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“How can I make you feel
better?”

The question is cliché and stupid,
really. Nonetheless, we’re trained to ask it whenever a patient
says they have a problem. I was just out of school, twenty years
old and a newly licensed vocational nurse. I was starting another
program to further my education so I could get the extra
twenty-five thousand dollars a year the RN license would get me,
but I had less experience as a nurse than most mothers
have.

So, when the button was pressed and I
stepped into the room, I didn’t think before I responded to him by
asking the question. Carter Squab said, “Nurse I have a
problem.”

I said, “How can I make you feel
better?”

Simple, right?

No. Because the moment I took four
steps into the room, I saw what the problem was. The poor guy had a
tent in his blanket that looked like the Matterhorn. In the
meantime, both of his hands were above his head suspended to
restrict blood flow until the plaster and canvas had hardened in
the casts for the eleven breaks he got pushing a child out of the
way of a car. The kid made it to sidewalk, but the car ran over his
arms. Now, the poor man had a giant boner and he couldn’t even
touch himself.

Thankfully, he had a hell of a lot
more class than I did and he didn’t answer. I stood there all but
paralyzed. I mean, this was like a scene right out of a porn movie!
It was all so strange, and he lay there without any ability to help
himself right after the guy saved a kid. I guess I must be some
kind of a slut because I suddenly wanted to make him
come.

I walked to the door and pushed it
shut. There weren’t any other nurses working the floor for a few
hours, so I knew I was safe, but who knew who might walk by. Then,
I walked over to Mr. Squab and told him I’d make it better. His
eyes grew wide when I lifted the sheet up over his legs and onto
his stomach. They grew wider when I adjusted the bed so that his
legs bent downward at the knees. They almost popped out of his head
when I lifted up his gown and his dick was suddenly exposed. It was
a nice penis, big and thick, and I said a silent prayer of thanks
that the car ran over his arms and not his cock.

 I
walked back to him and took his cock in one hand and his balls in
the other. He sighed softly. I leaned down and ran my tongue in
circles around the head. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, and I
almost started giggling thinking about my clinical charting class
and how Nurse Allegran would respond to the course of treatment I’d
begun. I moved my tongue lower, running it up and down the shaft. I
was in full on teasing mode, really. I held the base of his dick in
one hand and his balls in the other, but I didn’t rub at all. It
was all my tongue, softly licking and lapping at him the way a
kitten might lick at a bowl of milk. His breathing was going in as
gentle gasps and coming out as soft moans.

I did plenty of moaning myself. I
tried to make it seem like I was tasting the most incredible thing
in the world, like his cock was some kind of rich confection that
was sending shocks of pleasure over my tongue. I made it seem like
it was work to keep from devouring him, and when I glanced up at
him, I could see that his eyes were wide with desire. Finally, I
started to move more than my tongue. I moved my mouth up to the
top, flicked at it, and backed away. Then, I stroked him softly,
moving my hand up and down while I gently massaged his balls. While
I did that, I licked my lips, open and closed my mouth. I hoped I
looked like a little kid watching his mom bring a big slice of
cake, ravenous and ready to pounce.

 

When his moans turned more desperate
than happy, I said, “I can’t wait any longer! Oh God, I need it!”
Then, when my hand reached the head of his cock, I opened wide and
put my mouth over him. I let my lips follow my hand back down, but
I kept going, opening my fingers as I went so that when I finished,
my lips were at the base of his cock and the hand that had been
stroking joined the hand that massaged his balls. He gasped, loudly
this time, and I suppressed a giggle and sucked as strenuously as I
could. Of course, with his shaft fully in my mouth and a few inches
into my throat, I was fighting down my gag reflex. I couldn’t get
much suction going, but it was enough for him to whisper, “Oh,
fuck,” and to push up his hips just a little bit.

I kept up the suction and moved slowly
to the top of his cock again. When I got there, I flicked my tongue
at the tip, moaned like his dick was in my pussy and not my mouth,
opened wide, and plunged all the way back down again. I did that
for five minutes or so. Plunge; suck my way back up, flick, moan,
and plunge. When I could feel him getting close, I tugged a bit at
his balls. I wanted him to enjoy this for a while, and if I had to
tell the truth, this had become far more about how it made me feel
than any kind of nursing duties.

Carter moaned and gasped and sighed
with every movement of my lips and tongue. I looked up at him when
I flicked his tip, and he had such an overwhelmed expression that
it sent rivers of desire straight from my eyes to my pussy. I could
see him straining against the equipment that kept his hands raised.
The man wanted nothing more than to hold my head while I worked on
him. I kept my eyes on him when I went down again, delighting in
the way his expression changed subtly with each inch that pushed
into my mouth and throat. I could tell that he was getting too
close and too charged up, that a little ball tug wasn’t going to
stop anything if I didn’t slow down, so I sucked my way up, flicked
at the tip, and backed away again.

I put my hands on his thighs and
gripped them firmly as I leaned down and began to lick and suck at
his balls with the same restraint I’d used to lick his shaft
earlier. I knew it would drive him wild, keeping him reeling with
desire but still calming him down and backing him away from the
brink. His thighs were very well muscled, and I massaged them as I
nibbled, licked, and sucked softly. I was still making the hungry
moaning sounds, and I realized it wasn’t for show anymore. Maybe it
was just the process of giving a blowjob that was doing it. Hell,
why not? I was great at it. It came from holding off on sex with
boys from the time I was sixteen. I was twenty now, and I’d
probably given a hundred and fifty blowjobs to about thirty people.
Blowjobs were always the sex life in my relationship. You could
have called me Casey the Cocksucker, and even though it probably
would have got you slapped, you would have been right. When it got
to be too much pressure to take it further, the relationship
ended.

I realized as I focused my attentions
on Carter that I wanted him inside of me. It was a shock. With all
of my partners and all of my sexual experience, I was still a
virgin. I licked his balls and wondered what he would feel like. I
sucked one into my mouth gently and considered his size. I sucked
the other one into my mouth and thought about straddling him and
feeling him push in, my first man. I lifted up his sack and licked
and kissed underneath him and wondered how I would feel about it
when I was done. It was silly the way I went over it in my mind,
because the moment the thought popped in my head, I knew it was
going to happen. I licked upward and plunged back down on him,
keeping my lips wrapped around the base of his cock, looking up at
him, and sucking but not moving.

I realized that I could do a hell of a
lot worse for my first time. His cock twitched in my throat and I
thought about it while I relaxed and fought back any gags. He’d had
a full battery of tests before the surgery on his arms. He was
clean, not an STD in sight. Hell, no drugs or alcohol either. Plus,
he was a hero, a goddam hero! How many girls could claim they lost
their virginity to a hero? I pulled my mouth off slowly, my heart
finally letting me know it was aware of what was coming by beating
wildly in my chest as I backed away and started fiddling with the
buttons of my uniform. I realized that my body was nervous even
though my emotions and my mind hadn’t caught up because my hands
were trembling as I got the white dress unbuttoned and then
shrugged it off.

I stood in my white bra, my white
stockings, and the little white panties. I kicked my shoes off and
reached behind my back to unhook my bra. My hands were shaking so
much that I had trouble with it, and to hide it, I started swaying
and making more hungry noises. It seemed to work, because Carter
looked at me like I was some kind of sex goddess and said, “Oh,
God.” I finally got my bra undone and pulled it off. I realized as
it dropped to the floor that Mr. Squab was the first man who had
ever seen my breasts. Sure, some of the boyfriends had groped them
through my shirt as I sucked on them, but he was the first to see
them. I felt a thrill. I knew they were nice, perfectly
proportioned, firm, and large. I brushed my hands over them for a
moment, and the feel of the palms on my nipples send electricity to
my clit.

I took a deep breath and reached down
to wiggle out of my panties. As I did, I was amazed at how wet they
were! Sure, I had turned myself on before sucking on someone, but
this was incredible. It made me realize how much I really wanted
him, so I didn’t delay at all. I walked up to him, climbed on the
bed, positioned his cock, and slowly slid down on him. It was such
an amazing thing. I had never even used a vibrator before, but as I
held onto his shaft and pushed myself downward, it felt like a long
drink of water after a four hour walk in the desert. All the desire
and all the need were suddenly being filled. I worked my way slowly
downward, delighting in the feel of him until I met with
resistance.

This was it. It was finally happening.
Casey the Virgin was about to be Casey the Non-Virgin. I took my
hand off him, his cock only an inch or two in me. I put my hands on
his chest and then thought better of it and moved them down to his
stomach. I didn’t want to put any undue pressure on the arms that
had pushed a child to safety. I bit my lips and squeezed my eyes
shut and then, I pushed myself down forcefully. There was a brief
flash of pain that coursed through me, but it abated almost
instantly, and I felt so filled up. The hair at the base of his
cock tickled my clit, and I sighed and opened my eyes. He was
staring at me in shock, and I heard him say, “Jesus!” in a
breathless whisper. I could tell he’d just figured out that he was
my first.

I began to move up and down slowly,
and I felt an orgasm growing within me. I’d been able to make
myself get off a few times, rubbing myself at night while I
fantasized about the very thing that was happening, but this was
nothing like those times. I felt an urgency growing that I thought
would explode at any minute, shattering me into a million pieces,
and I desperately wanted to be shattered. I moved up and down
faster, but I couldn’t go crazy the way I wanted to for fear of
hurting my hero. I felt him pushing up against me as well, groaning
and breathing more heavily. I was overwhelmed. I felt myself right
on the edge, and when he suddenly bucked upward and I felt him
expand within me, I came.

There were four years of
waiting in that orgasm. There were a hundred and fifty blowjobs
worth of saying no to twenty-five or thirty people in it, and I was paralyzed
with pleasure as I felt my pussy grasping onto his cock, clenching
tight as he exploded into me. Everything seemed to be slow motion,
though I knew I was moving fast on top of him and watching his eyes
glaze over as he came. Every part of my body felt like it was on
fire, but a wonderful fire that warmed me almost to the point of
pain but not quite. I don’t know how long it lasted, but when his
expression changed from lust and satisfaction to a more overwhelmed
need to stop, I realized I couldn’t take any more either. I leaned
down and gently kissed his cheek. He still looked at me in shock. I
pulled myself off and dressed while he watched. Then, I went to the
supply cabinet above his bed, pulled out some sterile cloths, some
soap, distilled water, and a deep pan. Silently, I began to clean
his softening cock and his thighs and ass. When I was done, I dried
him off with another sterile cloth and leaned down to plant a kiss
on his dick.

I pulled the gown back over him and
pressed the button to lift up his legs. I pulled the sheet back
over him and tucked him in. He looked at me in wonder, and I smiled
softly. I was happy I had given my virginity to a hero. That
thought stayed with me over the two weeks the doctors kept him in
the hospital. He was able to have his arms down, though still
immobilized after another day, and I remember helping another nurse
reposition them. I came in every night and sat with him, changing
the channels, feeding him, or reading to him. Not once did we
discuss what happened. It was amazing because I had always planned
to give my first time to the man I married, but I felt certain
there was nothing that could ever make me happier than the way I
had lost my virginity.

I was wrong, though. Something did
make me happier. When he left, I applied myself, wanting to be the
best nurse I could. For nine weeks, flowers showed up every day at
the nurse’s station, and every bouquet, vase, and arrangement was
for me. On a Thursday afternoon, just as I stepped out of the
locker room wearing jeans and a tee shirt instead of my white
dress, I saw Carter standing in front, six other nurses smiling in
the background. He didn’t hold a bouquet. He held a box. In the box
was a ring. My hero.
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