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I do not know why I remember the first time I saw Andi.  I mean, I know now that we made an impression on each other, but at the time I really did not know why I noticed her.  She was tall, slender but nicely muscular, with short dark brown hair and smiling green eyes.  It sounds all doe-eyed when I describe her, but that does not distract from the fact that that is what she looks like.

I was working as the office manager for a large warehouse.  Single at the time, I had just split up with my most recent boyfriend and was not in the mood to deal with anyone else.  I had moved out of his apartment and found one of my own.  It was small and not in a great part of town, but it was all mine, and that had a certain satisfaction.

I was pretty good at my job.  I worked around warehouse workers and learned very quickly to dress in baggy jeans and loose tee shirts to avoid any workplace discomfort.  I did not need any of those creepy old men making lewd comments like they did when I wore tank tops.  I stuck to the office space as much as possible, unless I needed something specific from the foreman.  I was in charge of the bookkeeping and front office, and that did keep me pretty busy.

My friends liked to go out any night of the week, and while I liked to have as much fun as the next single twenty-four year old, I also liked my job.  I had pretty much relegated my nights out to the weekend which did not always make my friends happy.  Most of them waited tables or tended bar so they had weird schedules.

Andi started working there about a year after I did.  I was walking through the warehouse looking for Robert, the foreman so that he could sign off on a few invoices when I rounded a corner and nearly head-butted the new girl.  Well, when I say head-butted, it would have been more like boob-butted since I am about 5 feet four inches, and she was almost six feet tall.  She let out some sort of screech as did I, and we jumped apart as though there was a giant spider between us.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered, bending over to collect my scattered paperwork.

“No, my fault,” she answered, her voice smooth and rich as honey.

I giggled in spite of myself, “I’m Jenny by the way.”

“Andi.”

She reached her hand out to shake mine, and I got all flustered for some unknown reason.  Her green eyes were sparkling at me as though they knew a secret, and when I went to shake her hand, I lost my mind and dropped the papers again.  Now I looked like a real idiot.  But to make matters even better, we simultaneously bent down to collect them for the second time, and collided foreheads.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.  Again,” now I am really tripping over my own tongue.

She took one giant step back and threw both hands in the air in mock surrender.

“I had no idea this was a hostile workplace,” she laughed.

I giggled again which only irritated me.  I am not a giggler by any stretch, and yet thirty seconds with this tall chick and I was falling all over myself.

I grabbed up the paperwork and clutched it to my chest.

“I really am sorry,” I blurted out as I turned and ran away from her.  I could feel her eyes following me as I disappeared around a stack of boxes, and I thanked whatever karma gods were watching that I did not trip over them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon holed up in my office pretending to catch up on paperwork.  I buzzed Robert’s office and asked him to come sign the invoices just so I did not run into her again.  Literally.

At five o’clock on the dot, I grabbed my purse and darted for the parking lot.  As I peeled out of my parking space in my slightly ‘antique’ Civic, I heard and felt a thump against my trunk.  I checked the rearview mirror and found an unknown black Jeep touching bumpers with me.  I sighed heavily and stepped out of my car.  When Andi stepped out of the Jeep, I nearly died on the spot.

“So is it me personally?  Or do you just not like brunettes?  Or are you anti-gay?” her lips were smiling but this time her eyes were not.

“Oh God, oh, I’m so sorry,” I babble at her for the third time in about four hours.

She bends down to check our bumpers, and I get a peek down the front of her snug white tank top.

“I don’t think there was any damage, so how about we call it even?” she suggested.

I nod, “Thank you, thank you so much.  I can’t really afford…”

I left my voice trail off, realizing that this poor victim of my clumsiness certainly is not interested in the details of my most recent breakup.

She strolls over to me as though she has all the time in the world.

“But now you have to buy me a beer,” she declares.

“A what?”

“You. Buy. Me. A. Beer.” She annunciates sarcastically.  “You are old enough to do that, right?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically and indignantly.

“Well then, follow me.  I know a place where you can find my favorite kind of beer.”

When I climbed back into my car, I rested my forehead on the steering wheel, wondering what sort of evil I had committed to have been given such a day.  I followed the Jeep out of the parking lot at a safe distance, and we ended up at a bar just a few miles away.

Andi held the door open politely for me (although it might have just been self-defense) and we walked into a dimly lit bar that was scattered with a few people.  When I realized that every single person in the room is female, I flashed back to her questions after the little parking lot bump and my heart stopped for a moment.

****

Andi glanced over at me and grinned at my squirming.

“You okay Gracie?”

I rolled my eyes at her and allowed my annoyance to momentarily overwhelm my nervousness just enough to let me swat her bare upper arm.  She laughed and gestured to a table in a far back corner.  I chose to think of it as protection rather than seclusion.

Andi held up two fingers to the bartender who brought over two frosty brown bottles of some unknown microbrew, and I smiled as I handed the stocky woman a $10 bill and waved her off when she said something about change.

“Just flashing that money all over the place?” Andi grinned at me as she took a long pull on her bottle.

I fingered the label on my bottle as thought I was intently studying this new brand, but I could feel Andi’s gaze burning through the top of my head.

“You really that nervous?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, “A little.”

“We don’t have to stay,” Andi offered politely.

“It’s fine.  Beer is beer, right?” I smiled, but I could feel my lips wavering.

“Right,” she said softly as her eyes started scanning around the room.

We finished our drinks in silence, with her looking everywhere but at me and with me picking at the damaged edge of the wooden table.

“Well, thanks for the beer,” she finally said, startling me out of my cocoon.

“Sure, it was the least I could do.  Sorry about today,” I shrugged as I tried to be nonchalant about seeing the inside of a lesbian bar for the first time.

Andi stood so I followed her lead, and we walked out in single file.

“See you tomorrow,” she waved casually as she climbed into her Jeep.

I slid behind the wheel of the Civic and waited until she was well down the street before I pulled out.  This was going to be very awkward at work now.  And I had no idea why I felt bad for the way things went.

The next few days really were awkward.  I do not know if she was doing it on purpose, but it seemed that every time I walked into the warehouse, I would catch a glimpse of her disappearing behind a stack of boxes or a huge shelving unit.  I just ignored it and tried to pretend it was just coincidence, but I really did not believe that.

Come Friday night, I thought I had made it through the week without further damaging our new employee or her belongings.  As I shut down my computer for the weekend, I looked around to make sure the office was clean enough for Monday morning.  I shouldered my purse and let out a yelp when I saw her silently standing in my doorway.

“You scared me!”

“Self-defense,” she grinned.

I rolled my eyes and fought the urge to swat her arm again.  I could still feel her warm skin under my fingers if I let my mind wander back.

“Everyone gone?” I asked.

“Why?  You gonna run me down again and don’t want witnesses?”

“C’mon, I said I was sorry.  And you said there was no damage.”

Andi laughed, “Yeah, I know, sorry.  And yes, everyone is gone.”

I suddenly felt very trapped and self-conscious with her barring my exit.  I shuffled my feet and leaned my ass against the corner my desk.  Andie walked slowly towards me, and I knew that making any sort of exit was going to look very bad now.  She stopped with her long legs standing on either side of mine, distinctly trapping me in place.

“Jenny?” she asked quietly, “Do I make you nervous?”

I nodded mutely.

“Why?  Do you not like gays?”

“N-N-no, it’s not that…” I stuttered, not even sure where to look.

“Then what is it?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t know.”

She leaned slightly back and crossed her arms over her chest.  The white tank top accentuated her smooth golden tan and for the first time, I noticed the edges of a black tattoo peeking out from one of the straps.

“What do you think when you look at me?” she asked, startling me with a ‘pop quiz.'

“I-I don’t know, I don’t really know you.”

She shook her head, “I didn’t ask that.  What do you think when you look at me?”

I dragged my eyes away from the curious tattoo and finally looked her square in the eyes.  She was rattling me something awful, and I had no idea why.

“I don’t know.  You just make me nervous.”

Andi nodded, “I see.  Wonder why…”

I shrugged again, and looked away from her green eyes as they grew clouded with emotions that I did not recognize.  Suddenly she leaned forward and rested both palms on the desk next to my hips.  Now our faces were just inches apart, and I could see a faint scar above one eyebrow.  Her skin was smooth golden honey and looked like it would be warm to the touch.  Her green eyes were still swirling with questions and answers that I did not understand.  With her eyes still open and staring into mine, she closed the last few inches and faintly met my lips with hers.

I just sat there and blinked at her with our mouths pressed together chastely.  I felt her lips part slightly, and when her tongue tickled my lower lip, I squirmed.  She broke the lip touch and leaned to my ear.

“Do you want to know why you’re nervous?”

Her warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered.  She exhaled lightly against my neck, and I felt the goosebumps erupt down my arm.

“I think your body knows more about what you want than you do…” she spoke softly, and her voice trailed off into an expectant nothing.

I turned to look at her and this time the kiss was neither faint nor chaste.

****

It’s not that I have what you would call sexual hang-ups or anything, but I had no experience with another woman, only failed relationships with guys.  But when Andi’s mouth pressed against mine with a new kind of urgency, I was nervous to respond.  I didn’t know what to do or expect.

Her tongue teased at the crease of my closed lips, and I felt my body stiffen.  Her warm hands gripped mine, and it was surprisingly soothing.  She released my hands and swiftly lifted me so that I was sitting on the edge of my desk.  My legs naturally parted around her slender hips, and she seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around my waist.

I gasped as I felt her body against mine and when my lips parted, her tongue snuck in.  She tasted of sweetened coffee and spearmint, and her tongue felt good as it danced with mine.  My hands were still gripping the desk firmly as she held me tightly against her body.  I was not participating yet, but I was not pulling away.

Andi broke the kiss with a huff, “Are you really that uninterested?”

“I-It’s not that, I-I just…” my voice waivered as it trailed off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked softly.

I shook my head as my cheeks turned pink.

Her face softened into a smile, “Well the first step is to release the desk from its death grip.”

I looked down at my hands and giggled as my fingers slowly pried themselves off.  She carefully took my hands and placed them on her own waist.  Her body was muscled but still soft, very different from touching a man.  And my cheeks flushed again when I realized I liked how she felt.  Andi was studying my face and chuckled when she saw my discovery.

“See? Not so bad, right?”

I shook my head and slowly slid my hands around her waist until they met in the back.  Her tummy was pressed against the center of my body, and I fought the urge to squirm.  I wanted to touch more of her, but I was worried she would misread my wriggling.  Instead, I turned my face back up to hers and pulled her closer.

Andi leaned in and kissed me again, with the same urgency as the second one.  This time, I was better prepared for it, and succumbed to the fact that I liked it.

Her lips were soft despite the need I sensed yet her tongue demanded entrance again.  I yielded, letting hers dance against the smooth surface of my teeth and the twisting motions of my own tongue.

I was so focused on her mouth that I did not notice her hands moving down until they had snuck inside the hem of my loose tee shirt.  Her fingertips tickled my tummy, and I giggled against her mouth.

“Ticklish?” she whispered against my neck.

I nodded, and she wriggled her fingers against my tummy again, eliciting more giggles from me.

“What about now?”

Her teeth nipped the side of my throat as her fingernails lightly ran down my lower back, dipping just inside the waistband of my baggy jeans.  I shook my head no, feeling strangely turned on by her touch.  I was worried about liking it too much as my mind began to wonder about what else she had in mind.

Her mouth trailed from my throat to my neck and then my ear.  She kissed and sucked and nibbled and licked at the sensitive area just behind my ear until I was squirming for real.  The harder she pressed her tongue against my skin, the more I wanted.  Suddenly, in one of those flashbulb moments, I realized what she was previewing.  Instead of shrinking away from the thought, my body reacted to the idea by surging damp heat towards my pussy.  In my surprise and desire for her, I dug my nails into her back.  She sunk her teeth into the top of my shoulder roughly and I felt another surge of wet heat.

“Andi,” I whispered softly, letting my hands slide up her back to hold her tightly against myself.

“Jenny,” she replied, “are you sure about this?”

I nodded, “More.  Please.”

I arched into her as she raked her nails up my back and took my tee shirt with them.  She tossed the shirt to the floor and exhaled appreciatively when my full D-cups bounced into her view.

“Good God, where have you been hiding these?” she grinned hungrily.

I giggled and shrugged, “Under here I guess.”

She buried her face between them, letting my warm, soft flesh surround her.  Her adept fingers made quick work of my bra clasp, and I felt it release as my tits fell out of their bonds.  I looked down at the top of her head and was surprised to see that my nipples were taut pink rosebuds.  They usually weren’t responsive but without even touching them, she had made them ache for attention.

Her mouth closed around one while her fingertips grasped the other, and I moaned against her silky hair.  Her tongue flickered quickly over the tiny peak and again I flashed to what else she was implying.  I pulled her head against me as she pinched the other tightly.  I had never really been big on receiving oral, but suddenly my head was filled with thoughts of what she would do to the rest of my body if just my nipples strained for her touch.

With both hands still teasing and tormenting my aching nipples, she slowly kissed her way down my tummy.  I lay back as she moved until I was lying flat against the desk and her tongue was teasing just inside my waistband.

She finally released my tits but paused with her hands on the button of my jeans.

“Jenny?  Tell me no now if you want, but I beg you not to stop me if you let me continue.”

I ran my hand through her feathery brown hair, “Kiss me first.”

She obliged quickly, nearly lying on top of me as her mouth assaulted mine, teeth nipping and tongue making promises I only prayed she could keep.  When she pulled away, I realized that her hands had been busy too, and my jeans lay open between us.  She grinned when she saw the tiny peek of white lace.

Her mouth made a slow, tortuous journey down my neck, through the valley of my tits and down past my belly button to stop just at the top of the triangle of my G-string.  She swiped the tip of her tongue under the lace, eliciting a pained groan as she teased me.

I’m not sure what happened but something sparked in her, and she became urgently needy.  She tugged my jeans off and to the floor until I was wearing nothing but my tiny white lace G-string.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, running her hands over my tits, down my smooth flat tummy, and over the swell of my hips.

She exhaled warmly at the damp spot on my panties, and I felt the flush of embarrassment that my arousal had been discovered.  My embarrassment dissolved into desire as she kissed her way up my inner thigh, slowly inching towards my anxious pussy.  She blew cool air against the wet spot and then slowly made her way down the other thigh.  By this time I was squirming and silently pleading with her and it was not from nervousness.  She kissed her way back up the delicate skin of my inner thigh and paused right above the core of my need.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered softly.

“Oh, oh, please,” I urged her.

“Tell me,” she instructed again, kissing the tiny scrap of lace that separated her mouth from my pussy.

“There, oh, there, oh please,” I begged again.

She rubbed against me with her mouth, the lacy barrier driving me insane.  I wasn’t even aware that my hands were moving until I felt her hair twisted in my fingers.  She looked up from between my thighs with a delicious grin on her face.  She yanked my panties down so fast, it left a burning sensation on my skin.

When I felt her breath moving across my smooth wet flesh, I gasped and writhed on my desk.  And just to torment me further, she pressed my legs further apart and ran her tongue up and down my inner thighs.  Up and down, back and forth, each time inching closer to where I yearned to feel her.

“Ohhh,” I finally exhaled, longing to pull her against me.

She pressed her lips lightly against the closed lips of my pussy, kissing delicately around the sensitive flesh.  I felt her fingers firm against me as she held open my slippery folds and when her tongue finally found the aching source of my need, I bucked so hard I worried that I kicked her.

She swiped the tip of her tongue once across my stiff little clit and then slid down to bury it inside me.

“Oh God,” I moaned loudly, “please…”

When she returned to my clit, she was done with teasing my poor denied pussy.  She drew fast tight little circles over the swollen nub, urging me closer and closer to the edge.  As my body trembled with need, she caught my clit between her lips and flicked her stiffened tongue over the taut surface until I burst.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  I wanted to push her away and pull her in at the same time.  I arched my back and buried my nails into her scalp, holding her against my pussy until the last shudder was wrenched from my body.

I finally fell back against the desk, panting for breath.  I had never cum from oral before, and I could hardly believe the intensity.  Thinking she would move up to hold me until the aftershocks wore off, I reached for her but instead she dodged my hands and returned her tongue to my overly sensitive flesh.

The quick little flicks were so intense, I tried to squirm away, but she held me fast in place, digging her fingers into my hips.  Just when it got to be right on the edge of painful, I was shocked when I fell into the abyss again.  I came even harder the second time, writhing and squirming on the desk and calling her name into the warm air around us.

When I faded back into reality, I realized that she was lying stretched out next to me on the desk, her fingers lightly stroking my skin.

“Holy hell,” I breathe softly.

She chuckles in response, “I knew you had another one in you.  I suspect there are even more looking for an escape.”

Her fingers dip down between my thighs, and I squirm at the thought of yet another one.

“But what about you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she replied calmly.

“How do I please you?” I wanted to return the gift.

Andi propped herself up on her elbow and studied my face, “Pleasing you pleases me.”

“Andi, I want to return it, I want to.”

She slowly unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.  I can see the waistband of her cotton panties hugging her chiseled stomach.  She took my hand gently and held it against her lower tummy.

Her skin was warm under my fingers, and I run them back and forth to feel the cuts of her abs.  Her stomach quivered under my touch, and I was emboldened to slide my hand inside the cotton briefs.

The heat radiated out from her pussy, and I could feel her smooth skin getting wetter as I inched southward.  I had no idea how to touch another woman, but I knew how to touch myself so I started with that thought.

She was shaven smooth like me, and so slippery under my fingertips.  Her breath caught in her throat as my fingers grazed underneath, along the outside of her pussy.

“You really don’t have to,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need.

“I want to, Andi,” I replied softly.

And I really did; I wanted to see the look on her face when I touched her.  I knew how she had made me feel, and I wanted to make her feel the same.

Her pussy was tightly closed, but as I ran my fingers up and down through the wetness, they grew puffy and opened to my touch.  When I slid one finger inside and found her swollen little nub, she gasped.  With every slow stroke against her, I could feel Andi’s pulse and breath quicken.

“Like that?” I whispered in her ear.

She shuddered as my breath tickled her skin, and I ran the tip of my tongue up the side of her neck as my finger dragged slowly across her clit.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clutching at my naked hip with her fingers.

She rolled onto her back on the desk, pulling me with her until I was lying on top of her with my hand still buried in her underwear.  Through her snug white tank top, I could see the impressions of her stiff nipples.  My fingertip settled on her throbbing clit as my teeth gently closed around one nipple.  As I rubbed tight fast circles, just like I like, I flicked my tongue hard against her tight nipple.

Her hands dug into my hips as she thrust up against me, and I felt her whole body quake when she came for me.  From my own experience masturbating, I eased off her clit slowly until I was fully stopped and out.  After I withdrew my hand, I stared her straight in the eyes and slowly ran my tongue over the fingers that held her taste.

She groaned low and deep in her chest as I sighed from the sweet taste of her pussy.  I nuzzled against her neck as she enveloped me in her long arms.

****

As it turned out, Andi was just a temporary employee at the warehouse for that week only.  But when I found out this potentially terrible news, I was actually quite excited.  After that Friday night in my office, I knew that I could not work around her and maintain my composure.  Instead, she found another more permanent position, and I discovered all kinds of new positions as her girlfriend.

I’m not saying I would never date a man again, but for now, I am quite content and quite satisfied as Andi’s girlfriend.  I was much less nervous the second time she took me to that bar.

And when I finally did learn how to please her with my tongue, I discovered that she had been right.  My body wanted something that my mind just didn’t know about.
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