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I’m staring at Logan again, even though he’s my best friend’s husband. It doesn’t matter how many times I tell myself to stop stealing quick and lustful glances at him, I just can’t help but let my eyes drift over his ruggedly handsome face and taut, muscular body. I’ve known him for as long as I’ve been friends with Nina. Despite him being an older guy, I can’t control the needy throb I feel aching between my thighs every time I set eyes on him. I know I’m only twenty and Logan is in his mid-forties, but I just can’t stop fantasizing about this experienced, older guy—imagining him being my first—taking and claiming me as his own.

Nina told me recently that her and Logan haven’t slept together for ages. She didn’t say why but when she told me this, my heart and pussy throbbed as it meant that Logan must be in need of a good hard fuck, just like I am. I’d happily throw myself at his feet and beg him to fuck me—to claim my needy pussy with his rock-hard cock.

But I’m just day dreaming. If my best friend’s husband isn’t interested in sleeping with his wife, why would he be interested in fucking an inexperienced virgin like me? A man of his age and experience is going to want a woman who knows what she’s doing in bed—a woman who knows how to pleasure a man. Just like I want an older guy like him to be my first—to fuck me long and hard and for hours at a time. I’m not interested in a quick fumble with a guy of my own age. I want a man like my best friend’s husband who will take me rough and hard, who will fuck me raw until I’m screaming and begging him for more. 

But deep down, I know that’s never going to happen. Logan won’t fuck me, I’m his wife’s best friend—to him I’m probably nothing but a needy, sex-starved virgin. He must think I’m stupid and immature as I try and find ways of getting close to him—brushing against his rock-hard body at every opportunity that I get when Nina isn’t looking.

Once or twice I’ve even told Logan how good he looks in the tight-fitting T-shirts and the ass hugging jeans that he so often wears when taking days off from the multi-million dollar business that he owns—which is just another reason why he won’t ever be interested in me. He has everything and anything that money can buy, so why would he want me? When I’ve tried to make casual remarks about how good he looks, he just brushes me off with a grunt or a scowl, before his wife comes back into the room. 

I tell myself—fool myself—that if only we could find some time alone—without Nina always being around—then Logan wouldn’t ignore my flirtatious ways and he’d throw me across his knee, spank my bare bottom for being such a naughty virgin, then fuck me hard. But that’s just the kind of stuff that happens in my secret fantasises—when I’m alone in my bedroom, frantically rubbing my clit and screaming out his name into my pillow.

Even now as I sit on the couch as the last of the guests leave the lavish birthday party that Logan has thrown for Nina’s twenty-third birthday, I know that he won’t fuck and claim me. All night I’ve kept to drinking orange juice, while Nina has been knocking back the vodka—so much that she now lays asleep on the couch opposite me. I kept off the hard stuff in the secret hope that by the end of the night it would only be me and my best friend’s husband left standing—or hopefully lying in his bed while he fucks my virginity away. 

I hear Logan close the front door to his sprawling mansion as he sees out the last of the guests then comes along the hallway and back into the living room. I’m sitting holding a half empty glass of orange juice while Nina lays sprawled asleep across the couch on the other side of the room. All night long I’ve tried to find some time alone with her husband, but with so many people at the party it has been impossible to do so. But as he now walks back into the room, it’s finally just me and him, despite Nina laying asleep on the couch. 

As he steps into the room, I put my glass down on the table and look up at him as his broad muscular figure fills out the doorframe. The first two buttons of the white shirt he is wearing are open, revealing a teasing glimpse of his solid chest. His faded blue denims bulge perfectly out at the front and cling to his sculptured ass. Fuck, he looks so hot, I could melt. 

As he stands in the doorway and scans the room, his dark brooding eyes fall on me and he looks as if it’s the first time he has noticed me all night—like he hasn’t even been aware that I’ve been at Nina’s birthday party, despite me making several attempts throughout the evening to get close to him. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve tried to flash my full round tits at him, which are barely covered by the skimpy black dress I’m wearing. But even though he looks at me like he’s been totally unaware of my presence the whole night, I still can’t help but act like a needy virgin and let my legs drift open slightly, revealing my lacy black stocking tops and panties. But instead of feasting his eyes on me, my best friend’s husband looks away and at his drunk wife who lays sprawled across the nearby couch.

Knowing that I’m wasting my time, I close my legs. I sigh to myself then say, “It looks like she’s out for the count, Logan.” 

“She sure does,” he says thoughtfully, looking down at Nina. “I’ll leave her to sleep it off.” Then turning to look at me, he adds in his gruff baritone voice, “And what about you, Shay?”

So, he does remember my name, I sarcastically huff inside. “What about me?” I ask him.

“How are you getting home?” he asks, fixing me with his dark stare. “Did you drive over here tonight?”

“I did,” I smile. Then picking up my half empty glass of orange juice, I lie and say, “But I’ve had a couple of vodkas and orange.”

My best friend’s husband fixes me with such an intense stare, I fear he can tell that I’m lying to him. But then to my surprise and relief, he says, “The spare room is made up, so you can sleepover if you like.”

“I like,” I say, quickly springing to my feet before he has a chance to change his mind.

“Okay, I’ll show you to your room,” he says, turning in the doorway. 
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Balancing on my high heels, I quickly cross the room and head after him as he makes his way upstairs to the bedrooms. It isn’t the first time I’ve stayed over at his house, but on those other occasions Nina has always been awake, never asleep downstairs leaving me and her husband all alone. But what difference does that make? It’s not like he’s going to risk fucking me while his wife lays asleep on the couch below. 

So, pushing such forbidden thoughts from my mind, I follow my best friend’s husband until he stops halfway along the landing and throws open the door to one of the many bedrooms.

“You can sleep in here for the night,” he grunts.

But as I step through the open doorway, I know from my many previous visits to the house over the years, that the room he has led me to, isn’t one of the spare bedrooms but his bedroom—the master bedroom.

I hear him close the bedroom door behind me and I spin around to face him as he turns the key, locking me inside with him.

“This isn’t the spare room,” I gasp. “This is your bedroom, Logan.”

Without saying a word, he unbuttons the front of his shirt and shrugs it off over his broad, round shoulders. My pussy instantly juices-up as my eyes feast on his rock-hard chest, abs and bulging biceps and forearms. I’ve always suspected that my
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