
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]


[image: Image 2]

JUST A JOB

[image: Image 3]

A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

MOBILE BIMBO

BOOK THREE

SADIE THATCHER

Copyright © 2023 by Sadie Thatcher All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

All characters are 18 years of age or older. 

Created with Vellum

CONTENTS

Just a Job

About the Author

Also by Sadie Thatcher

JUST A JOB

[image: Image 4]

"A nother rejection," Flo practically screamed. 

It had been two months since she graduated from nursing school with perfect grades. She had wonderful reference letters from her professors and the hospital administrators she had worked with. There was even a nursing shortage. It should have been easy to get a nursing job. But Flo received rejection after rejection. 

The worst part was rent was coming due soon. Flo knew she could keep her landlord happy and avoid eviction if she at least showed him she had a job lined up and could pay back her late rent. He was a good guy and was generally understanding. But that would only work if she had actual work lined up. 

"Fucking shit," Flo yelled when her computer pinged with another email. She automatically assumed it was a rejection email. That seemed to be what she got these days: spam and rejection. 

"Wait," Flo said as she looked more closely at the subject line. It was not a rejection letter. It was an interview request. 

Without even looking into the company more, Flo immediately fired back an email, accepting the interview offer. It was only after, when she actually started doing the research. The email had come from an HR director at B Ambulance Services. 

"Oh god," Flo said when she started digging. It did not take long for her to discover the big selling point of the company. They staffed their ambulances with scantily clad women. The pictures in the website featured women who all seemed to be blonde and unnaturally stacked. 

It was as if B Ambulance Services had taken the bikini barista concept from some of those drive-up coffee stands and taken it for their own, selling sex and life-saving medical treatment all in one. Flo had half a mind to write back and cancel the interview that had not even been scheduled yet. 

Instead, Flo found herself stepping away from her computer and walking up to the mirror in her bedroom. She looked at her reflection, at first head on and then from the side. She was a reasonably good looking woman. Despite the demands

of nursing school and the stress of job hunting, she had kept herself trim and fit. 

Flo had always had a pretty face, framed by dark, chestnut-colored hair. 

"Could I wear the skimpy uniform?" Flo asked herself. "It's just a job. It only needs to be temporary until I find something better." 

Before Flo could answer her own question, she heard a ping from her computer. 

She returned to find a reply from the HR director, proposing an interview for tomorrow morning. 

It only took a moment before she decided to at least take the interview. It was just an interview. She did not need to accept the job. And interview practice remained valuable. 

By the time Flo arrived for her interview the next day, she had gone through a whirlwind of emotions. She kept debating whether the interview was worth it. 

But there had been no other options that had come through for her, so she finally elected to go. 

Mr. Sherman, the HR director met Flo in the office building lobby. He then led her upstairs to a conference room. 

"Florence Smith," he said once they were both seated. "It is Florence, isn't it?" 

"I mostly go by Flo, but I'll answer to either," she answered. 

"Great. Flo it is. Now, you'll probably find this interview to be different than most others." Flo immediately started to worry. Different was usually bad. "I've already looked through your grades and read your letters of reference. Your skills as a nurse would transfer nicely to the EMT position. I realize it is not as prestigious as being a full fledged nurse, but we make it a point to help our EMTs move into nursing roles when they're ready." 

Flo's worries dissipated with Mr. Sherman's words. Her impression of most companies was how they disliked advancing their employees, because that meant they could not keep them in the nice and tidy boxes within the company hierarchy. But at this point, Flo was jaded by her difficulty in finding work. 

"I'm glad to hear that," Flo said. "I very much want to move into nursing as soon as possible." 

"Of course you do," Mr. Sherman said, although his words came out slightly condescending. Working with bimbos sometimes brought that out in him, even with unbimbofied women. "And I'm sure you'll get there soon enough. However, I feel our interview is complete." 

"Wait, what?" Flo asked, confused and exasperated. They barely spoke and he was already tossing her out. "You have only asked for my name. What kind of interview is this." 

"Flo, please calm down," Mr. Sherman said in an even tone, not rising to her emotional level. "I'm ending the interview, because I'm ready to offer you the job." 

Flo sat there for a moment, her mouth moving, but no words coming out. She did not know what to say. Mr. Sherman had warned her, but this really was unlike any interview she had ever experienced. 

"I was ready to offer you the job before you walked through the door. We'd be lucky to have someone of your skill level. I just wanted to make sure you weren't crazy or anything like that. You're not crazy, are you?" 

"No, of course not," Flo said. Her response was almost automatic, her mind still not fully comprehending how quickly this had all gone. 

"And you don't have any disabilities that need accommodation do you?" Mr. 

Sherman asked. "That's not a deal breaker at all if you do. We just like to know before you start your first shift so we can plan for it." 

"No, no disabilities," Flo answered. She felt like she was in shock. This was not at all how she expected the interview to go. 

"Then here's the contract," Mr. Sherman said as he pushed a stack of papers across the table, along with a pen. "Take some time to read the contract, but we want you to start right away, so don't take too much time. We need to get you prepped and measured for a uniform. And don't worry. The uniform is provided by us. I think you'll find we have well above average pay and benefits." 

Flo tried to read through the contract, but there was so much legalese. She managed to skim through it all, although she missed the bits about how she needed to maintain a pleasing and uniform appearance with her coworkers. 

However, that would all be easy once she had been prepped and fitted for her first night on the job. 

While Flo missed the bits about her appearance, she did pay close attention to the pay structure and benefits. The starting salary was comparable to a first year nurse. And the benefits included free comprehensive healthcare. Everything was covered. 

Without any fanfare, Flo signed the contract, sealing her fate. Had she paid closer attention to the contract details, she might have balked at some of the details. She never would have agreed to letting the company rename her, for example. But now it was too late. 

Mr. Sherman pulled out his phone and pressed a button. "Alpha team, please report to the conference room to welcome your new team member." 

It was only a minute later when three buxom blondes bounced into the conference room. They wore identical pink blouses, tied off below their sizable tits, and tight navy blue shorts that hugged their ample rear ends. 

Flo struggled to tell them apart. They each had their own details, especially in their faces, but otherwise, they looked almost like they were carbon copies of each other. Their beauty was intimidating, even if they were all obviously enhanced with plastic surgery. At least Flo assumed it was plastic surgery. She had no idea why she had been hired when this was obviously the standard. 

"Flo, I want to introduce you to your new team," Mr. Sherman said. "This is Sandi, Candi, and Mandi." As each bimbo's name was called, they each gave Flo a little wave. "Sandi is moving on to become a private nurse, so there's an opening on the team for you." Sandi giggled at the additional mention of her name. 

"It's nice to meet you," Flo said. "I look forward to working with you." 

This time all three bimbos giggled. Flo did not know what to do or say to such behavior. She did not understand how these three women were medics. They acted more like airheads. 

"Girls, take Flo into the change room and get her prepped," Mr Sherman ordered. "And if she complains, remind her that she signed the contract. She's

one of us now, but she might not understand that yet. You remember what it's like." 

Flo's blood ran cold in her veins. She wanted to take back her signature, afraid of what she had just signed up for. But she knew she was trapped by her own doing. 

"Also, remember we're debuting new uniforms with tonight's shift. The blue shorts are out. We're going for all pink now." 

"Yes, sir," the three bimbos said in unison. 

Then Sandi turned to Flo. "Follow me, please." 

Not that Flo had a chance to do otherwise. Candi and Mandi both took hold of Flo's arms, making sure she could not run. Her employment with B Ambulance Services was about to begin. 

The change room looked like a medical examination room, but it had four beds sitting side-by-side. 

"This will go much easier if you just go with the flow," Sandi said. The pun was unintended. Sandi was not capable of making such jokes. She was a fully qualified medic and nurse, but she was still a bimbo in every other way. "Girls, strip her down." 

Flo stood there, allowing Candi and Mandi to remove her clothing. She was resigned to her fate, whatever that meant. Her one ray of hope was the knowledge that plastic surgery was not in her immediate future. There was no way for them to operate on her and get her ready for a shift tonight. 

However, it was not just Flo who was getting naked. Sandi stripped off her clothing as well, revealing her perfectly sculpted bimbo body. Flo was in awe of how big and round Sandi's breasts were. Even without clothing, they did not drop an inch with the pull of gravity. 

"Alright, get up on the bed," Candi said. "And if you fight us, we have restraints we can use." 

Flo did not fight. She climbed up on the bed and laid down on her back. She noticed that Sandi did the same thing, although on the far side of the four beds. 

Candi pulled a machine off the wall and flipped it on. A low hum filled the room as the machine booted up. 

"Let's start with the legs," she said. "Are you ready, Mandi?" 

"Ready," Mandi said with a giggle. 

Flo could only watch as the two bimbo medics used the machine on her. But she watched with fascination, because she had never seen such technology or such immaculate results. It was as if the machine was erasing every fault with her body and replacing them with perfection. Little did she realize that Sandi was modeling for her coworkers, using her own body for the bimbos to copy. 

It did not take long before the pair had worked their way up Flo's legs, giving her long, svelte legs with a slight tan, her skin perfectly smooth. When they reached her hips, they removed her pubic hair and widened her pelvis slightly. It would help give her the hourglass figure that all three bimbos possessed. 

"Time to flip over," Candi said. 

Amazed with what had happened already, Flo did as she was told, flipping over so she was flat on her belly, her head turned to the side. 

Sandi flipped over as well, but her position was slightly different. The size of her tits prevented Sandi from lying down like Flo, so she propped herself up on her elbows instead. But the position was close enough for modeling purposes. 

Candi used the machine again, starting at Flo's feet and working up her body. 

She took time to make sure Flo would be able to walk easily in high heels, without pain or discomfort. She erased all the imperfections on the back of Flo's legs and gave her the same tan as on the front of her legs, removing body hair as she went. 

When Candi reached Flo's ass, she had to carefully use Sandi as a guide, making sure Flo's ass was properly proportioned. It was a delicate procedure, copying the ass that she was replacing. 

Flo looked over her shoulder and watched her ass expand. It got bigger and bigger as she laid there. She never would have mentioned it, but a thrill flowed through as she watched. She might never have admitted it, even to herself, but

Flo had always thought her ass was a bit flat and boring. Seeing it get bigger made her happier than she realized she could be. 

"There we go," Candi said, satisfied with Flo's new bubble butt, perfectly matching Sandi's ass. 

But Candi and Mandi were not done. They moved the machine up Flo's back, continuing to remove imperfections and giving her the same light tan. But they also strengthened her back muscles, both so she could perform her new duties as an EMT and so she could easily carry the tits that would mark her as a bimbo. 

"Let's get you turned over again," Mandi said as Candi reset the machine, moving it back down toward her hips. 

Both Flo and Sandi flipped over. Flo found her position different from before, her ass forcing her hips higher. It was not uncomfortable, just different. And Flo could not keep a smile from forming on her lips. She had an ass now. Despite everything that seemed to be wrong with this moment, with this job, Flo could at least take pride in that fact. 

With Flo now on her back, Candi used the machine to modify Flo's torso, shaping her midriff, flattening her belly, even giving it some added tone and musculature. But the fun started when she moved the machine up to Flo's chest. 

Flo had never had much in the way of a bust. Her breasts had simply never grown much. There had been times when she had wondered about implants, but as she got deeper into nursing, she decided cosmetic surgery was not for her. 

Now, however, it was required. But unlike surgery, this process was nearly instantaneous and she could watch as her breasts expanded, almost like they had been hooked up to a hose and were inflating. 

If her breasts were inflating, it was not with air. Flo could feel the added pressure on her chest as her breasts grew into a pair of bolted-on tits, sticking up even when she was on her back. She had seen the way Sandi's tits gave no concession to gravity and she knew hers would be the same, always perky, always riding high on her chest, even as they bounced and jiggled. 

"Mmm, so nice," Mandi moaned as she watched. She reached up and grabbed her own identical pair of tits. 

"Control yourself, Mandi," Sandi said. Even as Sandi laid nude on the medical bed, she still held control. She was the team leader, at least for now. 

Mandi dropped her hands from her tits as Candi put the finishing touches on Flo's new tits, making them a perfect match to every other set of tits in the room. 

"Now for the face and hair," Candi announced as she moved the machine over Flo's head. 

Flo closed her eyes and let Candi work her magic. It was pointless to fight against the changes. She had signed the contract. Even if she wanted to get lawyers involved, she did not have the money for that. And it was just a job. 

When this was all over, she could get her life back. Or at least that was her thinking. She could use her work as an EMT to get a nursing job and that would solve all her problems. She would no longer need to look like a bimbo. She could just be Flo again. 

As Flo laid there peacefully, her hair grew out and lightened, giving her a long, blonde mane of hair. Her skin darkened to match her overall tan, her skin became more smooth, removing all of her imperfections, including the chicken pox scar she had on her left temple. 

And then it came time to do Flo's lips. She had never had much there. Her lips had never been described as kissable. But Flo had never thought much about that before. However, she could feel the way they expanded on her face, gaining in volume and projection. Had she been looking, she would have been able to look down her nose and see them grow at the bottom of her vision. 

"All done with that," Candi announced as she moved the mobile body modifier back to its place on the wall. 

"Does that mean we're done here?" Flo asked. Part of her wanted to look at her reflection in a mirror, just to get an idea of what her life was going to be like from now on, but another part of her wanted to run away, screaming at what she had just done to herself. 

All three EMTs giggled in response. "You look like one of us, but we need to make a few additional changes," Sandi said. "Girls, get her set up and then join me on the beds." 

Candi and Mandi pulled cables from behind Flo's medical bed. They attached the leads to her temples and then one to the back of her neck, right where it met the skull beneath her hairline. 

Meanwhile, Sandi applied the same cords to herself from her bed. And as soon as Flo's leads were secured to her head, Candi and Mandi climbed onto the other two beds and attached the leads to themselves. This was not just a change for Flo, but for all of them. 

"Activate alpha team transfer program," Sandi said. 

The machine the four women were connected to whirred to life. But unlike the brainwave modifier that was used onboard the ambulances, this device used a pre-programmed set of instructions, feeding them directly into each of the women's brains. 

The changes to Candi and Mandi were simple. As it turned out, they only needed a name change. With Sandi leaving the team, they needed to upgrade their positions. Candi became Sandi and Mandi became Candi. Sandi, since she was moving onto a new role as a private nurse for a rich man, was having her name erased. Mr. Sherman would enter the room later and update her programming, preparing her for her new life. 

However, it was Flo who underwent the most changes. The computer started by bimbofying her. Interest in anything that was not fashion, sex, or her job as an EMT was either erased or replaced. Even as she laid there, her thoughts being altered, she smiled, her bimbo programming already taking over. 

But the big step, the final piece to the puzzle, came in the form of the name change. Changing a bimbo's name provided a clean break for the bimbo to embrace her new life. And for Flo, she needed to embrace being a member of the Alpha Team. That meant she could not be Flo anymore. She needed to be Mandi. 

When Mandi opened her eyes, her smile only broadened. She was aware of who she used to be, but she had a hard time even imagining someone calling her Flo anymore. She was Mandi now. That was the only name she wanted until Mr. 

Sherman saw fit to give her a promotion. Someday she would be Candi and maybe, if she was lucky, she would be Sandi before moving onto a nursing job with a name chosen by her future master. It all sounded so wonderful. 

The new Sandi and Candi also opened their eyes and sat up. The three bimbo EMTs looked at each other and felt an affinity toward each other that none of them could explain. But they knew it would make them better at their jobs. For all three of them, their jobs came first. And they could think nothing bad about their employers. 

"You look so sexy, Mandi," Sandi said. 

Mandi giggled. "Thanks. You both look super sexy, too." 

Before Candi could join the conversation, Mr. Sherman walked into the room. 

He had been notified about the conclusion of the brainwave modifier programming and wanted to make sure the Alpha Team was ready for their upcoming shift. He also needed to prepare the old Sandi for her new life. 

"Hello, sir," Sandi, Candi, and Mandi said in unison when Mr. Sherman walked in. Mandi did not even think to cover herself. She felt completely at home in the nude and had no remaining inhibitions about such things. 

The old Sandi remained on the medical table, her eyes closed. Her chest gently rose and fell as she breathed, but there was no sign that she was aware of anything else happening. She just looked like she was sleeping, which was the closet description to reality there was. The only difference was even if the old Sandi were awake, there would be no thoughts in her mind. It was like those had been wiped away, ready to be replaced when Mr. Sherman prepared her for her new job. 

"It looks like everything was a success," Mr. Sherman said. "Now it's time to put on your uniforms. I want your ambulance ready to go in an hour." 

"Yes, sir," the three said as they filed out of the room. 

However, Mandi paused at the door, looking at the old Sandi. 

"It's my job to get her ready for her new nursing job," Mr. Sherman explained. 

"She'll get a new name and everything, a custom nurse bimbo to order. Would you like that someday?" 

"Yes, sir," Mandi said. "I'd love to get promoted to a nurse bimbo." 

It no longer occurred to her that she wanted to be a regular nurse. The Flo that was had disappeared. She was still buried somewhere in Mandi's head, but it was so deep that there was only Mandi. She was aware of her past, but as Mandi, she could not imagine wanting to be anything other than a sexy bimbo. And as a bimbo EMT, she got to both help people who were hurt and sick, but help turn women into bimbos as well. It was a perfect job for her. 

"You better get going if you want to make it on time for your shift," Mr. 

Sherman said. "I know how much time you bimbos need to get ready to go out." 

Mandi giggled. "Yes, sir, you're right." 

Mandi practically skipped out of the room, headed toward the locker room. As Flo, she never would have known where anything was, but as Mandi, she knew the building perfectly. And it was only a moment later when she joined Sandi and Candi in the locker room. 

Both bimbos were already in the process of changing their uniforms. Their tops remained the same, but they needed to change into new shorts and shoes. The new uniform was much more pink, with pink blouses that tied off under their tits, tight, pink shorts that hugged their hips and butt, and pink shoes, creating a matching ensemble that would make men's cocks hard. 

Mandi stepped up to her locker. It had belonged to the old Mandi before her, but each of them had moved up, getting a promotion. 

It only took a few minutes for Mandi to get dressed, but it took longer for her to get her hair and makeup looking just right. Even though it felt as if she had always worked at this job, she was also aware that this was her first day and she wanted it to be a major success. Mandi wanted to look her best. 

"You look so sexy like that," Sandi said, complimenting Mandi in her uniform. 

"We all do," Candi added with a purr. 

"I can't wait to get started," Mandi added. "I just love being a bimbo and an EMT." 

"We all do," Sandi said. "It's part of our programming. But isn't it just the best. 

Now let's get to our ambulance and prepare for our first call of the night." 

Sandi led Candi and Mandi to their ambulance. It was pink instead of white. And the red lights on top were really more of a pink color as well. If there was a bimbo ambulance, this was it. 

And it only took a moment before their first call of the shift came through. 

"Ooh, I think we've been there before," Sandi said when the address popped up on the computer. There was even a map that appeared on the dashboard with routing information, making sure that the bimbos could find their way. 

Sandi and Candi climbed into the cab. Mandi climbed into the back, flipping down a seat and buckling herself in. 

As they drove to the location, Mandi's tits bounced and jiggled. She found herself giggling as she looked down and watched. It felt so good to have big titties. She could not understand why some people looked down at women with big tits. They were big and sexy and fun. Any downside was just a minor inconvenience compared to the overwhelming power of big titties. 

Sandi maneuvered the ambulance to the front of a hotel. They parked right out front and each of the bimbos grabbed a medical bag as they climbed out of the vehicle. 

Mandi followed Sandi and Candi as they walked into the hotel lobby. It was a luxury hotel, with plush furnishings and marble floors. But there was a rug with a bit of a lip on it that was easy to trip on. 

"Hello, we're Sandi, Candi, and Mandi from B Ambulance Services," Sandi said, introducing the team as they approached a woman who seemed to have fallen and sprained her ankle. "Can we offer assistance?" 

The woman was in too much pain to refuse treatment, even if she did not understand how three bimbos could be EMTs. But Mandi found her nursing instincts kicking in, doing what was necessary to help the patient. This was what she had trained for. 

"Mandi, go get the cart," Sandi said, giving the new EMT an order. 

Without questioning her superior, Mandi returned to the ambulance and opened the back door. She pulled out the stretcher and rolled it into the hotel lobby. Once

there, she helped Sandi and Candi help the hurt woman onto the stretcher. They then wheeled her into the back of the ambulance. 

"Here," Candi said, handing Mandi a clipboard. "Get the clerk to sign this and then have some fun." 

Mandi took the offered clipboard, but she looked at her coworker with confusion. She had no idea what Candi meant by having fun. There were a lot of fun things her bimbo brain could think of doing, especially with the clerk, but she knew she needed to be on her best behavior, for the patient's sake. 

"You get to fuck him," Candi clarified. "Whenever we go on a call, the Mandi in the group gets to fuck or otherwise entertain anyone waiting on the patient. But get them to sign the paperwork first. That's how we get paid." 

Mandi giggled. She understood now. "I'll fuck him so good," Mandi said. "After he signs the paperwork." 

As Sandi and Candi handled the patient, Mandi sashayed back into the hotel lobby, swinging her hips and letting her tits bounce and jiggle in her little uniform. 

"Is there someplace we can go to talk about you signing these forms?" Mandi asked the clerk as she batted her eyelashes at him. 

The clerk was fixated on her chest, making her almost squirm with delight. As Flo, she had hated it when men stared at her as if she was a piece of meat. As Mandi, she loved it. It made her feel sexy. It gave her validation that she was fulfilling her role in life. Even though her old self disliked the concept of bimbos, Mandi loved it. Everything about it felt good. 

"Let's go back into the office," the clerk said. He placed a sign on the hotel counter, telling anyone who needed him to ring the buzzer. He just hoped no one actually needed him. 

Mandi followed the clerk into the office. He shut the door behind them, giving them privacy. 

"I'll take those," the clerk said as he took the clipboard from Mandi. He started signing without even reading the forms. This was not his first time working with

B Ambulance Services. "By the way, what's your name?" 

"Mandi, sir." 

"Huh, I thought one of the other girls was Mandi. I'm pretty sure I fucked her the last time there was an accident here." 

"Names get confusing sometimes," Mandi said. But then she recalled the rug and realized it was the cause of all these accidents. "You should probably have that rug moved or replaced if people keep tripping on it." 

"But if we do that, then I don't get to fuck you and the other bimbos you work with." 

Mandi giggled. "Oh yeah, that makes sense." All Mandi wanted, now that the clerk had signed the paperwork, was to get fucked. She could not remember ever being this horny before. 

The clerk set down the clipboard on the desk and started working his belt loose. 

"Let me help you with that," Mandi said as she reached out with her nimble fingers and worked to open the man's pants. 

"Thanks," the clerk said, sounding grateful. 

Mandi freed the clerk's cock and she was happy to see that it was already hard. It was hard just for her. 

"That feels nice," the clerk sighed as Mandi's hands explored his cock. 

"How would you like me, sir?" Mandi asked. 

"Let's start with a blowjob and move on from there," the clerk answered. "I want to feel how talented your tongue is." 

Mandi dropped gracefully to her knees in front of the clerk. She looked at his cock with a mix of love and lust. She never knew how much she loved cock before. It was one of her favorite parts of being a bimbo. 

She licked around the tip, tasting his pre-cum. Then she took him into her

mouth, feeling the heat and hardness of him against her lips and tongue. Her pussy throbbed as she sucked him, loving every second of sucking dick. 

Mandi bobbed up and down on the clerk's shaft, taking him deep inside her throat until her nose was pushed up against his pelvis. She almost gagged once, but quickly recovered. This was a new experience to her, but she acted like a pro, as if she had practiced for years. 

"Oh, that feels so good," the clerk said as he ran his fingers through Mandi's hair. 

"Don't stop." 

Mandi purred as she took him into her throat for a second time. The vibrations almost sent him over the edge. But Mandi did not want him cumming in her throat. She wanted him to cum in her mouth so she could taste him. 

Once the clerk was close, she pulled away and sat up, allowing him to pull his cock from her mouth. 

"Cum in my mouth" Mandi demanded. "Do it!" 

With that, she leaned forward and wrapped her plump lips around his cock once more. She reached up with her hands and worked his shaft manually, making sure he came and came hard, giving her every drop of his seed for her to drink. 

"Fuck," the clerk said as the first spurt of cum hit Mandi's tongue. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as the pleasure for her mounted. However, she kept sucking, draining his shaft as fast as possible, savoring every bit of cum he gave her. 

Mandi had never actually tasted cum before. As Flo, she had given one blowjob, but it had ended with a facial that led her to dump her boyfriend. It turned out to be a bad birthday for him. But as Mandi, she loved the taste of cum. She loved the texture. She loved the cock it came from. She loved sucking cock. 

"Mmm," Mandi moaned. "So tasty." 

"There'll be more where that came from in a moment," the clerk said. "Just keep playing with that cock. I'll be hard again in no time." 

"Yes, sir," Mandi said. She continued to stroke his cock with her hands, 

worshiping it like it was the most important thing in the world to her. And at that moment, it was. 

"You bimbos are all the same. It's amazing. I never knew women could love cock this much." 

Mandi moaned in agreement. She loved cock, but she also liked to hear compliments. Hearing someone say she was great at something made her feel special. 

The clerk was true to his word. It was not long before his cock made a strong rally, growing hard and thick again. 

Mandi rose to her feet and moved her hands from the clerk's cock to her top, untying the blouse. There was no bra to cover her tits. The moment she opened her top, her big bimbolicious tits standing off her chest, looking beautiful and grabbing all of the clerk's attention. 

"Fuck, I love your tits." 

Mandi giggled at the compliment. She loved hearing how much people liked her body. She knew that almost everyone liked her body. And if they said otherwise, they were probably just jealous. That was how her bimbo brain worked now. 

The clerk reached out and grabbed Mandi's tits. They were the perfect balance of firm and soft as she kneaded them in his hands. She used his fixation to wiggle out of her shorts, leaving her wearing nothing but her heels in short order. 

"Now how do you want to fuck me?" Mandi asked. 

The clerk did not answer. Instead, he picked Mandi up and pushed her against the wall. He then lowered her onto his cock, keeping her back against the wall and using all of his strength to hold her up. 

"Oh fuck," Mandi moaned in pleasure as his cock entered her for the first time. 

His cock filled her completely, stretching her tight pussy. 

"You're such a hot bimbo," the clerk said as he started fucking her, thrusting in and out. 

Mandi wrapped her arms around the clerk's neck and pulled him close. She pushed her tits into his chest as she continued to ride him. 

"Yeah, baby," she moaned. "Fuck me hard. Do me harder. Make me fucking cum." 

How could a man say no to that? The clerk pistoned in and out of her harder and faster. Each one left her gasping for air. But even as she struggled to breathe, she still loved every moment of it. The pleasure flowing through her body, outward from her pussy, was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. 

"Fuck yes!" Mandi screamed at the top of her lungs. "That's so good. You're going to make me cum! I'm going to cum!" 

As her orgasm approached, Mandi began thrashing about on the clerk's cock. He kept her pinned to the wall, but her arms and legs moved on their own accord, no longer really controlled by Mandi. The pleasure was overwhelming, but she loved it all the same. 

With a final burst of energy, Mandi screamed and then came all over the clerk's cock. 

"Holy shit!" the clerk said, as he came, too. He dumped every bit of cum he had left into her pussy, filling her a second time. 

Mandi's orgasm rolled through her like a cascading wave. It just kept getting stronger and stronger. Even if it were possible for Flo to return, she would not want to if it meant pleasure of that magnitude. It was enough to leave her addicted, always wanting more. And as Mandi, she would never be hurting for partners. As a bimbo slut, pleasure would become a near constant in her life. 

The clerk was still breaking hard when he finally put her down. Mandi was breathing hard, too, but she quickly recovered, her body ready to go again. 

However, there was no time for a third coupling. Mandi sensed that Sandi and Candi were almost done with their patient. She needed to get dressed and return to the ambulance, ready for their next call. And if all went well, there would be another man to fuck when that happened. 

When Mandi walked out of the office, she was still in the middle of tying off her

blouse beneath her tits. The clipboard with the signed papers was under her arm. 

"Ooh, girl, you look so hot," Mandi said when she met the newly formed bimbo, who had just stepped out of the back of the ambulance. 

"Thanks," the woman said with a giggle. Between the tits, the revealing outfit, and giggle, Mandi knew the woman was now a bimbo. 

"Everything go to plan?" Sandi asked Mandi. 

"He signed the forms and then I sucked his cock before he fucked me." 

"Sounds like everything went to plan," Candi said. "Now let's get loaded up. 

Another call could come in at any moment." 

As Mandi climbed into the back of the ambulance, she considered the life she now had. She smiled, knowing that her life was better this way. As a bimbo, she got to enjoy pleasure and sex so much more easily and frequently. But she also still got to help people. She helped treat that woman's ankle and then she participated in her bimbofication, even if it was just by keeping the clerk busy. 

Mandi had done her part. 

"We've got another call coming in," Sandi announced. 

Mandi smiled as she wondered who she might get to fuck next. If this was what being Mandi was like, she almost wondered if it was worth it to get a promotion. 

Sandi and Candi did not get to fuck people on the job like she did. 

But then Mandi remembered the look of the old Sandi, ready to be reprogrammed for her new job as a private nurse. Even though she loved her job now, she wanted that someday, more than anything. She wanted to become a rich man's personal bimbo nurse. It was a dream come true for her, now more than ever. 

As the ambulance pulled away from the hotel, heading toward their next destination, Mandi knew that she had finally found her place. She got to be a sexy bimbo and she got to help other women embrace the bimbo life. There really was nothing better, at least for now. And as a bimbo, she knew there was no telling what the future held. 
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