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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the second 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.

		

	
		

		A New Beginning

		

		Katherine sat at the conference table. There was a pen in her hand and the initial divorce documents were in front of her. She could not believe it had come to this. Her marriage with Mitchell was about to be over.

		If Katherine was honest with herself, this day had been coming for years. The only reason she and Mitchell had stayed together was for their kids. But the kids were grown and out of the house. It was just them and it seemed they could no longer pretend to be a loving couple anymore. That was what it had been. It had all been pretend. Sure, they slept in the same bed, but Katherine could not even remember the last time they were intimate together.

		“There are two stages to this divorce settlement,” her lawyer explained. “There is a pre-settlement award and a post-settlement award. You don’t need to sign the whole thing yet. I know how hard this can be. Signing the pre-settlement portion will get the ball rolling, but it doesn’t commit you to anything yet, just in case you have second thoughts.”

		Katherine nodded her head. She could not believe it had come to this. Back in the beginning, she and Mitchell had been very much in love. They could not get enough of each other. But as the years dragged on, when middle age started to settle in, they grew apart. It happened to many couples. They went from classic newly weds to roommates in the span of 20 or so years.

		“What is the pre-settlement?” Katherine asked. She had never heard that term before.

		“It’s something we like to add into our divorce settlements,” the lawyer explained. “Many of the women we represent feel the need for a little boost as they re-enter the wider world after years spent in marriage. Think of it as a mommy makeover in your case.”

		Katherine did not argue with the idea she could use a makeover. She had always been cute, but she felt that way less and less. The stress of the divorce made it all worse. Already short, Katherine had grown more and more pear shaped over the years, her hips dominating her figure. Even her hair looked less than it could have, the stringy brown hair was hard to manage and style.

		At least Katherine would not have to worry about money. That was the one benefit of having married Mitchell in the first place. He made better than good money. Her cut of the assets, plus alimony, would mean she would not need to get a job, at least for a long time. Not that she would be able to keep her current lifestyle in its entirety. She would need to downsize her home. She assumed Mitchell would keep the house. He would still have the ability to afford it. And Katherine did not need all that space. A two-bedroom bungalow was all she really needed.

		“That sounds nice,” Katherine said. “I suppose I could use a bit of a makeover. Maybe they’ll teach me what’s fashionable these days. I feel like I’m 20 years out of date.”

		“Yes, well if you just sign on the dotted line,” the lawyer said, “we can start getting the pre-settlement processed and send you off to the B Clinic for your makeover.”

		“Already?” Katherine asked. “You made an appointment for me?”

		“We’ve found it’s best to get started on the pre-settlement portion of the divorce right away,” the lawyer explained. “It makes the rest of the proceedings much easier to deal with. Trust me.”

		Katherine nodded her head. She did trust the lawyer. Actually, the whole situation had been an interesting one. Her lawyer had been a friend for many years. She did not even remember how they originally met. But more importantly, Mitchell had been too slow on the uptake to realize what was happening. She had lawyered up first. Mitchell was left to play catchup.

		“That makes sense, I think,” Katherine said.

		“Terrific. Here’s the address. They are expecting you this afternoon for your consultation.”

		The lawyer pushed a card across the table. It was a business card for a Dr. Coulson. It included a phone number and address for B Clinic, whatever that was. There was a handwritten time listed. She would barely have time to get lunch before she needed to report.

		“I better be going then,” Katherine said as she quickly scrawled a signature on the pre-settlement award documentation. She would need to sign the rest later. She had an appointment to get to.

		Rushing out, Katherine forgot the business card. She hurried back to grab it. She did not want to be late.

		As soon as she was back in her car, she plugged the address into her phone to get directions. There was a coffee shop near the clinic. That would make for the small lunch she needed to get her through until dinner.

		“Hi, I’m Staci,” said the receptionist at the front desk as Katherine walked into B Clinic. “How can I help you today?”

		Katherine looked up at the large-breasted blonde woman and nearly choked. She had never seen a woman who looked more like a bimbo before. Not that Katherine minded bimbos. She was all for women being whatever they wanted to be. It was an individual choice. Nonetheless, Katherine could not help but feel that women who chose to turn themselves into sexual objects for men, much as Staci seemed to have done, were betraying the hard work of the women who fought for their rights and freedoms.

		“My name is Katherine and I have an appointment that my divorce lawyer set up for me.”

		“Ooh, yeah, I have your name, like, right here and stuff. I’ll tell Dr. Coulson you’re here.”

		Katherine watched as Staci pecked out a short sentence on her keyboard. It was a wonder she could type at all, given her long nails. And it was almost comical the way that she had to sit so far back from the computer, just so she could see the keyboard over her prodigious breasts. They were clearly fake, but then again, some women liked that.

		There had been a time when Katherine had wondered if she should get implants. Those thoughts had occurred shortly after she noticed how she and Mitchell had started to drift apart. She wondered if bigger breasts would increase his interest in her. However, in the end, she had shut that idea down. Why should she undergo potentially dangerous surgery just to make her husband more sexually attracted to her? It went against her feminist ideals. He should love her for who she was and not expect her to play some fantasy for him.

		It was only a moment later that a man in a white lab coat appeared in the reception area.

		“Katherine, I presume?” the man said, approaching Katherine and holding out his hand. “I’m Dr. Coulson. I understand your lawyer sent you.”

		“Yes, that’s right,” Katherine said as she responded with her own hand, noting that the doctor had a firm handshake. She had always found that attractive in a man. It might have been what first caught her attention of Mitchell. There had been a coed intramural basketball tournament. They had played on opposite teams, she a freshman and he a senior. The game had not been memorable, but the high fives and handshakes after the game were, at least the handshake with Mitchell. He had asked her out a week later and she had accepted. They had been together ever since.

		“Let’s go back to my office and we can discuss what kind of makeover you’re interested in,” Dr. Coulson said.

		“Sure.”

		Katherine followed the doctor into the back. Little did she realize that Mitchell was also present. He was waiting in an adjacent room, letting everything play out as it had been planned. Unbeknownst to Katherine, her lawyer was actually good friends with Mitchell. He had been tipped off as soon as she started talking about divorce and a plan had been put into place.

		Mitchell had only heard about B Clinic through a friend at work. Doug had raved about what the clinic could do after his wife had made a visit. Mitchell had remembered how Doug would complain about his wife wanting to go back to work. But he had arranged for a mommy makeover for her and she stopped having thoughts about returning to the workforce. Instead, they had increased their membership at the country club and Shannon, his wife, was playing tennis at the club at least three days per week. She might not have been very good, but she enjoyed it and the men at the club enjoyed watching her play. They could not get enough of her in her skimpy tennis outfits, watching the way her tits bounced or her skirts swished up to reveal her thong panties.

		For months, Mitchell had been trying to figure out how to arrange for Katherine to visit B Clinic for a makeover. Their relationship had been less than good in recent years. He still loved her, but he had a hard time showing his affection toward her. But when he found out she was going to file for divorce, it was easy enough to add a makeover into the settlement agreement. However, once she had finished at B Clinic, she would not want to get divorced anymore. It would be quite the opposite, in fact. But that was putting the cart before the horse. For now, all he could do was wait.

		“Have you thought much about what you would like to have done?” Dr. Coulson asked as he sat down behind his desk. Katherine took a seat opposite him.

		“I only just found out about this place about an hour ago,” Katherine answered. “I wasn’t aware this was an option and I don’t actually know what services you provide. My lawyer mentioned a mommy makeover, but even that is just a generic term. It could mean anything from a basic makeup makeover or something more invasive.”

		It was clear that invasive meant breast implants. She already had an idea that B Clinic was a plastic surgery clinic and not just a fancy salon. Dr. Coulson did not seem like the sort of person who would be styling her hair.

		“Let’s just say that the sky is the limit here,” Dr. Coulson said. “If you could do anything for your appearance, regardless of how odd it might be, what would you do?”

		Katherine stopped and thought about her answer. She had not been expecting this line of questioning. It did not help that she felt the stress of the divorce weighing on her. She had not signed the papers yet, but she assumed that would come soon. It was time to say goodbye to the past and to embrace her future, even if that meant she would spend her time going forward alone.

		“In a perfect world,” Katherine finally began to explain, “my hair would be better and my hips wouldn’t dominate my figure so much. And maybe I’d be a bit taller. I get tired of having to always use step stools to reach the top shelves in the kitchen.”

		Dr. Coulson nodded his head in understanding. He had a keen eye for beautiful women. Katherine had potential, but she was held back by the three things she mentioned. Short was not bad, but he could understand why she wanted to be taller. Adding height would also make her hips seem less wide. It was all a matter of perspective. Yes, when she was so short, her wide hips were a more dominant feature. But add a few inches to her height and she would look decidedly less like a pear.

		“What if I told you all those things were fixable?” the doctor asked.

		“I’d call bullshit,” Katherine answered. “I’d say you were bullshitting me.”

		“Not at all,” Dr. Coulson said. “I don’t make offers I can’t back up. In fact, not only can I do those things, but I can make you look and feel like a younger woman. And remember, your soon to be ex-husband is paying for all of this as part of the divorce proceedings.”

		Katherine nodded her head. Yes, that was true. Mitchell was paying for this. And he could afford it too. It was the perfect way to start over. She would look younger and prettier. She might even be able to snag a new man, a man who would treat her the way she deserved.

		“I want it all,” Katherine finally said.

		It took 20 minutes to go through all the options. Once the floodgates had been opened, Katherine seemed interested in much of what B Clinic had to offer. Not that she wanted the same things that Mitchell wanted. Yes, bigger breasts would be nice, but not overly large. She just wanted to go up a cup size or two. Same for her height. She liked the idea of being taller, but she only wanted to add a couple inches. Basically, she wanted to change everything, but nothing would get taken to the extreme.

		“This all looks good,” Dr. Coulson eventually said. “And if you have the time, we can get it all done today.”

		Katherine’s eyes bugged out at the sudden offer. She had assumed this would take time to set up. There was paperwork to sign, drugs to procure, not to mention obtaining the implants. It seemed impossible for her consultation to turn into a full blown makeover all at once.

		“Don’t you think I should wait to think all this over?” Katherine said, suddenly nervous.

		“You seem perfectly rational and composed to me,” Dr. Coulson answered. “You can wait if you want, but the longer you do, the more likely we’ll be booked. Your lawyer begged me to create this opening for you. It’s already a two-month wait otherwise. This is a popular makeover season.”

		Katherine knew the doctor was putting a hard sell on her. If she did not go through with it now, it could be months. And if her divorce was contingent on her completing the pre-settlement, then it would mean delaying the divorce and that was not something she wanted to do.

		“Okay, fine, let’s do it today.”

		“Terrific,” Dr. Coulson said, rubbing his hands together in satisfaction. “You won’t regret this.”

		Before Dr. Coulson led Katherine into the operating room to begin, he took a short moment to delete her modifications plan. They would not be needing it. Her husband had already completed one and it was his that they would be using. Katherine did not need to know that. She would find out eventually, but by then, it would be too late. And the truth was, he knew she would be much happier after all this was done. She would be a whole new woman and her marriage would be saved.

		Katherine’s eyes fluttered open many hours later. She felt groggy and achy. Her body felt strange to her, even as she was lying in the darkened recovery room. She had a vague feeling that something was wrong, but she had a hard time identifying what it could be. She remembered agreeing to the makeover. She remembered agreeing to some significant body modifications. Each modification alone might have been normal enough, but combined together, they were massive.

		Except as Katherine became more and more aware of her body, she began to realize what the problem was. The doctor had gone to much more extreme lengths than she had thought he would. She raised her head slightly to find two mounds sticking up off her chest. She had only wanted to go a little bigger, but they looked huge. It was hard to tell in the darkened room, but there was no way she would be able to buy bras at the department store anymore with these puppies on her chest. She would need to go the special order route, probably.

		Yet, as frustrating as seeing bigger breasts than she had asked for was, she found it difficult to be mad about it. She was sure she would have a few choice words for Dr. Coulson when he came to check on her, but she was not as mad as she had expected. There was a part of her that actually liked them, knowing they would balance out her figure. If anything, she might even be a little top-heavy for once and that gave Katherine a small thrill.

		The only question was what else the doctor had done to her without following the plan they had developed together. She had no idea that Mitchell was behind her new body. Not that she was fully aware just how much her body had been changed. She would be almost unrecognizable now.

		“Good morning,” Dr. Coulson said as he swept into the recovery room. He pulled up the shade on the window, letting in the light from the morning sun.

		Katherine blinked rapidly, trying to adjust her vision to the sudden influx of natural light. Once Dr. Coulson started to come back into focus, she realized he had moved to her bedside and was looking down at her with keen interest.

		“What did you do to me?” she croaked, her mouth and throat parched from thirst.

		“Let me get you a glass of water first,” Dr. Coulson answered. “Then while you’re drinking, I’ll explain everything.”

		A short moment later the doctor stood beside her once again, holding a cup of water with a plastic straw so that she could drink from her reclined position. She sucked on the straw happily, not noticing how her lips were more plump or the way she puckered them when she drank from the straw.

		“I thought about withholding all of this from you until after your makeover is complete, but you won’t really be able to understand once I replace your memory engrams. You see, your lawyer isn’t really working for you. You chose poorly, not realizing that your lawyer went to high school with your husband. They were good friends growing up. Or at least that is my understanding of their relationship.”

		Katherine let her jaw drop in surprise. Admittedly, that did little to change her already vacant expression. Her natural expression was one of surprise. When all was said and done, that expression would be completely true. After seeing what a bimbo Doug’s wife had turned into, Mitchell wanted the same thing for Katherine. He wanted to have a dumb little housewife to come home to every day. That was her future, whether she wanted it to be or not.

		“It’s not uncommon for women to be tricked into coming here,” Dr. Coulson explained. “I long ago gave up the pretense of caring how women found their way into my hands. What matters is that they are always happy when they leave.”

		“You’re a monster,” Katherine said. Her now lubricated throat made it much easier to speak. But that ease also came with the realization that her voice sounded different. It was softer and had a higher pitch.

		Dr. Coulson shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve been called worse. And it’s probably true. But that doesn’t mean that I don’t do good work. The world is a fucked up place. There are monsters who kill and maim. I just make people happy. Sure they might not have the same skill sets as they did when they came in, but they always leave more loving and excited. And to be honest, this world needs more people to love each other. I’m not saying all women should be turned into bimbos, but every bimbo I’ve created has been a net positive on the world, in my opinion.”

		It all started to make sense. Katherine realized she should have been more wary when she met Staci. She was every bit the bimbo that Dr. Coulson reveled in. She was clearly a product of his work. Katherine hated the idea of being like her, simple minded and unable to do anything significant without a man’s help. She was supposed to be divorcing Mitchell, not turning into his bimbo.

		“Do I have a choice?” Katherine asked.

		Again, Dr. Coulson shrugged. “I guess that depends on what you think your options are. The truth is, if I leave you as you are now, you’ll go mad with lust in a matter of weeks. Your body has been significantly altered. You might not notice it now, with the drugs that are still flowing through your system, but your baseline arousal has jumped precipitously. I’d give it a week before you picked up a guy at a bar for a one night stand. By three weeks, you wouldn’t be able to control yourself. Your body has needs now. An unfocused mind will crack under the pressure.”

		Katherine swallowed hard. She did not like the sound of that. Then again, could she trust the doctor. He had already lied to her once. He had ignored her wishes and instead given her the body that her husband had desired for her.

		Already she could feel her arousal start to build. It was strange, because there was nothing about her situation that could be considered attractive or even hot. She was resting in a hospital bed, recovering from major surgery at a clinic. There was nothing sexy about it. Yet, she could feel a tingle building up between her legs. Her pussy was getting wet just laying there. Already she could feel a desire building within her to masturbate. If this continued, she would be screaming out for sex in a matter of hours, if not sooner.

		Dr. Coulson was not lying. At least he was not lying about her baseline arousal. She was already finding it difficult to think. Images of her on her knees in front of a man or her bent over a table with her ass presented toward a man flashed through her mind. And each time she could feel herself grow just a little hornier. How long could she last before she started masturbating in front of the doctor.

		“You’re already feeling it,” Dr. Coulson said. “I can tell. After years of this, I have developed an extra sense to tell when a girl is horny.”

		Katherine nodded her head. The grogginess and aches were dissipating, replaced with arousal. Was this what bimbos always felt? Was this why they seemed to so easily fall into the role of sex objects? Was this why they were so willing to show off their bodies and act like sluts?

		“What can I do to fix this?” she finally asked.

		“You’ll need to go through with the memory engram replacement procedure, or MERP as I like to call it. We need to streamline your mind to make it easier for you to handle your body’s new urges. You’ll still be horny, but you’ll be better equipped to handle it.”

		Katherine considered this. Her arousal continued to spike. She was already beginning to move her limbs, her body growing desperate for sexual contact. Her fingers were drifting toward her nether regions. She was already feeling a loss of control. The timeline Dr. Coulson gave her seemed too long. It was happening faster for her. She was sure of it. Katherine needed to do something. She needed relief. She could not stay like this or she really would go crazy, sooner rather than later.

		“Yes,” Katherine finally called out as her fingers found her clit. It was not entirely sure what she was agreeing to, given how good her fingers felt against her clit. It was a pleasure she had never felt before. It was far greater, far stronger, than any sexual pleasure she had felt in her life. Sex with Mitchell had never felt this good before. Was it just her enhanced body or was there something more at work?

		“So you will go through with the MERP?” Dr. Coulson asked.

		“Yes, whatever it takes,” Katherine moaned as two finger found their way inside her. She arched her back as the pleasure increased.

		“Then let’s get you up out of that bed and into the chair,” the doctor said.

		Katherine managed to pull her fingers out of her pussy as the doctor helped her up. The warm blankets fell away, revealing her new body for the first time.

		“Whoa,” Katherine said as she caught sight of herself in a mirror. “I look younger.”

		“I’d peg your new age at about 38,” Dr. Coulson said. “As I understand it, that drops about 7 years off your previous age.”

		Katherine nodded her head, seeing for the first time all that the doctor had done to her. Yes, she now sports big tits. There was no way anyone could view them as natural. They were far too big for her frame. Yet, at the same time, they looked inherently sexy. Her whole body seemed to have been worked over. She was taller, fitter, and all around sexier. But most noticeable of all was the voluminous head of blonde hair she now sported. Gone was the stringy brown hair, replaced with long golden locks. It was a gigantic improvement, making her already begin to forgive her husband for tricking her.

		It only took a few moments to get Katherine situated in the chair. The doctor took his time preparing her for the procedure, attaching wired electrodes to the sides of her head. He wanted to make sure the placement was just right. Then he dropped a pair of goggles over Katherine’s eyes. Her world went dark as they shut out all light. Finally he placed noise canceling earbuds in her ears. Her primary senses were now under his control. The MERP could begin.

		Admittedly, when Katherine agreed to undergo the procedure, she did so only because it might give her some relief. Her mind would better be able to handle the sexual inputs of arousal that her body was now primed for. This was true, but replacing her memory engrams would mean she became a different person. She was the product of her experiences. Changing those experiences would make her a different person in many different ways.

		Much of the MERP was automated by the computer. There were only a few guidelines Dr. Coulson needed to provide it. In some cases, he was given specific memories to erase or modify, but Katherine had made no such requests. Therefore, he had free rein over her memories, allowing him to instruct the computer to do whatever he wanted. Of course, his client, Mitchell, had his own requests and Dr. Coulson fulfilled those to the letter. They had already been pre-programmed in this case, but the doctor was able to make a few small changes of his own.

		When the procedure was finished, the woman sitting in the chair was no longer Katherine. She might have legally still been the same person, but the memories of her life had been altered to such a degree that she no longer considered herself to be Katherine. She was Kat. It was a simple name for a simple woman.

		“Hi,” Kat said cheerfully as Dr. Coulson pulled off the electrodes and removed her goggles and earbuds.

		“Hello,” the doctor responded with a smile. “How are you feeling?”

		“I’m horny,” Kat said. The filter that had once existed between her thoughts and her actions had largely been removed. She said what she thought, giving a running commentary for her now bimboish life.

		“I bet you are,” Dr. Coulson said. “And I bet you would like to see your husband.”

		Kat went starry-eyed as she imagined Mitchell. She was desperately in love with him. He was her everything. And she knew as a bimbo that she needed a man like Mitchell to control her. She was too dumb, too impulsive, to be on her own. But in exchange for protecting her from herself and the confusing world at large, she gave him her body, her mind, and her soul. It was the perfect trade.

		“Uh huh,” Kat finally said in agreement.

		“Good,” Dr. Coulson said. “Mitchell has a special plan for you. He thinks the two of you need to get married again, to renew your vows and whatnot. After all, when you two got married, you were Katherine. Now you’re Kat. That requires a new wedding.”

		“It does?” Kat said cluelessly. She no longer remembered her past life. She was vaguely aware that she and Mitchell had been married for a long time and that they had kids, but they were only vague recollections. Most of her memories were that way. It was a byproduct of the MERP, but it also emphasized her own bimboness. If her own memories were so faulty, it helped drive home the fact she was just a dumb bimbo. It was strangely logical for a bimbo.

		“It does. And I have just the outfit for you to get married in.”

		Dr. Coulson walked over to a small wardrobe and opened the door. Inside were several lacy white garments and a pair of high-heeled shoes. But there was no dress. Kat’s new wedding would be conducted with her wearing lingerie.

		Despite Katherine’s unfamiliarity with some of the finer points of fashion and lingerie, Kat had no problem getting dressed. The bra and panties were a perfect match. The garter belt helped to hold up her white stockings. The shoes actually felt more natural to stand and walk in than when she was barefoot. But the final piece was the veil. That was the piece that made her ready.

		“I’m ready,” Kat said happily. Her mind was still recovering from the changes that had been made. New connections continued to be formed, but being guided by the doctor and then her husband, it was assured that she would continue to be the bimbo that she now was. If anything those connections would only grow stronger over time.

		“I believe you are.”

		From the recovery room, Kat was ushered into an adjacent room that had been set up to look a little like a wedding chapel. In reality, it was a waiting room for men like Mitchell who were waiting for their wives and girlfriends to complete their procedures. Chairs had been rearranged and a small wooden arch had been brought in to create the appearance of an altar.

		But the moment Kat stepped foot into the room, her eyes zeroed in on Mitchell. He was the most handsome man she had ever seen. Ten years her senior, he was wise and smart. But he was also still strong and virile. She was certain of that last part. And she needed him to be. Her body had needs and she would be relying on him to fulfill those needs.

		The whole ceremony went by in the flash. She could barely pay attention to what the doctor, who acted as the wedding officiant, said as the couple renewed their vows. Kat was in no condition to read vows or even repeat after the doctor. She was lost in Mitchell’s eyes. She did manage to say, “I do,” when the time came, but that was it.

		When the ceremony was over, Staci, who had acted as the witness, jumped up toward Kat to celebrate. It was what a bimbo would do. However, the doctor intercepted her, allowing Kat and Mitchell to kiss for the first time as husband and bimbo. Mitchell lifted the veil over her head and their lips met in a sensual kiss. It was the happiest moment of Kat’s life.

		The divorce was forgotten. Kat wanted nothing more than to dote on her husband, pleasing him in any way that she could. And she did not wait to start. Right there on the altar, she dropped to her knees and gracefully pulled Mitchell’s hard cock from his pants. Kat wrapped her plump lips around his cock and started to suck. It had been more than ten years since she had last given a blowjob, but she showed no signs of rust. Her technique was flawless and it took little time before she was rewarded with a shot of Mitchell’s hot seed spilling into her mouth. She swallowed it down greedily, loving the taste.

		Afterward, Kat sat back on her haunches and looked up at her husband lovingly. She sighed, fully content. She had done her duty. She had pleased Mitchell. And in exchange, he would keep her safe and happy. It was a perfect match.

		After the wedding, Kat was required to get dressed in more appropriate clothes. As much as she would have loved to spend all day everyday wearing lingerie, that was not deemed acceptable when going out. And the pair needed to go out if they were going to go on their second honeymoon. In their first marriage, Katherine had insisted on a local trip. It lasted a couple days. Mitchell had wanted something more extravagant, but she had turned him down. This time, both husband and bimbo were in agreement. A week spent on white sandy beaches with tropical warmth was the perfect way to celebrate.

		But each night, after they had returned to their villa overlooking the ocean, Kat would change out of whatever she wore that evening and back into her white lingerie. She would pretend it was their wedding night all over again, letting Mitchell fuck her in any way that he chose. She made her body fully available to him.

		The first night he fucked her from behind, slapping her ass between thrusts. She had loved every second of it. The second night, he had bent her legs up until her white heels were beside her ears and fucked her that way. She had loved that just as much. The third night, he had finally decided to take her anal cherry. Kat had loved that too. Then again, it helped that anytime Mitchell fucked her, she came too. There was a new equality in their marriage that helped bond them together, closer than ever.

		Katherine had never before considered the benefits of a bimbo life. But now that she was Kat, she loved every moment of being the bimbo MILF she had been turned into. There was nothing better than being her new sexy self with her big tits and tight body. But her favorite moments come late at night, after Mitchell has fucked her brains out, that she is able to snuggle up next to him in bed and let her mind go completely blank. It is in that moment that she feels total contentment, freshly fucked and completely devoid of all thoughts. Nothing else can compare.
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