I turned to thank her with a smile, but she didn't straighten.  Instead, she leaned forward again to enter a few more keystrokes.  This caused me to smile directly into her cleavage.  I winced as the proximity of her firm, and very ample chest caused a rather painful surge of arousal in my khakis.

"There.  If you direct the output of your grep command to a file, it makes it easier to review the results."  She was standing again, smiling down at me over the rolling hills of her breasts.  Whoever thought <i>grep</i> could sound so sexy?  With full lips and a dusky, slightly raspy voice like that, she could make the directions for a laxative sound erotic.

"Thanks," I said with a lopsided smile.  She turned with a wink and took the four steps across the tiny office back to her desk.  I sighed and turned back to my computer.

It was really quite pathetic, actually.  I've had a crush on Danielle ever since I started working here about three years ago.  At first it was just physical attraction.  She was in her mid twenties, athletic, had long, silky brown hair, and the most brilliant green eyes.  Oh, did I mention her boobs?  They look like they were drawn by a comic book artist - big, round, and untouched by gravity.  Her legs and ass are pretty nice, too.  And by "pretty nice" I mean "divine."

Her smile puts everything else to shame, though.  The first time I made her laugh, I thought my heart was going to explode out of my chest.  Seeing her smile quickly became one of the things I looked forward to the most.  We became friends.  It would have been hard not to, in this office.  It was just Danielle, me, and our boss in an office not much bigger than a decent sized living room.  Dave, our boss, occupied one half of the room, and Danielle and I shared the other half.
As I got to know Danielle over the years, my attraction to her became deeper and more intense.  She and I share similar interests, hobbies, and tastes.  I came to admire her intelligence and compassion more than her tits and ass.  Is there anything sexier than a gorgeous geek girl?
I’ve wanted to ask her out for a long time, but it seemed like every time I built up the courage to finally do it, she’d come bouncing into the office, talking about the new guy she’d met.  As far as I could tell, she was oblivious to my feelings about her.  Which shouldn’t come as a surprise, since I hide those thoughts and feelings very, very deep.

Last week, though, the planets must have been lined up because circumstances finally worked out in my favor.

It was a Friday, and Dave took the two of us out for our monthly “Thanks For Your Hard Work” lunch.  I looked forward to these lunches, not just because I got a free meal, but because I enjoyed Dave and Danielle’s company.  Dave’s a good guy, and you already know about Danielle.  This time, though, Dave got a phone call just after we ordered our drinks.  He excused himself to take it, and when he got back, he was three shades paler.  His mother had a heart attack and was in pretty bad shape.  So we gave him our blessings as he apologized for leaving so early.
So there I was, having lunch alone with my crush.  We had a good time.  The lunch was good and we talked about the usual stuff.  I was relaxed, only because I’d had no intention of trying to ask her out.  We sat and chatted for a while, and left.  Luckily Dave had met us at the restaurant, so we weren’t stranded by his early departure.

“That was fun,” Danielle said as she pulled out of the parking lot.  “We should do it again sometime, just the two of us.”

“Definitely,” I managed around the lump in my throat and the butterflies in my stomach.  “Maybe next Friday we could have lunch again.”

“Oh, well sure, I suppose,” she said, rounding a corner.  “I was thinking more like dinner tomorrow night,  though.”  She looked over at me briefly with that smile.

Any smart man would have accepted immediately, but my dumb-struck brain felt a need to question her judgement.

“You want to have dinner with me?  Like, as a date?”

“Yeah,” she said simply, as though she’d given this a lot of thought.

“But, aren’t you seeing that guy?  The one from the library?”

“Yeah, I guess so.  But I don’t want to anymore.  I was going to dump him tonight anyway.  Whattaya say?”
“Yeah, sounds great,” I said.  It still hadn’t sunk in yet.  We worked out the details on the way back to the office.  We decided on an little Italian restaurant we were both familiar with.

The rest of the day went by normally, though what happened on the car ride home began to sink in deeper as the clock crept closer to 5.
