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It was a completely unexpected and
impossible event, but it happened, and to this day, I don’t even
know how it did. I was in my second year in community college, and
my counselor told me that in order to transfer to a good four year
university, I would need to get some extra-curricular activities
into my academic resume. It made sense. I had graduated high school
at sixteen, just a few months shy of my seventeenth birthday.
Because I was so young, my parents had been very protective and I
hadn’t done anything outside of classes. My eighteenth birthday was
a week away, and my counselor suggested that I try some volunteer
work at the local health clinic. I would have to wait until I was
eighteen, but the paperwork could be started
immediately.

That’s how, with the echoes of my
birthday cake only hours old, I showed up at the clinic, eighteen
years and about fourteen hours and full of excitement and eager to
help change the world. I walked in full of smiles and told the
woman at the front that I was there as a volunteer. She smiled
wearily at me and said, “We sure need the help sweetheart. What’s
your name?”

“I’m Candace Driver.”

She giggled, and I figured she was
making fun of my last name. I get that every now and again. She saw
the slight exasperation that crossed my face, and she said, “Oh,
Candace…” She giggled again and covered her face with her hand.
“I’m sorry. It’s just…” She took a deep breath. “It’s just I’m so
damned tired and you’re going to be…Candy the candy striper.” She
giggled again and this time I giggled right along with her until
she finally said through the laughter, “I better call Nora and get
her out to help.”

I waited among the patients. There was
a full waiting room, so I stood. After about ten minutes, a
beautiful nurse walked in. She had the most flawless skin and big
expressive green eyes. Her raven black hair was pulled back into a
bun and partially covered with one of those caps nurses wear. She
called my name and I walked over to her. She smiled as she led me
out of the door and into a long hallway. She brought me to a locker
room, the whole time telling me how much work was involved. I have
to admit that I spent most of that walk trying to pay attention but
getting more and more distracted by her lovely physique.

I know I’m good looking in a fresh and
innocent girl-next door sort of way. Even as young as I was in high
school, I had football players fighting for my attention. When I
went to the junior college, it ramped up even more. I have a nice
athletic body, a girlish face, and a very cute ass. My breasts are
small and pert. I didn’t have much experience, sexually I mean.
There was a lot of kissing and petting. I’d given a few hand jobs
and one blowjob. That was it. I was still a virgin and tired of
being cute. I sure as hell wished I was sexy instead. Nora was
everything I wasn’t. Even in the unflattering nurse’s uniform her
body was impressive and curvy. I could see her heart shaped ass
outlined against her skirt, and even the way she walked was sultry
and sexy. I hadn’t ever been with a woman, but I could appreciate
that I was walking with an incredibly sensual and beautiful
woman.

She took me to a locker and opened it.
“This one will be yours. You can bring a lock if you’d like, but
nobody ever steals anything here. Now strip.” I was a little
shocked that she wanted me to strip, and I stood there bashfully.
She laughed. “Don’t worry, I promise not to molest you until after
your shift. We need to change you into your candy striper uniform.”
I flushed with embarrassment and stripped. She looked at me in my
cotton panties and bra and went a few lockers down. She reached in
and pulled out some white stockings and told me to put them on. I
did. Then, she touched me. All she did was put her hands on my
waist and then my hips to estimate my size, but the feel of her
hands thrilled me, and my heart beat fast. I was afraid she would
notice, but she disappeared into a closet and returned with a
traditional red and white striped pinafore and a nurse’s cap with
the same stripes. I put them on and looked at myself in the mirror.
Nora walked up behind me and it was amazing. I was cute, a young
fresh dream that made men think guilty thoughts late at night. Nora
was stunning, the kind of a woman that make men murder other
men.

Once I was dressed, it was suddenly
time to work. I spent the next eight hours reading to patients,
delivering meals, playing with kids while they waited to be
immunized, and giving light advice to teens who came in for birth
control or pregnancy tests. When it was over and Nora told me I
could go change into my street clothes, I was amazed at how
rewarding and tiring the day had been. I smiled and thanked her,
and she said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be in to molest you in a few.” I
giggled as I walked back to the locker room.

I was standing next to my locker taking
off my uniform when Nora came in. She didn’t hesitate at all. She
walked right up to me and put her mouth on mine. I was shocked.
When she’d talked about it before, I thought she was joking, and my
giggling wasn’t an invitation, but she was there kissing me all the
same.

I was stiff at first, but there was
something so incredible, tender and amazing, about the way she
kissed me, something so remarkable that I eventually gave in and
responded. I could feel her hands running over me. I could feel her
tongue exploring my mouth. I tentatively pushed my tongue into hers
and she sucked it back into her mouth. It was strange. No one had
ever done that with me before, but she did, applying pressure to my
tongue and sucking on it just like it was a little cock. I felt a
thrill travel through me as she did it.

I’d forgotten that I was halfway in the
process of removing my uniform, but I was reminded quickly when I
felt her hands on my bare midriff rubbing upward until she had my
breasts in her hands over my bra. She rubbed at me and I could feel
my nipples hardening and then, she pulled her hand out and yanked
the cup down so that one was free.

The feel of her hand over
my naked breast was astounding and the way that she rolled it
between her fingers made me moan around her mouth as she continued
to suck on my tongue. Then, she pulled away and I looked at her
wide-eyed and nervous. She smiled softly at me and leaned down, her
mouth kissing at my breast. She made a large O and put it right over my areolas. I
felt her tongue flicking at my nipples which created the most
incredible sensation. Her hands never stopped moving, rubbing my
sides, my back. She continued to kiss me and then, she was pushing
the shoulders of my uniform over and off me so that it fell to the
ground and I stood there, with my bra half on and my panties and my
white stockings.

 

She continued to rub and her hands
traveled down so that while she licked and sucked on my nipple, she
reached down and cupped my mound through my panties. I felt her
squeeze it and I almost lost it right then, my legs growing weak.
She kept kissing and licking my nipples for a while longer and then
she moved back up to kiss me as she rubbed my pussy through the
panties. Then she stepped back, reached up and pulled my bra off
completely. She wriggled it over my hips and then off
me.

I gasped at the feel of her as she
began kissing and licking down and back to my nipples while her
hand continued to rub at me through my panties. Finally, just when
I thought I couldn’t handle it anymore, she yanked at my panties
and they were down at my ankles. I moaned against her and I kissed
the top of her head. I expected her to give some more attention to
my breasts, but she didn’t. Instead, she began kissing her way down
my body until she was kneeling in front of me and then, I felt her
lips brush against my clit and I sighed.

I thought I was going to fall so I
shifted myself to lean against the lockers. She lifted one of my
legs up and put it over her so that my thigh rested on her
shoulder. Then, she attacked me. That’s the only way I can describe
what she did to my pussy with her mouth. She attacked it
ravenously, thrusting her tongue in and licking it hungrily. The
sudden intrusion was astounding and I moaned loudly. I reached down
and grabbed at her head and in the process, I grabbed a handful of
lush, dark hair out of the bun she had it up in and it just fell
apart, sending her hair cascading down her back as she moved
between my legs.

She was moving her mouth and her lips
and her tongue furiously on me and it was incredible how good it
felt and how wonderful it was to watch her work on me, her dark
hair swaying as she shook her head and rubbed her lips on my pussy.
I moaned uncontrollably. She was a woman, no question, but she was
attacking my pussy with far more aggression than I could imagine
any of the boys I’d fantasized about would do. It sent waves of
intense pleasure over me to watch it and to feel it happening. She
thrust her tongue in and out of me and then pulled out and licked
all around it before thrusting it in again. It was a remarkable
feeling and I had no idea that it could feel so wonderful, and with
a woman to boot!

When she finally backed off, I
whimpered and she smiled up at me. Then she stood and I smiled as
she undressed. She started slowly pulling her clothing off but that
wasn’t good enough for me and I reached forward and started tearing
it off her. She giggled as I did and, finally, she stood naked in
front of me and I kissed her. I reached down and I touched her
pussy and it was the first time that I had ever touched another
woman. It was a strange and wonderful feeling that excited me even
more.

I began to play my fingers along her
folds and she leaned against me and kissed me, moaning softly.
Then, she reached down and grabbed the small of my back and pulled
me against her so that my clit was rubbing against her thigh. I
began to move rhythmically against her, all the while, my tongue
was working on her lips.

Finally, she pulled away and she
brought me down to the floor. I thought she was going to lick at me
again and she did, but first she turned around so that her body was
over mine. Her hips were over my head; her legs, straddling my
face. When she lowered her mouth to my pussy, I lifted mine to
hers. I was tentative, not sure what to do, but I pushed my tongue
out and licked at her folds. The taste was musky and exotic and
sweet. She moaned and shifted down onto me as I licked her and I
moved my tongue over her before thrusting it deeper into her
opening. All the while, her mouth was working on me with the same
aggressive fervor she had shown before. Still, I just moved slowly
around hers, enjoying my first experience with another
woman.

She was doing incredible things to me,
but I didn’t understand how incredible it was until, suddenly, my
pussy was filled and I realized that she had pushed fingers into
me. I bucked upward and pushed myself against her and I realized
that I was already on the verge of an orgasm, an orgasm that felt
like it would be far more powerful than the awkward and vaguely
disappointing times I had touched myself late at night.

She began fucking me hard with her
fingers and I began licking more insistently on her. Then, I
thought that if it felt that good for me, it would feel that good
for her and I reached up with my hand and I pushed two fingers into
her pussy. She moaned in response and pushed herself down onto my
hand and it gratified me to know that I had given her pleasure. I
began moving my fingers inside her, trying to go as fast as she
was. It was then that I climaxed and the orgasm washed over me with
a force unlike any I had ever had before. I screamed against her
pussy as I felt it take hold of me, and I heard her moan and then,
she was moving her fingers even faster as her tongue continued to
work on my clit. For my part, I stopped everything. My mouth was
still against her pussy and I still had two fingers in it but I
wasn’t moving either of them. I was paralyzed with the strength of
the orgasm and the waves of pleasure that were taking complete
control of my body, utterly consuming me.

She kept moving hard and fast until I
couldn’t take it anymore and I reached down, trying to push her
off, but she just kept at me, making me squirm and squeal beneath
her. Finally, she stopped but she stayed where she was, wiggling
her ass above me, clearly signaling that she didn’t want to be
forgotten. I giggled and lifted my head and pushed my tongue up
onto her again while shoving fingers back into her pussy. She cried
out as my tongue touched her and she began to grind herself against
my face and my hand. I kept it up, licking and pushing my fingers
in and out, in and out, in and out until finally, she screamed, “Oh
fuck yes!” and then she was coming.

I could feel her pussy grasping at my
fingers, could feel her whole body shaking as it happened and
still, I kept pushing in and out, in and out, trying to torture her
the same way that she had tortured me. When she reached back with a
hand and stopped me, I guess I was too timid to try to force the
issue and I pulled my fingers out. She rolled off me and then
turned around and kissed my cheek and then my neck and then my
mouth. It was so strange to taste each other, the two of us mingled
on her lips and her tongue, as she softly explored my
mouth.

We lay there for a while until we heard
footsteps approaching and we hurriedly jumped up and began changing
into our street clothes while using our feet to kick our uniforms
into piles that we quickly grabbed and stuffed into our lockers.
Neither of us said anything as others walked into the room and
began changing, but when one of the girls asked if we had plans for
the evening, Nora turned to her and said, “Well, yeah, Candy and I
are gonna take in a movie.”

I smiled. Dinner and a movie would
certainly give me time enough to recover so Nora and I could start
all over again.
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