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      Amber

      

      How would I describe myself?

      

      Single mom.

      Strong as steel.

      Stupid – because I listen to my heart and not my head.

      

      Logan

      

      This job interview was supposed to get Amber in front of me so I could apologize for hurting her. So I could figure out how to get a second chance to make her mine.

      

      I don’t care if she’s had kids since us – I’ve always wanted to be a dad.

      She’s my best friend’s li’l sis – we’ll figure that out.

      I’ve got money – but I can’t buy her.

      I was her first – she was mine.

      I want her to be my last.

      

      Wait…is that even possible?
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      Logan ran his hand through his medium length brown hair, staring down at the fourth shot he had taken that night. It was good being home from the dorms, at least as home as he was ever going to get, what with him living with the Stark family since he was in high school. He looked up as Jordan, his best friend, walked up and sat down on the stool next to him, shaking his head.

      Logan leaned back, looking over at the gaggle of girls Jordan had just been talking to. “No dice?”

      Jordan took his shot and put up two fingers, signaling the bartender for another round. His dark hair and blue eyes made him a magnet to girls, but his laissez faire attitude put up red flags for most of them. “They are all celebrating graduating from college. They have that ‘we can tackle the world’ kind of attitude right now. I’m sure they’ll come off of it eventually. I didn’t really want to spend my night listening to a girl talk about her future aspirations, anyway.”

      Logan lifted an eyebrow. “You sure are a lady’s man.”

      Jordan snorted. “My wallet is a lady’s man. I just have nice hair and good eyes, or so I’ve been told.”

      Logan took a sip of his drink, chuckling. “Your mom tell you that?”

      Jordan nudged him. “Very funny. I like how you are a junior in college, yet you have the mindset of a high school kid.”

      Logan tilted his head back and forth with a smile. “You know me, gotta stay young at heart.”

      Jordan took his other shot. “You know how you keep yourself young? You fucking get laid every once in a while. Seriously, girls fall all over themselves for you, and you brush it off like it’s nothing. I’ve never seen you take a girl home.”

      Logan shrugged. “That’s because I’ve never taken a girl home. I mean, I don’t know why you would have thought that would have changed at this point. It’s not like I’ve never had a blow job or messed around, just not the full length of the field yet. By choice, obviously.”

      Jordan shook his head as if he were disappointed. “Hey, it’s your life, bro. You’re the one missing out.”

      “Oh yeah, between your stories of clingy ass chicks and the hell you go through to get away from them, I really feel I’m losing out,” Logan replied.

      Jordan slapped him on the back. “All worth it in the moment. So, how did last semester go? You come up with any genius ideas for your company?”

      Logan rolled his eyes. “I know I want a tech company, hands down. It’s so hard to get into that shit, though. There is an internship across the country I have my eye on. I don’t want to leave L.A., but if it gets me rolling, I’ll do it. I don’t want to be a slave to the man for the rest of my days. How about you?”

      Jordan scoffed. “You know that college shit was for show. I’ve got the production company to inherit in a few years. Until then, I’ll try to get through the bullshit with my father, and just enjoy myself. I plan on doing a little work this summer, since they’re producing a Helena Alvarez flick, and she is smoking hot.”

      Logan lifted an eyebrow. “Yeah, because you have a chance at that.”

      Jordan laughed. “Hey, man, you never know unless you try. Besides, Dad wants me to get the ropes down early. You know there’s a place there for you, in a heartbeat. Dad thinks of you like a son.”

      Logan nodded. “I know. I just really don’t want to do the whole movie thing; it’s not me. I’ve got real ideas and plans, and I want to see those through.”

      Jordan looked over his shoulder. “That’s great, man, but uh, right now I am about to see Alexa through. She just came in with a cute friend. Why don’t you come over with me? They are sure things.”

      Logan glanced over at the girls. “Nah, thanks though. I’m seeing double. I think I’m actually gonna grab a cab and head home. It’s almost two, anyway.”

      Jordan sighed. “Alright man, your loss. I’ve got the tab, just don’t be too loud when you go in. Don’t want to wake up Amber. She just got done with all the graduation celebrations and I’m sure she crashed already.”

      Logan finished his drink and patted his friend on the shoulder. “You got it, buddy. Don’t knock anyone up and don’t piss anyone off too bad.”

      Jordan smirked. “I’ll do my best on the pissing people off thing, and there will be no babies for this guy. Got the ultra-heavy duty made of reinforced steel condoms.”

      Logan grimaced. “That sounds absolutely miserable, but hey, whatever floats your boat, right?”

      Jordan laughed as he walked off toward the girls, putting his arms up and draping them over the two of them. Logan just shook his head with a grin and pulled out his phone. He dialed up the app for Uber and ordered a car, taking a seat on one of the benches outside of the bar in the meantime. He was a bit more plastered than he had thought he was. He gripped the handle of the arm rest and attempted to make himself look sober as people passed by on the street. The bars were closing soon, so there would be an onslaught of drunk people trying to get a cab. It would probably take a hot moment.

      Logan stared over at a group of people leaving the bar across the street. There were two very hot girls with their very handsome significant others. He had planned to be one of those guys; had watched all the videos and how to’s, attracted them right and left, but for some reason never fully followed through with it. After his parents deaths, he had buckled down, trying to make a future for himself because though the Stark family had taken him in and treated him like one of their own, he knew eventually it would just be him. He had to create stability for himself. Right then, however, he just wanted his Uber to show up so he could try to put some food in his stomach.

      “Are you Logan?” he heard a voice call out.

      He opened one eye and saw the Uber driver with the back-passenger door open. Logan nodded and groaned as he got up, trying to walk in a straight line to the car. The driver just chuckled. He was a thin, middle-aged man with a bowler hat. Logan was pretty sure that in any other situation, he would have shied away from a driver like that, but weird was the name of the night, so he went with it.

      As the driver climbed in and put the address in his GPS he chuckled again, looking in the rearview mirror. “Going home alone on a beautiful night like this?”

      Logan scoffed drunkenly. “My best friend will make up for it, trust me. Besides, I’m way too drunk to not make a fool of myself.”

      The driver headed down the block and up to the gates of the house, letting him off there. He leaned in and gave him a cash tip. The driver held it up and smiled. “Sometimes all it takes is being a bit of fool. You remember that, in the future.”

      Logan put the security key in and stumbled across the courtyard to the front door. He held the doorknob tightly, straightening himself up, even though he figured at three in the morning everyone would be in bed. He crept into the house and across the marble entrée way floor, deciding food was the best option. As he rounded the corner, he ran straight into Amber, Logan’s little sister. Well, not so little anymore. She slammed into his chest and backed up, looking at him strangely.

      Logan put out his hands and touched her shoulders. “Oh man, I’m sorry Amber. Shit. I was just… food I think.”

      Amber giggled rubbing her forehead, her bright blue eyes shimmering even in the dark of the hallway. “Are you… are you drunk?”

      Logan held his fingers up. “Just a tad. I thought everyone would be asleep.”

      His knees shook and he stumbled to the side, catching himself on the wall. Amber put both eyebrows up and one hand on his side to steady him. “I was up studying for my placement exams at Yale. Why don’t you come into the kitchen and sit down? You could probably use some food and water.”

      Logan got his footing, feeling the warm tingle of her hand on his side. He pushed the feeling to the background and rubbed his face. “But you just graduated, like, yesterday from high school. You don’t take those exams for weeks.”

      Amber shrugged, turning him toward the kitchen. “I know, but I want to be ready. I don’t want to end up in some remedial math class with a bunch of idiots.”

      Logan walked with her. “Do they even have those at Yale?”

      Amber pursed her lips. “They have those everywhere.”

      She flipped the light on in the large kitchen and motioned to one of the chairs at the breakfast bar. Logan watched as she walked over to the fridge, noticing the tiny shorts and slinky tank top she was wearing. The sight of her standing there barefoot, with her long, dark hair cascading down her back sent a shiver to all the right places. He diverted his eyes as she turned around, carrying a loaf of bread, some mustard, cheese, and lunch meat.

      Logan tried to think of what to say, but his mind was foggy from the whiskey. “So, tell me again what you want to study there?” he said, struggling.

      Amber tilted her head back and forth as she started making him a sandwich. “History is my first choice, but dad thinks I need to go for something like business. I don’t know, they said I can choose after my first year, so I can get in the swing of things and do some research for the future. All my attention up to this point was just getting into Yale.”

      She finished up his sandwich and put it in front of him, filling a glass with water. He touched his finger to the bread, lots of different thoughts running through his mind, but mostly how he could see the curve of her perfect breasts through her tank top. He picked up the sandwich and took a bite, glad that he was getting something into his stomach.

      He looked up at her and saw her watching him eat. Her cheeks turned red. “Anyway, that should help soak up some of the alcohol. Let me guess, my brother is going home with yet another girl.”

      Logan grinned. “You know him oh so well.”

      Amber shook her head and started putting things back into the fridge. “Unfortunately, I do, and all of his nasty habits. I can only imagine what will happen when he falls in love with one of them one day. Poor girl.”

      They both laughed, knowing how much Amber adored her brother, but how much of a hot mess Jordan was most of the time. Logan eyed Amber again, this time feeling the strength of the liquid courage coursing through him. He stood up, a bit wobbly, and walked over behind Amber, sliding his hands around her waist from behind and leaning down, whispering into her ear. “I figured it would be a good time to tell you how fucking sexy I think you are. I’ve always thought it, and my dreams about you at night are too hot to handle sometimes. I can’t hold it back any longer.”

      Amber turned around and faced him, looking into his big green eyes. She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him back with a smile. “Go eat your sandwich; you are drunk and confused. Trust me, we will laugh about this in the morning.”

      Logan sat back down sheepishly, knowing there wouldn’t be any laughter on his side.
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      Taylor took a sip of her iced tea and pulled her hair up into a knot on the back of her head. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkling as she recanted the tale of a romantic night with her boyfriend, Casey, the week before. Amber was leaning forward on one hand, smiling at her best friend, so glad she was happy.

      “It was nuts, seriously girl. It was way more than I expected from him,” Taylor gushed.

      Amber grinned. “He doesn’t come off like the romantic type that’s for sure, but he is probably different behind the scenes.”

      Taylor blotted her lips with her napkin. “He was when it came to this. I mean, he knew it was my first time and that I wanted it to be special. He laid down roses, he lit candles, and he was so gentle with me.”

      Amber picked up her head. “So, it didn’t hurt?”

      Taylor shook her hand from side to side. “I mean nothing like what they tell you it’s going to feel like. We’ve messed around a lot over the years, though. It definitely was special losing my virginity to my high school sweetheart. I swear, we are going to be the minority of couples that make it through college in one piece. At least I really hope so.”

      Amber waved her hands. “He adores you. He waited patiently for four years and then went out of his way to make it amazing. He wouldn’t have done all that if he wasn’t planning on forever with you. Guys these days are too impatient. They know they can go out and get it wherever, so it takes some caring to do what he did.”

      Taylor sighed with a smile. “I know. He’s the best.”

      Amber cleared her throat and lowered her voice. “Besides all the excitement of the first time, how was he?”

      Taylor leaned forward and stretched her hands nine inches apart. “He was more than adequate if you know what I mean, and he definitely had the motion of the ocean to go with it. I had two orgasms by the time we were done with the first round.”

      Amber gasped. “The first? How many times?”

      Taylor shrugged with a smirk. “Several. It’s like once the first time is done with there is no holding back. All the inhibitions are out the window.”

      Amber playfully fanned herself with her napkin. “I wouldn’t even know what to do. I would be fumbling all over the place.”

      “Nah, once you’re in it you kind of feel your way through it. Plus, it was the first time for both of us, so a couple elbows were thrown and laughter was involved. It made it all that much more special.” Taylor smiled as the waitress approached, refilling her drink.

      Amber sat up and waited for the girl to walk away. “Well, maybe in college I’ll figure it all out. My life has been an endless stream of preparations to get into school.”

      Taylor grumped. “Yeah, but there has to be someone in your sights, right? I mean, some guy that makes you feel tingly all over, gives you butterflies when you see him? This is your last free summer for years. I mean, people usually come home from college in the summer, but I know you. You’ll be taking summer classes just to get through it faster.”

      Amber lifted her eyebrows. “Well, summer classes are cheaper, that’s for sure. And you know how my dad likes it when I say cheaper. Anyway, I have to prepare for Yale, entrance exams, and the summer assignments I’ll have. I won’t have any time for summer romance. What’s the point anyway? It will end in tears, on his end, and me just wishing I had studied more.”

      Taylor laughed. “You are crazy. You do have emotions in there I’ve seen them. All I’m saying is, don’t let life pass you by because of school. You are more than capable of meeting someone and doing well at Yale. I know this because of all the extracurricular you did in high school, coupled with becoming the class valedictorian.”

      Amber rolled her eyes. “Extracurricular is way different than a relationship. I just have to stay in super hyper focus mode for one last summer, and then I will have everything I worked so hard for. Once I’m there I can open my eyes to beyond that. I know you think I don’t think about these things, but I do. I want a family one day, a husband, maybe some kids, but I have time. If mister right just landed on my doorstep it’s not like I would send him away, but there hasn’t been anyone amazing enough to draw me away from what I’m focused on.”

      Taylor took a bite of her salad, nodding her head. “I know, I get it. I am super proud of you for being the person you are. You are so damn driven. If I had even a quarter of that fight I would be going to Yale with you, but instead me and Casey are going to do the local college circuit and get a place together. We don’t want to be apart and neither one of us has the motivation that you had. In fact, I’m starting to think you sucked the high school dry of it.”

      Amber laughed as she picked up her sandwich. “No, I just didn’t get caught up in the sparkly stuff, you know? I didn’t want to be a fool and think I could have it all. So I gave up certain things. I don’t regret it, at least not yet. I’m too busy picking out Yale hoodies and preparing for freshman English Lit in the fall.”

      Taylor reached across and touched Amber’s hand. “I’m going to miss you. We’re all going to miss you. Your brother will be lost and Logan will be sad, too. Everyone loves you.”

      Amber blushed. “I’ll miss you guys too… actually… never mind.”

      Taylor lifted an eyebrow. “Uh, no. What were you going to say?”

      Amber put down her sandwich and wiped her hands. “It’s just something weird that happened last night, but I don’t want to blow it out of proportion.”

      Taylor leaned forward excitedly. “Oh my God. Tell me, what is it?”

      Amber took in a deep breath. “So last night, or this morning, really, Logan came in at like three AM completely plastered. He rounded the corner and almost fell right over me. I took him into the kitchen, made him a sandwich, got him some water, and we talked. It was just normal conversation, nothing crazy. My brother had gone off with some girl for the night.”

      Taylor scoffed. “Of course.”

      Amber giggled. “Anyway, I went to put the sandwich stuff in the refrigerator and the next thing I know, I feel Logan’s hands around my waist. He was telling me about how sexy I was, how he dreams about me and so on.”

      Taylor’s mouth dropped wide open. “Oh my God! What did you do? Did you kiss him? Tell me you kissed him.”

      Amber wrinkled her nose. “No! He could barely even stand up straight. Honestly, I think it was the alcohol talking. He was confused, I was in my pajamas, and he didn’t know what he was saying. I gracefully pushed him back and told him he was drunk and that we would laugh about it later.”

      Taylor put on knowing face. “Girl, you are crazy. I have seen the way that Logan looks at you. It started like his junior year in college. You went through a crazy growth spurt, your tits got huge and you became this curvy goddess. Every time you walk by him he sneaks a glance. I think it was the alcohol too, but only the fact that it lowered his inhibitions enough to tell you the truth. The dude totally wants you in the worst way.”

      Amber rested her face on her hand again. “You think? No. No that is not true. He thinks of me as a little sister.”

      Taylor shook her head. “No, he doesn’t. He thinks of you as a beautiful woman that he shared a house with during those tough years in his life. He thinks of you as family but the friend kind of family, not the platonic kind of family. I totally think you should hit that before you leave.”

      Amber giggled again, shaking her head. “Hit that? You lose your virginity and all of a sudden you are talking like Lil’ Kim? I am not going to hit that or anything else that goes along those lines of vocabulary. Besides, I don’t think you’re right. I think you are creating it in your head because you want me to find a man.”

      Taylor shrugged. “I want you to be happy, whatever that means. And I didn’t make it up, I just didn’t say anything until now because I didn’t want you to feel weird around him in your own house.”

      “I wouldn’t, and I don’t, because I don’t think it’s true,” Amber said resolutely.

      Taylor put down her fork, a dreamy look coming into her eyes. “It was like a dream come true for you though, wasn’t it? Don’t think I have forgotten the crush that you’ve had on that boy since he came to stay at your house.”

      Amber could feel the heat in her chest all over again. “I know. It was a school girl crush, that’s all.”

      “It was fun, though. Remember how we used to sit up and giggle about him all night and then try to catch glimpses of him from the pool? He was always so cool with your brother, never showing a vulnerable side.” Taylor wiggled her eyebrows.

      Amber threw her napkin at Taylor. “Stop. Yes, I had a huge crush on him, up until, well…”

      Taylor pointed her finger at her. “I knew it! You still have a crush on him. Oh my God, you have to act on this. It’s not weird now, because you are both out of school, and you are leaving, so if it does get weird you can vanish. Of course, you would have to hide it from your brother.”

      Amber lifted her shoulders wearily. “He would castrate him on the kitchen counter. Jordan is more protective of me than my own father is. No one is good enough for me, not even his best friend in the whole world.”

      Amber realized what she was saying and shook her head back and forth. “Doesn’t matter anyway, because it’s not going to happen. He’s probably already brooding over what he said, if he remembers. He will avoid me for several days and then act like nothing ever happened. Trust me, he is not really interested in me, and I’m not going to suck myself off into some fantasy land where my feelings are going to get hurt.”

      Taylor pouted. “Fine, but if anything else happens, you have to tell me immediately. I must know everything that is going on this summer, because once you leave for Yale and make your smart friends, I will be a memory in the past.”

      “You are ridiculous, I will never just forget about you. And as far as Logan is concerned, I can promise you your phone will be staying silent.”

      Taylor changed the subject to a wedding she had to go to in a week, but Amber’s mind lingered on Logan. She couldn’t help but wonder if there was any bit of truth in what Taylor said. She couldn’t deny that ever since that morning she couldn’t get his hands on her body off her mind. He was starting to infiltrate every thought she had, and that was exactly what she didn’t want to happen.
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      Logan sat in his room with the television on, every now and then glancing at the hall to see if Amber had come home yet from shopping with her mom. She had been on his mind ever since the morning before, and he couldn’t just act like nothing at all had happened. The truth was, part of him didn’t regret saying what he said at all; it had been a truth that had been boiling in his belly for a long time. The manner in which he said it, he had to admit, was probably not the best. On top of that, he didn’t want things to be weird between them; they were the only family he really had.

      The sound of footsteps coming up the stairs caught his attention and he shifted on the bed, trying to look nonchalant. He watched from the corner of his eye as Amber passed by his room, toting several shopping bags. She was dressed in a long flowing sundress and her brown hair wisped around her as she walked. A tingle of nerves and heat blew through his belly, but he pushed it back, knowing he had to try to smooth things over.

      He sat up in his bed and muted the television, giving Amber a few moments to situate her things. Slowly, he made his way out of the bedroom and down the hall to her open door. He leaned against the doorframe and put one hand in his pocket, watching as she pulled the clothes out of the shopping bags and held them up to herself in her long mirror. He smiled as her eyes shifted up in the reflection, seeing him standing behind her. Her cheeks grew red and she folded the dress over in her hands, turning around.

      “That’s nice, is that for school in the fall?” Logan asked.

      Amber shrugged, walking to the bed and laying it down. “Not sure. Mom just was on one of her shopping kicks, so I went along with it.”

      “It’s pretty. You’ll look nice in it,” Logan replied.

      Amber didn’t say anything, just grinned and looked down. Logan took a deep breath and walked a few steps into the room. “Look, I want to apologize for what I said the other morning. I was drunk… well, that’s not an excuse. I don’t want things to be awkward between the two of us.”

      Amber put up her hands and smiled. “No need to apologize. We all have our moments. We’re good.”

      Logan looked at her suspiciously. “Come on, let me take you to dinner. It’s an ‘I’m sorry’ and a ‘happy graduation’ dinner all in one.”

      Amber paused for a moment and then nodded her head. “I’d like that. Let me just freshen up and I’ll meet you downstairs, okay?”

      Logan nodded and walked to the door, tapping the doorframe as he left. A smile spread across his lips as he hit the hallway, knowing that he was lying, he did feel that way about her. Still, he had to keep his cool. She was important to him, and he couldn’t let the confessions of a drunk man ruin that for him.

      He headed downstairs and waited in the entrance way, looking around at all the pictures of them as a family on the walls. The sound of Amber’s footsteps grabbed his attention, and he looked up to see her coming down the stairs in the dress she had been holding in front of herself at the mirror. The front was loose and flowing, cascading down to the floor. As she turned on the staircase he could see that her back was completely exposed. The mauve color and the sheer light fabric complemented her light skin and dark features perfectly. He had to push away the sparks shooting through his chest.

      He put out his arm and she took it. “Shall we?”

      He led her out to his Jeep, parked out front, and closed the passenger door for her. He jumped into the driver’s seat, and they headed out like they had so many times before. This time, though, was different. It was quiet, but not in an awkward way. He cruised through LA to the beaches just outside of the city. There was a restaurant there that he knew she loved.

      “You know everything I like, don’t you?” she laughed.

      Logan shrugged. “I pay attention from time to time.”

      The two went inside and sat down at a table. Logan ordered a soda and Amber lifted an eyebrow. “No alcohol this evening?”

      Logan chuckled. “Figured I had enough alcohol the other night for a little while. I don’t want to mess up dinner with my drunken rambling.”

      Amber laughed. Immediately the conversation turned to school, his ideas for business, and everything in between. They talked as if nothing had happened, and it was one of the best conversations Logan could remember ever having with her. He couldn’t help but be caught off guard by how lively and beautiful she was, sitting in the restaurant, excitedly talking about her future. Her laugh was absolutely intoxicating to him.

      Before he knew it, the time had flown by and they were nearly the last people inside the restaurant. “We should probably get out of these people’s hair.”

      Amber pouted. “I was having so much fun.”

      Logan put his card in the bill holder and handed it to the waitress. “Then let’s not let it end. I know a secret spot on the beach where we can go and sit. There should be a blanket in the back of my Jeep to sit on.”

      Amber smiled at the waitress as she returned. “That sounds perfect. I haven’t spent enough time at the beach lately, anyway.”

      Logan signed the receipt and closed the bill holder, pushing back his chair. “Good. Let’s go, then.”

      They walked out of the restaurant and grabbed the blanket from the back of the Jeep. The restaurant was on the beach already, and it was only about a ten-minute walk to the secluded area he had found years before. Logan held Amber’s hand lightly as she took off her sandals and stepped out into the cool sand. He let go of her even though he didn’t want to, and they quietly strode down the beach.

      “Aren’t you going to miss all of this at Yale?” Logan asked.

      Amber nodded. “Of course I am. I’m going to miss the weather, the beach, my family, but I’ve worked so hard to go there. There really is nothing other than moving jitters to hold me here. It’s not like I won’t be back. Hopefully when college is over I can find a job out here, and can be close to family and friends. How about you?”

      “I don’t see myself going anywhere soon. I mean, there’s an internship on the East Coast, but I don’t think I am going to get it. I got my stuff in late for it.”

      Amber swiped her hand across his arm. “You don’t know that. Be positive.”

      Logan chuckled. “You’re always so happy, except during test time. We all stay away during those times. We don’t want to get caught in the cross fire.”

      Amber gasped and slapped him on the arm, both of them laughing. “I guess my whole life was getting into Yale up to this point.”

      Logan looked over at her as they walked. “And now?”

      Amber shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess surviving Yale will be my next adventure.”

      Logan stopped and reached out his hand. “Up over these rocks is our next stop.”

      Amber climbed the rock wall and jumped down into a small alcove of beach, secluded from the rest of the world. All around them were high towering cliffs, and the rock wall kept the rest of the view closed. “How did you find this place?”

      Logan put down the blanket. “I came across it in high school, when I used to come out and just walk. During high tide it’s almost all underwater.”

      Amber sat down at the end of the blanket, her feet digging into the sand. “It’s perfect.”

      Logan couldn’t help but think the same thing, but instead of looking at the beach, his eyes were fixed on Amber. He took a seat next to her and pulled his knees to his chest, his feet in the sand. They sat quietly looking out over the water, watching the waves lap the shore. Amber playfully kicked sand at his feet and he returned it. Back and forth they flirted, tossing sand at each other. Amber laughed loudly as she grabbed a handful and lunged toward him.

      Logan grabbed her hand and they began to wrestle, rolling until he was on top of her, looking down into her eyes. Her hand loosened, and she stared up at him as he gazed down. The passion between them was almost instantaneous, and neither of them could hold back. Logan leaned down and pressed his mouth against hers, tasting the sweetness on her lips. She pulled her hands up and pushed her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer.

      He tilted his head to the side and ran his tongue over her lips, parting them wide and feeling the front of her teeth. He explored her mouth with his, their bodies pressed hard against each other. She pulled her legs apart and lifted them up, wrapping them around his waist. He could feel his cock growing hard and wild inside his pants and he pressed it against her, gently rubbing downward. She gasped slightly, their mouths still locked, and tilted her hips up.

      The throws of passion that they were in were like a vortex, sucking them further and further into each other. Logan was having a hard time catching his breath, wanting nothing more than to rip off her dress and have his way with her. She was so sexy, and her body moved like the waves of the ocean behind him. It was erotic, forbidden, but there was no way that he could give up the opportunity. She was one of the most exciting and beautiful girls he had ever seen, and she was definitely the one he wanted to spend the night with on the beach.

      Heat pushed through Logan’s body, making every part of him pulsate with anticipation. At the same time, though, Amber’s soft skin and warm touch gave him a slight bit of apprehension. He was running head first into something that he had started out the night to apologize for. Apparently, no apology was needed.

      Suddenly, Logan pulled his face from hers, moving a piece of hair from her cheek. He looked at her for several moments, trying to read through the passion on her face. “Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, I know it’s sudden and I know that we are basically family. I just don’t…”

      Amber put her fingers up to his lips shushing him. “I’m sure. I’ve wanted to do this for a very long time. What you said the other night was something I had dreamt I would hear from you. And this… this is perfect.”

      Logan smiled and leaned down, gently kissing her lips. “Good, I feel the same exact way.”

      Amber’s face dropped slightly, and Logan tilted his head. “What is it?”

      She took in a deep breath. “It’s my first time.”

      He kissed her softly again and leaned down, whispering in her ear. “It’s okay. We’ll explore this together. I will be more than gentle.”

      Amber lifted her face up and kissed Logan’s lips, pulling him back down with her. Logan had never remembered a moment in time where he had to control himself more, but feeling Amber’s sensual curves beneath him, he wouldn’t screw that moment up for the world.
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      Amber’s heart raced as Logan’s lips moved down her neck. His hands reached around her and untied the straps to her dress. Her breath was rapid, and the electricity shooting from her stomach to her chest made her unable to speak. She closed her eyes as he gently rolled her dress down her sides to her waist, leaning down and sucking her nipple into his mouth. His tongue flicked against it, making it hard and tense, erotic sensations shooting all over her.

      Logan leaned down and whispered into her ear. “You are so beautiful.”

      She gasped feeling his hot breath roll down her neck. He moved to the side, but continued to keep contact. His hand moved up and pulled her dress down her body, his lips moving down with it. She gripped the blanket as he pulled the dress from her body and set it to the side. He leaned forward and pressed his lips to the outside of her panties, breathing warm air over her mound. It was more than erotic; it was arousing in ways that she had never imagined before.

      He moved his head back up to hers and kissed her deeply as his fingers caressed the edges of her satin panties. Without hesitation, he slipped his fingers beneath the soft fabric and rubbed them through the folds of her wet pussy. She spread her knees apart and moaned softly as he rubbed gentle circles around her clit. Carefully he moved down through her juices and pushed a finger inside of her. She arched her back and groaned, feeling the heat that her body was giving off. Slowly, he pushed his finger in and out of her, sending shock waves through her and into her stomach.

      The tension was building with every stroke. Carefully, he pulled her panties off and moved down her body, crawling between her thighs. She took a deep breath as his head lowered and the softness of his lips touched her wetness. He pushed his finger back inside of her and spread her apart with his other hand. He licked her up and back, circling his tongue around her clit. She moaned louder, reaching down and wrapping her hands into his hair. His face began to move faster, swaying his lips from side to side, deep in her pulsing mound.

      His fingers moved, pushing a second inside of her. He twisted them slowly as he fingered her, his tongue still ravaging her flesh. She wiggled and groaned, picking up her head, and then letting it fall back down. Every movement of his lips was like heaven, bringing her closer to that climax she already ached to find. He lifted his head and looked her straight in the eye as he fingered her faster and harder. She spread wider and reached up, grabbing his face and pulling him toward her.

      When her lips met his she could taste her own sweetness. “I want you inside of me,” she whispered.

      He gently took his fingers out and sat up, pulling his shirt up and over his head. His body glistened in the moonlight as he unbuttoned his jeans and slipped them off. She could see his huge cock, hard as a rock inside his tight black boxers. She couldn’t help but reach up and run her hand over it. He slid his boxers down and grabbed her hand. “Hold onto it, tight.”

      She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and squeezed, moving her wrist up and down. He groaned, leaning his head back, making her want him even more. She jacked his huge shaft for several minutes, licking her lips and thinking about a taste. Before she could, though, he slipped his boxers off the rest of the way and climbed on top of her.

      Logan leaned down and kissed her gently, pulling her legs up. “Wrap them around me.”

      She did, locking her feet at the ankles. He grabbed his jeans and pulled out his wallet, taking  out a condom. He ripped it open and slid it over his pulsating shaft before leaning forward on his hands. She could feel the big swollen tip of his cock pushing against her and she relaxed, letting out a deep, nervous breath.

      He leaned forward and kissed her again, caressing her cheek with his hand. “Relax. I’ll be gentle.”

      She looked into his eyes and nodded, letting loose of the tension in her hips. Slowly, he pushed forward, going just an inch at a time. She rolled her head back, feeling the sensations flooding her, instantly wanting more and more. He was so gentle that she didn’t feel even the slightest hint of pain. Before she knew it, his body was resting against hers and he had completely filled her up.

      He looked her deep in the eyes before beginning to pulse his hips, slowly pulling his cock out and then pushing back in. She moaned loudly as he met with her body, moving his hips in a rhythm like the ocean, rubbing against her hard bullet. He sat up, grabbing her hips and pulsated just a bit faster. She licked her lips and slid her hands up over her breasts, squeezing down hard as she lifted her body into the air.

      “Faster,” she whispered with a groan.

      He gripped tighter to her hips and began to thrust, the muscles in his body expanding and contracting in front of her eyes. She let go of her tits and reached her hands up, running her nails down the front of his chest. He groaned in ecstasy as he pushed all the way into her and then pulled partway back out. He took both of her legs and lifted them up onto his shoulders before continuing. His hips moved faster and faster, his body slapping lightly against her clit. She screamed out in ecstasy, sliding her hands down and grabbing onto the blanket beneath her.

      Logan opened his eyes and stared down at her. His gaze made her hotter and hotter by the second. Slowly, he pulled out and turned over on his back, bringing her with him. She looked at him, unsure of herself.

      He smiled and palmed her breast. “Get on, slowly put me in you and then just do what feels best.”

      Amber flipped her legs over him and rose up, hovering over his cock. She reached down and grabbed the base of the shaft, and slid carefully down it until it was as far inside her as it would go. She screamed out, immediately starting to circle her hips, feeling his soft skin rolling over hers as she moved. She lifted up and then slid slowly back down, grinding hard against him. She put her hands down on his chest, feeling a neediness inside of her that was about to explode.

      He grabbed onto her thighs and rolled his eyes back, pushing up with his hips as she rode him. First, she moved slowly, nervous about doing something wrong, but as the feeling of heat grew in her belly, she went faster. She tilted her head back and moaned loudly, feeling the heat rising faster and faster inside of her.

      Logan moved his hands up to her waist and lifted her up just slightly, allowing her hips to keep moving as he thrust up and down inside her. The electricity immediately blew through her, igniting something deep inside. She growled and pulled her hands up, grabbing onto her breasts. Logan gripped tighter as he thrusted, watching her face intently.

      As he pulled her down onto him, she twisted her hips and arched her chest out, an explosion blowing through every part of her body. She could feel the juices explode from her pussy and run down his cock. He growled, his cock pulsing fast inside of her as he exploded as well. The two of them sat there, his hips still lightly thrusting as they let the waves of orgasm flow through them. Amber couldn’t make a sound, her whole body stunned from top to bottom with the feeling that was cascading over her.

      As it began to dissipate, her head felt light as a feather and she relaxed down on top of him. She leaned forward and rested her head by his, lifting up and falling to the side. She buried her head into his neck as they both attempted to catch their breath and control their heartbeats. The cool wind of the ocean washed over them, and Logan turned on his side, pulling her tightly into his arms.

      He kissed the top of her head, and she pulled back looking into his eyes. “That was amazing.”

      He laughed. “Yeah, you’re telling me. So, are you okay?”

      She scoffed. “I’m better than okay. Though from the looks of it, it’s probably pretty late.”

      Logan smiled at her, warming her heart. “It is. We should be getting back.”

      She watched as he pulled away and stood up, his cock still hard. He put his hand down and helped her up, leaning down and grabbing her clothes. She smiled and pulled her panties on, lifting the dress over her head and sliding it down. She tied the string at the back of her neck and turned toward the ocean as he cleaned up and got dressed as well. The waves lapped gently against the shore, and the light from the full moon glistened in its reflection on the stiller waters in the distance.

      Amber smiled, feeling the warmth of Logan’s arms wrap around her from behind. He pressed his lips to the top of her head, and she leaned back against him, not able to imagine a more perfect moment. They stood quietly there in the sand, listening to the song of the ocean, feeling the cool sand squishing between their toes. Amber thought about how surprised she was that it all happened as it did, though she didn’t regret it in the least. Then her family popped into her mind, along with the realization that when they left, they would have to go back to reality.

      Slowly, she turned around in his arms and pressed her lips to his, holding them there as if she never wanted to let them go. When she pulled back he looked at her lovingly, but she knew that they couldn’t go back letting everyone know what happened. “I don’t want to break up the party; this is perfect, but I think we should talk about home.”

      Logan let out a deep sigh. “I know. What are you thinking?”

      Amber shrugged, but he held her close and she liked it. “I think that for right now, we don’t let anyone know what happened. It’s obviously something both of us wanted, and who knows where life will lead us, but right now it would be a huge drama. My brother…”

      Logan grimaced. “Would castrate me.”

      Amber laughed. “Yeah, among other things. I mean we are both adults, but you know how protective of me he is. I think until we both know where this is going we should keep it to ourselves.”

      Logan kissed her forehead. “I agree with you. Besides, it gives me more time to have you all to myself. I’ve spent long enough sharing you with others.”

      Amber giggled as she pulled away and picked up the blanket. “Okay, selfish.”

      They both laughed. The truth was, Amber had no idea where it was going, if anywhere at all. She didn’t want to think that far ahead; she was enjoying being lost in the moment. Life always complicated things, but she would figure it all out. For that moment, she just wanted to enjoy the last few minutes of the night before she shut herself away in her room, wishing she could crawl in bed with him. She did know one thing; whatever happened in the future, that was an amazing first time.
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      Her soft skin. Her beautiful smile. The way he felt deep inside of her. He could hear her whispers, her moans, her gasps of ecstasy. He could see every inch of her body floating like an angel in front of him. The earth-shattering magnitude of their orgasms still lingered all around them, and the wind whipped wildly around the two as they floated through space, intertwined in passion and emotion like the stars bursting around them.

      Logan’s eyes shot open and he looked up at the ceiling fan swirling overhead. The light seeped through the shades and sent rays across the floor. He reached over and looked at the time. It was almost nine. He groaned and turned on his back, rubbing his face. It was just a dream, but at the same time, not. He hadn’t been floating in space fucking Amber, but he had definitely had an amazing night with her the night before.

      The sand, the conversation, the breeze, the moon; it all fell into the perfect order. He hadn’t had any intention of seducing her that night. In fact, his original goal was to do everything he could to make her feel comfortable after his drunken admission. When she started wrestling with him, though, there was nothing in the world that he could do to stop himself from being completely and fully with her. It was everything that he had imagined it would be, and so much more. Not only was her personality amazing, which he already knew, her body was like that of a goddess; the curves of her hips, the firmness of her tits, and the way her body dipped down at the small of her back.

      Logan rubbed against the covers, feeling himself already getting hard again. Before dinner, he had thought that his confession was one of the worst things he could have done. By the end of the night, though, he couldn’t have been happier that he had let his inhibitions slide like that. She would have never known that he wanted her that way, and he would have never found out that she wanted him too. It was the perfect combination of alcohol and fate that drove them to this point.

      They had gotten home late and snuck through the house, trying not to wake anyone. Outside her bedroom door he had given her a long, passionate kiss goodbye, trying desperately hard not to follow her back into her room. Luckily, that was the same time Jordan decided to sneak back in from one of his rendezvous as well, which had broken them quickly apart. They were both back in their rooms with the doors shut before Jordan even made it to the top of the stairs. Part of it was exhilarating, and Logan couldn’t help but wonder what Amber was feeling about it that morning. He hoped she was as positive as he was, because he didn’t want her to change her mind.

      Logan dragged himself out of bed and pulled on a pair of plaid pajama pants and a T-shirt from his college. He looked in the mirror and ruffled his hair, laughing as several pieces of sand bounced off his dresser. While brushing his teeth, he listened closely for any movement from her area of the hallway, but the entire house was quiet, at least from upstairs.

      When he was done, he wiped off his face and headed out of his room and down the hall. He glanced over his shoulder at her room, but like usual, the door was shut. He hoped that he wouldn’t have to search her out that day, but he would if he had to. As he rounded the corner of stairs and practically skipped through into the kitchen, he stopped, staring at Amber, already dressed and ready for the day. She was wearing a gray t-shirt and a pair of jean shorts with white Keds. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and she looked fresh and renewed.

      Logan chuckled as he ran his hand up through his wild hair. “Good morning.”

      Amber smiled and poured him a cup of coffee. “Morning. Nice hair.”

      “Thank you for the coffee and the compliment. I work really hard to keep my appearance up, especially at nine in the morning in my kitchen at home. Where is everyone?”

      Amber just giggled. “Mom and Dad are at a luncheon and Jordan is still passed out upstairs. He let me know after last night he would be half dead all day. I’m pretty sure I heard him fall into something when he got home. When I went into his room, his dresser was lopsided and he was sleeping, still wearing his shoes.”

      Logan shook his head. “I swear, the guy parties more now than when he was in college. He is out every night with a different girl, and just gives zero fucks about anything else. Well, with the exception of his family. In college he really was a lot tamer.  Except the first year. The first year was insane and I’m pretty sure he used his charm three times to get out of a trip to the Dean’s office. And then he wondered what happened when he got his grades and they were all terrible. It seriously was a shock to him, like they were supposed to be phenomenal all on their own.”

      Amber laughed. “Then Dad threatened to take him out of the will if he didn’t straighten up. That knocked some sense into him really fast. I think he had his grades up by the next vacation. He was all proud, showing Dad and everyone how good he was in his classes.”

      Logan lifted an eyebrow. “Wasn’t one of his electives basket weaving?”

      Amber shook her finger at Logan. “Yes, and we all received woven gifts for Christmas that year. It was terrible.”

      Logan nodded. “Yeah, especially since he didn’t make baskets. He made shit like woven t-shirts, a blanket for your mom which was really comfortable, made out of straw, and he tried to make me a glove but I kindly pointed out I didn’t have six fingers.”

      Amber gaffed, her eyes watering from laughing so much. “Oh man, that was the best.”

      They both grew quiet, thinking about that Christmas and how simple things used to be. Logan took in a deep breath, trying not to allow either one of them to complicate whatever was going on between them, at least not yet.

      Amber reached down into the drawer. “In fact, this is the pot holder he tried to use. You can see the fire marks on it.”

      Logan snorted as he took a sip of his coffee, looking around nonchalantly. “So, all alone in the kitchen, huh?”

      Amber bit her lip and watched as he took a long stride toward her. He reached out and took her coffee from her hand, smelling the sweet scent of her perfume. It made him a little weak in the knees, a feeling that he had never experienced before. She was absolutely gorgeous.

      Logan set the cup down and put his hand around her waist, pulling her closer. “How are you feeling this morning?”

      “Great,” she answered with a mischievous glisten in her eyes.

      Logan bit his bottom lip, trying to hold back, but there was just no way that he could. He grabbed her with his other hand and turned her around. He lifted her up and sat her on the kitchen island, spreading her legs. As he moved in, he slid her forward, pushing his hard cock against her crotch. She leaned up to his ear and let out a light moan.

      Logan took in a deep breath, wanting to rip her clothes off right there and bend her over the counter. “Last night was incredible. In fact, it was probably the best time I’ve had in forever. I dreamt about your body and the ways you moved against me. Only, I was disappointed when I woke up and you weren’t there to ravage.”

      “I felt clumsy and bumbley when you weren’t showing me exactly what to do,” she said with a blush.

      Logan lifted her chin. “Are you kidding me? You were incredible. Seriously, fucking sexy as hell and obviously amazing because we came at the same time. However, if you feel that self-conscious about it, I have a list of things in my mind I would love to teach you.”

      Amber grinned and bit her bottom lip, driving Logan mad. She pulled him toward her. “Oh yeah? I think I am going to hold that as a challenge, sir. How many hot things can you teach me in just one night?”

      Logan lifted his fingers and pretended to count. “That’s at least nine hours of me and you rolling around in a bed, or sand, or wherever we choose. I am pretty sure by the end of it you will be a pro.”

      Amber grimaced slightly. “And unable to walk straight. At the same time, I don’t think I would tell you no a single time.”

      Logan pulled her closer to him. “Oh yeah? I like that.”

      They both smiled as they went in for a kiss, their lips pressing hard against one another. Logan ran his hands down her sides and rubbed his cock against her as she wrapped her legs tightly around his body. He could taste the coffee still on her lips, and smell the sweet strawberry of her shampoo. Things started to heat up quickly, and before they knew it, they were in a full make out session, tugging on each other’s clothes.

      Just then, the sound of footsteps echoed from upstairs and Logan pulled away, kissing Amber’s pouting lip. He jumped around, trying to shake himself up, his boner nowhere near being able to hide at that point. Amber hopped down from the counter and laughed, watching him as she pulled out a knife and began slicing an apple.

      After a couple of moments of him focusing on anything but her, which was incredibly difficult, he was able to stand comfortably. That was the exact moment that Jordan came shuffling around the corner, banging his knee on the cabinet. Amber and Logan, standing on opposite sides of the kitchen, both laughed, walking over to get him a cup of coffee.

      Amber blushed and pulled her hand back as she touched Logan’s, both of them reaching for the pot. Logan smiled and poured Jordan a cup, sliding it across to him. Jordan took the mug in his hands and breathed in deeply. “You, sir, are my hero.”

      Logan glanced at Amber and leaned against the counter. “So, you were out late last night again, huh?”

      Jordan nodded as he swallowed. “Mhmm. I went to your room to see if you wanted to go with me, but you weren’t there.”

      Logan cleared his throat. “Yeah, I uh, I went and got something to eat and then walked on the beach.”

      Jordan lifted an eyebrow. “On your own? You had a nice romantic date with yourself? I swear, dude, you are going to end up joining the priesthood if you aren’t careful.”

      Logan forced out a laugh. “Hey, you know me, I enjoy being alone. It wasn’t as lonely as you would think.”

      Logan turned, grabbing a piece of apple from Amber’s plate and sending her a secret wink. She had to turn around in order for Jordan not to notice her completely beside herself with him. Logan kind of liked how secretive it all was. He liked the fact that he could have a secret code with her that no one else knew. Even more than that, he liked the idea of fucking her again, and soon.

      He leaned against the counter as Jordan went on about the chick he met the night before. He pulled out his phone and sent Amber a text. “Eventually, I’m going to fuck you on this kitchen island.”
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