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“We only got here this morning,” I say. “How have you hooked up already?”

“What can I say?” Marissa smiles. “I don’t believe in wasting time.”

“But you’re here with your father,” I say.

“Yeah,” she teases. “But did you see the abs on Palo?”

"I just don’t know how you can be ditching me,” I say.

“I’m not ditching you,” she replies. “You can hang out with my father.”

I sigh, knowing that I can not win this argument. 

It’s not that I didn’t want to hang out with Mr. Miler, Marissa’s father. It’s that I didn’t trust myself to hang out with the man I’ve had a crush on for the longest time.

What if I let something slip.

“Look,” Marissa continues. “You know I love you...” She rolls her eyes, “and my dad, too.”

“Yeah,” I reply, knowing that I am about to agree with whatever wild scheme she is going to ask me to do. Being her friend for all of high school and three years of college has taught me that much.

“But did you see the bulge in his speedos?” Marissa asks.

“Jeez, Marissa,” I respond. For one brief moment I am thinking about her father. Before I realize she is talking about Palo.

“Just cover for me while I hang out with him for a bit,” Marissa says.” That’s all I ask.”

“You can’t expect me to lie to your father just so you can hook up with some Caribbean beach bum,” I say.  But I know that I am going to do just that.

“He’s a lifeguard, not a beach bum,” she replies. “And anyway, you don't have to lie. Just say that I’m in bed. It won’t be a lie.” She gives me a knowing smile.

“Good god.” I feel a flush spread across my cheeks. “You can’t be serious.”

“Come on,'' she says. “It won’t be the first time you’ve covered for me.”

“Yeah,” I reply. “But with your father?”

“Oh don’t give me that,” she says. “I know you two are best buds.”

“You do?” Suddenly my heart freezes. Does she know my true feelings for her father?

“Sure,” she replies. “You two are always going on about your nerdy si-fI stuff.”

“Star Trek,” I automatically reply, momentarily reassured that she didn’t know my true secret.

“Look you can even wear my hot pink bikini,” she offers, as she pulls the bikini out of her suitcase and hands it to me. “I know you secretly want to be more daring than the bikinis you let yourself buy.”

“I do?” I reply.

“You do,” she assures me. “You definitely do.”

“I don’t know,” I say, as I take the bikini from her. “I've never worn a thong before. And the top barely covers anything.”

"Well, you won’t have to worry about that once you get to the beach,” she says.

“What do you mean?” I look up from the scrap of fabric that I hold in my hand.

“All the beaches here are topless,” she says.

“Topless,” I reply, once again shocked.

“Don’t worry.” She smiles at the expression on my face. “It’s not compulsory.”

“But you’re going to,” I say.

“Of course,” she replies, rolling her shoulders and jiggling her breasts.

“So you’re going to be walking around all day, wearing nothing but bikini bottoms, with some hot gigolo that you just met a few hours ago.”

“Well, I’m not sure how much walking we’ll do.” She gives me that teasing smile once again. “Or how long the bikini bottoms will stay on for.”

“Jeez, Marissa,” I say, yet again.

But, truth be told, all this talk of her hooking up was beginning to have an effect on me. Especially as it meant that I was going to be spending time with her father, alone.

A man who I have had a crush on since before I knew what boys were.

“Anyway, just tell dad that I’m jet lagged and that I’m sleeping it off. Ok?”

“Oh, ok,” I relent. “Not that I can ever say no to you anyway.”

“That’s the spirit,” Marissa smiles as she heads into the shower.
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There is a knock on my door. 

“Hold on,” I call.

All I’m wearing is a pair of shorts, so I pull on a t-shirt before opening the door. 

To find Hannah standing there with a cute smile on her face.

“Hi, Mr. Miller,” she says.

“Matthew,” I reply. “Or better yet, Matt.” I step back and let her enter my room.

I have to admit that having her walk into my room is igniting all sorts of inappropriate fantasies in my mind.

Despite the innocence of the situation, I can’t help but feel vaguely guilty at being alone with her in my hotel room. No matter that nothing was going to happen, it still felt illicit somehow. Perhaps because I had fantasized about things happening between Hannah and myself so often.

It was one of the reasons that I let my daughter, Marissa, persuade me to accompany them. Though I did need to relax and unwind, and I really had no one else that I would rather go with. The only other people I really knew were the people I worked with. And I wasn't going to spend my time off with any of them.

“I have some bad news,” Hannah says.

“Bad news?” I was more puzzled than concerned.

“Yes. Marissa is feeling a bit under the weather,” Hannah says.

"Under the weather?” I look across the hall at the door to the girl’s room. “Perhaps I should check on her.” I take a step.

“No!” Hannah says.

I pause in the doorway and turn to look at her.

“She’s... um, sleeping,” Hannah says.

“Sleeping?” I was even more puzzled.

“Yes,” Hannah replies. “Jet lag,” she adds quickly.

“Jet lag?” I glance at the door across the hall once more.

“Yes. She has jet lag and wants to sleep it off,” Hannah says.

“Jet lag,” I repeat. I turn back to face Hannah, putting my hand out to stop the room door from swinging closed behind her. A closed hotel room door seems way more than I could handle at the moment. Not with Hannah on the inside of the closed door with me.

“I would have thought she would be raring to go out and start partying,” I say.

“Yes.” Hannah kind of blushes a little. "That sounds more like her, doesn't it."

"But Jet lag," I say.

"Jet Lag," she nods.

"I guess we'd better let her sleep it off then," I say.

"Yes," Hannah says.

We say nothing and neither of us moves.

"So what are you going to do?" I ask.

"Do?" Hannah replies.

"While Marissa recovers," I say.

"Oh, Yeah," she says. "I hadn't thought of that."

"Well, I guess we could hang out without her," I suggest. I realize as I say it that this would be the first time that Hannah and I would be alone together without Marissa. After all, Hannah is my daughter's friend, not mine.

"Um, yes, sure," Hannah says.

"You don't have to," I say, secretly hoping that she wants to, so I can indulge in my taboo fantasy for a few hours.

"No, I'd like to," Hannah replies.

"Cool," I say. Then wince inside at using such a lame word. But "lame" is probably a lame word to use too.

“Why don’t we meet down in the bar in fifteen minutes,” she suggests.

“Ok,” I agree.

"I'll go get ready," Hannah says. And she walks past me out of the room.

"Won't you disturb Marissa?" I ask.

"Don't worry, Mr. Miller, I'll be very quiet," she smiles as she opens the door across the hall.

"Matt," I say as she closes her hotel door.

I stare at the door for a long moment.

I can't believe that I am going to be hanging out with just Hannah.

I take a deep breath. I'd better control myself. It's one thing to have private fantasies about your daughter's best friend, but if I were to let anything slip I know that I would ruin not just my relationship with Hannah, but also with my daughter.

I cross my room and step out onto the balcony to clear my head.

But as I look out all I see is a lot of naked flesh arrayed across the golden sands, reminding me of all the fun, and sexy, times people are having all around me.

I turn and go back inside. I need to get ready for my non-date with Hannah.
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I walk across the hall and open the door to our room just in time to catch Marissa as she was leaving.

"Can't stop. Gotta party," she says as she rushes past me.

"I still can't believe you're ditching me and your father for some pool boy," I say.

"Not a pool boy, a lifeguard," she smiles in response. "And you like my father."

I feel my face blush. If only she knew how much I liked her father. But I say, "That's not the point."

"Yes, it is." She gives me a quick peck on the cheek as a goodbye and says, "See you tomorrow."

"Tomorrow?" I respond.

She just smiles over her shoulder at me as she hurries down the corridor.

"Well, I..." I say to myself as I step into our room and close the door. And realize that means that I will be alone with Mr. Miller, all day and all evening.

"All night long?" I look at myself in the mirror.

Then I blink and shake my head.

I have got to get over these fantasies. There is no way that Mr. Miller can be in any way interested in me. I'm sure he sees our relationship as purely platonic. How else could he see me? I'm his daughter's best friend after all.

I'm virtually her sister.

Then I see the scraps of material that Marissa calls a bikini lying on the bed. And I think, He's not going to feel very platonic if he
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