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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the first book in the MILF Chronicles Series. This series marks a return to the Bimbo Ward world and the satellite B Clinics.

		This book, and the rest of the series, will feature older women becoming bimbo MILFs. There is something different about a bimbo with experience and the bimbos in the MILF Chronicles will definitely have experience. And what experience they still lack, will definitely be made up for.

		

	
		

		Thanks for the Mammaries

		

		“W elcome, Mrs. Thurman,” Dr. Coulson said as he welcomed Shannon Thurman into his office. “Please take a seat.”

		“Thank you,” Shannon said as she did just that, taking a seat in front of his desk as the doctor took his seat behind the desk. “I’m sure I look a bit nervous. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

		“You aren’t the first woman to get nervous in your situation,” Dr. Coulson said with a comforting smile. “I’m sure you’ll feel much better afterwards. I understand you are here for the mommy makeover, as we like to call it.”

		Shannon swallowed hard, steeling herself against her own anxiety. “That’s right. The kids are finally out on their own and I’ve been meaning to rejoin the workforce. After over 20 years as a stay-at-home mom, I’m ready to get back out there. But I figured it wouldn’t hurt to make a few improvements first. It’s a tough job market and looking a little younger and being a bit more attractive can’t hurt, right?”

		Shannon was very aware of her increasing age. Her husband, Doug, who was sitting out in the waiting room, had just celebrated his 50 th birthday. She was two years behind him, but she could feel it coming at her fast. She knew age was just a number, but it could not hurt to look a little younger, at least during her job interviews. Shannon figured a little botox and filler could be used to tighten up her skin and give her the appearance of being a few years younger, even if it was only temporary.

		Of course, the big change Shannon wanted was a breast augmentation. It was not that she was unhappy with the size of her breasts, but she did not like how they had deflated after breastfeeding and then begun to sag over the years. A push-up bra helped keep her bust looking full, but it was annoying having to rely on bras to get the look she wanted. Shannon simply did not want to have to worry about every detail of her appearance anymore. She wanted to have a little work done so she would not have to think about it all the time.

		“You are not the first woman to come to that conclusion,” the doctor said. “And we here at B Clinic believe we can help you with everything you want and so much more. I believe you will be incredibly happy with the results. When you leave here you will look like a new woman. You can trust me on that.”

		“I thought this was just a consolation,” Shannon said, surprised at how quickly everything was moving. “I wasn’t expecting to go through with this now.”

		“My apologies,” Dr. Coulson said. “Somehow I was led to believe you were looking for a quick fix up. But that could be me misunderstanding my secretary. It’s all my fault.”

		Shannon believed the doctor, but having seen the secretary, she doubted the mixup was actually Dr. Coulson’s fault. The secretary was a complete bimbo as far as Shannon was concerned. She was honestly surprised the woman could count to 10, let alone manage the office. She looked like she was 20 years old with more tits than brains. The secretary had clearly had a lot of work done and she made for a good advertisement of the clinic’s services, but she left something to be desired in the intelligence department.

		“It’s okay,” Shannon said.

		“Although, if you go through with the procedure today, I’ll cut the fees in half,” the doctor offered. “That’s quite a deal.”

		Shannon had already been pricing out her makeover and had come to terms with the high cost. However, she figured it would be worth it in the end, paying for itself once she had secured a job, what with the higher pay she expected to receive. However, a makeover at half the cost was a significant reduction. That was hard to pass up.

		“I’d have to bring my husband in for that decision,” Shannon said. “We weren’t planning this to happen so fast.”

		“I can have Staci escort him back right away, if you want.”

		Shannon nodded her head, giving her permission. Dr. Coulson picked up his phone and contacted his secretary, passing her the news. There was a knock at the door a minute later and the incredibly stacked Staci minced into the room on sky-high heels, followed closely behind by Doug.

		“Thank you,” Dr. Coulson said as Doug took a seat beside his wife. “That will be all, Staci.”

		Staci smiled inanely as she was dismissed.

		“Doug,” Shannon said, turning to her husband. “Dr. Coulson has offered half off the makeover if we do it today. That seems like a really good deal, but I wanted to check with you first. I imagine there will be some tough recovery time this week. I won’t be as active around the house and might need some help with things.”

		“Wow, that’s a great deal,” Doug said. “Honey, you do what you want. You know I’ll support you no matter what. If you feel comfortable going through with it today, then I can make it work on my end. I have the money ready to go, so that’s not an issue. But I want you to feel comfortable, not only with the procedures, but with yourself.”

		Shannon had always appreciated Doug’s support. Not that there were many husbands who would complain when their wives decided to get a significant cosmetic makeover to look younger and prettier. That seemed like a given.

		Actually, there was one area where Doug had been less than supportive of Shannon. It had to do with her going back to work. She had insisted that was her plan all along, from the very beginning of their marriage. She would stay home with the kids while they grew up, but she would return to work when they were out of the house. However, Doug liked the idea of his wife staying at home. He liked the idea of her not working. It made him feel better about himself, knowing he was supporting the woman he loved.

		Not that Doug would do anything to stop her from finding a job. He wanted her to be happy. If that meant she went back to work, then he would live with that. However, he definitely wanted her to feel comfortable continuing to stay at home. They were associate members at a country club. He figured they could become full members and she could take up tennis or some other sport if she wanted to stay active and mingle with people. That was his dream for her.

		“How about this?” Dr. Coulson offered. “It sounds like your husband is on board, Mrs. Thurman. Let’s finish the consultation and then you can decide if you want to proceed today or schedule something for another time, if at all. But the half off deal is only good for today, so please keep that in mind.”

		“Sounds good to me,” Doug said. “Shannon?”

		“I think that’s smart,” Shannon said. “Yes, let’s continue with the consolation. I’ll let you know what I decide.”

		Doug got up and returned to the waiting room. Meanwhile, Dr. Coulson continued the consultation, discussing Shannon’s desires. Her tastes were simple. She wanted fuller breasts and a younger looking face. Both were things Dr. Coulson assured her he could give her. When it came to the physical examination, Dr. Coulson was both detailed and efficient. Shannon turned pink as she removed her clothing, but she felt better as the examination got underway. Dr. Coulson was completely professional and by the end of the examination, she could almost ignore the fact she was topless.

		“You can put your top back on,” Dr. Coulson said. As she did so, he continued speaking. “I am completely confident I can give you exactly the look you want. You’ll look younger and prettier for sure. And if we do it right, we can have you looking that way for years, not just months.”

		Shannon had wanted this moment to happen for years. She had been secretly planning this for the past five years. However, now that it was time to actually make the decision, she felt frozen. This was a huge step. But really, there was only one answer she could give. Of course she wanted this. And the sooner the better. With Doug behind her, Shannon gave Dr. Coulson her answer.

		“Let’s do it today.”

		“Terrific,” Dr. Coulson said, clapping his hands and rubbing them together. “Just give me a moment to get everything ready. In a few minutes we’ll have you asleep on the operating table and when you wake up, you’ll look better and younger than ever.”

		Shannon felt overwhelmed by the sudden movement. Before she knew what was happening, Dr. Coulson had brought in nurses to get her prepped for surgery and he had notified Doug of her decision. Before she knew it, she had been stripped down by the nursing staff and placed on the operating table. Moments later she found herself quickly drifting off to sleep as she was asked to count down from 100. She was out before she reached 96.

		The doctor was a talented surgeon. He had performed thousands of mommy makeovers in his years in practice with the B Clinic. When he first started, he had been all about keeping it simple, but seeing all the advancements the researchers at Ward B were making, it did not take long for Dr. Coulson to make his own foray into the world of the cutting edge. He had been hesitant to turn his thriving practice into what amounted to a bimbo conversion center, but he had long ago assuaged his discomfort. Of course, it helped having a bimbo like Staci around at the office to keep himself occupied during his downtime. And then there was his wife. He was never unhappy to go home when he had his own bimbo to go home to every night.

		However, as much as Dr. Coulson could have radically changed Shannon’s body using the techniques and technologies his connection to Ward B had given him, that was not what the client or his patient had asked him for. Had he been asked to turn Shannon into a 20-year-old hottie with a daddy complex, he could have done it without issue. But that was not what was desired in this case. He actually had to restrain himself from going too far. He was so used to making extreme changes to the women who came under his care. In comparison, Shannon was a simple case.

		Not that Shannon’s makeover was completely what she had been planning for. Yes, her breasts would be fuller, but they would be bigger than she had originally figured for. Her lips and butt would also become bigger and her waist smaller. She was getting the whole package, although a streamlined version of it.

		With all the technology at Dr. Coulson’s disposal, he could have transformed Shannon’s body without a hint of scarring or even artificial implants. That was the power of the tools he had access to use. However, the doctor was a surgeon by training and at heart. He preferred using implants and other artificial means to reshape his patients, giving them an obviously enhanced appearance. To him, that was where real feminine beauty could be found. It was in the artificial, showcasing the extent a woman was willing to go to in her quest to look her best.

		Although there was one area where Dr. Coulson happily used the technological marvels he had in his possession. That was recovery. The invasive procedures women chose to undergo to enhance their beauty could take weeks and often months to fully recover from. It was that recovery that scared so many women away, knowing it was more than just the risk of surgery, but the high level of effort required just to go about daily tasks in the weeks that followed the operation.

		Luckily, Dr. Coulson could cut the recovery time down to a couple hours with the help of the Ward B research. The only problem was he could not outright advertise such medical marvels without arousing suspicion. It was not something that he talked about, not wanting to draw the ire of the medical board. They would want to review his data, making sure that everything he did was in line with modern medical practice and ethics. Not that his patients ever complained. Then again, with his complete list of services, his patients rarely were in a mood to complain when he had finished with them.

		Shannon’s surgery took several hours. The breast augmentation was simple enough. Doug had ended up choosing her final size. Had Shannon had her choice, she barely would have been big enough to be worth looking at. After Doug intervened on sizing, Shannon would be the envy of every woman in her neighborhood and the focus of male gazes. Of course, Shannon’s breasts were only one part in a much larger package.

		With her breasts done, Dr. Coulson moved to Shannon’s face. He gave her pouty lips and large expressive eyes. Her cheekbones were perfect, but her nose was just a little too big. He made a slight correction.

		Then Dr. Coulson began his work on Shannon’s skin. She had wanted her face to appear more youthful, but the doctor saw the need to give her body an all around tightening. Wrinkles disappeared around her eyes and mouth as her skin became taut. This was true everywhere, with her skin smoothing out wrinkles and removing cellulose and other dermal markings.

		It was only after Shannon’s skin had been repaired that her waist was taken in and her butt expanded. It was a combined operation, with fat getting sucked out of Shannon’s belly area and injected into her ass as part of a Brazilian butt lift.

		When Dr. Coulson had finished his work, he looked down at Shannon’s sleeping form with a broad smile on his face. It was hard to know if Shannon was his best work ever, but it certainly seemed to be up there. He only wished the client, Doug, had been more excited about all the changes he could have made. There was so much more he could have done.

		Waking up from the anesthetic, Shannon felt groggy. She found herself in a pink room, sitting in a chair rather than lying down in a bed. This was unexpected. And she almost forgot what she was doing there. Almost.

		Shannon looked down to see her breasts pushing out against the hospital smock. She pulled at the collar of the smock to get a better view of her new tits.

		“That’s, um, really big,” Shannon commented to herself. She was at a loss for words.She was sure she had not meant for her breasts to end up this big. Maybe it was just due to swelling. That seemed as good an idea as any. She was completely unaware of Dr. Coulson’s recovery techniques. For all the drastic changes that had been made to Shannon’s body, she had largely recovered from it all. It would have been a great topic for a paper, but that would only serve to draw additional attention to himself. Dr. Coulson did not need nor want the publicity.

		“Oh good, you’re awake,” Dr. Coulson said as he walked into Shannon’s recovery room. She noticed he did not knock. He just barged in like he owned the place. Then again, he probably did.

		“Something seems wrong,” Shannon said, although she still could not put a finger on what exactly was wrong.

		“It can certainly feel that way when you first wake up from anesthesia. I’ve seen some patients panic and try to climb out of their chair and nearly hurt themselves. That’s why you’re restrained. It’s for you safety.”

		Shannon looked down and pulled at his wrists and ankles. She had been completely restrained. Neither her legs, nor her arms, were capable of movement beyond the slight give in the leather straps.

		“What’s going on?” she asked, her voice quaking with fear. Her concern over her physical condition had been replaced with the heaving strapping which kept her confined not to a bed, but to a reclining chair.

		“It’s time for the second part of your makeover,” Dr. Coulson said with a knowing smirk. “It wouldn’t do to send you out into the world with the same mind as you had before. I have upgraded your body and you deserve an upgraded mind as well.”

		“What?” Shannon nearly screamed. She looked around the room, frantically searching out a means of escape. Then her eyes fell to her chest. Her breasts were large, far larger than she had asked for. She wanted fuller, but these were simply huge to her. “This isn’t what I asked for. What kind of operation are you running here? I demand to talk to my husband.”

		“You want Doug to comfort you?” Dr. Coulson asked. “I can have him come in. Last I heard one of the nurses was giving him a massage while he waited for your procedure to be done.”

		“You mean he agreed to all of this?” Shannon asked, a sense of betrayal welling up inside of her. This was not how the day was supposed to go. She was not supposed to wake up with tits looking like they fit on a bimbo. And it was not supposed to be Doug pulling the strings from behind the scenes.

		“I merely gave him some options,” Dr. Coulson answered. “He only wants what’s best for you. As do I. We want you to be happy and neither of us believe you will be happy by returning to the workforce. But luckily, we have options to make that a certainty. By the time you leave here, you will have no interest in working ever again.”

		“But…” Shannon said, but she could not think of the words to describe how she felt. She felt betrayed and scared, but at the same time, she felt really good. She felt younger, at least physically. The aches and pains that came with middle age were gone. And to be honest, she was a little horny. Her arousal had jumped, giving her a new baseline that would make it much easier to get into the mood. Doug would, of course, be appreciative of that.

		“Don’t worry your pretty little head about a thing,” Dr. Coulson said. Even though Shannon was still fully herself mentally, he could not help but view her as the final product. She was a bimbo. That was her destiny, even if she did not yet realize that fact.

		“What are you going to do to me?” Shannon asked. She still sounded scared, but more and more, she was growing curious about this whole process. Clearly she had not read the fine print on the documents she signed.

		“The details are hugely complicated, but the general idea is I will be replacing some of your memory engrams,” Dr. Coulson answered. “I will be deleting some memories, altering others, and giving you completely new ones as well. We are, after all, a product of our experiences. As much as nature gives us the basic building blocks, it is how we nurture those building blocks that ultimately decides who we are. And for you, I believe we will be giving you a much happier and fulfilling life. You will love the new you. Then again, you won’t be able to avoid loving the new you. It will be all you know.”

		Shannon swallowed hard, trying to steel herself for what would happen next. She knew she had no choice. She was fully restrained and unable to call for help. She doubted anyone would come to her aid if she screamed. More than likely the room had been sound proofed. The nurses, the secretary, and even her husband would not come to help her. She was in this alone and unable to change her situation. Her only hope was to go along with it.

		“Can you do me a favor?” Shannon asked. If she had no choice in going through with the memory alterations, she might as well get something positive out of it.

		“I can certainly try,” Dr. Coulson said as he turned on the computer monitor connected to the chair Shannon was strapped to.

		“There was an incident in college,” Shannon said. “A man. He, um, did something to me. I’d rather not remember it.”

		Dr. Coulson nodded his head. Despite his profession and specialty, Dr. Coulson had always believed there was a special place in hell for people who traumatized others. He did not know the details of Shannon’s pain, but he had several ways to deal with the problem without further details. The more traumatic an event, the more the memory engrams stood out. It would be easy to find and remove. Although it would be even easier to simply build Shannon a new backstory, one that would preclude her from being in the negative situation to begin with.

		It truly was amazing what Dr. Coulson could achieve, as could all the doctors affiliated with Ward B. The chain of B Clinics were all different, but they all had access to the same techniques and technology. The medical achievements that had been made would shock the world. However, the greater shock would come from how those techniques and technologies had been developed and how they were first used. It was the stigma that created that meant they would take much longer to reach the mainstream of the medical community. It really was a matter of the prudes and those who were perpetually offended that prevented these great breakthroughs from being utilized outside the bimbofication field.

		“I can do that,” Dr. Coulson said. He had taken the Hippocratic oath when he became a doctor. Yes, there were some fizzy lines in his field, but the fact all his patients came away happier and often healthier gave him comfort and allowed him to navigate the ethical and moral gray zone in which he worked. At the very least, he could always answer to an inquiry with the fact that he always did what was best for the future of his patients, even if it meant sacrificing the present and the past.

		“Whenever you’re ready, Doc,” Shannon said. She had given up on fighting. There was no point. Her only thought was that she might as well do all she could to improve herself. As much as she got far more than she bargained for with her body, from what she could tell strapped down into a chair, she looked great. That had to count for something.

		“Very well,” Dr. Coulson said as he started to attach wired electrodes to the sides of Shannon’s head. He then dropped a pair of goggles onto her face, covering her eyes. Then he plugged noise cancelling earbuds into her ears to completely cut her off from the outside world. He had complete control of her visual and auditory stimuli. Coupled with the electrodes on her head, he could ultimately identify the memory engrams that needed altering as well as create entirely new ones.

		“Should I say goodbye?” Shannon asked, wondering if when the procedure was over she would still be herself.

		“You’ll still be you,” Dr. Coulson answered. “You’ll just be a better version of you. Trust me. You’ll be all smiles when we’re done here. You’ll be recommending my services to everyone you know very soon.”

		Shannon nodded her head. Not that she could see anything. The goggles were blacked out, the lenses actually small screens to feed her mind new information. The system was completely immersive.

		Dr. Coulson began running the memory engram program. He had originally planned to just make a few small alterations, giving her the chance to retain who she was, but with a sexier outcome. However, her request to remove a traumatic memory from her college career gave the doctor a different idea about how to achieve his goals. It would take more time, but he was sure her husband would not mind. He was well taken care of.

		Taking a sip of coffee, Dr. Coulson watched the monitor carefully as Shannon’s brain was mapped, specifically her memories. He only wished he could actually see the memories play out on the monitor, but the technology was not that advanced yet. Maybe someday, assuming he did not retire early to spend more time with the bimbos he had at home. That was common among the Ward B and B Clinic doctors. They were paid well and they often retired early. It was considered a perk of the job, especially as they often got to keep the strays that came their way.

		With the goal for Shannon to be roughly eight years younger than she really was, having just hit 40, instead of her real age of 48, Dr. Coulson decided to go back to her college days and make a few alterations. In many ways, they were simple alterations, but they would help cut out the years needed to properly drop Shannon’s age. It would also make it easy to remove her traumatic memory from college.

		Shannon’s new backstory was simple. She made it into college, barely. She joined the cheerleaders and got involved in sorority life immediately. That was when she met Doug. She was a freshman and he was a grad student. They fell in love. However, the pressures of her classes, her cheer schedule, and her sorority responsibilities were too much. She failed out of college in her first semester. Not to mention she got pregnant early on. Shannon went from a solid major with career prospects to a college dropout with a baby on the way.

		Once those early memory engrams were added, it was easy to go through and make simple edits to the rest of her memories. Shannon had become far more interested in her appearance. She also more readily adopted an attitude that she was not college or work material. Her place was in the home, first taking care of the kids and now that they were grown and fully out of the house, taking care of her husband. It was those actions, like cooking dinner or giving him a welcome home from work blowjob that gave her life meaning. And now she could view her mommy makeover as not just wanting to look her best, but as a reward for her husband for being such a good man to her, for providing for her all these years, for being the love of her life.

		Much of the computer processes were automated. As much as Dr. Coulson was well-experienced using the memory engram manipulator, it felt like a plug and play system. He only had to tell the computer his intentions and it would find a way to make it happen. Over time, the doctor had learned a few tricks here or there, but the interface was as intuitive as could be. The program was clearly designed for non-technical people, which Dr. Coulson appreciated. If it were more difficult, he still would have been able to use it, but the simple interface meant he could sometimes work with a few distractions. Those distractions often came from one of the nurses or Staci dropping in to suck his cock while he worked.

		However, with Shannon, Dr. Coulson had no such distractions. It was just him and Shannon, working together to bring about greater harmony. Not that Shannon needed to do much other than sit there under the spell of the computer that was essentially rewriting her brain.

		When it was all said and done, Shannon was a completely different person.

		“Hi, Doc,” Shannon said cheerily as he pulled the goggles off her head.

		“How are you feeling, Shannon?” Dr. Coulson asked.

		The first few minutes after memory engram integration had completed was always the hardest on the patient. Sometimes there were lingering feelings from erased or altered memories that left the patient confused and emotional. No technology was perfect, especially when dealing with the human brain.

		“I feel great,” she chirped. “And look, you gave me great big titties. I love ‘em.”

		Already he could see the massive change in Shannon’s demeanor. And she seemed far more simple than she did before. The whole package was quite impressive. Shannon was very much a bimbo now and she did not seem to be experiencing any adverse side effects. As far as she was concerned, she had always been like this, minus the plastic surgery, of course. That was new, but that was also what she wanted.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Dr. Coulson said with a smile. “Another satisfied patient. Let me get you unhooked and then we can get you changed so you can meet up with your husband.”

		At the mention of Doug, Shannon grew starry eyed. She really did love him. And unlike before, when her love bond had been strong enough to at least mostly withstand the betrayal she had felt before, now it was even stronger. It was not just love, but lust that bonded her to her husband. She had developed a submissiveness toward him that gave her life greater definition.

		Not that Shannon realized this, of course. To her, nothing had changed. She did not remember a time in the past 20 years when she was not a bimbo. This was who she was. And other than a few mental tricks she would have to perform to maintain the fact she was legally 48 years old, but mentally 40, she was ready to return to her life as she now remembered it, even if it was a bit different from the life she had actually lived thus far. The fact her math skills might have degraded a bit to make the mental trick work was rarely viewed as a problem. In fact, it was often viewed as a feature.

		Dr. Coulson released the straps restraining Shannon to the chair. She flexed her arms and legs with her newfound freedom and smiled.

		“Thank you, Doc,” Shannon said as she pushed herself to her feet. She was a little unsteady at first, what with her new proportions. And her muscle memory would take some retraining. That was not so easily changed via the memory engram procedure. But it would only take. Few days, or weeks at most, for Shannon to feel completely at home with her new self.

		“You’re welcome,” Dr. Coulson said, smiling. He always loved this part. Yes, it was disheartening sometimes to see women before they had embraced their bimboness, but once they had gone bimbo, they were all smiles and so was the doctor. It was moments like these when he really loved his work. He not only made women more beautiful, at least in his eyes, but he made them happier as well. A single day in his clinic was like getting cosmetic surgery, spending the day at a relaxing skin spa, and spending a lifetime of weekly appointments with a therapist all in one. There was no comparison.

		Shannon bounced over to a full length mirror on the wall. It had been placed there for just the purpose Shannon now used it for: primping and making sure she looked her best. After all, that was now forefront in her thoughts. She knew she was a bimbo. She knew her value was in her submissiveness to her husband and in her body. Her brain mostly just made sure everything worked right. Her thoughts were just noise that got in the way, making it easy for her to ignore them.

		“Such a MILF,” Shannon said as she squeezed her tits through the medical smock she still wore. “But now that I’ve got big tits, I need to do something about this hair. I think I’m gonna go blonde.” Shannon started giggling at the thought of her with blonde hair.

		Dr. Coulson could only chuckle as she made her self-appraisal. He had offered to change her hair color, but Doug had pushed the idea aside. There were some things he wanted her to work for. He supposed Doug liked the idea of dark roots on his bimbo wife to be. And in a way, the doctor agreed with him. Yes, the upkeep was higher, requiring regular salon appointments, but she would be going to those anyway with her newfound vanity. And the coloring process from brown to blonde did allow for more variation in styles.

		“I’m sure your husband will love that,” Dr. Coulson said. “Now let’s get you dressed so you can go see him. He’s waiting for you.”

		“Oh goodie,” Shannon squealed as she bounced up onto her toes, causing her tits to bounce and bound on her chest. That, in turn, set her to giggling, as she found that she loved making her tits bounce. Even with them covered as much as they were, she loved watching them in the mirror. However, the chance to put real clothes on, clothes that would highlight her body and show off her new assets was too important to get caught up in watching her tits. That could come later.

		Dr. Coulson opened a small cabinet next to the mirror. Inside was an outfit for Shannon to wear, as well as a pair of high heels. He had not gone to the same lengths as he had with other women before her to force Shannon to wear high heels. Again, that offer was turned down by Doug, as he wanted her to still be able to play tennis at the country club, even if it had not been a common activity for her before. And playing tennis with any amount of skill required being able to move across the court with some degree of speed and that just was not possible if she was forced to mince around on the court in high heels.

		The outfit that had been chosen for Shannon was relatively simple. It was a red wrap dress with a plunging neckline to make sure she had a deep valley of cleavage on display. It hugged her waist tightly before it flared out around her hips. The dress was short compared to what Shannon previously would have considered appropriate, but it was not so short that she risked flashing the matching red thong that had been provided for her. The red and black heels completed the outfit. There was no provided bra, but the truth was, with her new tits, she did not really need a bra. They stood out on her chest just fine without one. Although she would definitely need a heavy duty bra to play tennis, that would be obtained in good time.

		Once she had changed, Dr. Coulson led her out toward the waiting area where she could be reunited with her husband.

		“Doug,” she squealed as soon as she saw him. She minced over in her high heels and wrapped him up in a big hug, pressing her new big tits against his chest and giving him a passionate kiss on the lips.

		Doug responded to his remade wife instantly, both in returning her embrace and kiss, but also in getting hard. His cock strained at just the sight of her, but feeling her body press up against his own was more than enough to get him ready.

		“Welcome to your new life, Mrs. Thurman,” Staci said. “Your husband processed all of the remaining paperwork while you were in the back. You’re both free to go.”

		“It was an honor working with you,” Dr. Coulson said. “And tell your friends. I get most of my clients by referral.”

		“Oh, I will, Doc,” Shannon said after she and Doug broke their kiss. Although his hands had drifted down her back and found her ass. He was squeezing her cheeks, making her even wetter. She had never been this horny before.

		“Let’s go, sweetie,” Doug said as he let go of his wife and gave her a little swat on the ass to get her moving toward the door.

		Shannon cooed at the attention she received and then minced toward the door. Her husband had given her an order and she was not someone who could disobey an order from her husband. As his wife, it was unthinkable.

		The ride home was pure torture for Shannon. She could see Doug’s cock tenting his pants, but there was nothing she could do for him while they drove. Yes, she had offered to blow him, but he had refused, wanting instead to save himself for when they got home. She could not argue with that.

		However, Shannon had become acutely aware of Doug’s presence. She had never realized how good he smelled before. Stuck in the small confines of their car, she was even more aware of it. And just the smell of him was enough to turn her on. Her thong was already wet.

		And the moment they were home, Shannon wanted to drag her husband into the house so he could ravish her. However, there was no way she could do that. Her submissiveness had been turned up to such a degree that she could not lead him into the house like that. Not that Doug was avoiding their future coupling. He just had more patience than his now bimbofied wife did.

		“Come here,” Doug finally said when they were safely inside. He grabbed Shannon by the shoulders and pulled her in close. She melted against him, loving how hot he felt against her. She could feel his cock through his pants. She had no idea how he had managed to avoid ripping her clothes off right there and then, or even before then. But there was a reason Doug was the man of the house. Shannon was not capable of such self control. She would be completely lost, a complete slut, if it were not for him. He had taken her and trained her to be the perfect bimbo wife for him. It was all there in her memories.

		Doug guided Shannon toward the bedroom. Once there, he sat down on the bed, leaving Shannon standing there, swaying slightly, always trying to best show off her body. Now that she finally had gotten her big tits, she was more than happy to show them off.

		“Do a little dance while you strip for me,” Doug said as he pulled out his phone and turned on some music.

		Shannon’s hips started to move to the beat without her even having to think about it. Then her hands went to her dress as she slowly started to untie it. She took her time, putting on the best show she was able. She might not have had patience for herself, but when Doug gave her an order, she followed it without question.

		She did a little turn, making sure to take a moment and shake her ass in Doug’s direction. Then she turned quickly and opened the front of her dress, revealing her bare tits in all their glory. Her body was fit and trim beneath her protruding tits. Her little red thong fit snugly against her pussy. Her body hair was gone, erased permanently from her skin. She shucked off the dress, letting it fall down off her shoulders. Shannon swung it around her head once it was free and let it fly toward a chair in the corner.

		“How do you like your bimbo?” Shannon asked before she bit her lower lip. She ran her hands down her body, toward her hips. She pulled at the band of her thong. “Should I take it off?”

		Doug simply nodded his head. Nothing more needed to be said.

		Shannon followed his direction, turning around and then slowly pulling her thong down over her ass. Her pussy came into view, pink and swollen and very wet. She gave her ass a smack and then let the thong fall around her ankles. Shannon turned as she stepped out of her panties, now only wearing her high heels. She stuck a finger into the corner of her mouth, looking both cute and air headed. It was hard to imagine that this woman had been a college graduate just a few hours earlier. Now she looked like a dumb and horny MILF. Then again, that was exactly what she now was.

		“Come here,” Doug said, beckoning his wife forward.

		She stepped toward him and as soon as she was within arm’s reach, he grabbed her and sat her down on his lap. “You should call me Daddy now,” he whispered into her ear.

		“Ooh, yes, Daddy,” Shannon cooed.

		“Good.”

		In one smooth motion, Doug flipped Shannon over and stood up, leaving her on her hands and knees on the bed, her ass pointed toward him. It took only a few moments for him to disrobe. His cock was long and hard. He had never been this hard for his wife before, but his wife had never been a bimbo before, even if she remembered otherwise.

		Shannon’s eyes went wide as he entered her from behind. His cock pressed into her waiting pussy with ease, sliding deep inside of her on his first thrust. And that initial thrust was almost enough to make the horny bimbo that was now Shannon cum. But what was more, she felt as if she was serving her purpose. She had never felt so fulfilled as she was filled with his cock. Shannon, better than ever, now understood her purpose in life. This was where she was meant to be. This was who she was meant to be. Every part of her life was lining up to perfection.

		And all the while, Doug fucked his wife from behind, thrusting in and out of her, treating her like she was just there for his own pleasure. Yet, given the changes in Shannon’s body and mind, all the things that gave Doug pleasure now gave her pleasure too.

		“Harder,” Shannon called out as she found herself stuck on the precipice. Her body was poised to cum. The orgasm seemed within reach. But she was not cumming. “Please, fuck me harder, Daddy.”

		It was the closest Shannon could come to giving her husband an order. But hearing her use his new nickname, he could not stop himself from doing just that. His pace and force increased as he neared his own climax.

		Shannon felt a sudden twitch inside her. It was not her body, but Doug’s cock that had made the movement, even while he was in the middle of thrusting into her. She knew that twitch well, even from before she was a bimbo. It was his cock’s way of telling the both of them that he had passed his point of no return. He was going to cum. The only question was when and where.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Doug practically roared.

		“Do it, Daddy. Cum in my pussy. Fill me up.”

		And Doug did exactly that. His orgasm was the breaching of a dam. Suddenly his cock was shooting loads of fresh hot seed into Shannon’s pussy. She came with him, that flood of cum setting off her own orgasm. It was as if that flood had turned into a torrential river spreading orgasmic pleasure through her body. Her vision turned white as her arms gave way beneath her, her face planting into the bedcovers.

		“Oh yes,” Shannon called out as her body convulsed with orgasmic ecstasy. Sex had never felt this good before. If there was one thing she was certain of, it was that she was addicted to this. She was addicted to the sexual pleasure that her husband’s cock gave her. And she knew they were just getting started. She had big tits to fuck, as well as two more holes. She could keep going for as long as Doug could.

		However, Doug needed time to recover. He was not as young as he once was. His virility was never in question, but he made sure he had a few blue pills on hand to make sure his cock was ready to go again before the night was through. In the meantime, Shannon was ushered off to the kitchen to start making dinner. She kept her heels on, but simply put on an apron for cooking. Doug enjoyed watching her work as he sat at the kitchen table.

		Later that night they would begin another round of sexual fun, a common occurrence for them now. Sex was a near constant in their lives together. From that day forward, it was a rare day when they did not get each other off in one way or another. But there was still much to be done. Shannon needed a new wardrobe. Doug had taken the time to throw out her ill-fitting and boring clothes. As a bimbo, Shannon had specific tastes, even if she kept things on the classy side. For she was a well-trained bimbo slut. But she needed new bras anyway, especially so she could complete her tennis outfits. Her big tits needed to be kept in check while she played. Otherwise she might hurt herself.

		Doug was thankful everyday for what Dr. Coulson had provided him, even if it had not been something he had initially planned for. It was pure luck that Shannon happened to have chosen a doctor with the B Clinic franchise. But he was not about to take the gift that was now his wife for granted. And between the two of them, they would push their friends and neighbors hard about the benefits that Dr. Coulson could provide, both physical and mental.

		As a newly minted bimbo without any grasp of her real past, Shannon was thankful for her tits, her big mammaries. Doug, on the other hand, while enjoying his wife’s new body, much preferred the new memories she received, the memories that changed her from a normal middle-aged mother and wife into a hot bimbo MILF. And she was a mother that he definitely enjoyed fucking each and every night. Shannon enjoyed that part too. After all, she was a horny bimbo now and that was what she lived for.
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