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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the third 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.

		

	
		

		Copying Kat

		

		Bernadette sat alone in the nursing home dining room. She was supposed to be joined by her daughter and granddaughter, but they canceled on her at the last minute. There was no reason given, but Bernadette knew the truth. They did not want to be with her.

		The estranged family relationships were hard on Bernadette. Ever since her husband died, she had struggled to make friends. And despite still feeling she had life still to live at 80 years old, she could not find anyone, especially a man, to spend her time with.

		“My, Katherine, you look amazing,” came the cool voice of Eudora Edmonds. Bernadette could not help but overhear the conversation taking place at the table next to her. Eudora’s family had come for a visit, just like Bernadette’s was supposed to have.

		The woman, Katherine, giggled at the compliment. “Call me Kat. Katherine is, like, such a boring name.”

		Bernadette rolled her eyes at the bimbo. One look at the woman and it was clear what she cared about. The vanity of Kat was easy to spot, what with the hair and the big tits. Some women simply did not have the brains or the respect for themselves to make it in the world. They needed a man to take care of them. Actually, as Bernadette thought about it, she could see how it was a nice deal overall. A woman’s needs were taken care of in exchange for focusing on looking good and putting out. The more Bernadette thought about it, that seemed like a grand way to spend her time. If she looked a little better herself, maybe was a little younger, she could surely score with one of the wealthier gentlemen at the home. She would at least have a friend and a love life again.

		“I booked her in for a mommy makeover at B Clinic,” Kat’s husband said. Bernadette vaguely remembered his name was Mitchell, but she was not positive about that. She tried to ignore Eudora when she bragged about her son. “They can do more than just make people look better. They can physically reduce age. Katherine went in at 45 years old and came out being only 38.”

		Kat giggled again, clearly enjoying being talked about. She turned her body slightly, giving Bernadette a better view of her tits. They were quite massive. She honestly wondered how she could sit there like that without her back hurting. Bernadette had never been very big in the chest, but even she had felt a little bit of pain as her breasts began to drop with age.

		However, it was the age reduction that most interested Bernadette. The idea that she could physically be made younger intrigued her. At 80, she knew her years were numbered. But it seemed a visit to this B Clinic, or whatever, could literally roll back the clock for her. How far, she did not know, but even a few years would be worth it. And it was not like Bernadette was hurting for money. Her husband had worked hard and left her with more than enough money to get by. But if she were young enough to enter the workforce again, she would have no problem getting by.

		After dinner, Bernadette booted up her computer. It, like her, was getting old. It took several minutes before the computer was ready to use, much like when she woke up and started climbing out of bed. What had originally taken 30 seconds now took several minutes as she willed her decrepit muscles into action.

		Bernadette’s mission was to learn more about B Clinic. She wanted to know what they could do for her. Age might be just a number, but from her experience, age played a major role in her happiness. If she were even just a few years younger, there was so much more fun she could have. She would probably be able to make friends too. That would be a huge plus.

		The website for B Clinic was basic. There were clinics all over the country, including one on the other side of town. That was good. She would not have to travel far. Not that she had a way to get around most of the time. Her car had been taken away from her, her daughter sighting age as the primary factor of why she should not be driving. At no point did anyone actually request to see her driving record or observe her behind the wheel. It was a hatchet job and one she still felt bitter over.

		Sadly, there were no clear promises of a youthening procedure. Actually, from the website, it was difficult to explain exactly what B Clinic did. They were rather coy about the whole thing. However, knowing there was a chance, Bernadette found phone number and gave the clinic a call.

		Two days later, Bernadette stepped off the bus in front of B Clinic. She had hated the idea of taking the bus, but her morning had not gone well. It started with Edith canceling on her again. No explanation was given. Just, “Hey mom, I can’t take you to the clinic today.” That was it. It burned her to see her own daughter treating her this way. It made her feel unwanted and ignored.

		Normally, Bernadette would have called a cab, but she ended up on the bus instead, sandwiched between the guy eating an extra juicy burger on one side and a guy who made race car noises while the bus was moving. It was an unpleasant trip. But she was hopeful the trip would be worth it.

		“Hi,” said the bubbly receptionist behind the desk. She was all blonde hair and big boobs, brimming with excitement. “I’m Staci. You must be, um…” Staci checked the schedule on the computer. “Berna… Um, Bernadette?”

		“That’s me,” Bernadette replied. She could not fault the woman too much. Her name was not that common anymore. It was one of the perils of old age. Some names fell out of fashion. Bernadette seemed to be one such name. There just were not that many young girls who shared her name anymore. Not that there were many to begin with. But it had fallen even more out of disuse in the past 30 years. It was another reminder of just how old she now was.

		“Great, um, Dr. Coulson will be out in a minute for you. Have a seat, if you want, while you, like, wait and stuff.”

		Bernadette chuckled to herself as she sat down. The chairs at B Clinic were much more comfortable than the bus seat had been. However, her mind was on Staci as she pecked out something on the computer keyboard. Presumably it was some sort of notification system they used internally. Bernadette might have been old, but she was not a novice when it came to technology.

		However, it was the obvious bimboness that had led to her chuckling. Watching Staci concentrate on the keyboard, already pushed out farther in front of her than should have been necessary, just so she could see over her prodigious chest, was enough to provide some entertainment.

		When all this started, Bernadette was mostly interested in being young again. But the more she replayed the image of Kat in her mind, the more the bimbo lifestyle had begun to appeal to her. It had been so long since she had been with a man. It was something she missed. And Bernadette had little doubt that if she were more like a bimbo, her troubles of finding a man, or multiple men if she wanted, would be much easier. Older single men would have a hard time turning her down if she was a sexy bimbo. As long as she was happy, she could not see the harm in such drastic changes to herself.

		As soon as Dr. Coulson appeared in the reception room, Bernadette was certain she was making the right choice. He appeared to be in his late 40s or early 50s and he looked every bit the doctor he claimed to be. Even before he spoke, she felt a confidence in him that she had not experienced with another doctor. And at her age, she had seen more than her fair share of doctors. Most of them had seemed useless, just wanting to run her through a battery of tests on the off chance that her aching body had a cause other than just being old.

		“Bernadette,” Dr. Coulson said. “It’s an honor to have you seeking out our services today. If you’ll follow me back to my office, we can discuss what we can do for you.”

		Bernadette smiled as she followed the doctor into the back. Everything was going to plan.

		Once in Dr. Coulson’s office, Bernadette took a seat in front of the desk while the doctor sat behind it. They both observed each other for several moments, sizing each other up.

		“I’ll admit, we don’t often get women of your age seeking out our services,” Dr. Coulson said.

		“That surprises me,” Bernadette countered. “I know I would do almost anything to be younger again. Then again, it doesn’t sound like you do much marketing. I had a hard time figuring out all the details.”

		“How did you hear about us?” Dr. Coulson asked, curiosity getting the better of him.

		“Her name is Kat,” Bernadette answered. “She and her husband were visiting an acquaintance at my nursing home. She had changed a lot and there were questions asked. B Clinic was mentioned. They were all eating dinner at an adjacent table. I couldn’t help but overhear.”

		“Makes sense,” Dr. Coulson said as he nodded his head in understanding. “Of course, you know that we don’t just make women appear younger here. Our services involve so much more.”

		“Yes,” Bernadette said. “I want it all. I want to be a bimbo.”

		It was the first time she had said it out loud, but once she had, she knew it was true. She wanted this. She wanted to be like Kat. Yes, she was copying the woman, but she did not care about such appearances. She wanted to be sexy and desired. She wanted to be able to seduce men. She wanted to be young enough to actually enjoy it without hurting herself. It all depended on how far the doctor could take her.

		“We can definitely help with that,” Dr. Coulson said. “I should warn you, however, that with the tools at my disposal here at the clinic I can’t completely reverse the aging process. I can’t make you 20 again. It’s possible, but it would require a trip to LA and even then, it might be difficult.”

		“You just take me as far as you can go,” Bernadette said confidently. “I trust you.”

		“Do you have any other requests?” Dr. Coulson asked. He understood that his primary purpose was to reduce his patient’s age, but there was so much more he could do for her.

		Bernadette was not sure exactly what else she wanted. She wanted to be hot, but she did not have an idea of what that actually meant. That part of her plan had not been fully thought out. This was all about being younger again. She just assumed she would get some generic boosts to her appearance.

		Her face lit up with an idea. “Why don’t you focus on making me as hot as you can? I’ll let you be the artist and I’ll be your canvas.”

		Dr. Coulson smiled. “I like your thinking.”

		Once that was decided upon, there was only the cost of the procedure to negotiate. Not that Bernadette was in a negotiating position. She had already admitted to being willing to do anything for it. That meant she had little leverage. However, Dr. Coulson was a fair man and she was ultimately happy with the results. Edith might not be very happy that Bernadette had just spent a large portion of her inheritance, but there was no guarantee that there would be any inheritance in the end anyway. The longer Bernadette lived, the smaller the pot of money would be in the end.

		“I have an opening for this afternoon if you’d like to start today,” Dr. Coulson offered.

		Bernadette smiled. “Let’s do it.”

		It did not take long for the doctor to prepare Bernadette for the procedure. She actually had no idea what would happen to her. He promised she would fall asleep and when she woke up, she would have a much younger and hotter body. How he could achieve such things, she had no idea, but she was not about to argue with him if he got her the results she wanted. Soon she was on an operating table, ready to go. The anesthesia mask was placed over her nose and mouth. She breathed deeply and started to count backwards from 100. She was out cold before she reached 96.

		Bernadette’s eyes fluttered open slowly sometime later. Her body ached and her thoughts felt slow. She was still groggy from the drugs she had been given.

		“Ugh,” she complained, her voice cracking.

		“Ah, good, you’re awake,” came the now familiar voice of Dr. Coulson. “Let me get you some water. My patients frequently are thirsty when they wake up.”

		Before Bernadette could look for the doctor in the darkened room, he had already slipped away to get her the water she craved. While he was gone, she took the time to evaluate her situation. There was some pain, but it was actually less than she normally experienced in her day-to-day life. That was a good sign. However, unlike the chronic pain she normally lived with, this pain felt more acute, like it would fade with time. Her body was still recovering from whatever the doctor had done to it. She could only hope that pain would disappear in a few days. Already she felt ahead of where she was.

		Raising her hands up in front of her face, Bernadette began to examine the doctor’s work. Instead of wrinkled and knotted hands, she found the skin to be smoother and the muscles and ligaments more flexible.

		“I already love it,” Bernadette said. Despite her thirstiness, she realized her voice sounded different. Her vocal cords were tighter, giving her a higher pitched sounding voice.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Dr. Coulson said as he returned with a cup of water with a bendy straw sticking out of it. “I always like to hear how my work is appreciated.”

		Bernadette took a long drink of the offered water. It felt cool running down her throat. She could not be sure of the details, but she felt so much better than she had when Dr. Coulson put her under. The drugs were beginning to wear off and even the achy feelings were beginning to dissipate. As far as Bernadette was concerned, she had already experienced a miracle. The only question that remained was exactly how big of a miracle it was.

		“Thank you,” Bernadette said after parching her thirst. Her throat felt better and for the first time she realized how her voice was softer too. She almost cooed when she talked. It had been unexpected, but it was not unwelcome.

		“I bet you want to get a look at the new you,” Dr. Coulson said. “I can help you to your feet.”

		Bernadette nodded her head. That sounded perfect. She wanted to take in her new appearance and getting a look at her reflection would be the perfect way to do it.

		As the doctor helped Bernadette sit up, she felt the weight of her new breasts for the first time. She looked down to find them projecting off her chest, round and unnatural. She had assumed she would be getting an upgrade in the breast department, but these were bigger than she had anticipated. She honestly did not understand how she had failed to notice them before this moment.

		“Don’t judge their size yet,” Dr. Coulson said at seeing his patient fixated on her new breasts. “You have to see them against the background of your whole body.”

		The moment Bernadette’s toes hit the cold tile of the floor, she noticed how her feet did not flatten out. “My feet…”

		“Will never let you stand flat-footed again,” the doctor confirmed, finishing her sentence. “You’re a high heels kind of woman from now on. But don’t worry. Everything will make sense soon enough.”

		Feeling overwhelmed by it all, Bernadette simply nodded her head again. It was easier that way. Not that she had any choice. She had given the doctor complete control of her transformation. She had let him do with her what he wanted, as long as he made her as young as possible. And so far, she definitely felt younger and the parts of her that she had seen looked younger too. Although how much was still the question of the hour.

		“Wow,” she said as she stepped in front of the full length mirror on one wall. It was hard to fully take in and process the fact that the woman Bernadette saw in the mirror was her. Her breasts dominated her appearance. They were so big, it would be impossible to hide them. She would forever be the woman with the big tits. Men would talk to her tits instead of her face. Women would give her disapproving looks as she walked down the street. It would be inescapable.

		But none of that mattered. None of that mattered as soon as she saw her face. It was impossible to know her exact age now, but she looked better than she ever had. She had turned back her odometer to the point where she looked middle aged again. And it had been a long time since she had looked middle aged.

		“How old am I?” Bernadette asked.

		“Usually I’m only knocking off eight or maybe ten years. Most patients don’t want anything as extreme as you requested. Although now that I see the results, I’m wondering if our marketing department needs to make a major shift in policy. Either way, I managed to take off about 40 years, I reckon.”

		“40 years?” Bernadette asked, disbelieving such a thing was possible. “That’s, um…” She took a moment to do the math in her head. “That cuts my age in half. I can’t believe it. It actually worked.”

		“Pretty nice, huh?”

		Bernadette nodded in agreement, but her mind had already moved on to checking out the rest of her body. To begin with, she was blonde. That, by itself, was no major matter. Lots of people colored their hair. However, she had a feeling that her change in hair color was a permanent change. She would forever more be a blonde. Then again, her new hair color would fit a bimbo persona, whenever she was given that.

		She would have been concerned about what came next, knowing that Dr. Coulson would have to do something in her brain. What he needed from her was still unknown, but he would eventually need to change the way she thought. It was the only way to completely bimbofy her, which had been part of the plan from the beginning.

		With her age pegged, Bernadette went back to examining her new body. It was strange, because its appearance made her feel like a stranger in her own body, but the sensations she received felt entirely normal to her. She was fully present in her body. She just did not have the same responses as she once did.

		In addition to her larger breasts, softened voice, and blonde hair, Bernadette’s lips went through a surprisingly growth spurt. They barely closed now, instead pouting, her tongue occasionally pushing out through the natural gap that formed. She had to focus to close her lips entirely. Additionally, her face saw a reduced nose, tighter, but also darker, skin, raised cheek bones, and larger, almost doll-like, eyes.

		Beyond her face and hair, her body overall appeared sleek and toned. Her arms had newfound strength, as did her legs. She actually felt stronger than she had been at the peak of her physical fitness in her younger days. Not that physical fitness had ever been a priority for her. She had grown up wearing dresses and being soft and feminine. At least until she became a mother. Then it was the hectic life of parenthood. The fact her daughter now rejected her, made it all the worse. But that was why she had come here. She was throwing off the past and embracing a new future.

		Regardless of all that, Bernadette knew one thing. She was hot now. There was no other way to put it. She was not just younger, but she was more attractive than she had ever imagined she could be. She had not just copied Kat, she had supplanted her, becoming an even hotter and sexier physical specimen. She had a feeling there would be an increase in Viagra prescriptions at the nursing home soon enough. There were enough rich single men to keep her occupied.

		Bernadette giggled as she realized what she was thinking about. She was not just thinking about being young and hot, but she was thinking about having sex with all those men who had previously ignored her. She was obviously no stranger to sex, but she had never felt such a strong desire for it before. Her pussy was practically gushing at just the thought.

		“Ah, I believe you are experiencing part of the fun I added,” Dr. Coulson said as he observed Bernadette’s subtle actions. She squeezed her legs together and slowly gyrated her hips, all involuntarily in response to the surge of arousal she felt.

		“What did you do?” She was not mad or angry. She still had no regrets. She was curious. If anything, the sudden surge of arousal felt good. She had not felt it this strongly before, but it had never been an unpleasant sensation. Only now it was dialed up to 11 and she was not sure what she could do about it.

		“In my honest belief, a bimbo isn’t necessarily just some random dumb slut,” the doctor explained. “A bimbo is a woman who is completely preoccupied with sex. Everything she does is about looking sexier and turning people on. She appears dumb, because her sole focus is on sex and attracting sexual partners. I don’t think there is a bimbo alive who could handle being a rocket scientist, but that doesn’t mean they are completely stupid. They are just too focused on the important matters in life to be concerned with worldly affairs and whatnot. And as such, I have turned up your libido to the maximum. Even if I don’t make any changes to your brain, you’ll still end up a raging nymphomaniac by the end of the month.”

		Bernadette knew she was not yet complete. She expected her mind to be altered in some fashion. After all, she had a very clear picture in her head of what a bimbo was. She now had the body. There was no doubt about that. She looked like a bimbo. However, she did not yet think like one.

		“How is that any different from being a bimbo?” Bernadette asked, not seeing the difference yet.

		“The process is wildly complicated, but to simplify it for you, we need to make sure you have the background knowledge to be the best bimbo you can be. Sure, it might take time, but you would eventually figure out a way to sink your long nails into a man or two, but more likely than not, you would end up as a drugged and drunk slut in a trailer park. I’ve seen it before. And I have higher hopes for my clients. You came here for the bimbo package and I’m going to make sure you leave here as a bimbo, not just a random slut.”

		Bernadette nodded her head in semi-understanding. It was becoming harder and harder to focus while her pussy spasmed. She was horny and getting hornier. There was no way she could last for much longer without doing something inappropriate, like humping the doctor’s leg. He might enjoy it, but it seemed completely unprofessional. And she was not going to be a complete slave to her body. She would need to learn some semblance of control. Otherwise, she would end up in the trailer park, just as Dr. Coulson mentioned.

		“Let’s hurry up and do it,” Bernadette said, although there was a part of her that meant have sex instead of transforming the way her mind worked. Sex sounded much more appealing, but she was not yet ready to give in to her body.

		“I think you’re right,” Dr. Coulson said. “Let’s not waste any more time on it.”

		The doctor led Bernadette over to a comfortable chair. He lightly restrained her, promising it was just for her safety during the memory engram replacement procedure. As he attached the electrodes to her temples, he explained how the procedure worked, how he would be rewiring her brain by recreating her past via her memory engrams. She would not just feel 40 years old, she would believe she was 40 years old, with the memories to prove it.

		Of course, in the process, the doctor would add skills and experiences she would need as a bimbo, assuming Bernadette had not already learned them at some point in her life. Things like blowjobs and taking a cock up her ass would now be important skills and experiences for her. And then there were the softer skills, like how she should dress to best attract men, how she should move to make cocks hard, and how she should talk to make it clear that she really was just a bimbo through and through.

		“Are you ready?” Dr. Coulson asked after he had fully set up the system. Bernadette’s eyes were covered by a video capable visor. Her ears were filled with noise canceling earbuds, although neither of those things were activated yet.

		“I’m ready,” Bernadette said. “Make me a bimbo.”

		It was all the encouragement that the doctor needed. He started up the program on the computer and went to work rearranging Bernadette’s mind, turning her into a bimbo, not just in body, but in mind and soul as well.

		When the procedure was done, Bernadette had a dopey smile on her face. She looked like her mind had almost short circuited during sex. In fact, during the procedure, she had actually had several small orgasms. They were nothing compared to what she would feel when truly stimulated, but just the addition of certain memories had caused her body to shake in orgasmic pleasure. Dr. Coulson always loved to see that happen.

		When Bernadette opened her eyes after the doctor had removed the equipment from her eyes, ears and temples, the woman inside was clearly no longer the Bernadette of old. It was obvious that there was not much going on in her head. But that did not seem to trouble her. If anything, it made her happier. Thoughts would just get in the way. As long as she could be her sexy self, she would be fine. Certainly, a woman as sexy as her could find a man to help her if she got into trouble.

		But it was more than that. Bernadette no longer viewed herself as Bernadette. She was Birdie now. Sure, she was still legally named Bernadette, but in her mind, she was Birdie, because she was flighty. As a bimbo, she was easily distracted, always having her attention pulled toward the shiny and the pretty, assuming there was not a man around to draw her attention. It was a fitting name, even if she could no longer understand why. But that was what she called herself. She was Birdie now and she found it preferable to her real name, which sounded boring and old. At 40, Birdie might not be young anymore, but she certainly was not old either. She had so much life left to live and so many men to fuck.

		“I arranged an outfit for you,” Dr. Coulson explained, opening a nearby wardrobe. There was underwear and a sundress hanging up. At the bottom were a pair of high heels. “You’ll have plenty of shopping to do after this, but I don’t think you’ll mind that. I’m sure you’ll have a blast.”

		Birdie squealed her thanks, not realizing that this had all been part of the transformation package. After all, it would not have done to send her home in her previous outfit. Not only would it not fit, it was not something Birdie would ever consider wearing. She was no senior citizen. At least she was not anymore.

		“How can I ever thank you for making me such a sexy bimbo?” Birdie asked after she had put on the clothes. The thong fit her expanded ass perfectly. It was something she had not noticed before, but now it just felt like it was a part of her. She could not remember ever looking different. She had skipped the bra. It fit, but she was not in the mood to smother her girls with it. She still kept it, however, knowing it could come in handy another time. The yellow sundress had a deep scoop neck to show off her tits. And at their current size, they were definitely tits. They were big enough where a normal woman would have needed to visit a plastic surgeon several times to get up to her size. But Birdie had gotten it all in a single day. That was the kind of magic that happened at B Clinic.

		Birdie could not sit still as she awaited Dr. Coulson’s answer. She paced back and forth across the room, allowing her tits to bounce with each step, her heels clacking on the linoleum floor. Bernadette had given up wearing heels as she got older, realizing they were not worth it, as well as dealing with the fact they had become dangerous. A tumble could result in a broken hip. But Birdie looked completely natural as she walked around in her heels. She showed no reticence in how she moved. This was her new normal.

		“Usually I accept blowjobs for a job well done,” Dr. Coulson said. “However, I promised I would fuck Staci after I finished with you. She is adamant that her employment contract is properly fulfilled each month. As a horny bimbo, like yourself, she requires regular fuckings. I even wrote it into her contract, after she insisted of course. I’ve been so busy recently that we’ve fallen behind, so I am afraid Staci takes precedence.”

		Birdie pouted, feeling dejected. At least he had not turned her down because she was not sexy enough. But she could not compete against contractual obligations. Not that she would have been able to say either of those words without some help. Her reading skills had been severely limited, as too had her vocabulary. Her past interest in books and reading had been largely erased, replaced with interests in fashion and soap operas. It was easier for her to avoid putting much mental energy into anything.

		“But I’m sure you’ll find plenty of cock back at home,” Dr. Coulson reasoned. “I bet there are some rich men you could cosy up to. You could even get them to write you into their will. That way when they kick the bucket, you’ll be taken care of.”

		“Wow, Doc,” Birdie said, her displeasure forgotten. “You’re, like, super smart and stuff. Thanks so much.”

		It was the end of the workday when Birdie skipped out of B Clinic, ready to return to the nursing home. She had not figured out what she would do when the staff confronted her. The home was more of a retirement community with an assisted living center. She was too young for that, but she figured something would be figured out. She just knew that she would not be doing the figuring. That was for someone else to decide.

		The bus ride back was not nearly as annoying as it had been on her way to the clinic. It was once again male heavy in terms of the riders, but there was no weirdness. Yes, everyone’s eyes seemed glued to her chest, but that was only natural. She wouldn’t have big tits and wear a low-cut dress if she did not want people to stare. Even the driver seemed interested in her tits. He did not even mind that she used a senior pass to get on. And he nearly rear ended a car after using the cabin mirror to continue watching her.

		When Birdie was not inundated with male attention, she found herself wondering which of the men at the nursing home she should approach first. Dr. Coulson had given her a great idea to chase after the rich ones to try and get into their wills. She did not want to be a bitch about it, but she did have a lifestyle to maintain. That cost money, especially when she would probably need to find a new place to live and buy a new wardrobe. Not to mention she needed to figure out what to do about her family. But that last part could wait. She was horny and needed to find a man to fuck.

		In the end, it had been a simple choice. Sherman Bosley was the man for her. He was handsome and clearly had some money stashed away. And as far as she knew, he had always been a terminal bachelor. That meant there was no family to fight with when it finally came time.

		“Hi, Sherman,” Birdie said as she posed in the doorway. He had just opened the door to her knock. “I was wondering if I could come in.”

		Sherman had always been smart. And despite the incredible changes in her appearance, he still recognized her, even if it was a vague connection.

		“Bernadette?” he asked, surprised.

		“Call me Birdie,” she answered. “I went and got myself all bimboed up for you.”

		Despite Sherman’s experience with women, he had not been prepared for the vision that greeted him at the door. His eyes fell right where they were supposed to, into her gaping cleavage.

		“But how?” Sherman asked.

		“Invite me in and I’ll show you.”

		Despite his advanced age, Sherman could move quickly when he needed to. He pulled Birdie inside and quickly closed the door. This was turning into the best day in a long time.

		As it turned out, Birdie was not much for explanations. She was much more interested in what Sherman had between his legs. And he did not disappoint. She started with a blowjob, wanting to give him a taste of what he could get from her. He was slow to get hard, but once he got there, he was big and virile. Birdie bobbed her head up and down on his shaft to the best of her ability, but even she was unprepared for the volume of cum he unloaded into her mouth. Despite every attempt to swallow it all down, rivulets of cum leaked from the corners of her mouth and flowed down her chin, leaving speckled white dots on her exposed tits.

		Normally, Sherman would have been spent after that. The skills of the newly minted MILF bimbo were too great. However, with a little medical intervention on his behalf, he was hard again in short order, ready for more.

		“Sherman,” Birdie said as she sat on his lap. She was painfully close to his cock, her pussy almost ready to envelope him completely. “If we’re going to fuck like this, can you help me with stuff?”

		“What do you need help with, Birdie?”

		“I need money. I need a new place to live. I need clothes. Stuff like that.”

		“I’ll take care of it,” Sherman said with a sigh. There was no way he could say no to her. He had finally met his match, the figure that might end his bachelor days.

		When Birdie finally sank down onto his shaft, she cried out in erotic ecstasy. So too did Sherman. They were both quickly climbing the stairway to orgasm, reaching a climax that they would both enjoy thoroughly. However, even as Birdie fucked Sherman, she was already thinking about what other men she could pull into her orbit. Sherman was great, but she suddenly realized that she was no longer a one cock kind of gal. She was not just a bimbo MILF, but a slut too.

		Luckily there were plenty of men at the nursing home to start with. And there was definitely something about older men that got Birdie’s juices flowing. Who knew, she might even start calling a few of them Daddy, assuming they were into that kind of thing.

		But even as Birdie plotted her next conquests, she rode Sherman hard, giving him every ounce of energy she could give him. Her body moved, swayed, and bucked to perfect effect. And as they came together in a symphony of erotic delight, it became clear to her that it truly was better being a bimbo. Life, sex, everything. She had the perfect life and she planned to keep living it for as long as she was able. Bernadette had been given a new lease on life. As Birdie, she was going to live that life to the fullest.
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