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Nurse.

Now she
would be a nurse.

 


My dates
as an escort had progressed. And it was impressive how many
services asked him to take on a special role or wear a costume.
There were so many fantasies out there that wanted to be fulfilled.
Personally, wearing a costume seemed ridiculous to me. She had
already done several services with a client pretending to be a
secretary. But the costume was not a costume in the strict sense of
the word. It was fine clothes, silk blouses, a jacket and a skirt
or elegant pants, and underneath all that, very sexy lingerie. If I
were walking down the street, I could really pass for a secretary,
an executive or even a business woman.

 


The first
time they asked me for a service dressed as a nurse, they wanted a
costume, an excessively ridiculous one: a very short skirt, a
blouse with red crosses crudely sewn in different places, and a
false cap. If I went out like this, I would quickly be identified
as a cheap prostitute. And a whore if she was, but she wanted
class. The same thing happened to me when they asked for a police
costume and a schoolgirl costume. I declined the services. He
wanted to explore various aspects of sexuality, but that was
ridiculous.

 


So when a
service was requested again dressed as a nurse I was about to
decline, when the client informed me that he would get the full
uniform, but that he required my size and shoes.

 


"I'd like
to serve you," I wrote on the page, "but frankly I don't want to
wear a costume."

 


"It's
fine. Only it's not a costume. Let me clarify, it's a nurse's
uniform. I want it to look like a real one," the customer
replied.

 


"Agree. I
don't really know what the locker room is like, but if I had a
chance to see it before and then decide the service, it would be
very kind of you," I wrote.

 


"Of
course! Give me your sizes and shoe size. I'll get everything ready
in a few days and have it delivered to a shipping
service."

 


"Perfect.
Thank you so much. If he is in my hands I will fulfill his fantasy.
I await your shipment. Greetings!".

 


Now, he
had the shipment on the bed.

It was a
box, which he had picked up at a nearby post office. It was a bit
bulky and my parents asked about it.

 


“Supplies for the school… a collection. Christina asked me to
keep them for her,” I answered automatically. She had already
rehearsed the answer.

 


I opened
the box. It looked fine, not like any cardboard shipping box. This
had been bought in a special store. Inside, there was wrapping
paper. When I removed it I saw a white Filipina, with a zipper at
the front. The fabric was soft, maybe anti-fluid, two pockets on
the sides and one on the chest. Then I took out a skirt, plain, of
the same fabric. There was a white cap and a paper bag. Inside it,
white stockings and a set of bra, thong and garter belt in white
satin. The bra was half cup, which would surely support part of my
breasts, but would leave the nipples free. In the box was another
paper bag and inside it, an elegant white satin corset. It had long
laces at the back for adjustment and a front closure with points
and steel eyelets.

 


This was
fascinating me too much. Not just the corset. The clothes, the
lingerie. It was definitely not a cheap and vulgar costume. She
could easily pass for a classic nurse if she was walking down the
street. But the box still awaited something else. Another box, of
shoes. My new client had thought of everything. My surprise was
enormous when I opened it and saw some white sneakers. Going
outside in those shoes definitely wouldn't make me look like a real
nurse anymore. They had a huge platform, about four inches, along
with a long heel, over six inches. They were beautiful fetish
slippers. Going out with them to the street would give away my
intentions, even though above them I looked like a decent nurse.
What's more, I didn't know if I could even walk in my room with
that size shoe.

 


Given
this, I got to work.

 


The first
thing I did was take off the sneakers I was wearing and put on
those new shoes. My feet molded to her curves, although by their
shape, they were completely rigid. I cannot express my joy at
seeing my feet in those sneakers. I tried to get up from the bed,
tripping on the first try and falling on top of her. More
carefully, I got up. Although accustomed to wearing heels, the
height of those sneakers surpassed any footwear she had ever worn
before. I took a few steps and the clatter of the platform and the
heels against the floor made me excited. At first I stumbled when
taking the first steps. Soon I mastered that sexy pair. Without
further ado, I went to shower. I wanted to try that set of
clothes...

 


I saw
myself in the mirror. My body was really beautiful. Well-defined
curves, round and firm buttocks, flat stomach, visible waist, a
pair of tits of adequate volume, small nipples, light brown. That
completed with a beautiful face. I must have been a delight to my
clients and acquaintances who had had the good fortune to fornicate
me. I had shaved my pussy, so it looked delicious. My whole body
had been enjoyed by various gentlemen. They all asked for more
visits. Because it was not only what they saw, as I saw it in my
mirror. It was what he was capable of doing and how to do it. I
knew how to move.

 


I snapped
out of my thoughts and started doing homework.

 


I started
with the white socks. Then the garter belt, to leave them in their
position. I put on my thong on top. I continued with the bra. In
the end, the corset. I adjusted the metal closure at the front and
then pulled on the laces, making my waist narrower than it already
was. That made my boobs look even bigger, as did my butt. I took
the skirt and put it on. Next the Filipina. In one of her bags I
discovered an ID that said “Nurse Sofía”, next to a photo of me,
edited from my internet profile to make it look like I was wearing
that uniform. My client had thought of everything. I put on the cap
over my straightened hair and, at the end, the high
slippers.

 


All the
clothes fit perfectly to my body. Without seeing the slippers, she
looked like a real nurse. With the slippers, like a real sexy
nurse.

 


I was a
men's delight.

 


And it
would be for my new client.

 


At the
time of making the appointment, I was surprised that she was
scheduled at a private medical center. My client had ordered that I
report in full nurse's uniform, not change my clothes on the spot.
The only thing she allowed me to do was wear white sneakers to the
venue, leaving the fetish heels for the venue. I just couldn't walk
that easily and my nature would be immediately exposed. So I
entered the medical center, noticing that the identification
corresponded to that place, so no one questioned my wandering
through the corridors of that building.

 


Finally,
I found the office. The secretary told me to wait in the waiting
room. My client still had a consultation, he was a little behind in
his work.

 


"Don't
worry about your fees," he said with a suspicious laugh. Any
surplus in your hour will be adequately compensated…

 


-Very
good! I expressed.

 


Those
words made me suspect that this woman knew the nature of my stay in
that place. I felt a bit disarmed. I felt a bit
embarrassed.

 


-Take a
sit. There are two patients ahead, but they will be brief
consultations... then he will attend to you with all the time in
the world —she expressed with a mischievous smile. I returned the
gesture with another knowing smile.

 


-It's
okay! Thanks…

 


It was
thirty minutes of waiting. As time passed, I gazed at the place.
The waiting room was elegant, carpeted, with comfortable black
leather sofas, a coffee table, and the receptionist's desk. On the
walls, replicas of classical paintings. The secretary, a woman in
her forties, blonde, elegantly dressed in a gray tailored suit and
silk blouse. She had to earn a good salary, because the suit seemed
tailor-made, highlighting her curved and firm lines. I dreamed of
seeing her naked, touching those big, round breasts. I imagined
myself in the waiting room, her wearing a strap-on as she made me
hers on one of those couches. Or me to her. She was attractive.
Perhaps she could offer you my services. He didn't know if she
wanted a lesbian experience though.

 


The last
patient left the office and left after scheduling a new
appointment. Then the secretary addressed me:

 


-Miss
Sophia. It's about time I changed her shoes," she said, smiling
mischievously. Now I was sure that she knew the secrets of the
client who had hired me.

 


-Yes of
course! I said, as he took out the huge slippers and put them on
me.

 


The
secretary got up from her desk and opened the office door for
me.

 


-You can
pass!

 


I stood
up and walked towards her. I had already practiced in those fetish
shoes, so my walk lacked the initial wobble. It was sexy. The
secretary smiled. She was pleased.

 


-What a
nice surprise! —She said with her mischievous smile —There are
those who come and can barely stand up from the sofa, let alone
walk…

 


"I took
pains for the occasion," I replied, letting his eyes scan me from
head to toe. I did the same: I admired her body elegantly sheathed
in that tailored suit, with her wide hips contained in that skirt
that reached a few centimeters above her knees and her patent
leather pumps with very high heels that forced her to pronounce the
curves of her body. body. Her jacket fitted perfectly to her torso
and her blouse showed a wonderful crease in the middle of her large
breasts. If she was present at the end of the service, I was
determined to invite her to a session with me.

 


"You
really are a surprise," he said. Come in please… I hope to see you
more often with us…

 


She was
definitely in cahoots with my client.

 


"I hope
so too," and I smiled at him, biting the bottom lip of my
mouth.

 


I went to
the office.

 


The
lights were at half intensity. Next to the window, a huge wooden
desk. Behind, an extensive library full of old books. There was a
dark leather couch at the far end, near the entrance to an
adjoining room and bathroom.

 


At the
desk, was the doctor, my client.

 


"Wait for
me there," he said in a dry voice, looking at me from the shadows.
I want to look at her...

 


I stayed
there, standing.

 


"She
looks so beautiful!" —She expressed after admiring me for a few
seconds— Can you take a walk? Let it be slow...

 


I did as
I was told. I rotated my hips slowly, with cadence. That shoe made
me look very sensual, exaggerating my size and pronouncing my
curves.

 


"Really,
how beautiful you are!" She said as he got up from the
desk.

 


I
consider myself a tall woman. But this man was huge, about two
meters, thin. He approached me and his big hands took me by the
shoulders. Without warning, he brought his lips to mine and drew a
kiss from me. Immediately her big hands went down my back, towards
my waist, squeezing it. Then they reached my buttocks, which he
squeezed hard.

 


- How
firm! -She said.

 


He spun
me around and approached me from behind, kissing my neck. Her hands
reached my breasts, which she covered completely. If her brace was
proportional to her height and her hands, I was in for an intense
task. She squeezed my breasts, and right away I felt my nipples
protruding through the fabric of my nurse's uniform. Surely that
image was what my client wanted to see, when he gave me a half-cup
bra to leave my nipples uncovered. Her fingers stumbled over the
bumps drawn by my nipples on the uniform white. The caress of his
hands made them stand up even more.

 


"What
delicious boobs!" He said fascinated.



























































































































cover.jpg
Melquicided





