus heard a door click shut. Then water running through the pipes, the hiss and patter of a shower turning on.

He stood frozen in place, bourbon forgotten on the side table, staring at the empty hallway. The moon painted silver stripes across the hardwood floor. From somewhere outside came the distant crash of waves against sand, over and over, rhythmic and relentless.

In the bathroom down the hall, water continued to run.

The door was unlocked.

All he had to do was walk down that hallway, turn the handle, step inside. No one would know. Charlotte was dead to the world. Kayla was locked in her room with her headphones on. It would be so easy.

Sienna's words echoed in his head: This whole week. Just you and me.

Marcus took a step toward the hallway.

Then another.

His hand reached for the wall to steady himself.

The water kept running, and somewhere in that sound he could almost hear her—Sienna standing under the spray, water cascading over dark hair, running in rivulets down her neck, between her breasts, over her stomach, between her thighs...

Seven days in paradise.

Seven days of temptation.

Marcus took another step forward, and the sound of the shower pulled him deeper into the dark.


Chapter 2: First Night Temptations

The hallway stretched before Marcus like an accusation—twenty feet of hardwood flooring, recessed lighting casting pools of amber every six feet, cream-colored walls decorated with generic beach photography in cheap frames. The sound of running water filled the space, echoing off the walls, impossibly loud in the quiet suite.

His feet moved without conscious decision. One step. Another. The bourbon sat warm in his stomach, but he wasn't drunk—not even close. He couldn't blame this on alcohol. Couldn't pretend tomorrow that he'd been too wasted to know what he was doing.

He knew exactly what he was doing.

The guest bathroom door stood half-open, light spilling out into the dark hallway. Steam curled through the gap, carrying the scent of hotel soap—something generic and floral, mixed with the mineral smell of hot water and underneath it, faint but unmistakable, the natural musk of female arousal.

Marcus stopped outside the door, his hand on the frame. From inside came the sound of water hitting tile, hitting skin, the small splash as Sienna moved under the spray. His cock throbbed against his zipper, so hard it was painful. He could still turn around. Could go back to the living room, finish his bourbon, go to bed with his wife like a normal person.

Should.

The word had lost all meaning.

He pushed the door open.

The bathroom was small—standard hotel layout with a toilet, sink, and combination tub-shower. The shower curtain was translucent, not quite clear but not opaque either, and through it Marcus could see her silhouette. The curves of her body rendered in shadow and steam, water cascading down from dark hair, over shoulders, the slope of her back.

She turned, saw him through the curtain. Didn't startle. Didn't cover herself or gasp in surprise.

She smiled.

"Took you long enough," Sienna said, her voice carrying over the water. "I was starting to think you'd chicken out."

Marcus closed the door behind him, locked it. The click of the deadbolt sounded final, irreversible. "I shouldn't be here."

"But you are." She pulled the curtain back six inches, just enough to look at him directly. Water streamed down her face, her neck. She'd slicked her hair back, and without it framing her features she looked even younger—fresh-faced, bright-eyed, impossibly beautiful in that way only twenty-year-olds could be. "Are you going to keep standing there, or are you going to get in?"

"Sienna—"

"Marcus." She said his first name for the first time, and hearing it in her mouth did something to him. Made it real in a way "Mr. Reeves" hadn't been. "Stop thinking. Just... come here."

He pulled his shirt over his head, dropped it on the floor. His shorts followed. Boxers. He stood naked in the steamed bathroom, cock jutting out thick and hard, and watched her eyes travel down his body with obvious hunger.

"Fuck," she breathed. "You're..."

"What?"

"Better than I imagined." She pulled the curtain fully open. "And I've imagined a lot."

Marcus stepped into the tub, into the spray, into her space. Hot water hit his back and shoulders, cascading down, and suddenly Sienna was right there—pressed against him, skin to skin, her body slick and warm and softer than anything he'd ever felt.

She was shorter than she'd seemed clothed. The top of her head came to his chin, and she had to tilt her face up to look at him. Water caught in her eyelashes, ran in rivulets down her cheeks. Her lips parted, and Marcus could see the small gap between her two front teeth, the pink of her tongue.

"Hi," she whispered.

"Hi."

Then she kissed him.

Her mouth was hot and tasted like mint and bourbon, her lips moving against his with surprising confidence for someone so young. She rose up on her toes, arms wrapping around his neck, pressing her body fully against his. Her breasts flattened against his chest—heavy, soft, her nipples hard points digging into his skin. His hands found her waist, slid down to grip her hips, fingers digging into flesh.

Sienna made a sound—a small moan that vibrated against his mouth—and deepened the kiss. Her tongue traced the seam of his lips and he opened for her, let her in. She tasted him like she was starving, like she'd been waiting years for this moment.

Maybe she had.

Marcus's hands traveled up her back, feeling the knobs of her spine, the smooth expanse of skin. She was all curves—no sharp angles, nothing boyish about her body. This was a woman's shape, full and ripe, and his cock pressed against her stomach, leaving a smear of precum on her skin.

She broke the kiss, breathing hard. "Touch me."

"I am touching you."

"No." She grabbed his hand, guided it down her stomach, between her legs. "Touch me here."

Marcus's fingers found slick heat, and he groaned. She was wet—not just from the shower, but aroused, her pussy swollen and hot against his palm. He cupped her, feeling the soft give of her outer lips, and she whimpered, pushing into his hand.

"Please," Sienna breathed against his neck. "I've wanted this for so long."

He slid one finger between her folds, exploring. She was smooth—waxed or shaved, no hair except for a small strip just above her clit. That surprised him. Most girls her age let everything grow wild, or so he'd thought. But Sienna had prepared herself, made her body smooth and accessible.

His finger found her entrance and he pushed inside slowly. She was tight—incredibly tight, her inner walls gripping him as he slid in to the second knuckle. Hot and slick and clenching around him.

"Oh fuck," Sienna gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. "Yes. More."

Marcus added a second finger, stretching her, and she moaned loudly enough that he worried about the sound carrying. He covered her mouth with his free hand.

"Quiet," he murmured. "Kayla's room is right next door."

Sienna nodded, eyes wide and dark with lust. He removed his hand from her mouth and she immediately bit her bottom lip, muffling the sounds as he worked his fingers inside her. He curled them forward, searching for that spot, and when he found it she bucked against him, her whole body going rigid.

"There," she whimpered. "Right there, don't stop."

He finger-fucked her slowly, methodically, his thumb finding her clit and circling it in time with his thrusts. Water pounded down around them, steam filling his lungs, and Sienna writhed against him, one hand braced on the tile wall, the other gripping his bicep hard enough to bruise.

"I'm—fuck, I'm close," she panted. "Don't stop, please don't stop—"

Marcus increased his pace, his fingers pumping faster, harder, his thumb pressing firm circles around her clit. He could feel her tightening around him, her pussy clenching rhythmically, and then she was coming—her back arching, mouth falling open in a silent scream, her whole body shaking with the force of it.

He worked her through it, gentling his touch as she came down, until she was slumped against him, breathing hard, her forehead pressed to his chest.

"Holy shit," she mumbled. "That was..."

"Yeah."

She looked up at him, grinning. "Your turn."

Before he could respond, Sienna dropped to her knees in the tub, water streaming over her shoulders and back. She wrapped one hand around the base of his cock—her fingers couldn't quite encircle him—and looked up at him with those impossibly dark eyes.

"I've thought about this," she said, stroking him slowly. "Wondered what you'd taste like. How you'd feel in my mouth."

"Sienna, you don't have to—"

"I want to." She leaned forward, tongue darting out to lick the tip. "I really, really want to."

Then she took him into her mouth, and Marcus forgot how to think.

She was good at this—surprisingly good, enthusiastic in a way that spoke of genuine enjoyment rather than obligation. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before she pushed forward, taking him deeper. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and Marcus had to brace himself against the tile wall to keep from falling.

"Fuck," he groaned.

Sienna hummed in response, the vibration traveling through his cock, and took him even deeper. She'd relaxed her throat somehow, letting him slide past her gag reflex until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She held him there for a moment, swallowing around him, then pulled back with a gasp.

"You're big," she said, pumping him with her hand. "Almost didn't fit."

"Almost?"

She grinned wickedly. "I'm very motivated."

Then she did it again—deep-throating him with practiced ease, gagging slightly but not stopping, her hand working what wouldn't fit in her mouth. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, and Marcus felt his orgasm building at the base of his spine.

"Sienna, I'm going to—I'm close—"

She pulled off just long enough to speak. "Come in my mouth. I want to taste you."

That did it. Marcus came with a strangled groan, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down her throat. Sienna took it all, swallowing rhythmically, her eyes locked on his face. When he was finished she pulled back, licking her lips, and stood.

"Good?" she asked.

"Jesus Christ."

She laughed, turning to let the water rinse her face. "I'll take that as a yes."

They stood under the spray together for a moment, both breathing hard, the reality of what they'd just done settling over them. Marcus's rational brain was trying desperately to kick back in—this was wrong, they couldn't do this again, he needed to leave before—

Sienna turned off the water. The sudden silence was jarring.

"Come on," she said, stepping out of the tub. "I'm not done with you yet."

She grabbed a towel, dried herself perfunctorily, then wrapped it around her body. Marcus did the same, his movements mechanical. His cock was already starting to harden again just from watching her move.

Sienna cracked the bathroom door, peeked out into the hallway. "Coast is clear. Kayla's music is still going."

She slipped out and Marcus followed, both of them padding quietly down the hall. Sienna opened the door to her room—the guest bedroom she was sharing with Kayla—and pulled him inside.

The room was exactly as advertised—two queen beds, a bathroom, a sliding door that led to a small balcony. Kayla's bed was on the left, already a disaster of strewn clothes and makeup. Sienna's was on the right, still neatly made.

She locked the door, dropped her towel.

Marcus stared. In the bathroom there'd been steam, partial obscurity, the distraction of sensation. Here, with lamplight casting everything in warm yellow tones, he could see her completely.

Sienna Ortiz was built like a Renaissance painting—all soft curves and abundant flesh. Her breasts were large, heavy teardrop shapes with wide dark areolas and nipples that pointed slightly upward. They moved when she breathed, swaying gently. Her waist dipped in before flaring out to wide hips, the kind that were made for grabbing, for holding onto while you—

Her stomach was soft, not flat, with a small roll just above her pubic mound. The piercing in her belly button caught the light. Her thighs were thick, pressed together at the top, and between them he could see the glistening pink of her pussy, swollen and ready.

She turned, showing him her back, her ass. It was spectacular—round and full, each cheek large enough to overflow his hands, the skin smooth except for a few small dimples. The curve where her ass met her thighs made his mouth water.

"Like what you see?" Sienna asked, glancing over her shoulder.

"You know I do."

"Good." She walked to the bed, climbed onto it, and lay back against the pillows. Her legs fell open in invitation. "Because now I want you to fuck me properly."

Marcus dropped his towel. His cock was fully erect again, thick and veined, the head flushed dark red. He climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her thighs, and looked down at her.

"We should use a condom," he said.

"I'm on birth control. And I'm clean—got tested last month."

"Sienna—"

"I want to feel you." Her hand reached down, wrapped around his cock, guided him to her entrance. "Please. Just... be inside me."

He should insist. Should be responsible. Should—

Fuck it.

Marcus pushed forward, and Sienna's pussy stretched around him, taking him inch by inch. She was so tight he worried he'd hurt her, but she just moaned, her hands gripping the sheets, her back arching.

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Keep going."

He pushed deeper, feeling her inner walls flutter and clench around him, until he was fully seated inside her. The sensation was overwhelming—hot and wet and tight, better than anything he'd felt in years. Charlotte's body had become familiar to the point of boring. This was new, exciting, forbidden.

"Oh my god," Sienna whimpered. "You're so deep."

Marcus began to move—slow at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Sienna wrapped her legs around his waist, her ankles locking at the small of his back, pulling him deeper with each thrust.

"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck me harder."

He obliged, increasing his pace, his hips snapping forward with enough force to make the bed creak. Sienna's breasts bounced with each thrust, and Marcus leaned down to catch one nipple in his mouth. She cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

"Yes, yes, like that—"

The bed was definitely making noise now—rhythmic creaking, the headboard thumping against the wall. Marcus hoped the sound of Kayla's music would cover it. He thrust harder, deeper, chasing his own pleasure while trying to make Sienna come again.

She beat him to it. Her pussy clenched around him like a vice, and she bit down on his shoulder to muffle her scream. He felt her come, felt the gush of wetness, and that pushed him over the edge.

"I'm going to—" he started, but it was too late.

Marcus came inside her, his cock pulsing, flooding her with cum. It felt incredible and terrifying in equal measure. When he was finished he collapsed onto her, both of them breathing hard, sweaty despite the air conditioning.

"That was..." Sienna trailed off.

"Yeah."

They lay there for a moment, still connected. Then reality intruded.

"I should go," Marcus said, pulling out. Cum leaked from her pussy, and he watched it run down her thighs with a mixture of satisfaction and horror.

"Six more days," Sienna reminded him, reaching down to touch herself, her fingers playing in the mess he'd made. "We can do this every night."

"This is insane."

"Probably." She brought her fingers to her mouth, tasted them. "But you're not going to stop, are you?"

Marcus pulled on his towel, headed for the door. "Lock this after I leave."

"Is that a no?"

He looked back at her—sprawled across the bed, naked and satisfied, his cum still leaking from her body.

"No," he admitted. "It's not a no."

Sienna smiled. "Good. Now get out of here before Kayla hears something."

Marcus slipped out into the dark hallway, his heart pounding, his body still humming with pleasure and guilt. He'd crossed a line tonight that couldn't be uncrossed.

And he knew, with absolute certainty, he'd cross it again tomorrow.


Chapter 3: The Beach Confession

Morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains in shades of pale gold and white, turning the master bedroom into something soft-edged and dream-like. Marcus woke to the smell of hotel coffee—that particular burnt-bitter scent that came from pods sitting too long in warehouses—and the sound of Charlotte moving around the suite, her voice carrying through the closed door as she talked on the phone with someone from her book club.

He lay in bed staring at the ceiling fan rotating slowly above him, watching the blades cut through shafts of sunlight, and thought about what he'd done last night.

What they'd done.

His cock stirred at the memory—Sienna on her knees in the shower, water streaming over her shoulders as she took him into her mouth. The tight grip of her pussy as he'd pushed inside her for the first time. The sound she'd made when she came, that broken whimper muffled against his shoulder.

This is wrong, the rational part of his brain insisted. You fucked your stepdaughter's twenty-year-old best friend. You came inside her. You need to end this now before it gets worse.

But his body disagreed. His cock was fully hard now, tenting the sheets, and all he could think about was seeing Sienna again. Touching her again. Hearing those sounds again.

The bedroom door opened and Charlotte poked her head in. "You're awake. Good. I'm going to that spa appointment—the seaweed wrap thing I told you about. I'll be gone most of the morning." She paused. "You look tired. Did you sleep okay?"

"Fine," Marcus lied. He'd barely slept at all, lying awake listening to the waves crash against the shore, thinking about Sienna just down the hall.

"Well, try to relax today. That's what vacation is for." Charlotte disappeared, and a moment later he heard the suite door open and close.

Marcus got out of bed, pulled on shorts and a t-shirt, and ventured into the common area. The suite was quiet—Kayla's door still closed, no sound from inside. But Sienna's door stood slightly ajar.

He shouldn't. He should make coffee, sit on the balcony, pretend last night never happened.

Instead, he walked to her door and pushed it open.

Sienna lay in bed on her stomach, the sheet tangled around her legs, wearing nothing but a thin white t-shirt that had ridden up to expose the curve of her ass. She was awake—he could tell by the way she went still when he entered—but she didn't move.

"Kayla's out cold," she murmured into her pillow. "She didn't get back until like three in the morning. Some guy from the hot tub."

Marcus closed the door behind him, locked it. "Charlotte just left. Spa appointment."

"Mmm." Sienna rolled onto her back, and the shirt pulled tight across her breasts. No bra, her nipples visible as dark circles beneath the fabric. "So we're alone."

"For a couple hours."

"Good." She stretched, arching her back, and the shirt rode up to expose her stomach, the silver glint of her belly button piercing. "I've been lying here thinking about last night. About you."

Marcus's cock throbbed against his zipper. "Sienna—"

"Come here." It wasn't a request.

He crossed to the bed, sat on the edge. Sienna's hand found his thigh, fingertips tracing up toward his crotch. "I'm sore," she said conversationally. "You're bigger than anyone I've been with before. I can still feel you inside me."

"Jesus Christ."

"But I like it." Her hand cupped him through his shorts, squeezing gently. "I like being reminded. Every time I move I think about your cock stretching me open."

Marcus grabbed her wrist. "You can't talk like that."

"Why not? It's just us." She pulled free of his grip and hooked her fingers into his waistband. "And I want you again. Right now."

He should say no. Should walk away. Should—

Sienna pulled his shorts down and his cock sprang free, already hard and leaking. She made an appreciative sound, wrapping her hand around him and stroking slowly from base to tip.

"Fuck, you're already so hard for me," she purred. "Did you wake up thinking about last night?"

"Yes."

"Good." She sat up, pulled her t-shirt over her head, and tossed it aside. Her breasts bounced free—large and heavy, the kind that filled his hands perfectly. "I want you to fuck my tits."

Marcus's brain stuttered. "What?"

"You heard me." Sienna lay back against the pillows, pressed her breasts together with both hands, creating a channel between them. "Come here. I want to feel your cock between them."

He moved without thinking, straddling her ribs, his cock jutting out above her chest. Sienna spit into her hand—crude and direct—and rubbed the saliva over his shaft, slicking him up. Then she pressed her breasts around him.

The sensation was incredible. Soft, warm flesh enveloping him, her skin smooth and yielding. Marcus thrust forward experimentally and the head of his cock emerged from between her breasts, nearly reaching her chin.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged. "Fuck them. Use me."

He did. His hips moved in a steady rhythm, his cock sliding through the valley between her breasts while she held them together. Each thrust brought him closer to her face, and after a moment she tilted her head down and opened her mouth, letting the tip of his cock brush her lips.

"Mmm," she hummed, her tongue darting out to taste him.

Marcus groaned, his pace increasing. The visual was obscene—his cock disappearing between her tits, emerging to bump against her mouth, her dark eyes locked on his face. Precum leaked from his tip and she licked it away greedily.

"You're going to make me come," he warned.

"Good. I want it. All over my tits, my face—mark me up, Mr. Reeves."

The name did it. The reminder of who she was, who he was, the wrongness of it all combined with how fucking good it felt. Marcus came with a grunt, his cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum painted her chest, her neck, her chin. Sienna moaned, rubbing his cum into her skin like lotion.

"So much," she breathed. "You came so much."

Marcus collapsed beside her, breathing hard. Sienna looked down at herself, at the mess covering her breasts and throat, and smiled.

"I need another shower," she said cheerfully.



The beach stretched white and endless under a cloudless sky, the Gulf sparkling turquoise and emerald in the late morning sun. Marcus sat in a beach chair under an umbrella, trying to focus on the thriller novel he'd brought—something about a serial killer in Seattle—but the words kept blurring together.

Twenty feet away, Sienna lay on a towel in a bikini that should have been illegal.

It was red—bright cherry red, the kind that drew the eye from a hundred yards away. The top was a triangle style, tiny patches of fabric covering her nipples and not much else, tied behind her neck and back with thin strings that looked like they'd snap if she moved wrong. The bottoms were even worse—high-cut Brazilian style that showed off the full curve of her ass, with sides that tied at her hips in little bows.

She'd oiled herself up before lying down, and now her skin gleamed in the sunlight, every curve highlighted. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, sunglasses covering her eyes. To anyone watching she looked completely relaxed.

But Marcus had caught her glancing at him every few minutes. Checking to see if he was looking.

He was. He couldn't stop.

"Dad, can you put sunscreen on my back?"

Kayla appeared from nowhere, shoving a bottle of SPF 50 at him. She wore a neon green bikini that matched her phone case, her hair in two braids.

"Sure." Marcus set his book aside, squirted lotion into his palm.

Kayla sat on the edge of his chair and he rubbed sunscreen across her shoulders, her back. She was on her phone the entire time, texting someone, occasionally giggling.

"Who's that?" Marcus asked.

"This guy I met last night. Tyler. He's here with his family from Alabama." She turned her head to look at him. "Can I go hang out with him later? Like, go into town for dinner or something?"

"Where in town?"

"I don't know, wherever. There's this place he mentioned—The Crab Trap? It's supposed to be good."

Marcus finished with the sunscreen, handed her the bottle. "Ask your mom when she gets back."

"She'll say yes. She always says yes." Kayla stood, already walking toward the water. "Tell Sienna to come swim with me!"

She ran off before Marcus could respond.

He looked over at Sienna, who'd propped herself up on her elbows and pushed her sunglasses down to peer at him over the top.

"Kayla wants you to swim," Marcus called.

"In a minute." Sienna stood, stretched—arms overhead, back arching, her breasts straining against the tiny bikini top—and walked over to him. "I need you to do my back too. Can't reach."

She held out a bottle of tanning oil. Not sunscreen. Oil that would make her skin even more glistening, even more touchable.

"Sienna—"

"Please?" She turned around, presenting her back to him. "I don't want to burn."

This is a test, Marcus realized. She's seeing how far she can push this in public.

He took the bottle, squirted oil into his palm. The smell hit him immediately—coconut and vanilla, sweet and cloying. He rubbed his hands together and then placed them on her shoulders.

Her skin was hot from the sun, smooth and slick under his touch. He worked the oil across her shoulder blades, down her spine, trying to keep it clinical. Professional.

"Lower," Sienna murmured. "You missed a spot."

His hands traveled to the small of her back, just above where her bikini bottoms sat. He could see the dimples there, the curve of her ass beginning.

"The strings need oil too," she added. "So they don't leave tan lines."

Marcus's fingers traced the bikini strings—the one around her back, the ones tied at her hips. Sienna made a soft sound that could have been appreciation or pleasure.

"Perfect," she said, and turned to face him. "Now the front."

"What?"

"My chest. I can't reach properly." She grabbed his wrist, placed his oiled hand directly on her sternum. "Go ahead."

Marcus glanced around. The beach wasn't crowded, but there were people—families with kids building sandcastles, couples walking the waterline, a group of college guys playing volleyball further down. Anyone could see.

But Sienna didn't seem to care. She stood there waiting, her eyes locked on his face.

He spread the oil across her chest—the exposed skin between her breasts, the curve of them above the bikini top, her collarbones. His fingers lingered at the edge of the fabric, and Sienna's breathing changed, became shallower.

"There," Marcus said, pulling his hands away. "All done."

"Thank you, Mr. Reeves." She said it loud enough that the couple on the next umbrella over could hear. Intentional. Marking territory.

Then she walked to the water, her hips swaying, and dove into the waves.



The bar was called Sharky's and it was exactly what it sounded like—a thatched-roof tiki hut with a sand floor, surfboards on the walls, and a bartender in board shorts mixing drinks that came in pineapples. The smell of coconut rum and spilled beer hung heavy in the humid air, mixing with salt and the greasy scent of fried food from the attached kitchen.

Marcus sat on a barstool nursing a beer, watching a baseball game on the TV above the bar. The Rays were losing to the Yankees. Again.

"You look miserable."

He turned. Sienna had changed from her bikini into cutoff jean shorts and a loose white tank top, the kind with wide arm holes that showed the side of her bra—red, matching the bikini she'd been wearing earlier. Her hair was still damp from the ocean, pulled into a messy bun.

"I'm fine," Marcus said.

"Liar." She flagged down the bartender. "Piña colada, extra rum."

The bartender—an older guy with a gray beard and a sunburnt nose—looked her over. "ID?"

Sienna pulled it from her back pocket, slapped it on the bar. He studied it, nodded, and started making her drink.

She took the stool next to Marcus, close enough that their legs touched. "Charlotte still at the spa?"

"Last I heard."

"And Kayla?"

"Met up with that guy from last night. Tyler. They went jet skiing."

"So we're alone again." Sienna's hand found his thigh under the bar, her fingernails scraping lightly through the fabric of his shorts. "Seems like a pattern."

"Sienna—"

"Relax. I'm just talking." Her hand moved higher. "Unless you want me to do more than talk."

The bartender returned with her drink—a massive frosted glass filled with pale yellow slush, garnished with pineapple and a paper umbrella. Sienna took a long pull through the straw, her eyes never leaving Marcus's face.

"This place has bathrooms," she said casually. "Single occupancy. Lockable doors."

Marcus's cock stirred. "We can't."

"Why not?"

"Because—" He gestured vaguely at the bar, the people around them. "Someone will notice."

"So?" Sienna's hand found his crotch, cupped him through his shorts. He was already half-hard. "You didn't seem to care this morning when you fucked my tits."

"That was different."

"How?"

"We were alone. In private."

"And this is semi-private." She squeezed him gently. "Come on, Mr. Reeves. Don't you want to bend me over the sink and fuck me while you watch in the mirror?"

The image hit him like a physical blow. Sienna braced against the bathroom sink, ass up, her face reflected back at him as he pounded into her from behind.

"One beer," she said, releasing him. "Finish your beer. Then meet me in the bathroom—the one around the back, not the main ones. Five minutes."

She stood, took her piña colada, and walked away. Marcus watched her go, his heart hammering, his cock now fully erect.

This is insane. You're going to get caught. Someone will see.

But five minutes later he was walking around the back of the bar, past the dumpsters and storage area, to where a single bathroom stood separate from the main building. The door was unlocked.

Inside, Sienna waited.



The bathroom was small and dingy—a toilet, a sink, a mirror with cracks spiderwebbing across one corner. The smell of bleach and piss barely masked by air freshener. Fluorescent light buzzing overhead.

Sienna stood with her back to the sink, her piña colada sitting on the edge. She'd already unbuttoned her shorts.

"Lock the door," she said.

Marcus did, the click of the deadbolt impossibly loud. Then he turned to face her.

"This is crazy," he said.

"I know." Sienna pushed her shorts down, stepped out of them. Her red bikini bottoms from earlier—tiny triangles of fabric held together with strings. "But you're here anyway."

"I shouldn't be."

"But you are." She hooked her thumbs into the bikini bottoms, pulled them down. Naked from the waist down except for her sneakers. "So stop talking and fuck me."

Marcus crossed the space between them in two steps, grabbed her hips, lifted her onto the sink. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck, and kissed him hard—tasting like coconut and rum.

"Condom," Marcus managed between kisses.

"Don't have one."

"Sienna—"

"I told you, I'm on the pill. And I want to feel you." Her hand found his zipper, yanked it down. "Please. Just fuck me already."

He pulled his cock free, positioned himself at her entrance. She was already wet, slick with arousal. He pushed inside in one smooth thrust and Sienna gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered. "Yes."

The sink creaked under their combined weight. Marcus gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Sienna's head fell back against the mirror, her mouth open, small "ah, ah, ah" sounds escaping with each impact.

"Look at me," Marcus commanded.

She did. Her eyes were glazed, pupils blown wide with lust.

"You like this," he said. "You like being fucked in a public bathroom where anyone could hear."

"Yes," she moaned. "God, yes."

He could hear voices outside—people walking past, laughing. The sound of the bar just beyond the wall. At any moment someone could knock on the door, could realize what was happening.

It made him fuck her harder.

Sienna came first, her pussy clenching around him, her whole body going rigid. She bit down on his shoulder to muffle her cry, and Marcus felt the wet heat of her orgasm coating his cock, dripping down his balls.

"Fill me up," she breathed against his neck. "Come inside me again."

Marcus did, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. The angle was different than last night—he could feel his cum flooding her, feel it leaking out around his shaft even as he was still inside her.

When he finally pulled out, Sienna stayed on the sink, legs spread, his cum visibly dripping from her pussy.

"Jesus," Marcus breathed.

"Hand me my bottoms."

He grabbed the red bikini from the floor. Sienna took them, wiped herself with toilet paper, then pulled the bottoms on. His cum immediately soaked through the fabric, creating a dark wet spot.

"That's going to leak," Marcus pointed out.

"I know." She pulled on her shorts, not bothering to button them fully. "I like it. Like walking around with your cum inside me. Reminds me that you were just balls-deep in my pussy."

The crude language should have been off-putting. Instead it made Marcus's cock twitch.

Sienna hopped off the sink, adjusted her tank top. "I'm going back to the bar. Give it a few minutes before you follow."

She unlocked the door, glanced out to make sure no one was watching, and slipped out.

Marcus stood alone in the dingy bathroom, his cock still out, covered in their combined fluids, and wondered how the fuck his life had turned into this.



Dinner was supposed to be a family affair—Charlotte had made reservations at some upscale place in Destin, the kind with cloth napkins and a wine list. But Kayla had bailed to go out with Tyler again, leaving just the three of them.

Marcus showered and changed into khakis and a button-down, trying to look like a respectable married man and not someone who'd fucked his stepdaughter's best friend twice in the span of twelve hours. Charlotte wore a floral dress and too much perfume. Sienna came out of her room in a black sundress that hugged every curve, her hair down and slightly curled.

"You look nice," Charlotte said to her.

"Thanks." Sienna smiled innocently. "New dress. Thought I'd try it out."

They took Charlotte's rental car—a white Nissan Altima that smelled like artificial lemon. Marcus drove, Charlotte in the passenger seat, Sienna in the back. The restaurant was twenty minutes away, traffic crawling along Highway 98 past endless strip malls and beach supply stores.

Charlotte talked the entire drive about the spa, about how the seaweed wrap had been "life-changing" and how she'd booked another appointment for Thursday. Marcus made appropriate noises, his eyes occasionally flicking to the rearview mirror.

Sienna sat directly behind Charlotte, legs crossed, her dress riding up to show most of her thigh. She was looking at her phone, thumb scrolling, expression neutral.

Then her eyes met his in the mirror.

She bit her bottom lip.

Her hand disappeared under her dress.

Marcus nearly swerved into the next lane. Charlotte didn't notice, too busy explaining the difference between a Swedish massage and a hot stone massage. In the mirror, Marcus watched Sienna's face change—eyes closing, mouth falling slightly open, her hand moving beneath her dress.

She's touching herself, Marcus realized. In the back seat. While my wife sits three feet away.

His cock hardened instantly, pressing uncomfortably against his zipper. He tried to focus on the road, on Charlotte's voice, on anything except the girl in the back seat currently fingering herself.

Sienna's breathing changed—became faster, shallower. Her free hand gripped the door handle, knuckles white. Then she went still, jaw clenching, and Marcus knew she'd just come.

She opened her eyes, met his gaze in the mirror, and smiled.

"Everything okay back there?" Charlotte asked, turning in her seat.

Sienna pulled her hand from under her dress, brought it to her mouth, licked her fingers. "Perfect. Just checking my messages."



The restaurant was exactly as pretentious as Marcus had expected—white tablecloths, crystal glasses, soft jazz playing overhead. The kind of place where entrees cost forty dollars and came in portions too small to actually satisfy anyone. The smell of seared fish and truffle oil competed with expensive perfumes from surrounding tables.

They were seated near the window overlooking the harbor. Sailboats bobbed in their slips, halyards clinking against masts in the evening breeze. Charlotte ordered a bottle of white wine that cost more than Marcus made in a day.

"We're celebrating," she announced. "Two years of marriage!"

"That's next week," Marcus pointed out.

"Close enough." Charlotte raised her glass. "To us."

They clinked glasses. Marcus drank, the wine tasting like overpriced regret.

Dinner arrived eventually. Charlotte had ordered some complicated fish dish with foam. Marcus got a ribeye that was good but not forty-five-dollars good. Sienna ordered pasta—shrimp scampi in a white wine sauce.

"So Sienna," Charlotte said, already halfway through the wine bottle on her own, "do you have a boyfriend back home?"

Sienna twirled pasta around her fork. "Not currently."

"Really? A pretty girl like you?" Charlotte laughed, the sound too loud for the quiet restaurant. "I'd think you'd have boys lined up."

"I've dated some. Nothing serious." Sienna glanced at Marcus. "I tend to go for older guys. More mature. Boys my age are still children."

"How much older?" Charlotte asked.

"I don't know. Ten years? Fifteen?" Sienna popped the pasta in her mouth, chewed, swallowed. "Age is just a number, right?"

Charlotte blinked, processing this. "Well. I suppose. Though you might find older men come with more... baggage."

"I don't mind baggage." Sienna's foot found Marcus's under the table, her toes sliding up his calf. "Sometimes baggage makes things more interesting."

Marcus nearly choked on his steak.

The rest of dinner passed in a blur of terrible conversation and Sienna's increasingly bold touches under the table. By the time dessert arrived—some chocolate thing with gold leaf that tasted like nothing—Marcus was rock hard and desperate.

Charlotte excused herself to the bathroom, weaving slightly. Too much wine.

The moment she was gone, Sienna leaned across the table. "I'm not wearing panties," she whispered. "Haven't been all evening. Your cum from earlier is still inside me, leaking down my thighs."

"Jesus Christ, Sienna—"

"When we get back to the hotel, I want you to come to my room again." Her voice was low, urgent. "I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk tomorrow. I want to feel you for days."

"Your room? With Kayla there?"

"She'll be out late with Tyler. We'll have hours." Sienna's hand found his thigh under the table, squeezed. "Please. I need it. I need you."

Charlotte returned before Marcus could respond.



Marcus lay in bed next to Charlotte, listening to her snore. She'd passed out the moment her head hit the pillow, exhausted from sun and wine and spa treatments. He stared at the ceiling, his cock aching, Sienna's words echoing in his head.

I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk tomorrow.

The glowing numbers on the clock read 11:47 PM. Kayla had texted Charlotte around ten to say she was staying out late, would be back by two. Which meant the guest bedroom was empty except for Sienna.

Waiting for him.

Marcus slid out of bed carefully, pulled on shorts and a t-shirt. Charlotte didn't stir. He padded quietly out of the master bedroom, down the dark hallway to the guest room.

The door was cracked open. Invitation.

He pushed it wider and stepped inside.

Sienna sat on her bed, completely naked, legs spread. Her pussy was swollen and pink, glistening wet. One hand played between her legs, fingers working her clit in slow circles.

"I've been waiting," she said. "Started without you."

Marcus closed and locked the door. His shorts tented obscenely.

"Take those off," Sienna commanded. "I want to see you."

He stripped. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already leaking precum.

"Fuck, you're perfect," Sienna breathed. She crooked a finger. "Come here. I want you in my mouth first."

Marcus climbed onto the bed. Sienna immediately wrapped her hand around his shaft, pumping slowly, then leaned forward and took him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head, licking away the precum, before she pushed forward, taking him deep.

"Mmmm," she hummed around him, the vibration traveling through his cock.

She sucked him with enthusiasm, her head bobbing, spit running down his shaft. The wet sounds filled the quiet room—slurps and gags as she took him deeper, fucking her own throat with his cock.

"Fuck, Sienna—" Marcus groaned.

She pulled off with a pop. "I want you to fuck my face. Really fuck it. Don't hold back."

"Are you sure—"

"Yes." She opened her mouth wide, tongue out. "Use me."

Marcus grabbed her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, and thrust forward. His cock slid past her lips, over her tongue, into her throat. Sienna gagged but didn't pull away. He pulled back and thrust again, harder this time, fucking her face like she'd asked.

Tears leaked from her eyes. Spit dripped down her chin. She looked absolutely wrecked and it was the hottest thing Marcus had ever seen.

"I'm close," he warned.

Sienna grabbed his ass, pulled him deeper, and that was it. Marcus came hard, his cock pulsing as he shot directly down her throat. Sienna swallowed it all, her throat working around him, milking every drop.

When he finally pulled out, she gasped for air, wiping her mouth.

"Holy shit," she panted. "That was intense."

"Are you okay?"

"I'm perfect." She lay back against the pillows, spread her legs. "Now fuck me properly. I'm so ready for you."

Marcus positioned himself between her thighs. Her pussy was soaked, lips puffy and swollen. He rubbed the head of his cock through her folds, coating himself in her wetness.

"Stop teasing," Sienna whined. "Put it in."

He did, thrusting forward in one smooth motion. Sienna cried out, her back arching off the bed.

"Yes! Oh god, yes!"

Marcus set a punishing pace—hard, deep strokes that made the bed frame creak and slam against the wall. Sienna's breasts bounced with each impact, and he leaned down to catch one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard.

"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck me harder!"

He grabbed her hips, angled them up, and pounded into her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the room along with Sienna's increasingly loud moans.

"Shhh," Marcus warned. "You have to be quiet."

"I can't," Sienna gasped. "It's too good, I can't—"

He covered her mouth with his hand, muffling her cries. Her eyes rolled back, pupils dilated, completely lost in pleasure.

"You're so fucking tight," Marcus grunted. "So wet. This pussy was made for my cock."

Sienna moaned against his palm, nodding frantically.

"You love this, don't you? Love being fucked like a whore."

She did. He could feel it in how her pussy clenched around him, in the way her whole body responded.

"I'm going to come," Marcus warned. "Where do you want it?"

Sienna pulled his hand from her mouth. "Inside. Always inside. I want you to breed me."

The word—breed—pushed him over the edge. Marcus slammed deep one last time and came, his cock pulsing as he filled her pussy with cum. Sienna came at the same time, her whole body convulsing, and he felt her pussy milking him, trying to pull every drop deeper.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard, sweat-slicked and satisfied.

"We have to stop doing this," Marcus said, even though he knew it was a lie.

"We're not going to stop." Sienna kissed his neck. "We have five more days. I'm going to drain you every single day until you can't remember what it's like to not be inside me."

And God help him, Marcus believed her.


Chapter 4: Crossing the Line

Marcus woke to pale pre-dawn light filtering through the curtains and the smell of coffee brewing somewhere in the suite. His body ached in places he'd forgotten could ache—his hips, his lower back, the muscles of his thighs. The physical evidence of three separate fuck sessions in less than twenty-four hours.

He turned his head. Charlotte was still asleep beside him, mouth open, a thin line of drool on her pillow. Snoring softly. Dead to the world.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text message.

Sienna: I can still feel you inside me. Come to the balcony.

Marcus's cock stirred immediately, blood rushing south despite the exhaustion weighing down his limbs. He shouldn't. He should delete the message, roll over, go back to sleep, pretend the last two days hadn't happened.

Instead, he slid out of bed as quietly as possible, pulled on shorts and a t-shirt, and padded out of the master bedroom.

The suite was quiet except for the soft hiss of the coffee maker finishing its cycle. Kayla's door was closed—she'd stumbled in around 2 AM based on the noise she'd made. The sliding glass door to the main balcony stood slightly open, warm humid air drifting in, carrying the smell of salt and seaweed and the distant crash of waves.

Sienna stood at the railing in an oversized t-shirt that hung to mid-thigh—one of Marcus's shirts, he realized with a jolt. She must have taken it from the laundry. Her hair was messy, tangled from sleep, and she wore no bra underneath. The morning breeze pressed the fabric against her body, outlining her breasts, her nipples already hard from the air conditioning inside mixing with the humidity outside.

"Morning," she said without turning around.

Marcus stepped onto the balcony, closing the door behind him. "You texted."

"I did." She glanced over her shoulder, smiling. "Couldn't sleep. Kept thinking about last night."

"Which part?" There'd been so many parts. The bathroom at Sharky's. The car ride home with her touching herself. The guest bedroom where he'd fucked her so hard the bed frame had left dents in the wall.

"All of it." Sienna turned to face him fully, leaning back against the railing. The shirt rode up slightly, showing the bottom curve of her ass. "But especially the part where you called me a whore and I came so hard I blacked out for a second."

Marcus's cock was fully hard now, pressing against his shorts. "We need to be more careful. Someone's going to hear us."

"Maybe." She crooked a finger. "Come here."

He crossed to her, and Sienna immediately wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her body against his. She smelled like sex and sleep—that particular musk of a woman who'd been fucked thoroughly and hadn't showered yet. His cum mixed with her arousal, dried on her thighs.

"I'm sore," she murmured against his neck. "You destroyed my pussy last night. It hurts to walk."

"Good," Marcus found himself saying.

"Mmm, so possessive." Her hand slid down between them, cupped him through his shorts. "You're hard again already. Don't you ever get tired?"

"Apparently not around you."

Sienna pulled his shorts down just enough to free his cock. The morning air felt cool against heated skin. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm, her thumb swiping over the tip to collect precum.

"Someone could see," Marcus warned, glancing at the neighboring balconies. Most were empty this early, but not all.

"I don't care." She turned around, bent over the railing, and pulled the t-shirt up to her waist. No panties. Her pussy was swollen and pink, glistening wet, with dried white streaks on her inner thighs—evidence of last night's activities. "Fuck me right here. Quick and dirty."

"Sienna—"

"Please." She looked back at him, eyes dark and desperate. "I need it. I need you."

Marcus positioned himself behind her, rubbing the head of his cock through her folds. She was soaked despite claiming to be sore. He pushed inside and she gasped, her fingernails scraping against the metal railing.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered. "Yes."

He fucked her with quick, brutal strokes—no finesse, just raw need. The balcony railing creaked with each thrust. Sienna bit her lip to stay quiet, small whimpering sounds escaping despite her best efforts.

The sun was starting to rise, painting the Gulf in shades of pink and orange. A jogger ran along the beach below. In the suite next door, Marcus heard a door open—someone else waking early.

He didn't stop.

"Come inside me," Sienna breathed. "Fill me up again."

Marcus did, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her already-abused pussy. Sienna shuddered, her own orgasm rippling through her, and he felt the wet clench of her inner walls milking him for every drop.

When he pulled out, cum immediately leaked down her thighs. Sienna straightened, let the t-shirt fall back into place, and turned to face him with a satisfied smile.

"Good morning to me," she said.



Breakfast was served buffet-style in the hotel restaurant—a massive room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the pool area. The smell of bacon and coffee and maple syrup hung heavy in the air, mixing with chlorine from the pool and sunscreen from guests already preparing for beach time.

Marcus sat at their table nursing his third cup of coffee, watching Charlotte pile her plate with fresh fruit and Greek yogurt. She'd woken in a good mood, chattering about the day's plans—more beach time, maybe some shopping in Destin, definitely another spa treatment.

Kayla stumbled in twenty minutes late, sunglasses on despite being indoors, clearly hungover. She grabbed toast and orange juice and collapsed into a chair with a groan.

"Late night?" Charlotte asked.

"Tyler's friends had a bonfire on the beach. I didn't get home until like three." Kayla nibbled her toast. "Where's Sienna?"

"Still sleeping, I think," Marcus lied. He'd left Sienna on the balcony five minutes ago, cum still leaking down her legs.

As if summoned, Sienna appeared in the restaurant entrance. She'd showered and changed into a yellow sundress that showed off her shoulders and arms, her damp hair pulled into a high ponytail. She looked fresh and innocent, like she hadn't been bent over a balcony railing getting fucked thirty minutes ago.

She waved, headed for the buffet, and returned with a plate piled high—scrambled eggs, bacon, hash browns, a waffle drowning in syrup.

"Hungry?" Charlotte observed.

"Starving." Sienna sat down next to Marcus, their legs touching under the table. "All this beach air really works up an appetite."

Among other things, Marcus thought.

"So what's everyone doing today?" Sienna asked, cutting into her waffle.

"Beach, shopping, spa," Charlotte listed. "Marcus, you're coming shopping with me, right?"

"Actually," Marcus said, "I was thinking about renting a boat. Do some fishing."

Charlotte frowned. "You hate fishing."

"I used to fish all the time. Before we got married." Another lie. Marcus had been fishing maybe twice in his entire life. "Thought I'd give it another shot."

"Can I come?" Sienna asked immediately. "I've never been deep sea fishing."

Charlotte looked between them, her expression unreadable. For a moment Marcus thought she knew, that somehow she'd figured out what was happening right under her nose.

Then she shrugged. "Sure, whatever. Kayla, you want to come shopping with me?"

"God no. I'm going back to bed." Kayla stood, taking her toast. "Wake me at noon."

She left. Charlotte finished her fruit, kissed Marcus on the cheek—he tried not to flinch—and headed out to start her day of spa treatments and retail therapy.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone at the table.

"We're not really going fishing, are we?" Sienna asked, leaning close enough that her breast pressed against his arm.

"No."

"Good. Because I have other plans for you." Her hand found his thigh under the table, squeezed. "There's a state park about twenty minutes from here. Lots of hiking trails. Very secluded."

"Sienna—"

"I want you to fuck me in the woods, Mr. Reeves." She said it quietly, but the crude language combined with the formal name made Marcus's cock throb. "I want to see if I can stay quiet when you're pounding me against a tree."



The park was exactly as advertised—dense coastal scrub forest with winding trails that disappeared into palmetto thickets and live oaks draped in Spanish moss. The smell was different here than at the beach—earthy and green, pine sap and decomposing leaves, with just a hint of salt carried on the breeze.

They'd driven Charlotte's rental car, Marcus at the wheel, Sienna in the passenger seat with her hand on his thigh the entire way. She'd worn the yellow sundress and sandals, but now—twenty minutes into the hike on a trail that had seen maybe three other people—she'd already removed her sandals and was walking barefoot.

"This is beautiful," she said, looking up at the canopy. Sunlight filtered through in dappled patches, painting her skin gold and shadow. "So quiet."

"Yeah." Marcus was hyper-aware of how alone they were. The parking lot had been nearly empty. The trail branched multiple times, leading deeper into the forest, away from civilization.

Sienna stopped walking, turned to face him. "Here."

"Here what?"

"This is far enough." She backed up against a massive live oak, its trunk wider than Marcus's armspan, bark rough and gray. Spanish moss hung from the branches above like ghostly curtains. "Nobody's going to come this far. And if they do..." She pulled her sundress over her head in one smooth motion, tossed it aside. "I want them to see what you're doing to me."

She was completely naked underneath. No bra, no panties, just smooth brown skin and soft curves. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples already hard. The morning fuck session had left visible marks—hickeys on her neck, finger-shaped bruises on her hips, a slight redness around her pussy from friction.

Marcus's mouth went dry. "You walked around all morning with nothing on under that dress?"

"Yep. Sat at breakfast with your wife, pussy bare, still full of your cum from earlier." Sienna spread her legs slightly, and Marcus could see wetness glistening between her thighs—fresh arousal, not leftovers. "Now stop staring and get over here."

He crossed the distance in three steps, pressing her back against the tree. The bark was rough against her skin but she didn't seem to care. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him down into a kiss that tasted like syrup and coffee.

"I'm addicted to you," Sienna breathed against his mouth. "I can't stop thinking about your cock. About how it feels when you're inside me, stretching me, filling me up."

Marcus's hands roamed her body—cupping her breasts, tweaking her nipples, sliding down her stomach to the heat between her legs. She was soaked, her pussy lips swollen and sensitive. He pushed two fingers inside and she moaned, loud enough to echo through the trees.

"Shhh," Marcus warned.

"I can't help it. It feels too good." Sienna rocked against his hand, fucking herself on his fingers. "More. Give me more."

He added a third finger, stretching her, and she gasped. Her pussy clenched around him, hot and tight and desperate.

"I want your mouth," she demanded. "Eat my pussy. Make me come on your tongue."

Marcus dropped to his knees on the forest floor—dirt and dried leaves and small stones digging into his skin. Sienna spread her legs wider, one hand bracing against the tree trunk, the other tangling in his hair.

"Please," she whimpered.

He leaned forward and dragged his tongue through her folds, tasting her. She was sweet and musky, with an undertone of salt. His own cum from this morning mixed with her arousal, creating a cocktail of sex on his tongue. He found her clit and circled it, gentle at first, then harder as her hips started to move.

"Fuck, fuck, yes," Sienna chanted, her grip on his hair tightening. "Right there, don't stop—"

Marcus sucked her clit into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue while two fingers pumped in and out of her pussy. She was so wet his hand was drenched, the obscene squelching sounds mixing with her moans and the rustle of leaves overhead.

"I'm gonna—oh god, I'm gonna—"

She came with a cry that definitely wasn't quiet, her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers. Marcus kept licking, gentler now, helping her through the aftershocks until she pushed his head away, oversensitive.

"Holy shit," she panted, legs trembling. "That was..."

"Yeah."

"Your turn." Sienna dropped to her knees, fumbled with his shorts, pulled his cock free. It was thick and hard, the head flushed dark red, already leaking. She stroked him once, twice, then took him into her mouth.

The wet heat of her mouth was incredible. Marcus groaned, his hands finding her ponytail, using it as a handle to control the pace. Sienna relaxed her throat and let him fuck her face, gagging slightly but not stopping, spit running down her chin.

"I'm close," Marcus warned after maybe two minutes. He was too worked up, too desperate.

Sienna pulled off with a pop. "Not in my mouth this time. I want it somewhere else."

"Where?"

She turned around, got on her hands and knees on the forest floor, ass in the air. "Here. Fuck my ass."

Marcus froze. "What?"

"You heard me." She looked back over her shoulder, eyes dark with lust. "I want to feel you in my ass. I've been thinking about it since yesterday."

"Sienna, we don't have lube—"

"Use my pussy. I'm wet enough." She reached back, spread her ass cheeks. "Please. I want to give you something nobody else has."

This is insane, Marcus thought. But his cock didn't care about insanity. It cared about the tight ring of muscle winking at him, about the filthy request, about how fucking wrong this all was.

He positioned himself at her entrance—her pussy first, getting himself slick with her arousal. Sienna moaned as he pushed in and out a few times, coating his cock. Then he pulled out, positioned himself at her other hole.

"Relax," Marcus murmured, pressing forward slowly.

The head of his cock breached her ass and Sienna gasped, her whole body tensing.

"Breathe," he coached. "Just breathe."

She did, and Marcus pushed forward another inch. She was impossibly tight, her body resisting the intrusion. He pulled back, pushed forward again, working himself deeper bit by bit.

"Oh fuck," Sienna whimpered. "It's so big. I feel so full."

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No! Don't stop, keep going—"

Marcus pushed the rest of the way in until his hips pressed against her ass. He held still, letting her adjust, fighting the urge to just pound into her. She felt different than her pussy—tighter, hotter, gripping him in a way that made his vision blur.

"Move," Sienna begged. "Please move."

He did, pulling out slowly and pushing back in. Sienna moaned, one hand reaching between her legs to rub her clit. Marcus established a rhythm—slow, deep strokes that made her cry out with each thrust.

"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck my ass harder."

Marcus grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into soft flesh hard enough to bruise, and increased his pace. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed through the forest along with Sienna's increasingly desperate moans.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded. "Make yourself come while I fuck your ass."

Sienna's fingers worked frantically between her legs. Her whole body was trembling, sweat dripping down her spine despite the morning coolness.

"I'm gonna—oh god, I'm—"

She came with a scream that probably carried all the way back to the parking lot, her ass clenching around Marcus's cock like a vice. That was it for him. He slammed deep one last time and came hard, his cock pulsing as he filled her ass with cum.

They collapsed together onto the forest floor, both breathing hard, covered in dirt and leaves. Marcus pulled out carefully and watched his cum leak from her abused hole. The sight should have been disgusting. Instead it made him want to go again.

"That was..." Sienna trailed off, still catching her breath.

"Yeah."

She rolled onto her back, legs still spread, and looked up at the canopy. "Nobody's ever done that to me before. I was saving it."

"For what?"

"For someone special." She turned her head to look at him. "For you."

Marcus's chest tightened with something that felt uncomfortably like affection. "Sienna—"

"Don't. Don't say whatever you're about to say." She sat up, wincing slightly. "I know what this is. I'm not asking for more than you can give."

"What is this?" Marcus asked.

"Vacation." Sienna found her dress, pulled it on over her head. No attempt to clean up—she was going to walk around all day with his cum leaking from her ass. "Seven days of paradise where we can be whoever we want to be. Then we go back to reality."

"And what's reality?"

"You're married to Charlotte. I'm Kayla's best friend. This never happened." She offered him her hand, pulled him to his feet. "But for now? For the next four days? I'm yours and you're mine and we can fuck as much as we want without guilt."

It should have made him feel better. The clear boundaries, the expiration date. Instead it made something in his chest ache.



The pool was crowded by mid-afternoon—families with screaming children, college girls sunbathing and taking selfies, middle-aged men pretending to read while staring at said college girls. The smell of chlorine and sunscreen and poolside barbecue mixed with sweat and tropical cocktails.

Marcus floated in the shallow end on an inflatable lounger, sunglasses on, trying to look relaxed. His body ached in new ways—his knees scraped from the forest floor, his hips sore from the angle he'd fucked Sienna's ass. Worth it.

Sienna was in the pool proper, playing chicken with Kayla and two guys Kayla had befriended—Tyler and his friend Cody. Sienna was perched on Cody's shoulders while Kayla sat on Tyler's, the girls trying to push each other off. Both wore bikinis—Kayla in neon green again, Sienna in a white string bikini that turned transparent when wet.

Marcus could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric. So could every other man at the pool.

Possessive, he realized. I'm being possessive.

Sienna's gaze found him across the pool. She smiled, then deliberately leaned back slightly, arching her spine, making her breasts push forward. Teasing him. Reminding him what was underneath that scrap of fabric.

I fucked her ass this morning, Marcus thought, and his cock stirred despite everything. She's walking around full of my cum and nobody knows.

"Marcus!"

He turned. Charlotte had appeared beside the pool in a flowing cover-up, shopping bags in both hands. "I found the cutest dress for Kayla. Want to see?"

"Sure."

She showed him—something floral and too young for anyone over fifteen. Marcus made appropriate appreciative noises while watching Sienna in his peripheral vision.

The chicken fight ended with both girls falling into the pool, squealing and laughing. They surfaced close together, Sienna's hand on Kayla's shoulder, whispering something that made Kayla laugh harder. Best friends. Inseparable.

I'm fucking her best friend, Marcus thought, not for the first time. I'm fucking my stepdaughter's twenty-year-old best friend and I'm going to do it again tonight.

"Earth to Marcus?" Charlotte waved her hand in front of his face. "You're zoning out. Too much sun?"

"Yeah, probably."

"Come inside. Cool off." Charlotte started walking toward the hotel entrance and Marcus followed, glancing back once.

Sienna was watching him go. She bit her bottom lip and ran her tongue across it slowly. Deliberate.

Tonight, her eyes promised.



Dinner was pizza ordered to the suite—Charlotte's idea after shopping had exhausted her. They sat around the dining table eating pepperoni and mushroom while some reality TV show played on the living room TV. Kayla was on her phone as always. Charlotte was already working on her second glass of wine.

Sienna sat across from Marcus, barefoot, wearing tiny sleep shorts and a tank top that showed the underside of her breasts every time she reached for another slice. No bra. She wasn't wearing his cum anymore—she'd showered before dinner—but Marcus could still remember how she'd looked bent over in the forest, ass in the air, begging for it.

His phone buzzed.

Sienna: My room. Midnight. Kayla will be asleep.

Marcus: We can't keep doing this.

Sienna: But we will. You know we will.

She was right.

Charlotte fell asleep on the couch by nine, wine glass dangling from her hand. Marcus carried her to bed, tucked her in, and she never stirred. Kayla announced she was FaceTiming Tyler and closed herself in her room.

Marcus should go to bed. Should stay with his wife. Should end this insanity before it went too far.

At 11:47 PM he was standing outside the guest bedroom door.



The door was unlocked. Marcus stepped inside.

Sienna was already naked on her bed, legs spread, three fingers buried in her pussy. She was soaking wet, the sheets beneath her dark with moisture.

"I've been getting ready for you," she panted, not stopping her fingers. "Thinking about your cock. About how deep you can get. About how you made me take it in my ass this morning."

Marcus locked the door, stripped. His cock was already rock hard, jutting out thick and heavy.

Sienna pulled her fingers free, brought them to her mouth, sucked them clean. "I want to try something."

"What?"

"I want you to tie me up. Use your belt. Make it so I can't move and just..." She trailed off, biting her lip. "Use me. However you want."

Marcus should say no. Should maintain some boundary. But the image of Sienna bound and helpless, completely at his mercy, was too powerful.

He grabbed his belt from his discarded shorts, approached the bed. Sienna held out her hands, wrists together. He wrapped the belt around them, cinched it tight enough to hold but not hurt, then used the free end to secure her wrists to the headboard.

"Pull," he commanded.

She did. The belt held.

"Perfect." Sienna lay back, arms stretched overhead, breasts pushed up, legs spreading wide. "Now fuck me like you hate me."

Marcus climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her thighs. His cock was so hard it hurt, precum already leaking from the tip. He rubbed himself through her folds, coating himself in her wetness.

"No teasing," Sienna begged. "Just—"

He slammed inside her in one brutal thrust. Sienna screamed, her back arching off the bed, bound wrists pulling against the belt.

"Too much?" Marcus asked, not moving.

"Not enough. Harder. Destroy me."

He did.

Marcus fucked her with abandon—hard, brutal strokes that made the bed frame slam against the wall. Sienna was loud despite her best efforts, moaning and crying out with each thrust. He covered her mouth with his hand, muffling the sounds.

"So fucking tight," Marcus grunted. "Even after all the times I've fucked you, you're still so tight."

Sienna moaned against his palm, her pussy clenching around him.

"You love this, don't you? Love being tied up and used like a fucktoy."

She nodded frantically.

Marcus removed his hand from her mouth, leaned down to bite her neck. Hard enough to leave marks. "Mine," he growled against her skin. "For the next four days, this pussy is mine."

"Yes! Yours, all yours—"

He felt her starting to come, her inner walls fluttering. Marcus reached between them, found her clit, and rubbed it in hard circles. That pushed her over the edge. Sienna came with a broken scream, her whole body convulsing, pulling against the restraints.

Marcus kept fucking her through it, chasing his own orgasm. When it hit he buried himself as deep as possible and came, flooding her pussy with what felt like a gallon of cum.

They stayed locked together, both breathing hard. Marcus's arms trembled from holding himself up. Sienna's eyes were glazed, unfocused.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "That was..."

"Yeah."

Marcus pulled out carefully, released her wrists from the belt. Sienna rubbed her wrists—red marks but nothing serious—and immediately reached for him.

"Again," she said. "I want to go again."

"Sienna, I just—I need a minute—"

"So we'll do other things while you recover." She pushed him onto his back, straddled his chest, and shuffled forward until her pussy was inches from his face. Cum leaked from her, dripping onto his chin. "Clean me up. Taste yourself inside me."

It was filthy. Degrading. He should refuse.

Instead, Marcus grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his mouth. His own cum flooded his tongue, mixed with her arousal, and Sienna moaned loudly as he licked her clean.

"Oh fuck, yes, just like that—"

Somewhere in the suite, a door opened. Footsteps in the hallway.

They both froze.

"Sienna?" Kayla's voice, muffled through the door. "You awake?"

Sienna's eyes went wide with panic. She was still straddling Marcus's face, his mouth literally on her pussy, cum dripping from her onto his chin.

"Yeah!" Sienna called back, her voice only slightly shaky. "Just... reading. What's up?"

"Can I borrow your phone charger? Mine died."

"Um, yeah, it's... it's in my bag. The pink one."

Footsteps approached the door. The handle started to turn.

Sienna had forgotten to lock it after Marcus entered.

Marcus's heart stopped. If Kayla walked in right now—

"Found it!" Kayla called from somewhere else in the room. "Thanks!"

The footsteps retreated. The door to Kayla's side of the room closed.

Sienna let out a shaky breath, climbed off Marcus's face. "Oh my god. That was close."

"Too close." Marcus sat up, wiping his mouth. His cock was somehow hard again despite the adrenaline spike. "We need to be more careful."

"I know." But Sienna was already reaching for him, wrapping her hand around his shaft. "But you're hard again. And we still have four more days."

She was right.

They fucked twice more before Marcus finally left at 3 AM, sneaking back to his room where Charlotte slept undisturbed. His body ached. His cock was raw. He'd cum four times in one night.

And he knew, with absolute certainty, he'd do it all again tomorrow.

Four more days of paradise.

Four more days until reality came crashing back.

But for now? For this moment?

He was hers and she was his and nothing else mattered.


Chapter 5: Desperate Measures

Marcus woke to darkness and the smell of sex clinging to his skin. His body felt like he'd been hit by a truck—muscles aching, cock raw and oversensitive, scratches on his back from Sienna's fingernails that he'd have to hide from Charlotte. He'd stumbled back to the master bedroom at three in the morning, collapsed into bed fully clothed, and passed out immediately.

Now, three hours later, his phone was buzzing on the nightstand. He grabbed it, squinting at the screen.

Sienna: I can't walk. You literally broke me. Worth it though. 😈

Sienna: Come to the beach at 7. Sunrise swim. Just us.

Sienna: Please. I need to see you.

Marcus's cock stirred despite the exhaustion, despite the soreness, despite every logical reason it should be physically impossible for him to get hard again. He looked over at Charlotte—still asleep, mouth open, one arm flung over her face. She'd sleep until at least nine. She always did on vacation.

He typed back: Can't. Too risky.

The response came immediately: I'm going anyway. If you don't show up, I'll just have to take care of myself. Out in the open. Where anyone could see.

Fuck.

Marcus slid out of bed, pulled on swim trunks and a t-shirt, and slipped out of the suite as quietly as possible.



The beach was nearly empty this early—just a few joggers and an older couple walking hand in hand near the waterline. The sun hadn't fully risen yet, painting the sky in shades of deep purple and burnt orange. The air smelled like salt and seaweed and the particular dampness of morning at the coast. Cool breeze raised goosebumps on Marcus's arms.

Sienna stood at the edge of the water, waves lapping at her ankles. She wore a black bikini this time—simpler than the others, but somehow more provocative. The bottoms were high-cut, showing the full curve of her ass and riding low enough on her hips that he could see the small of her back, those dimples he'd gripped last night while pounding into her. The top was a triangle style that barely contained her breasts, tied with strings that looked like they'd come undone with one good tug.

Her hair hung loose and damp, like she'd already been in the water. Droplets ran down her back, between her shoulder blades, following the curve of her spine. She turned when she heard him approach, and the smile that spread across her face was equal parts innocent and wicked.

"You came," she said.

"You knew I would."

"Yeah." She waded deeper into the water, the waves rising to her thighs, her waist. "Come on. Water's perfect."

Marcus followed, the Gulf warm against his skin despite the morning coolness. He waded out until he was waist-deep, the water lapping at the waistband of his trunks. Sienna swam over to him, her body sleek and seal-like in the water.

"Hi," she murmured, wrapping her arms around his neck.

"Hi."

She kissed him—slow and deep, tasting like salt and toothpaste. Her legs wrapped around his waist underwater, and he could feel the heat of her pussy pressing against his stomach even through the fabric of her bikini.

"I missed you," Sienna whispered against his mouth. "Three hours felt like forever."

"We just—we were together until 3 AM."

"I know. Still missed you." Her hand slid down between them, cupped him through his trunks. He was already half-hard. "See? You missed me too."

"Sienna, someone could see—"

"Nobody's watching. And even if they were..." She bit his earlobe, her hand stroking him to full hardness. "They'd just see a couple fooling around in the water. Happens all the time."

She had a point. From shore they probably looked like any other young couple—her arms around his neck, their bodies close. Nobody could see what her hand was doing underwater.

"I'm sore," Sienna murmured, her lips brushing his neck. "So fucking sore. My pussy, my ass, even my jaw hurts from sucking you so much. But I don't care. I want more."

Marcus's hands found her ass, squeezed. "You're insatiable."

"For you? Yeah." She ground against him, her bikini-covered pussy rubbing against the bulge in his trunks. "I can't get enough. Can't stop thinking about your cock inside me. It's like an addiction."

"We need to be more careful. Last night with Kayla—"

"I know. That was close." Sienna's hand found the waistband of his trunks, pushed inside. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly. "But we didn't get caught. And we won't. We just have to be smarter."

Marcus groaned, his hips jerking into her grip. "This is insane."

"Probably." She pulled his cock free of his trunks, positioned it against her pussy. She'd pushed her bikini bottoms to the side. "But you're not going to stop, are you?"

She sank down onto him in one smooth motion, her pussy enveloping him in wet heat. They both gasped—her from the stretch, him from the impossible tightness despite everything they'd done in the last three days.

"Fuck," Sienna whimpered, her forehead pressed to his. "You're so deep. I feel you in my stomach."

Marcus gripped her ass, helping her move. The water provided both cover and resistance, making each thrust slow and deliberate. Sienna's breasts pressed against his chest, her nipples hard points through the bikini top. She rode him with small, grinding movements, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his shaft.

"Kiss me," she demanded.

He did, swallowing her moans as she picked up the pace. From shore they probably looked romantic—two lovers embracing in the surf while the sun rose. Nobody could see that Marcus's cock was buried deep in Sienna's twenty-year-old pussy, that she was grinding on him desperately, that his cum from last night was probably still inside her mixing with the salt water.

"I'm close," Sienna gasped against his mouth. "Touch me. Make me come."

Marcus's hand slid between their bodies, found her clit, and rubbed hard circles. Sienna bit down on his shoulder to muffle her cry as she came, her whole body going rigid, her pussy clamping down on him like a vice.

The sensation pushed Marcus over the edge. He came deep inside her, his cock pulsing, flooding her with cum for what had to be the tenth time in three days. They stayed locked together, both breathing hard, the waves rocking them gently.

"That was..." Sienna trailed off.

"Yeah."

She unwrapped her legs from his waist, let him slip out of her. Marcus tucked himself back into his trunks while Sienna adjusted her bikini. His cum was already leaking out of her, mixing with the ocean water.

"Three more days," Sienna said, looking out at the horizon. The sun had fully risen now, turning the water gold. "Three more days and then we go back to reality."

"Yeah."

"So let's make them count." She looked at him, her dark eyes intense. "I want to do everything. No holding back. No boundaries. Just... everything."

Marcus should say no. Should be the adult. Should end this before it got even more out of control.

"Everything," he agreed instead.

Sienna smiled, grabbed his hand, and pulled him back toward shore.



Charlotte was awake when Marcus got back, sitting at the dining table with coffee and her iPad, reading something that required her reading glasses perched on her nose. She looked up when he entered, dripping saltwater onto the hardwood.

"Where were you?"

"Beach. Couldn't sleep." Not technically a lie.

"This early?" Charlotte frowned. "You hate mornings."

"Trying something new." Marcus headed for the master bedroom. "Going to shower."

He stripped in the bathroom, turned the water as hot as he could stand, and scrubbed himself raw trying to remove any trace of Sienna's scent, any evidence of what they'd done. His cock was tender, the skin slightly chafed. His back stung where her nails had dug in. His hips ached.

Worth it.

When he emerged, dressed in shorts and a button-down, Kayla was awake and arguing with Charlotte about something involving Tyler and a pontoon boat rental.

"He wants to take me out on the water," Kayla was saying. "Just for a few hours. His friend's dad has a boat."

"Absolutely not. I don't know these people."

"Mom, I'm eighteen—"

"And you're still my responsibility." Charlotte turned to Marcus. "What do you think?"

I think I've been fucking your daughter's best friend for three days straight and have no moral authority on anything, Marcus thought.

"Let her go," he said instead. "She's an adult. And we're on vacation."

Charlotte looked betrayed. "Really? You're taking her side?"

"I'm saying she's old enough to make her own choices."

Kayla squealed, already texting Tyler. "Thank you, Dad!"

She never called him Dad. This was clearly manipulation. It worked anyway.

The guest bedroom door opened and Sienna emerged, wearing Marcus's t-shirt from earlier—the one he'd left on the floor last night—and nothing else. It hung to mid-thigh, the neck stretched out to show one bare shoulder. Her hair was messy, face free of makeup, and she looked freshly fucked because she was.

"Morning," she mumbled, heading straight for the coffee maker.

"You're limping," Charlotte observed.

Sienna poured coffee, added cream and sugar. "Slept weird. My hip's been bothering me."

Because I bent you in half last night and fucked you until you screamed, Marcus thought, and his cock stirred.

"There's that spa," Charlotte offered. "They do deep tissue massage. Might help."

"Maybe." Sienna took her coffee to the couch, curled up with her legs tucked under her. The t-shirt rode up, showing the bottom curve of her ass. No panties. Marcus could see the hint of pink between her thighs from where he stood.

Charlotte's phone rang—her book club, apparently there was some emergency about their next selection. She took the call onto the balcony, closing the sliding door behind her.

Kayla was already gone, probably getting ready to meet Tyler.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone.

"You're not wearing anything under that shirt," Marcus said quietly.

"I know." Sienna spread her legs slightly, just enough. "I can feel your cum leaking out of me. From this morning. It's making a wet spot on the couch."

"Jesus Christ."

"Want to add more?" She set down her coffee, lay back against the cushions. "We probably have fifteen minutes before someone comes back."

Marcus crossed to her, knelt between her legs. Up close he could see his cum dripping from her pussy, could smell the musky scent of sex. His mouth watered.

"Your wife is twenty feet away," Sienna whispered. "On the balcony. She could come back any second and find you on your knees between my legs."

"I know."

"Does that make it hotter?"

"Yes."

Marcus leaned forward and dragged his tongue through her folds, tasting himself mixed with her. Sienna gasped, one hand flying to her mouth to muffle the sound, the other tangling in his hair.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered against her palm. "Yes, clean me up, taste what you did to me—"

Marcus ate her with focused intensity—licking, sucking, his tongue delving inside her to scoop out his own cum. Filthy and degrading and he couldn't stop. Sienna's thighs trembled on either side of his head, her hips grinding against his face.

"I'm gonna—oh god, I'm—"

She came silently this time, her whole body going rigid, her mouth open in a soundless scream. Marcus kept licking until she pushed his head away, oversensitive.

"Fuck," Sienna panted. "That was—"

The sliding door opened.

Marcus jerked back, wiping his mouth. Sienna yanked the t-shirt down, crossed her legs. Charlotte stepped back inside, still on her phone, gesturing animatedly about something. She glanced at them—Marcus standing awkwardly near the couch, Sienna curled up looking flushed—but didn't seem to notice anything unusual.

"—and I told her Virginia Woolf is too depressing for summer reading," Charlotte was saying into her phone. "Anyway, I have to go. Talk later."

She hung up, looked at them. "Everything okay?"

"Fine," Marcus said, his voice only slightly strained. "Just discussing lunch plans."

"Oh good. I'm starving." Charlotte headed for the kitchen. "Let me make a reservation somewhere nice."

Marcus looked at Sienna. Her lips were swollen, eyes still glazed. She licked her lips slowly, deliberately, and he knew she could taste him there.

This is insane, Marcus thought. We're going to get caught. It's only a matter of time.

But he didn't stop. Couldn't stop.



Lunch was at a place overlooking the bay—wooden deck built out over the water, pelicans diving for scraps, boats drifting past on their way to open ocean. The smell of fried seafood and hush puppies mixed with diesel and brine. Country music played from speakers, competing with the caw of seagulls and the slap of waves against pilings.

Charlotte had invited her new friend Linda—a woman she'd met at the spa who was also here with her family. Linda brought her husband Greg and their teenage son Josh. Seven people crammed around a table meant for six, plates of grouper sandwiches and oysters and crab cakes spread between them.

Sienna sat next to Marcus, their legs touching under the table. She wore a sundress—pale blue, thin straps, low neckline showing the curve of her breasts. He knew she wasn't wearing a bra. Wasn't sure about panties.

"So how do you all know each other?" Linda asked, her voice carrying that particular tone of forced friendliness that came from vacation acquaintances.

"Marcus is my stepdad," Kayla explained, not looking up from her phone. "Sienna's my best friend. She's staying with us this week."

"How nice!" Linda beamed. "It's so important to maintain friendships at your age."

Sienna smiled sweetly. "Yeah, we're really close. Inseparable, actually."

Her hand found Marcus's thigh under the table.

The conversation drifted—Charlotte and Linda talking about spa treatments, Greg telling some boring story about his job in insurance, Josh asking Kayla about Tyler. Marcus tried to focus on his food, on looking normal, while Sienna's hand crept higher on his thigh.

"Marcus, you're quiet," Linda observed. "Everything okay?"

"Fine. Just enjoying the food."

Sienna's hand reached his crotch, cupped him through his shorts. He was already half-hard. She stroked him slowly, her face maintaining that innocent expression while her hand did filthy things under the table.

"The fish here is incredible," Charlotte was saying. "So fresh. Marcus, try the crab cakes."

"I'm good." His voice came out strained.

Sienna increased her pressure, rubbing him through the fabric. Marcus was fully hard now, his cock pressing uncomfortably against his zipper. She found the zipper, started to lower it.

She wouldn't. Not here. Not with—

She did.

Sienna's hand slipped inside his shorts, wrapped around his bare cock, and started stroking. Under the table. With his wife three feet away. With strangers at the table. In a crowded restaurant.

Marcus grabbed his water glass, drained it. Tried to focus on breathing normally.

"So Sienna," Greg said, "what do you do? Are you in school?"

"Just graduated actually. From UC Santa Barbara." She kept stroking Marcus, her grip firm, her thumb swiping over the head to collect precum. "Majored in English Literature."

"Any job prospects?"

"A few. I'm thinking about grad school though. Maybe teaching." She squeezed Marcus's cock, her pace increasing slightly. "I like working with people. Helping them discover new things."

The double meaning was clear. Marcus bit the inside of his cheek, fighting the urge to thrust into her grip.

"That's wonderful," Linda gushed. "We need more teachers."

The conversation continued around them. Sienna kept stroking him, her hand moving in slow, deliberate pulls. Pre-cum leaked steadily from his tip, slicking her palm. Marcus could hear the wet sounds over the restaurant noise—or maybe that was just in his head.

"Excuse me," Marcus managed, standing abruptly. Sienna's hand slipped free. "Bathroom."

He practically ran to the men's room, locked himself in a stall, and leaned against the door breathing hard. His cock jutted out obscenely from his open shorts, the head dark red and leaking. He was so close to cumming he could taste it.

The bathroom door opened. Footsteps.

"Mr. Reeves?" Sienna's voice, pitched low.

"Wrong bathroom," Marcus said through gritted teeth.

"I know." The stall door next to his closed. A moment later he heard her climbing on the toilet, peeking over the divider. "Hi."

"What are you doing?"

"Finishing what I started." She disappeared from view. A moment later the stall door—his stall door—was opening.

"You didn't lock it," Sienna said, slipping inside with him.

"Sienna, we can't—"

She dropped to her knees, pulled his cock out fully, and took him into her mouth. Hot, wet, perfect. Marcus's head fell back against the stall wall with a thunk.

Sienna sucked him with enthusiasm, her head bobbing, spit running down his shaft. The sounds were obscene—wet slurps and gags as she took him deeper. Her hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, his hands tangling in her hair.

The bathroom door opened again. Someone else entering. Footsteps approaching the urinals.

Sienna didn't stop. If anything she increased her pace, taking him deeper, her throat contracting around him.

Marcus bit his fist to stay silent as he came, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down her throat. Sienna swallowed it all, her throat working, not wasting a drop.

She pulled off with a pop, licked her lips, and stood. "Better?"

"You're insane."

"Maybe." She checked her reflection in the polished metal of the toilet paper dispenser, wiped her mouth. "But you came so hard. I could feel it."

"We need to get back. Separately."

"Fine. I'll go first." She unlocked the stall, paused. "Oh, and I'm definitely not wearing panties. Thought you should know."

She left.

Marcus took five minutes to compose himself, tucked his softening cock back into his shorts, splashed cold water on his face, and returned to the table trying to look normal.

"Everything okay?" Charlotte asked.

"Fine. Just needed a minute."

Sienna sat primly in her chair, sipping her iced tea, looking like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. When she caught his eye she winked.



The afternoon was spent at the pool—Charlotte and Linda had become fast friends, their chairs positioned side by side, drinks in hand, discussing... something. Marcus had stopped listening. Kayla was gone with Tyler. Which left Marcus and Sienna in the water.

The pool was crowded with families, the noise level deafening—kids screaming, music playing, adults talking too loudly. Perfect cover.

Sienna swam over to him, her body sleek and wet, her white bikini practically transparent. He could see her nipples clearly, dark circles beneath the fabric.

"Meet me in the hot tub," she murmured. "Five minutes."

She swam away before he could respond.

Five minutes later Marcus climbed into the hot tub, found a seat in the corner where the jets provided cover. Sienna appeared moments later, slipping into the water across from him. Two other couples were in the hot tub—both clearly tourists, both too drunk to pay attention to anyone else.

Sienna swam over, positioned herself in front of Marcus, her back to the pool. To anyone watching they just looked like a couple sitting close, talking. Nobody could see what was happening underwater.

She reached behind her, found his cock through his swim trunks, and started stroking.

"Stop," Marcus hissed.

"Why? Nobody's watching." She pushed his trunks down just enough to free him, positioned herself, and sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion.

Marcus's hands flew to her hips on instinct, steadying her. She was so wet from arousal that even underwater the slide was easy. Her pussy clenched around him, hot and tight.

"Oh fuck," Sienna breathed, her head falling back against his shoulder. "You're so deep."

"Someone's going to see."

"Let them." She started to move—small, grinding circles that looked like she was just shifting position. "I don't care. I want you."

Marcus couldn't help himself. His hips started moving, small thrusts that matched her rhythm. The hot tub jets provided noise cover and made the water churn, hiding what they were doing.

"I love your cock," Sienna whispered, loud enough for only him to hear. "Love how it stretches me. Love how deep you get. Love feeling you throb inside me when you're about to cum."

"Sienna—"

"I want you to breed me. Want you to put a baby in me. Want everyone to know I belong to you."

The words were filthy, impossible, everything wrong. They pushed Marcus over the edge. He thrust up hard once, twice, and came deep inside her, his cock pulsing, flooding her pussy with cum.

Sienna's mouth fell open in a silent moan, her pussy clenching around him rhythmically as she came too.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both breathing hard, the hot tub jets churning around them.

"We should stop," Marcus said.

"We're not going to stop." Sienna lifted off him carefully, his cock slipping free. His cum immediately started leaking out of her. "Three more days, Mr. Reeves. Three more days of me being yours."

She swam away, climbed out of the hot tub, and walked back to her chair. Marcus watched her go, watched his cum drip down her inner thighs, barely hidden by the white bikini.

This is getting out of control, he thought. We're going to get caught. Someone's going to figure it out.

But he didn't stop. Couldn't stop.



Dinner had been at the suite—steaks Marcus grilled on the balcony, salad Charlotte made, wine everyone drank too much of. Kayla came home sunburned and exhausted, went straight to bed at nine. Charlotte followed shortly after, mumbling something about needing to sleep off the wine.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone again.

She found him on the balcony, leaning against the railing, looking out at the dark Gulf. The moon was full tonight, painting the water silver. Distant boats showed as tiny lights on the horizon.

"Can't sleep?" Sienna asked.

"Thinking."

"About?"

"This. Us. What happens when we go home."

Sienna was quiet for a moment. "We go back to normal. I'm Kayla's best friend. You're her stepdad. This never happened."

"Just like that?"

"Just like that." She moved closer, pressed against his side. "But we still have three more days. Let's not waste them worrying about after."

Marcus pulled her into his arms, and she fit perfectly—her head tucked under his chin, her body warm and soft against his. They stood like that for a long time, not speaking, just being.

"I want to stay out here tonight," Sienna finally said. "Sleep under the stars."

"It's a balcony, not a campground."

"So? We can bring out the cushions from the couch. Make a nest." She looked up at him. "Please? I want to wake up next to you. Just once."

Marcus should say no. Should maintain boundaries. Should not risk Charlotte waking up and finding them.

"Okay," he said instead.

They brought out cushions and blankets, made a surprisingly comfortable bed on the balcony floor. The night air was warm, humid, carrying the smell of jasmine and salt. They lay down together, Sienna curled against Marcus's side, her head on his chest.

"Tell me something true," Sienna said quietly. "Something you've never told anyone."

Marcus was quiet for a long time. "I don't love Charlotte. Haven't for a while. Maybe I never did."

"Why'd you marry her?"

"Loneliness. Convenience. She was there and I was tired of being alone." He stroked Sienna's hair. "Your turn. Something true."

"I'm scared," Sienna admitted. "That when this week ends, you'll forget about me. That it won't have meant anything."

"It means something."

"What?"

Marcus didn't have an answer for that. So he kissed her instead—slow and deep and tender, nothing like the desperate fucking they'd been doing all week. This was different. Softer. More dangerous.

When they broke apart, Sienna was crying.

"What's wrong?" Marcus asked.

"Nothing. Everything." She wiped her eyes. "I don't want this week to end."

"Me neither."

They made love then—not fucked, not screwed, but actually made love. Slow and gentle, Marcus moving inside her with long, deep strokes while she clung to him, her nails digging into his back, her legs wrapped around his waist. They came together, quiet and intense, and afterwards lay tangled in each other's arms while the moon rose higher.

Somewhere around 2 AM they fell asleep like that—naked and exposed on the balcony, anyone could have seen them from the neighboring rooms. But Marcus didn't care anymore.

Three more days of paradise.

Then reality would come crashing back.

But for now, for this moment, he had her. And she had him.

And nothing else mattered.


Chapter 6: No Turning Back

Marcus woke to the feeling of Sienna's mouth wrapped around his cock.

For a moment he was disoriented—still half-asleep, his brain struggling to place where he was. Not the master bedroom. The balcony. They'd slept outside, naked, under the stars. Dawn was just breaking, the sky that particular shade of gray-blue that came before sunrise. The air smelled like salt and dew and jasmine from the gardens below, cool enough to raise goosebumps on his bare skin.

Sienna knelt between his legs, one hand braced on his thigh, the other wrapped around the base of his shaft while her mouth worked the head. Her hair fell in messy waves around her face, tangled from sleep. She looked up at him through her lashes when she felt him stir, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief, and took him deeper.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily. His morning wood had been painful before she'd started—now it was excruciating in the best way. "Sienna—"

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "Good morning to you too." Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft from base to tip, following the thick vein. "I woke up and you were hard against my ass. Couldn't help myself."

"Someone could see—" But the protest was weak. His hands were already tangling in her hair, guiding her back down.

Sienna took him deep, her throat relaxing to accommodate his girth. The wet sounds of her sucking mixed with the distant crash of waves and the cry of seagulls. She was messy about it—spit running down her chin, dripping onto his balls, coating her hand as she pumped what wouldn't fit in her mouth. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, her fingernails scratching lightly at the sensitive skin.

Marcus glanced toward the neighboring balconies. Most were still empty, curtains drawn. But the suite on the left had their door cracked open, and he could hear voices inside—a family getting ready for an early beach day. They could come out at any moment.

The risk made his cock throb harder.

"You like this," Sienna murmured, pulling off to stroke him with both hands. "Like the idea of getting caught. I can feel how hard you are."

"Two days left," Marcus said, the words coming out rough. "We need to be more careful."

"Or—" Sienna took him back in her mouth, sucking hard, her cheeks hollowing. She worked him with focused intensity, her head bobbing faster, taking him deeper with each pass. Her throat contracted around the head of his cock, massaging him, and Marcus felt his orgasm building at the base of his spine.

"I'm close," he warned.

Sienna pulled back just enough to speak, her lips still wrapped around his tip. "Cum in my mouth. I want to taste you. Want to swallow every drop."

That did it. Marcus came with a strangled groan, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down her throat. Sienna swallowed rhythmically, her throat working, not spilling a single drop. When he was finished she licked him clean, her tongue tracing every ridge and vein, then sat back on her heels with a satisfied smile.

"Best way to wake up," she said, licking her lips.

Marcus pulled her up into his arms, kissed her hard. He could taste himself on her tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely him. His hands roamed her body, finding the soft curves he'd memorized over the past four days. Her breasts filled his palms perfectly, heavy and warm, nipples already hard from the morning air.

"I want to fuck you," Marcus growled against her neck. "Right here. Right now."

"Yes," Sienna breathed, already positioning herself to straddle him. "God, yes—"

A door opened nearby. The family on the left stepping onto their balcony.

Marcus and Sienna froze. She was naked in his lap, his hands on her ass, his cock already starting to harden again against her stomach. They'd piled the blankets and cushions around them but it wasn't enough cover—anyone who looked would know exactly what they were doing.

"Inside," Marcus whispered urgently. "Now."

They grabbed the blankets and stumbled through the sliding door into the suite, both laughing quietly at the close call. The living room was dark, quiet—Charlotte's door still closed, Kayla's too. They had maybe an hour before anyone woke up.

Sienna dropped the blankets, turned to face him. Her body was flushed, nipples hard, pussy glistening with arousal. "Where do you want me?"

Marcus looked around the room—the couch where they'd nearly been caught before, the dining table, the kitchen counter. His eyes landed on the large window overlooking the beach, floor-to-ceiling glass with nothing but sheer curtains.

"There," he said, pointing.

Sienna's eyes widened. "Someone will see."

"Maybe." Marcus crossed to her, pulled her against him. His cock pressed against her stomach, leaving a smear of precum on her skin. "Isn't that what you want? To be seen? To let everyone know you're mine?"

"Yes," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want everyone to know."

Marcus walked her backward to the window, spun her around so she faced the glass. The beach was mostly empty this early—just a few joggers, an older couple walking hand in hand. But the sun was rising, painting everything gold, and soon there would be more people.

"Put your hands on the glass," Marcus commanded.

Sienna did, palms flat against the cool surface. Marcus kicked her feet apart, positioned himself behind her. From outside, anyone looking up would see her naked body pressed against the window, breasts flattened against the glass, face visible.

"They'll see you," Marcus said, rubbing the head of his cock through her folds. She was soaked, dripping down her thighs. "Everyone will see you getting fucked."

"I don't care," Sienna moaned. "I want it. Want them to see what you do to me."

Marcus pushed inside her in one brutal thrust. Sienna's mouth fell open in a silent scream, her breath fogging the glass. He set a punishing pace immediately—no warm-up, just hard, deep strokes that made her breasts bounce and her whole body shake.

"Fuck, fuck, yes—" Sienna chanted, her palms squeaking against the glass with each impact. "Harder, please harder—"

Marcus grabbed her hair, pulled her head back, and pounded into her with everything he had. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed through the quiet suite. His other hand reached around to find her clit, rubbing it in hard circles while he fucked her.

Below on the beach, a jogger stopped and looked up. Too far away to see details, but close enough to know what was happening. Marcus met their gaze and didn't stop, didn't slow down.

"Someone's watching," he growled in Sienna's ear. "Some stranger is watching me fuck you."

"Good," Sienna gasped. "Let them watch. Let them see—oh god, I'm gonna cum—"

She came with a cry that was way too loud, her pussy clenching around Marcus's cock like a vice. The sensation pushed him over the edge. He buried himself as deep as possible and came, flooding her with what felt like gallons of cum after the blowjob had already drained him.

They stayed locked together, both breathing hard, Sienna's forehead pressed to the glass. Below, the jogger had moved on.

"Two days," Sienna said quietly. "Two more days and then this is over."

"Yeah."

"So let's make them count." She looked back over her shoulder, her dark eyes intense. "No holding back. Nothing off limits. I want to do everything with you before we have to go back to reality."

Everything, Marcus thought, his spent cock already twitching with interest. What the hell have we not done yet?



The gym was on the second floor, overlooking the pool area—floor-to-ceiling windows, top-of-the-line equipment, and almost always empty this early. The smell of rubber mats and disinfectant mixed with the faint chlorine scent drifting up from the pool. Aggressive pop music played from speakers mounted in the corners, loud enough to cover conversation but not deafening.

Marcus had come down to work out—trying to burn off some of the nervous energy, trying to clear his head. He'd left Sienna in the suite, Charlotte still sleeping, Kayla probably dead to the world until noon.

Twenty minutes into his workout, the gym door opened.

Sienna walked in wearing tiny black spandex shorts that showed the bottom curve of her ass and a sports bra that compressed her breasts but somehow made them look even better—two round swells fighting against the fabric. Her hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, face free of makeup except for some lip gloss that made her mouth look obscenely kissable.

She looked around the gym, saw him, and smiled.

"Fancy meeting you here," she said, heading for the treadmill next to his elliptical.

"What are you doing?"

"Working out. What does it look like?" She climbed onto the treadmill, started jogging at an easy pace. Her breasts bounced with each step, and Marcus tried very hard not to stare.

He failed.

They worked out in silence for ten minutes, the only sounds their breathing and the machines whirring. Then Sienna stopped her treadmill, walked over to the weight bench, and lay down on her back.

"Spot me?" she asked innocently.

Marcus looked around. The gym was still empty. "You don't need a spot for—"

"Please?" She batted her eyelashes.

He walked over, stood behind the bench where her head was. Sienna reached up and wrapped her hands around the bar, lifted it off the rack. The weight was laughably light—maybe twenty pounds total—but she made a show of struggling with it.

"I need help," she said, lowering the bar until it nearly touched her chest.

Marcus reached down to assist, and Sienna tilted her head back, looking up at him. From this angle he could see straight down her sports bra, could see the valley between her breasts, the sweat gathering there. His cock stirred.

"Lower," Sienna whispered.

"What?"

"Lean down. I can't reach."

Marcus leaned forward, helping guide the bar. Sienna's head was now inches from his crotch, his growing erection clearly visible through his gym shorts.

"I can see you're happy to see me," she murmured, loud enough for only him to hear. Then she tilted her head forward and mouthed his cock through the fabric.

"Jesus—" Marcus jerked back, nearly dropping the weight. He guided it back to the rack with shaking hands.

Sienna sat up, grinning. "Something wrong?"

"You're insane."

"Maybe." She stood, stretched—arms overhead, back arching, breasts pushing forward. "But you love it."

The gym door opened. A middle-aged guy in a hotel t-shirt walked in, heading for the weights.

"I'm going to the sauna," Sienna announced, loud enough for the newcomer to hear. "Want to join?"

"The sauna?" Marcus repeated.

"Yeah. It's co-ed. Through that door." She pointed to a hallway at the back of the gym. "Unless you're scared."

She walked away before he could respond, her ass swaying in those tiny shorts.

Marcus looked at the other guy, who was now loading a barbell with plates. Completely oblivious. He should stay here. Should finish his workout. Should not follow Sienna into an enclosed space where they'd definitely end up fucking.

Two minutes later he was walking down the hallway, following signs for the sauna.



The sauna was cedar-lined and dim, heat radiating from rocks piled in the corner. The smell was overwhelming—hot wood, eucalyptus oil someone had dripped on the rocks, and underneath it the musky scent of sweat. Benches lined three walls, towels hanging from hooks. The temperature gauge on the wall read 180 degrees.

Sienna sat on the top bench in the corner, legs crossed, that sports bra and those shorts still on but soaked through with sweat. Her skin glistened, hair sticking to her neck and forehead. She looked up when Marcus entered, smiled.

"About time," she said.

Marcus sat on the bench across from her, trying to maintain some distance. The heat was oppressive, making it hard to breathe. Within seconds he was sweating.

"This is a bad idea," he said.

"Probably." Sienna uncrossed her legs, spread them slightly. The shorts were so tight he could see the outline of her pussy lips, could see a wet spot that definitely wasn't just sweat. "But when has that stopped us?"

"Someone could walk in."

"Then we'll stop." She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, started pushing them down. "But until then..."

She pulled the shorts off completely, tossed them aside. No underwear. Her pussy was bare and glistening, swollen from all the fucking they'd been doing. She spread her legs wider, one foot propped on the bench, giving him a complete view.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded, his voice rough.

"You first," Sienna countered.

Marcus pulled his cock free of his gym shorts. It was already fully hard, the head flushed dark red. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Sienna's pussy.

Sienna's hand traveled down her stomach, between her legs. She circled her clit with two fingers, her hips rolling, small gasping sounds escaping her lips. "I'm so sensitive. You've fucked me so much my pussy is sore but I still want more."

"Show me how you touch yourself when I'm not there," Marcus said. "Show me what you do in bed at night thinking about me."

Sienna slid two fingers inside herself, pumped slowly. "I think about your cock. About how thick it is, how deep you get. About the sounds you make when you cum." Her other hand pushed her sports bra up, exposing her breasts. She pinched one nipple, rolled it between her fingers. "I think about you breeding me. Putting a baby in me so everyone would know I belong to you."

Marcus stroked himself faster, his balls already tightening. "You want that? Want me to knock you up?"

"Yes," Sienna moaned, her fingers moving faster. "Want to be round with your baby. Want Charlotte to see and know what we did. Want—oh fuck—"

The sauna door started to open.

Marcus shoved his cock back into his shorts. Sienna grabbed a towel, threw it over her lap. Her sports bra was still pushed up, breasts exposed, but she managed to cover them with her arms as two college-aged girls walked in, laughing about something.

"Oh, sorry," one of them said, seeing Marcus and Sienna. "Didn't know anyone was in here."

"No problem," Marcus managed, his voice strained. "We were just leaving."

He stood, adjusted himself as subtly as possible, and headed for the door. Sienna followed, still clutching the towel, her shorts forgotten on the bench.

They made it to the hallway before bursting into quiet laughter.

"That was too close," Marcus said.

"I know." Sienna pressed against him, her hand finding his still-hard cock through his shorts. "But now I'm all worked up and we didn't get to finish."

"Sienna—"

"There's a supply closet." She nodded to a door twenty feet down the hall marked STAFF ONLY. "I checked earlier. No cameras."

"How do you know there's no—"

She was already walking toward it, still topless, the towel barely covering her ass. Marcus followed because what else could he do?

The supply closet was small—maybe six feet by eight feet, lined with shelves holding towels, cleaning supplies, extra yoga mats. The smell of bleach and laundry detergent was overwhelming. Sienna closed the door behind them, locked it, and dropped the towel.

"Fuck me," she demanded, turning around and bending over, hands braced on a shelf. "Right now. Quick and dirty."

Marcus pulled his cock out, rubbed it through her folds. She was soaked, pussy opening for him easily despite how swollen and used she was. He pushed inside and they both groaned.

"Oh god," Sienna whimpered. "Yes. Fuck me hard. Make it hurt."

Marcus gripped her hips and pounded into her with brutal force. The shelf creaked under her hands, bottles of cleaner rattling. Sienna bit her lip to stay quiet but small whimpers escaped anyway.

"You're so fucking tight," Marcus grunted. "Even after everything. Your pussy was made for my cock."

"Yes, yes, only yours—" Sienna gasped, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Cum in me. Breed me. Make me yours—"

Someone tried the door handle. It rattled but held.

"Occupied!" Marcus called out, not stopping his rhythm.

Footsteps retreated.

"Oh fuck, that's so hot," Sienna moaned. "They almost caught us. Almost saw you balls-deep in me—"

Marcus reached around, found her clit, rubbed hard. Sienna came with a muffled cry, her pussy clenching rhythmically. The sensation pushed him over. He buried himself deep and came, his cock pulsing as he filled her with cum for what had to be the third time that morning.

They stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing hard, sweat dripping onto the floor.

"We need to stop taking these risks," Marcus said, even as his hands traced her curves, not wanting to pull out.

"Two more days," Sienna reminded him. "Then we go back to being normal. Let's not waste them being careful."

She had a point.



Charlotte was on the balcony with Linda when Marcus and Sienna returned separately—Marcus first, then Sienna fifteen minutes later, both looking freshly showered and innocent. Linda was drinking mimosas and showing Charlotte something on her phone, both women laughing too loudly.

Kayla was awake for once, sitting at the dining table eating cereal and scrolling through Instagram. She barely glanced up when they entered.

"There you are," Charlotte called from the balcony. "Linda and I are going shopping. Want to come?"

"Pass," Kayla said.

"I should probably do laundry," Sienna offered. "Running out of clean clothes."

"Marcus?" Charlotte looked at him hopefully.

"I'll stay here. Maybe take a nap. Didn't sleep well."

Because I was fucking your stepdaughter's best friend on the balcony, he didn't add.

Charlotte shrugged, already turning back to Linda. "Suit yourself. We'll be back by dinner."

They left in a cloud of perfume and chatter. Kayla disappeared into her room moments later, door closing with a decisive click.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone again.

"I really do need to do laundry," Sienna said, heading for the guest bedroom. "Want to help?"

Marcus followed her. The bedroom was a disaster—Kayla's side covered in clothes and makeup, Sienna's side only slightly better. She gathered her dirty clothes into a basket—mostly the dresses and bikinis she'd been wearing all week, all carrying the scent of sex and sunscreen and her.

"The laundry room is on this floor," she said. "Down the hall."

They walked to the laundry room together, Marcus carrying the basket. It was a small shared space with four washers, four dryers, folding table in the center. Empty, thankfully.

Sienna started loading a washer while Marcus watched. She bent over more than necessary, her shorts riding up to show the bottom curve of her ass. No panties—he could see her pussy lips peeking out.

"You're doing that on purpose," Marcus said.

"Doing what?" She looked back over her shoulder, all innocence.

He crossed to her, pressed against her back, his cock already hardening. "This."

"Oh. This." Sienna pushed back against him, grinding her ass against his erection. "Can't help it. You make me so horny."

Marcus's hand slid around her waist, down her stomach, into her shorts. She was wet, always wet, her pussy hot and slick against his fingers. He pushed two inside and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the washer.

"What if someone comes in?" she breathed.

"Then they'll see me fingerfucking you." Marcus added a third finger, stretching her. "They'll see how desperate you are for it. How wet you get for me."

"God, yes," Sienna whimpered, pushing back onto his hand. "I am desperate. I want you all the time. Can't think about anything else."

The dryer next to them buzzed—someone's load finishing. Neither of them stopped.

Marcus pulled his fingers free, brought them to Sienna's mouth. "Taste yourself."

She did, her tongue swirling around his fingers, sucking them clean. The visual made Marcus's cock throb painfully.

"Bend over the folding table," he commanded.

Sienna did, her ass in the air, legs spread. Marcus pulled her shorts down to her knees, freeing his cock, and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. She was so wet there was no resistance, her pussy swallowing him completely.

"Fuck," they both groaned in unison.

Marcus set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against her ass with meaty slaps that echoed in the small room. Sienna braced herself against the table, her breasts swinging with each thrust, moaning without restraint.

"Someone's going to hear," Marcus warned, not slowing down.

"Let them," Sienna gasped. "Let everyone hear what you do to me. How good you fuck me. How much I love your cock—"

The laundry room door opened.

An elderly woman walked in carrying a basket of clothes, saw them, and froze.

Marcus and Sienna froze too—him still buried inside her, both half-naked, the table creaking beneath them.

The woman's eyes went wide. Then she turned around and walked right back out, closing the door behind her.

"Oh my god," Sienna said.

"We need to—"

"Don't you dare stop." Sienna pushed back against him. "Keep fucking me. I'm so close—"

Marcus did, his rhythm returning, his cock pounding into her desperate pussy. The knowledge that they'd been seen, that some stranger now knew what they were doing, made it even hotter.

"I'm gonna cum," Sienna warned. "Oh fuck, I'm—"

She came hard, her pussy clenching so tight around Marcus's cock that he could barely move. He kept thrusting through it, chasing his own orgasm, and found it moments later—burying himself deep and flooding her with cum.

They collapsed together over the folding table, both breathing hard, covered in sweat.

"We just got caught," Sienna said, starting to laugh. "Actually caught. By some old lady."

"This is insane."

"I know." She kissed him, sloppy and desperate. "But I don't care. Two more days, remember? Let's make them count."



Charlotte had texted saying she and Linda were extending their shopping trip, wouldn't be back until dinner. Kayla had left with Tyler again. Which meant Marcus and Sienna had the afternoon.

They'd rented one of the private beach cabanas—canvas structures with curtains for privacy, a large daybed, mini fridge stocked with drinks. The sound of waves crashed nearby, mixed with distant music from the beach bar and children playing in the surf. The smell of salt and coconut sunscreen hung heavy in the humid air.

Sienna lay on the daybed in her red bikini from earlier in the week, sunglasses on, a drink in her hand. She looked completely relaxed, like she hadn't been fucked four times already today.

Marcus sat next to her, trying to read but unable to focus. His mind kept returning to what she'd said in the supply closet: Two more days.

Two more days and they had to go back to reality. To pretending this never happened. To watching her be Kayla's best friend while he was just the stepdad, nothing more.

The thought made something in his chest ache.

"You're thinking too hard," Sienna said, not looking at him.

"Just thinking."

"About?"

"What happens after. When we go home."

Sienna was quiet for a moment. Then she sat up, removed her sunglasses, and looked at him directly. "We agreed. This is vacation. What happens here stays here."

"I know."

"But?"

"But I don't want it to end." The words came out before he could stop them.

Sienna's expression softened. She reached over, took his hand. "Marcus..."

"I know it has to. I know this is crazy and wrong and unsustainable. But—" He shook his head. "I've never felt like this before. Not with Charlotte. Not with anyone."

"I know. Me neither." Sienna climbed into his lap, straddling him, her bikini-covered pussy pressing against his crotch. "But we can't. You're married. I'm twenty. It would destroy everything."

"I know."

"So let's just..." She kissed him softly. "Let's just have these two days. Let's make them perfect. And then we'll deal with reality when we have to."

Marcus kissed her back, his hands finding her ass, pulling her closer. His cock was already hardening against her.

"We should close the curtains," he murmured against her mouth.

"Why?" Sienna reached between them, pulled his cock free of his swim trunks. "I want to feel the sun. Want to hear the ocean. Want anyone walking by to maybe see us."

She pushed her bikini bottoms to the side, positioned him at her entrance, and sank down. They both groaned—her from the stretch, him from the tight heat.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Sienna breathed, starting to move. Slow, grinding circles that made her breasts bounce, made her pussy clench around him. "I'm never going to get tired of this. Never going to stop wanting you."

Marcus grabbed her hips, helped her move. The daybed creaked beneath them, the curtains swaying in the breeze, providing minimal privacy. Anyone walking along this section of beach could peek inside and see Sienna riding him, see her tits bouncing, hear her moans mixing with the crash of waves.

"I love watching you ride my cock," Marcus growled. "Love seeing your tits bounce. Love how your pussy swallows me."

"All yours," Sienna moaned, her pace increasing. "This pussy is all yours. Only yours. No one else will ever—oh fuck—"

She came suddenly, her head falling back, mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Marcus's cock, milking him, and he felt his own orgasm building.

"Inside," Sienna gasped, still riding him through her orgasm. "Cum inside me. Fill me up. Breed me—"

Marcus came with a groan, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep in her pussy. Sienna collapsed against his chest, both of them breathing hard, still connected.

They stayed like that for a long time—her in his lap, his cock softening inside her, the sun beating down on them, the ocean providing soundtrack. Peaceful. Perfect.

"Two more days," Sienna whispered.

"Two more days," Marcus agreed.

But neither of them believed it would be enough.



Dinner had been room service—steaks and lobster, wine Charlotte drank too much of, conversation that Marcus barely participated in. Kayla had come home sunburned and exhausted, gone straight to bed. Charlotte had followed shortly after, mumbling about needing beauty sleep.

Which left Marcus and Sienna alone in the living room, the TV playing some movie neither of them was watching. She sat curled against his side, his arm around her shoulders, and it felt dangerously domestic.

"I don't want to go to sleep yet," Sienna said quietly. "Don't want to waste any time."

"What do you want to do?"

She looked up at him, her dark eyes intense. "Everything we haven't done yet. I want to try it all before we run out of time."

"What haven't we done?"

Sienna bit her lip, considering. "I want... I want to try anal again. But slower this time. I want to really feel you."

Marcus's cock stirred. "In the forest was too fast?"

"It was perfect. But I want more. Want you to really take your time. Make it good." She paused. "And I want to try... I want you to tie me up again. But more. Blindfold me. Make me helpless."

"Sienna—"

"Please." Her hand found his crotch, rubbed him through his shorts. "I trust you completely. I want to give you everything. Every part of me."

Marcus should say no. Should maintain some boundary, some line they didn't cross. But looking into her eyes—seeing the trust there, the desire, the desperate need to make these last two days count—he couldn't refuse her.

"Go to your room," he said. "Wait for me there. Twenty minutes."

Sienna kissed him hard, then disappeared down the hallway.

Marcus sat in the dark for a long moment, his heart pounding. Then he went to the master bedroom, made sure Charlotte was deeply asleep—she was, snoring softly, dead to the world. He grabbed his belt, a tie, and the bottle of lube Charlotte kept in her nightstand for back massages.

Then he went to Sienna.



Sienna had prepared. She'd lit candles—stolen from the bathroom, creating a soft flickering glow. She'd stripped the bed down to just the fitted sheet. She'd showered and oiled her skin so it gleamed in the candlelight. And she knelt in the center of the bed completely naked, waiting for him.

"Hi," she whispered.

Marcus closed and locked the door behind him. "Hi."

He approached the bed slowly, taking in the sight of her—dark hair falling around her shoulders, breasts heavy and perfect, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. Her pussy was swollen and glistening, probably still full of his cum from earlier.

"You're beautiful," he said.

"Then come here and do whatever you want to me."

Marcus climbed onto the bed, kissed her deeply. His hands roamed her body, relearning every curve. Then he pulled back, held up the tie.

"This is for your eyes. Do you trust me?"

"Completely."

He tied it around her head, blocking out all light. Sienna's breathing quickened but she didn't protest.

"Hands," Marcus commanded.

She held them out and he bound her wrists together with his belt, then secured them to the headboard. Sienna pulled once, testing. The restraints held.

"Now you're completely at my mercy," Marcus murmured, his lips brushing her neck. "I can do whatever I want and you can't stop me."

"Yes," Sienna breathed. "Please. Use me."

Marcus started slow—kissing her neck, her collarbones, the swell of her breasts. He took one nipple in his mouth, sucked hard, and Sienna arched into him with a moan. He lavished attention on both breasts, biting and sucking until she was writhing beneath him.

"Please," she whimpered. "Touch me. I need—"

His hand slid between her legs, found her clit, circled it slowly. Sienna's hips bucked, seeking more friction, but Marcus kept his touch light. Teasing.

"You're so wet," he observed. "Your pussy is dripping. Is this from earlier or are you this aroused now?"

"Both," Sienna gasped. "Always wet for you. Always ready."

Marcus slid two fingers inside her, pumped slowly. Her inner walls clenched around him, hot and slick. He added a third finger, stretching her, and she moaned loudly.

"Shhh," Marcus warned. "Kayla's in the next room."

"I don't care," Sienna panted. "Let her hear. Let her know—"

Marcus covered her mouth with his free hand, muffling her sounds. He finger-fucked her hard and fast, his thumb finding her clit, and within minutes she was coming—her body going rigid, her scream muffled against his palm.

He worked her through it, then pulled his fingers free. Brought them to her mouth.

"Taste yourself," he commanded.

Sienna opened her mouth and he pushed his fingers inside. She sucked them clean, her tongue swirling, and the sight made Marcus's cock throb.

"I'm going to fuck your ass now," Marcus said, reaching for the lube. "Slow and deep. I'm going to take my time. Make you feel every inch."

"Yes," Sienna breathed. "Please. I want it."

Marcus lubed his fingers generously, then pressed one against her tight hole. Sienna tensed.

"Relax," he murmured, his other hand stroking her thigh. "Breathe for me."

She did, and he pushed inside slowly. Her ass gripped his finger tight, resisting. He worked it in and out, letting her adjust, before adding more lube and a second finger.

"Oh god," Sienna whimpered. "It's so much."

"You can take it. You're doing so good for me." Marcus scissored his fingers, stretching her. "Such a good girl, taking my fingers in your ass."

He worked her open patiently, adding a third finger, pumping slowly until her body relaxed and accepted the intrusion. By the time he pulled his fingers free, Sienna was panting, her hips rocking.

"I'm ready," she said. "Please. I need your cock."

Marcus lubed his shaft generously, positioned himself at her entrance. The head of his cock pressed against her tight ring of muscle.

"Deep breath," he instructed.

Sienna breathed in, and Marcus pushed forward slowly. The head popped past her sphincter and she gasped, her whole body tensing.

"Breathe," Marcus reminded her, holding still. "Just breathe."

She did, and he pushed forward another inch. Then another. Slow and steady, letting her adjust to his girth, until finally he was fully seated inside her ass, his balls pressed against her pussy.

"Oh fuck," Sienna whimpered. "So full. I feel so full."

Marcus held still, letting her adjust. His hands stroked her thighs, her stomach, her breasts. Soothing touches while her body accommodated him.

"Move," Sienna finally said. "Please move."

Marcus pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, then pushed back in just as slowly. Sienna moaned, the sound desperate and needy. He established a rhythm—long, deep strokes that made her cry out with each thrust.

"You're taking my cock so well," Marcus praised. "Taking it in your ass like you were made for it."

"Only you," Sienna gasped. "Only ever want you in my ass. Nobody else—oh god—"

Marcus reached around, found her clit, rubbed it in time with his thrusts. Sienna's whole body trembled, overwhelmed by sensation. She was babbling now—incoherent pleas and moans and his name over and over.

"I'm going to cum in your ass," Marcus growled. "Fill you up. Mark you as mine."

"Yes, yes, please—"

Marcus increased his pace, his cock pounding into her tight hole, his fingers working her clit frantically. Sienna came first, her ass clenching around him so tight it almost hurt, and that pushed him over the edge.

He buried himself deep and came hard, his cock pulsing, flooding her ass with cum. He stayed inside her through the aftershocks, both of them shaking, covered in sweat.

When he finally pulled out carefully, Marcus removed the blindfold, untied her wrists. Sienna blinked in the candlelight, her eyes glazed, face flushed.

"That was..." she trailed off.

"Yeah."

They lay together in the candlelight, both too exhausted to move. Marcus pulled a blanket over them, held her close.

"One more day," Sienna whispered.

"One more day."

But Marcus knew, with absolute certainty, that one more day would never be enough.

Tomorrow was their last full day. And then reality would come crashing back.

And he had no idea how he was going to survive it.


Chapter 7: Paradise Lost

Marcus woke to darkness and the warm press of Sienna's body against his. They'd fallen asleep in her bed after last night—after he'd tied her up, blindfolded her, fucked her ass until she screamed into the pillow. His arm was numb where she'd been sleeping on it, her hair tickling his chest, one of her legs thrown over his hip.

Last day.

The words sat heavy in his chest like a stone. Today was Thursday. Tomorrow morning they flew home. Back to Los Angeles, back to reality, back to pretending this never happened.

Marcus's hand traced down Sienna's spine, feeling each vertebra, the curve of her lower back, the swell of her ass. She stirred against him, making a small sleepy sound.

"What time is it?" she mumbled.

"Early. Before sunrise."

"Mmm." Sienna shifted, her hand sliding down his stomach to wrap around his cock. He was already half-hard from morning wood and her proximity. "Last day."

"Yeah."

"Then we can't waste any time sleeping." She stroked him slowly, her grip firm, and he hardened fully in her hand. "I want you inside me when the sun comes up. Want to watch it rise while you fuck me."

Marcus pulled her on top of him, positioned her over his cock. Sienna sank down slowly, her pussy hot and tight despite everything they'd done yesterday. They both groaned—her from the stretch, him from the perfect grip of her inner walls.

"Ride me," Marcus commanded, his hands finding her hips. "Slow. Make it last."

Sienna did, moving with languid rolls of her hips, taking him deep with each downward stroke. Her breasts bounced gently with the motion, and Marcus sat up to take one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard. Sienna's fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there.

"I love your cock," she breathed. "Love how it fills me. How deep you get. How it's shaped exactly right to hit that spot inside me that makes me—oh fuck—"

Marcus thrust up to meet her, grinding against that spot. Sienna's head fell back, mouth open, her pussy clenching around him.

"I'm going to miss this," she whispered. "Miss waking up with you. Miss feeling you inside me. Miss—"

"Don't." Marcus kissed her, swallowing the words. "Not yet. We still have today."

They made love slowly as dawn broke outside the window—soft gray light gradually turning gold, painting Sienna's skin in shades of amber and rose. It was different from the desperate fucking they'd been doing all week. Gentler. More tender. Like they were both trying to memorize every sensation, every touch, knowing it was ending.

When Sienna came, it was quiet—just a soft gasp and the flutter of her pussy around his cock. Marcus followed moments later, burying himself deep, filling her with cum while the first rays of sunlight broke over the Gulf.

They stayed locked together afterwards, both breathing hard, neither wanting to move.

"I don't want today to end," Sienna said quietly.

"Me neither."

But it would end. In twenty-four hours they'd be on a plane home. And this—whatever this was—would be over.



Breakfast was awkward.

Charlotte was in a weird mood—had been since yesterday afternoon when she'd come back from shopping with Linda. She kept looking at Marcus strangely, like she was trying to figure something out. It made his skin crawl.

"So," Charlotte said, pouring herself coffee, "Linda mentioned something interesting yesterday."

Marcus's stomach dropped. "Oh?"

"Apparently one of the hotel housekeepers saw something... inappropriate. In the laundry room on this floor." Charlotte's eyes flicked between Marcus and Sienna. "Two people having sex. Right there against the folding table."

Sienna didn't even flinch, just kept eating her cereal. "Gross. People are so trashy on vacation."

"Right?" Charlotte sipped her coffee. "I told Linda it was probably drunk college kids. But the housekeeper said it was an older man. Fortyish. And a younger woman with dark hair."

Marcus forced himself to take a bite of toast even though his mouth had gone dry. "There are a lot of people here with dark hair."

"True." Charlotte set down her mug. "Anyway, we need to start packing today. Our flight tomorrow is at 10 AM, which means we need to leave the hotel by 7:30."

"Already?" Kayla groaned from her phone. "Can't we extend?"

"No. Your father has to be back at work Monday." Charlotte stood. "I'm going to the spa one more time. My last massage appointment. Marcus, will you take care of organizing our things?"

"Sure."

Charlotte left. Kayla disappeared back to her room moments later. Which left Marcus and Sienna alone at the table.

"She knows," Marcus said quietly.

"She suspects. There's a difference." Sienna reached across the table, squeezed his hand. "We just have to be careful today. Make it to tomorrow morning and we're fine."

"And then what?"

"Then we go back to normal." Sienna stood, came around the table, and straddled his lap. Her pussy pressed against his cock through his shorts—no panties under her sleep shirt. "But we still have today. One more day of not being careful."

"Sienna—"

She kissed him hard, her hips grinding. "Meet me at the beach in an hour. The spot behind the dunes where we went that first morning. I want you to fuck me in the sand one last time."

Then she was gone, disappearing down the hallway, leaving Marcus hard and aching and terrified of getting caught.



The beach was already crowded by the time Marcus made it down—families setting up umbrellas, college kids playing volleyball, the smell of sunscreen and fried food from the beachside vendors. But the area behind the dunes that Sienna had mentioned was isolated, hidden from view by tall sea grass and the natural curve of the landscape.

Sienna was already there, lying on a beach towel in that white bikini that turned transparent when wet. She'd been in the ocean—the fabric clung to her like a second skin, her nipples dark circles beneath it, the outline of her pussy clearly visible.

"You came," she said, smiling up at him.

"Bad idea. Too many people around."

"That's what makes it fun." She sat up, reached for his shorts, pulled them down enough to free his cock. He was already half-hard just from looking at her. "Besides, no one can see us here."

"Sienna—"

She took him in her mouth, cutting off his protest. Her tongue swirled around the head, tasting the precum already leaking from his tip, before she pushed forward, taking him deeper. The wet heat of her mouth was incredible, and Marcus's hands tangled in her damp hair on instinct.

"Fuck," he groaned.

Sienna pulled off, stroking him with one hand. "Sit down. I want to ride you where anyone could walk by and see."

Marcus sat on the towel and Sienna immediately climbed into his lap, pulling her bikini bottoms to the side and sinking down onto his cock in one smooth motion. They both moaned—maybe too loud, but the crash of waves covered most sounds.

"Oh god," Sienna gasped, starting to move. "You're so deep. I can feel you in my stomach."

Marcus grabbed her ass, helping her move, his fingers digging into soft flesh hard enough to leave marks. She rode him with abandon, her breasts bouncing, sand sticking to her wet skin, and Marcus couldn't take his eyes off her.

"I'm going to cum fast," Sienna warned, her pace increasing. "I've been thinking about your cock all morning. Been wet since we fucked at sunrise—"

"Then cum," Marcus growled, one hand reaching between them to find her clit. "Cum on my cock while the whole beach could hear you."

Sienna did, throwing her head back, mouth open in a cry that definitely carried. Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically, and Marcus thrust up hard, chasing his own orgasm. He came deep inside her, flooding her with what felt like the hundredth load this week.

They stayed locked together, both breathing hard, covered in sweat and sand and saltwater.

"Someone definitely heard that," Marcus said.

"Good." Sienna kissed him softly. "Let them wonder."

They swam in the ocean afterward—Sienna's pussy leaking his cum into the water, both of them laughing like teenagers, stealing kisses when no one was looking. It felt dangerously normal. Like they were actually a couple, not two people sneaking around behind everyone's backs.

Like this could be real instead of just a vacation fantasy.



Lunch was at the pool bar—burgers and fries and too many piña coladas. Charlotte had returned from her spa treatment looking relaxed but still giving Marcus those weird searching looks. Kayla was off with Tyler again, supposedly saying goodbye since they were both leaving tomorrow.

Which left the three of them at the pool—Charlotte on a lounger reading, Marcus and Sienna in the water, maintaining a respectful distance that felt like torture.

"I'm going to miss this place," Charlotte said, not looking up from her book. "We should come back next year. Make it an annual thing."

Marcus's stomach clenched. "Maybe."

"Sienna, you should come again too. If you want." Charlotte glanced over the top of her sunglasses. "Kayla loves having you here."

"That would be nice," Sienna said, her voice carefully neutral.

Next year, Marcus thought. She's already planning next year. Like this is just a normal family vacation and not—

His phone buzzed. A text from Sienna, even though she was fifteen feet away in the pool.

Sienna: Bathroom. Third floor. The family one that locks. 10 minutes.

Marcus: Too risky.

Sienna: I don't care. Last day. Please.

Marcus looked at her across the pool. She bit her bottom lip, her eyes pleading.

"I'm going to grab a shower," Marcus announced, standing. "All the salt and chlorine."

"Mmm, good idea," Charlotte mumbled, already back in her book.

Marcus went to his room, grabbed a towel like he was actually showering, then slipped out of the suite and took the stairs down to the third floor. The family bathroom Sienna had mentioned was at the end of a hallway—single occupancy, larger than the regular ones, meant for parents with small children.

The door was unlocked. Marcus slipped inside.

Sienna was already there, naked, sitting on the counter. Her pussy was swollen and pink, his cum from earlier visibly leaking from her.

"Lock it," she said.

Marcus did. "This is insane. Charlotte's getting suspicious."

"I know." Sienna spread her legs, showing him everything. "But I need you. One more time before we have to go back upstairs and pretend we're just... nothing."

Marcus crossed to her, kissed her hard. His hands roamed her body—breasts, waist, hips, ass. She wrapped her legs around him, pulled him close.

"Fuck me," Sienna whispered against his mouth. "Please. I don't care if someone hears. I don't care if we get caught. I just need you inside me."

Marcus pulled his cock free, positioned himself at her entrance, and thrust inside. Sienna gasped, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. He fucked her hard and fast—no finesse, just desperate need. The counter creaked beneath them, bottles of lotion rattling.

"Yes, yes, fuck me harder—" Sienna moaned, too loud.

Someone tried the door handle. It rattled but held.

"Occupied!" Marcus called out, not stopping.

Footsteps retreated.

"Oh fuck, that's so hot," Sienna gasped. "They almost caught us. Almost saw you fucking me—"

Marcus covered her mouth with his hand, muffling her moans. He pounded into her with brutal force, the sound of skin slapping skin obscenely loud in the tiled room. Sienna's eyes rolled back, her pussy clenching around him.

She came first, her scream muffled against his palm, her whole body convulsing. Marcus followed seconds later, burying himself deep and flooding her with cum.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both shaking.

"We can't keep doing this," Marcus said, even though he knew they would.

"Last day," Sienna reminded him. "After tomorrow it's over. Let me have this. Please."

Marcus pulled out, watching his cum drip from her pussy. "We need to get back separately."

"I know." Sienna slid off the counter, kissed him softly. "I love you."

The words hung in the air between them—unexpected, dangerous, changing everything.

"Sienna—"

"I know you can't say it back. I know this is just vacation. But I needed to say it once. Before we have to pretend it never happened." She grabbed her clothes, started dressing. "I'll go first. Give it five minutes."

She left before Marcus could respond.

I love you.

The words echoed in his head as he cleaned himself up, tucked his cock back into his shorts, splashed water on his face. She loved him. And fuck—he loved her too. He'd been trying not to admit it, trying to keep this just physical, just a vacation fling.

But somewhere between that first night and now, it had become something more.

Something impossible.



The afternoon passed in a blur of packing and avoiding eye contact and the slowly building sense of doom. Charlotte had organized a farewell dinner at the nicest restaurant in Destin—a place called Seagar's that required reservations weeks in advance and had a dress code. She'd somehow gotten a table for five—them plus Linda and Greg, who were leaving tomorrow too.

Marcus stood in the master bedroom in slacks and a button-down, watching Charlotte apply makeup in the bathroom mirror. She'd been quiet all afternoon, and the silence felt heavy with unspoken things.

"Can I ask you something?" Charlotte said, not looking at him.

Marcus's heart stopped. "Sure."

"Are you happy? In this marriage?"

The question caught him completely off guard. "What?"

"It's a simple question." Charlotte turned to face him. "Are you happy?"

Marcus should lie. Should tell her of course he was, that he loved her, that everything was fine. But looking at her now—really looking at her, maybe for the first time in months—he couldn't do it.

"No," he admitted quietly. "I'm not."

Charlotte nodded slowly, like she'd expected this answer. "Neither am I. Haven't been for a while."

"Charlotte—"

"I think we should separate when we get home. Maybe divorce. I don't know yet." She turned back to the mirror, continued applying lipstick like she'd just commented on the weather. "We can tell Kayla after we get back. Figure out the logistics. But I think we both know this isn't working."

Marcus should feel relief. Should be grateful she was the one saying it, making it easy. Instead he felt... nothing. Numb.

"Okay," he said.

"I'm not angry. I just think—" Charlotte paused. "I think we both deserve to be with someone who makes us happy. And we're not those people for each other."

She was right. They weren't.

But all Marcus could think about was Sienna in the next room, probably getting ready for dinner, and how in less than twenty-four hours he'd never touch her again.



Dinner was torture.

The restaurant was beautiful—dim lighting, white tablecloths, ocean view from every table. The smell of grilled meat and expensive wine and fresh flowers. Everything was perfect and Marcus couldn't enjoy any of it.

Sienna sat diagonally across from him, wearing a black dress that hugged every curve, her hair down and slightly curled, minimal makeup. She looked stunning and Marcus couldn't stop staring at her. Every time their eyes met something passed between them—desperate and sad and full of things they couldn't say.

"So Sienna," Linda said, already three glasses into the wine, "what are your plans when you get home? More school? Job hunting?"

"Not sure yet," Sienna said, pushing food around her plate. "Still figuring things out."

"You're young. You have time." Linda leaned forward conspiratorially. "Any boys back home? Someone special?"

Sienna's eyes flicked to Marcus for just a second. "Yeah. Someone special."

Charlotte cleared her throat. "Sienna's always been picky. Very particular about who she spends time with."

"Good for you," Greg chimed in. "My daughter was the same way. Didn't settle. Ended up marrying a great guy."

The conversation drifted to weddings, to Linda's daughter's upcoming anniversary, to vacation stories. Marcus ate mechanically, tasted nothing, participated only when directly addressed.

Under the table, Sienna's foot found his ankle. Slid up his calf. A small touch, barely anything, but it felt like fire.

Kayla was FaceTiming Tyler, barely present. Charlotte was drinking too much again, her laugh too loud. Nobody noticed when Sienna excused herself to the bathroom.

Two minutes later, Marcus's phone buzzed.

Sienna: Come here. Now. Last chance.

Marcus stood. "Bathroom."

He walked to the back of the restaurant where the bathrooms were—a long hallway, dimly lit, music from the dining room fading. The women's room door was cracked open. Marcus pushed inside.

Sienna grabbed him immediately, pulled him into a stall, locked the door. She was already hiking up her dress, pulling her panties to the side.

"We have maybe five minutes before someone notices we're both gone," she breathed. "Fuck me fast. Hard. I don't care if someone walks in."

Marcus lifted her, pressed her back against the stall wall, and thrust inside. She was soaked, her pussy hot and ready, and she wrapped her legs around his waist with a gasp.

"Oh god yes—"

He fucked her hard and fast, one hand over her mouth to muffle her moans. The sounds were obscene—skin slapping, her muffled cries, his grunts. Anyone walking by would know exactly what was happening.

Marcus didn't care anymore.

"I love you," he growled against her neck. "Fuck, I love you—"

Sienna's eyes went wide above his hand. She came immediately, her pussy clenching around him, and he followed—burying himself deep, flooding her with cum one more time.

They stayed locked together, both shaking, both trying to catch their breath.

"You love me?" Sienna whispered when he removed his hand.

"Yeah. I do."

"But—"

"I know. I know it doesn't change anything." Marcus set her down carefully. "But you said it first. I wanted you to know."

Sienna kissed him—soft and desperate and tasting like salt because she was crying. "This isn't fair."

"I know."

"I don't want it to end."

"Me neither. But—" Marcus fixed his clothes, helped her straighten her dress. "We don't have a choice."

"We could. We could tell everyone. Figure it out—"

"And then what? You're twenty. I'm forty-two. I'm married to your best friend's mother. This would destroy everything." Marcus cupped her face. "I love you. But we can't."

Sienna was crying harder now. "I know. I know, but—"

The bathroom door opened. Female voices, chattering.

"Go," Marcus whispered. "I'll wait a minute."

Sienna kissed him one last time, then slipped out of the stall. Marcus waited, listening to her wash her hands, exchange pleasantries with whoever had entered, leave.

Then he waited another minute before emerging, washing his hands, checking his reflection. He looked wrecked—hair messy, shirt wrinkled, his eyes carrying a thousand emotions he couldn't name.

When he returned to the table, everyone was looking at their phones, distracted. Nobody noticed he'd been gone too long. Nobody noticed Sienna's eyes were red.

Nobody knew their world was ending.



Charlotte passed out at 10:30 PM—too much wine at dinner, stumbling into bed still in her dress. Kayla came home at 11, said goodnight, closed herself in her room for the last time.

Which left Marcus sitting alone on the balcony, staring at the dark Gulf, nursing bourbon and trying not to think about tomorrow.

The sliding door opened. Sienna stepped out in one of his t-shirts and nothing else.

"Can't sleep," she said.

"Me neither."

She sat in his lap, curled against him like she belonged there. They sat in silence for a long time, listening to the waves, feeling the warm night air against their skin.

"Charlotte's divorcing me," Marcus finally said.

Sienna sat up. "What?"

"She told me before dinner. Said she wants to separate. Maybe divorce. That we're not making each other happy."

"Does she know? About us?"

"I don't think so. I think she just... knows the marriage is over." Marcus stroked Sienna's hair. "It doesn't change anything. Between us. You know that, right?"

"I know." Sienna was quiet for a moment. "But maybe... maybe after enough time passes. After the divorce is final. After everything settles down. Maybe we could—"

"Sienna."

"I know. I know it's impossible. But let me have this." She looked up at him, eyes shining in the moonlight. "Let me believe that someday, somehow, we could figure it out."

Marcus kissed her instead of answering. Because the truth was he wanted to believe it too. Wanted to believe that this wasn't just a vacation fling, that what they'd built over these seven days could survive in the real world.

But he knew better.

"Make love to me," Sienna whispered. "One last time. Out here under the stars like that first night."

They spread blankets on the balcony floor, stripped naked under the moon. And they made love slowly, tenderly, like they were trying to memorize every sensation. Marcus worshipped every inch of her body—kissing her neck, her breasts, her stomach, between her thighs. Sienna cried the whole time, quiet tears tracking down her cheeks.

When Marcus finally pushed inside her, they both gasped. Her pussy was swollen and tender from a week of constant fucking, but she was still wet, still ready for him.

"I love you," Marcus murmured, moving slowly inside her. "I love you so fucking much."

"I love you too," Sienna sobbed. "I don't want this to end. I don't want to go back to pretending—"

"Shhh. Not yet. We still have tonight."

They made love for hours—slow and gentle, then harder, then slow again. They came together multiple times, until they were both exhausted and covered in sweat and cum and tears. And finally, as the first hint of dawn touched the horizon, they fell asleep tangled together on the balcony floor.

One last time.



Marcus woke to someone shaking him.

"Dad! DAD!"

He jerked awake, disoriented. Kayla stood over him, eyes wide with shock. Sienna was still asleep against his chest, both of them naked, blankets barely covering them.

"What the fuck?" Kayla hissed.

Marcus's heart stopped. "Kayla—"

"Don't. Just—" She backed away, hand over her mouth. "Oh my god. Oh my god, are you—have you been—"

Sienna woke, saw Kayla, grabbed the blanket to cover herself. "Kayla, wait—"

"You're fucking my stepdad? My STEPDAD?" Kayla's voice was getting louder. "How long? How long has this been going on?"

"Kayla, please, just let us explain—" Sienna started.

"Explain what? That you've been screwing him behind my mom's back? Behind MY back?" Kayla was crying now. "You're my best friend! How could you—"

The master bedroom door opened. Charlotte emerged in her nightgown, hair messy from sleep. "What's all the yelling—"

She saw them. Saw Marcus and Sienna naked on the balcony, blankets around them, the obvious evidence of what they'd been doing.

"Oh," Charlotte said quietly.

The silence that followed was deafening.

"It's not—" Marcus started.

"Don't." Charlotte held up one hand. "Just... don't."

"Mom, did you know?" Kayla demanded. "Did you know he was—"

"No. But I suspected something was off." Charlotte looked at Marcus, and her expression was unreadable. Not angry. Not hurt. Just... tired. "I suppose this makes the divorce easier."

"You're getting divorced?" Kayla's voice pitched higher. "When were you going to tell me?"

"After we got home." Charlotte walked back into the suite. "Everyone pack. We're leaving. Now. I'll book earlier flights."

She disappeared into the bedroom, closed the door.

Kayla looked between Marcus and Sienna, her face twisted with betrayal and disgust. "I can't believe you. Either of you. You're disgusting."

She stormed off, slamming her bedroom door hard enough to rattle the frame.

Marcus and Sienna sat in stunned silence.

"Fuck," Marcus finally said.

"Yeah." Sienna started gathering her clothes with shaking hands. "I should—I need to—"

"Sienna—"

"Don't." She pulled the t-shirt over her head, grabbed the rest of her clothes. "This is over. You know it is. We got caught. There's no coming back from this."

"We can explain—"

"Explain what? That we fell in love? That this week was—" Her voice broke. "It doesn't matter. It's over."

She left, disappearing into the guest bedroom, closing the door quietly behind her.

Marcus sat alone on the balcony as the sun rose, the morning they were supposed to fly home anyway, and felt his world collapse.



Charlotte had booked them on separate flights.

Marcus flew alone, staring out the window at clouds, nursing a drink the flight attendant kept refilling without being asked. His phone had thirty-seven missed calls from Kayla, fifteen from Charlotte's lawyer. Everything was moving fast—the divorce, the separation, the complete destruction of his life.

Worth it, some part of him whispered. For seven days with her, it was worth it.

But that was a lie. It wasn't worth hurting Kayla, wasn't worth the betrayal, wasn't worth losing everything.

Except he'd do it again. If he could go back, knowing how it ended, he'd still make the same choice.

Because he loved her.



The divorce was finalized on a Tuesday.

Marcus signed the papers in his lawyer's office, trying to feel something—relief, sadness, anything. He felt numb. He'd moved into a small apartment in Marina del Rey, started therapy, spent most nights alone drinking bourbon and trying not to think about her.

Kayla wasn't speaking to him. Charlotte had full custody, not that Kayla was home much anyway—she'd started college at USC, barely came back to either parent's place. The one time Marcus had tried to talk to her, she'd told him to lose her number.

He hadn't seen or heard from Sienna since that morning in Florida.

Until his phone buzzed with a message from an unknown number.

Unknown: It's me. I know I shouldn't reach out. I know this is probably a bad idea. But I can't stop thinking about you. About those seven days. About everything we said and did and felt. I love you. I never stopped loving you. If you want to see me, I'll be at Manhattan Beach Pier tomorrow at sunset. If you don't show up, I'll understand. But I have to try. -S

Marcus stared at the message for a long time.

He should delete it. Should block the number. Should move on with his life and let her move on with hers.

But at 6:47 PM the next day, he was standing on Manhattan Beach Pier, watching the sun sink into the Pacific, his heart pounding.

And then he saw her.

Sienna walked toward him through the crowd of tourists and fishermen, wearing jeans and a sweater, her hair longer than he remembered, her face both familiar and changed by six months of time and distance.

She stopped ten feet away. "Hi."

"Hi."

"I wasn't sure you'd come."

"Neither was I." Marcus took a step closer. "How are you?"

"Miserable." Sienna laughed, but it was brittle. "Kayla won't talk to me. I had to move back in with my mom. I've been working at a bookstore trying to figure out what to do with my life." She paused. "I think about you constantly. About what we had. About what we could have if—"

"If what?"

"If we were brave enough to try." Sienna closed the distance between them. "I know it's complicated. I know everyone would judge us. I know it might not work. But Marcus—I love you. I've loved you since before Florida, and six months apart hasn't changed that."

Marcus looked at her—really looked at her. Twenty-one now. Still young, still beautiful, still the girl who'd changed everything that week in paradise.

"Kayla will never forgive us," he said.

"Maybe not. Maybe someday. But I can't keep living my life for other people's approval." Sienna took his hand. "I want you. I want to try. Even if it's hard. Even if people talk. Even if—"

Marcus kissed her.

The sun set behind them, painting the sky in shades of fire and gold, and Marcus kissed Sienna like he should have kissed her that last morning. Like he should have fought for her instead of letting her walk away.

"I love you," he murmured against her mouth. "I've been miserable without you."

"So let's stop being miserable." Sienna pulled back, smiling through tears. "Let's figure this out. Together."

"It won't be easy."

"I don't care."

"People will judge us."

"Let them."

Marcus pulled her close, breathed in the scent of her—vanilla and clean laundry and something uniquely Sienna. "Okay. Let's try."

And standing there on Manhattan Beach Pier as the sun sank into the ocean and the first stars emerged overhead, Marcus felt something he hadn't felt in six months.

Hope.

Maybe paradise wasn't just seven days in Florida.

Maybe paradise was anywhere she was.

Maybe they'd found their way back after all.
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