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A much older man meets a younger woman at an office party. And one thing leads to another when they sneak off together.
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Laughter filled the room, and nervous butterflies rippled through Darla’s insides. She wondered if she made a mistake coming to the office party.

But as a new employee, she didn’t want to seem stuck up or rude.

Besides, there could be a lot of cool people to meet. People who might make her feel more relaxed about starting her first job ever.

She pulled in a deep breath and pushed down the front of her dress, moving inside the large space. A few eyes shifted in her direction, but they must have been from a different department than hers because she didn’t recognize them.

Blowing out a nervous breath, she spotted Krista, the girl whose desk was right next to hers.

She waved excitedly, and Darla smiled, waving back.

Grabbing a glass of punch, Krista rushed over and shoved the drink in Darla’s direction.

“I’m so glad to see you here,” she blurted out. “I didn’t think anyone my age would show.”

Darla glanced around the room, noting that most of the people there were a good 10-20 years older than both of them. She learned a few days ago that she and Krista both graduated from the same community college one year apart. “I almost didn’t make it, but I’m glad to see you here too.”

“I know you just started this week, but have you had a chance to meet everyone?”

Darla shook her head. “Um, no.”

“Girl. You’re so lucky you have me. I’ll tell you about everyone, who to rub elbows with, and who to avoid at all costs. Come over here where we can have some privacy.”

Krista pulled Darla over to a table in the corner, brushing past a number of co-workers who seemed irritated about their entire presence. Darla was worried about coming off as rude, forcing a smile at several people.

They sat at the table, and Darla finally took a sip of her punch.

“Okay, don’t look now, but the guy chatting with the redhead near the entrance is Kurt, and you definitely don’t want to get on his bad side because he’s the boss's nephew. And then there’s Anna, who’s standing by the copier, acting like she’s thinking about working or some shit. She’s the one to stay away from because she’ll talk your ear off about company stats and figures and all kinds of boring shit.”

“Uh-huh,” Darla said, wondering what sort of reputation Krista had.

“And then there’s Beau, who isn’t here, but he’s … how do I put it without sounding slutty?”

Darla found herself smiling as Krista bit her lip, looking off to the side.

“He’s the office hottie, huh?” Darla asked.

“Yes, and no. I think he’s hot, but most people think he’s … umm….” When Krista’s phone beeped, she nearly jumped from her seat. She scanned her eyes across the screen, then frowned.

“Shit, it’s my babysitter. My son is running a temperature. I have to go home and make sure he’s okay.”

“Oh, yeah. Go, go.” Darla felt a pang of disappointment at the thought of losing the only person to chat with. “I hope your son feels better.”

“Thanks.” Krista shot up from the table and hurried from the room.

Darla chewed nervously on her lower lip, thinking it might be best at this point if she just went on home herself. She didn’t even see her boss at the party, nor anyone else she knew. No one would even notice if she stayed or left.

She grabbed her purse from the chair and started to stand when a deep voice caught her off guard.

“Saving this seat for anyone in particular?”

Shooting a look to the side, Darla saw the man whose voice had just made her insides quake. Such a deep, sexy voice he had. Her breath caught in her throat when she caught a glimpse of him and his big, barreled chest and huge, muscular arms.

“I’m not, no.”

With a smile, the man pulled the chair out and sat down. “Good. I hate seeing a woman sitting alone.”

Darla let out a nervous laugh. “What a coincidence. I hate sitting alone.”

The man’s lips parted, showing a smile that made Darla heat up on the inside. This man, he was older. Much older. In the lighting, Darla couldn’t pinpoint his age, but with silver hair, deep crow’s feet around his soft, blue eyes, and an expression that said I’ve been around the block a few times and I know how shit gets done, she guessed he was nearing 60.

“I saw you come in a few moments ago. But Krista snatched you up before I could.”

Blushing at the thought of this hot older man actually snatching her up, Darla smiled shyly and brushed her hair over her shoulder. “Well, she had to leave because her son got sick. So I don’t think she’ll be snatching me up again tonight.”

The man licked his lips and glanced at Darla’s mouth, nodding slowly. “That’s good to hear. I was about to go stir-crazy from boredom. I don’t normally come to these office parties, but I decided to show up tonight because … well, no reason in particular. Just a gut feeling.”

The man leaned her way and smiled.

Darla bit her lip, growing hotter inside at his closeness. She had never, ever responded to a man like this before. That was probably why at 21 years of age, she was still a virgin.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Darla. I just started working here this week.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen you around. The boss isn’t big on introductions, in case you hadn’t noticed. I’m Beau, by the way. I work on the loading dock.”

The loading dock. That would explain the big arms and barreled chest. And his name …

“Oh. Oh!” she blurted.

Beau looked at her quizzically. “Is my name surprising?”

Darla threw her hand over her mouth and shook her head, finally dropping her hand back to her lap. “No, sorry.”

He smirked at her. “You sure? I haven’t garnered a reputation or something, have I?”

“No, not at all. It’s just … right before she left, Krista was rattling off names of all the cool people in the office, and I think she mentioned your name.”

“Ah, okay,” he chuckled. “I didn’t know I was cool, but I’ll take it. I don’t really know Krista all that well.”

“You don’t like her?” Darla asked, sipping her punch and wondering if she ever felt this open around anyone.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t normally talk to anyone outside of the loading dock. I just come in, get my work done, and go home.”

“Sounds exciting,” Darla said, joking around. She expected a smile or a laugh, but Beau just looked at her with a serious expression.

“Yeah, more like lonely. But what are you gonna do? That seems to be the norm for a lot of people these days.”

Feeling bad, Darla had the urge to reach over and touch his hand. Maybe it was sympathy, but she also noticed how strong and rugged Beau’s hands were as they rested on the table in front of him.

“You don’t have to be lonely, you know. You could … ask someone out. Or better yet, come to more office parties. I’m more likely to come if I know you’ll be here.”

Beau licked his lips, and a smile curled his mouth. “That’s awfully sweet. You’re the only nice thing about this party, that’s for sure.”

“Well, I don’t know about that, but thanks for the compliment.”

“I do know,” Beau said, a low growl sounding in his throat. “I probably wouldn’t still be here if I hadn’t seen you come in. I’d love to get the hell out of here, go somewhere we can enjoy a drink, and get to know one another. What do you say?”

Darla’s stomach flitted in nervous waves, and heat bloomed between her legs. She wasn’t sure why she was responding so lustfully to this virtual stranger, but technically, Beau was a co-worker, not some random dude she’d met in a bar. 

“Sure, why not,” she answered as casually as she could. “Where should we go?”

“I know the perfect place,” he answered with a wink. “Follow me.”

Thirty minutes later, Darla was sitting on Beau’s couch, nervously twisting her fingers together.

He’d asked if she wanted to go back to his place, and she felt perfectly comfortable saying yes. In fact, she wanted to be alone with him. Even though she was scared that her innocence might put him off.

When he walked back into the living room holding two glasses of red wine, she felt her nerves melt away.

“Thank you,” she said, taking a sip and letting the alcohol melt her reserves a little more.

“You’re welcome,” Beau said, sitting next to her. He lifted a remote control and turned on the television, flipping it to a channel that played soft music and displayed a flickering fireplace.

“So, how long have you lived here?”

“Bout seven years now, ever since my divorce was finalized.” He turned to face her, peering into her eyes as he drank some wine.

“You’ve been divorced for seven years?” Darla asked, thinking who would divorce you? Beau was gorgeous, sexy, strong, hard-working, and made her feel all the feels.

“Yep, seven years this December.”

“Do you miss her?”

Beau’s brows shot up, and Darla realized that was a dumb question. It had been seven years, not seven months. And besides, would he admit to missing his ex-wife on a date?

“Sorry,” she said, shaking her head and feeling her face blush. “That was a stupid question.”

“No, no,” Beau soothed, touching her shoulder gently and sending sparks down her body. “It wasn’t a stupid question at all. I don’t miss her because we’re actually still friends. Our kids are grown, and she’s remarried now. I don’t feel that way about her, haven’t for quite a while.”

“Oh, that’s good,” Darla said, sighing in relief.

They talked for another half hour, Beau filling her in about his three children and his two grandkids, who were less than a year old. She learned that he was 59 years old, grew up on a farm, and had always been a hard worker doing hard labor.

“I can’t imagine sitting at a desk all day,” he laughed.

Darla’s eyes floated to his arms and those strong muscles of his. The wine was loosening her inhibitions because she reached over and wrapped her fingers around his biceps. “That’s what keeps you so strong and makes you such a catch.”

Beau smirked. “I’m a catch?”

Heat sweltered between Darla’s legs again, and she nodded. “You’re pretty hot. And I don’t say that easily. In fact, this is the first date I’ve been on since my freshman year in college, and that was a total flop.”

“Wow, what a coincidence. This is my first date since my divorce.”

Darla was shocked. “You’re kidding.”

Beau shook his head. “Haven’t met a soul I wanted to take out. Until tonight.”

“I … don’t know what to say.” Darla was all sorts of turned on at the idea that Beau liked her enough to ask her out, after seven years of celibacy.

“Well, I’m honored. That you think I’m a catch and I’m hot.” Beau set his wine aside on the table and reached over, brushing some hair away from Darla’s shoulder. “Can I assume this date is not a flop so far?”

Her nipples tingled, and she noticed Beau was leaning ever so slightly in her direction. “Yes, that’s a safe assumption. But I tend to move slow when it comes to guys.”

“Oh, I like girls who move slow,” Beau said, inching closer. He put his hand on her wine glass, and Darla let him have it, noticing he set it down next to his glass. He then stroked the side of her face, making her burn up all over.

“I don’t know if you’d like how slow I move.”

“What makes you say that, sweetheart?” Beau asked, his voice deep and throaty as he slid a hand through her hair.

Darla’s insides rattled with hesitation. What if he didn’t like her after this little confession she was about to drop? “Because. I’m twenty-one years old, and I’m still a virgin.”

Beau froze in place, and Darla knew. She just knew this was it. He was about to tell her she needed to leave, that he didn’t want some innocent girl.

Sweet and cautious, yes. But someone who knew what they were doing, so they could satisfy him in ways he needed to be satisfied. After all, if it had been seven years since his last date, he was probably overdue for some satisfaction.

“You’re a virgin?” he asked, holding her gaze.

Darla nodded and looked away, wiggling in place. “I know you want someone with more experience, so I should go. This was clearly a mistake.”

Pushing up from the sofa, Darla wanted Beau to stop her, for him to wrap his big meaty hands around her waist and tug her back down before putting his mouth on hers and indulging her in a kiss.

But he didn’t put his hands on her waist. He did, however, stop her.

“Darla, wait.”

She froze in the entryway to the living room, heart pounding in her chest. She spun around, and there Beau was, walking her way, his big body towering over hers as he stopped in front of her.

“Yes?” she whispered.

He looked into her eyes, blue and flickering with hunger. “Please don’t go. I don’t want someone more experienced. I want you.”

“You do?” she asked, hope filling her body, along with an intense need to feel his body pressed against hers.

“Yes, I damn well do,” he gritted out, fisting the back of her hair and pulling her close.

She drew in a deep breath as she felt his hard chest against her breasts, and he let out a growl, indicating he felt the same thing.

Her fingers grazed up his back, and his lips hovered dangerously close to hers. “From the moment I saw you walk into that office earlier this week, I’ve wanted to do this.”

“Do what?” she gulped, feeling her nipples curl into points.

“This,” he growled, tightening his fist in her hair.

And then his lips were on hers, igniting her body and making her feel like sparks were dancing along her flesh.

His tongue probed her mouth, and she found herself bending into the kiss.

Their tongues danced sensually, and his cock bumped against her lower belly, making her purr and dig her nails into his back.

He felt her hungry claws, he must have, because his hardness twitched several times, and he flicked his tongue against hers.

It was all so strange, that a man who was almost three times her age could kiss so damn good and turn her on so much. Darla always thought that when you got to his age, you’d just stop wanting sex.

But clearly, Beau was starved for it.

“Baby,” he grumbled, breaking the kiss. “I want you so damn bad. It’s been so fucking long since I’ve felt the touch of a woman.”

Darla felt a little bite of disappointment. “Is that the only reason you want me? Because it’s been a long time?”

“Hell no.” He thumbed her lower lip and pulled her body to his. “I could have been with a dozen different women in the last year. But I didn’t want them. You’re the first girl I’ve wanted since becoming single.”

Darla felt the dampness grow between her legs. Her undies were getting soaked; she just knew it. And Beau’s confession wasn’t helping.

“You’re the first man I’ve wanted. Probably ever, Beau. It—it scares me.”

He growled, and his cock thumped against her lower belly again. “We can go slow if you want. But I swear I’ll never hurt you. Just let me kiss your body, baby. I just want to kiss you all over. I swear I won’t even get undressed if you don’t want me to.”

Darla became dizzy with lust. The thought of this older man, with all his lines and muscles and those strong arms of his kissing her body? It made her shiver with need.

“Yes,” she purred. “I’d like that.”

With a hungry groan, Beau lifted her up and carried her to his bedroom. He set her down and tugged her top over her head, then unsnapped the back of her bra, sending it cascading to the floor.

“Fuck an A, baby. You are so gorgeous.” He licked his lips and cupped her small B-cup breasts, forcing her nipples to tingle and harden.

Darla always hated her small breasts, but now, in the presence of this man, she was confident and felt sexier than she ever had.

She ran her fingers through his thick, silver hair as he leaned down and kissed her hard little buds, flicking his tongue over the sensitive tissue.

“Oh yes, Beau,” she murmured, noticing that each flick of his tongue made her clit thump and swell.

She bit her lip as he moaned, moving back and forth between her breasts, nibbling and playfully biting her nipples.

Before she knew it, his hands were wandering to her pants, unbuttoning them and tugging the zipper down.

She pulled in a breath and found herself curious about him and let her hand wander to his cock. It was hard as steel, even through his thick, denim jeans. But the way he made a garbled noise when she tried to grip it made her pussy throb and leak so much, she knew her panties were soaked.

He slid a hand down the front of her pants, then came up to kiss her once more. Darla’s heart pounded in her chest as he tongued her mouth again, and their moans were a symphony of lust.

She squeezed his cock, feeling it pulse, and he deepened the kiss, pushing his thick, meaty finger into her folds.

When he touched her clit, she trembled, and he growled all the way to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, baby. I need to lick that slick pussy right now.”

With a forceful yank, he had her pants down around her ankles, and Darla couldn’t step out of them fast enough.

She couldn’t have ever dreamed her first time would go this well, but did this actually count as her first time if they weren’t going to have sex tonight?

Whatever! It didn’t matter. Beau was going to lick her pussy, and she was dying to feel that soft but forceful tongue of his probe her feminine lips.

Beau lifted her onto the bed, lying her down on her back. He climbed over her and peeled her panties over her hips, keeping his eyes on her breasts the whole time.

But when her lower half was bare, he tossed the panties aside and licked his lips. “Oh fuck yes. What a beautiful little pussy you have, baby.”

He pushed her feet up on his shoulders as he settled between her legs, then used his fingers to part her lips. His tongue brushed up and down her folds, making her quiver repeatedly.

Darla fisted his hair, feeling his hands move to her breasts where he kneaded and massaged them, occasionally pinching her buds and making her toes curl.

He slid a finger inside her tight opening, letting a deep moan escape his throat.

“Oh God,” she said, feeling her thighs tremble.

She had touched herself many times over the years, but nothing compared to the way his touch felt.

And when he sucked her clit into his mouth and sank a second finger into her channel, her body thrashed as she crashed into an orgasm.

“Oh, I’m coming Beau! Yes! That’s sooooo good!” she cried out.

Beau really got into it, moving his head back and forth, flicking her clit with intense vigor.

Darla thrust her hips up and down, her juices flowing out of her all warm and wet. And all she could think about was Beau pounding her with his big cock and making her come again.

“Oh Beau,” she purred. “I want you to fuck me. Let me feel that thick meat of yours filling me up!”

“Are you sure?” he asked through a growl.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Darla answered, pushing up on her elbows and looking at him.

Beau stood up and tugged off his shirt, displaying a chest full of black and silver hair.

Darla’s entire being hummed with need as he undid his belt buckle, unzipped his pants, and let them fall to the floor.

And the second he tugged down his boxers, and she caught a glimpse of the long, steeliness of his length, she felt her nipples curl into points once more.

He stroked it a few times, and she saw some fluid bead at the tip. “Is this what you want inside of you, baby? You want this big, old man cock to take your virginity?”

Darla sat up, got on her hands and knees, and inched her way to the edge of the bed, feeling sexy and playful. “Yes. That’s exactly what I want.”

With a growl coming from his chest, he grabbed ahold of her long strands and held them back. “If that’s what you want. Why don’t you give it a little kiss to start with?”

Darla was nervous about doing something wrong. She wanted to make Beau feel good.

But she also knew that a kiss was just a kiss.

She put her lips on the tip of his length, tasting his salty and slick fluid as she gave it a quick peck. And he released a moan of pleasure.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Now, just open up for a second and let me slide it in.”

Pulling in a breath, her lips parted, and Beau gripped her hair tightly before pushing his steely rod into her mouth. She felt him slide all the way in, and her tongue slip up and down his length as he rutted his hips a few times.

It twitched against the roof of her mouth, salty fluid coming out and coating her tongue. But she didn’t mind the taste. In fact, she liked it.

“Oh baby,” he gritted out, thrusting a few times before pulling out. “I need to be inside of you before I erupt.”

“You were inside of me,” Darla said with a playful smirk before wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“I need to be inside of your pussy,” he growled, nudging her back and lying on top of her body.

Darla grabbed ahold of his strong glutes and rubbed herself against him, noticing his long, hard rod was nestled between her folds.

“I don’t have any condoms,” Beau confessed. “But I’m guessing you’re on the pill?”

Darla shook her head. “No. You’ll have to pull out so I don’t get pregnant.”

“Of course, baby,” he grunted, shifting his weight so that the tip of his dick was spearing her.

Darla gasped and tossed her legs behind his body, hooking her ankles together.

He held her gaze as he pushed his way in, spreading and stretching her with his girth.

“Tell me if I go too fast, baby. I don’t want it to hurt.”

Darla bit her lip and shook her head. “No, it feels good, Beau. Really good. Push harder … deeper,” she begged.

Beau needed no further encouragement. He lowered his face and kissed her, pressing his hands to the top of her head as he gave his hips a firm thrust.

Darla whimpered, feeling his fullness spread her apart as he entered her. It felt so wonderful, and the moment he was all the way in, he released a long groan and rocked several times, grinding deep in her womb and making her core ignite with the heat of an impending orgasm.

They kissed frantically as her limbs tightened, and he muttered, “come for me, baby” in between kisses.

Body trembling, Darla let his command take over. She came hard, her bundle of nerves rubbing along the root of his cock and dancing in a little thumpy dance.

“Oh Beau …” she moaned, raking her hands down his back as he grinded deep inside of her, keeping her orgasm going for several long moments.

But then, he had his own confession. “I can’t hold back another second,” he murmured.

Darla huffed, wishing she could feel his seed filling her up. But she knew that would be a mistake. “Just don’t forget to pull out,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “I know …”

She felt the twitch, heard his deep throaty groan, then he began pounding her with speed. Her walls grew tight again, and another orgasm ripped through her, making her see stars.

“Oh God, yesssss!” she cried out, thrusting and thrashing through the most intense orgasm of her life.

Beau growled and grunted, pounding his hips up and down as his cock twitched over and over inside of her.

It felt oh-so-good, and she didn’t ever want him to stop. But then … panic rose in her chest, knowing Beau was close to coming inside of her unprotected.

“Oh yeah,” she mewed, slamming her hips against his as her walls clenched his girth.

“Baby,” he grunted, “You’re going to make me come so hard if you don’t be careful…”

“I don’t want to be careful,” she cried out. “You’re making me come so hard!”

His tongue was inside her mouth again, and Darla rubbed her lower half against him, forcing his length deeper inside of her womb, and then a burst of warm fluid gushed through her as Beau let out a garbled groan.

Darla knew it was too late to pull out. His thick seed was filling her up. And yet, she could not stop grinding against his body, wanting more. In fact, she knew she wanted this man forever.

But that was crazy. Because surely he didn’t feel the same way. Not after one date.

Beau didn’t stop kissing her for one second through it all. Their hearts pounded together in rhythm until they were both exhausted and spent.

But eventually, he grew soft and fell from between her legs, rolling onto his back.

“Oh, baby. That was so good.” He pulled her in his arms and held her tight.

Darla lay there, catching her breath, holding her hand over his chest, and playing with his hair.

“I may have accidentally—”

“I know,” Darla said, angling her gaze up at him. “I hope I don’t, you know. Get pregnant.”

“If you do, I’ll take care of you. You and the baby.”

“You will?” Darla asked, pushing up and looking him in the eyes.

Beau smiled and touched her face softly. “Of course. You’re mine, baby. You belong to me now. I’m not letting another man lay a hand on you. So I hope you enjoyed yourself tonight. Because I’m gonna be treating you to that anytime you want, every time you want. Pregnant belly or not.”

Darla squealed with delight, then straddled his abs. “Well, I’m in the mood for a treat right now. Care to indulge me?”

“A promise is a promise,” he answered, wagging his eyebrows.

Darla felt his cock bump against her lower bottom, and she knew he was growing hard again.

What a crazy night this office party turned out to be.


~The End
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