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Make sure you don’t miss out on any of the previous episodes of The Bimbo Games:

The Bimbo Games: Must Not Lose


Guess what’s back. That’s right, it’s only the raunchiest game show on any channel. It’s The Bimbo Games!

The in-house audience went crazy as the show’s opening theme played through the studio, each and every one of them looking forward to seeing what sort of devilish course the geniuses behind the show had cooked up for this episode.

As always the rules were the same. The contestant would have to make it to the end of the course without failing to win the show’s grand prize. If they couldn’t do it then a transformation forfeit was waiting for them.

Once the music faded away and a single spotlight illuminated, the faceless announcer called through the speakers.

“Ladies and gentlemen, put your hands together for today’s contestant, Chanita.”

Into the light walked the woman herself, waving both hands to the cheering audience.

Chanita was a young woman, just twenty four, with dark skin and dark hair which flowed down her back, along with a warm and cheery smile which she wasn’t hiding. She had a nice, curvaceous, body which was contained in a yellow bikini which showed off her handfuls up top and her hand fillers down below. The fans had gotten themselves a pretty one.

Like usual, and rather unwisely, Chanita was all smiles as she waited on the starting podium with no idea what the show had in store for her. In her mind it didn’t matter, she was going to win!

“Chanita is a teacher’s assistant from New Orleans who is looking mighty fine,” the announcer said, “But what mustn’t she do today? She’ll soon find out in time.”

That was rather unusual. The announcer always told the contestant the stipulation before they started the first stage. How else would they know what not to do?

“What’s the big idea?” Chanita asked, “What do I have to avoid doing?”

“I said you’ll find out in time. There is no way to know without starting so are you ready?”

It was hard to be ready when she didn’t know what was waiting for her in part one, or what rule she had to follow for the duration of the show.

“Hmm, I guess…”

“Well then let’s reveal stage number one!”

The curtains lifted and the light shone down to show off what part one had in store for her. It turned out to be very little, very very little.

Usually when the curtain went up the contestant was left looking at some devious contraption or some obstacle course with a catch. However part one was completely empty apart from a podium and a lone glass of milk.

“What the…”

“I hope you’re thirsty Chanita because here is your first task! You have to drink every drop from this glass of milk and then pass the finishing line!”

This looked to be the easiest task the show had ever given a contestant. All she had to do was have a full glass of milk; how could this be anything weird?

Naturally, Chanita would soon find out.

“So Chanita, you may begin!”

Chanita felt like she should be in a hurry but there was no way to motivate oneself to rush when the challenge was drinking a glass of milk. Instead of a run over to the podium she moved at nothing faster than a leisurely stroll.

She really didn’t know what to think when she picked the glass up. It was just a glass of milk. Well nothing else to do but complete the challenge.

Wanting to win, Chanita gulped the glass down until there was none left. It tasted fine too, it wasn’t sour or anything. What was the big deal?

Then it all became apparent.

Suddenly a vicious tingling engulfed her chest, an eruption of sensations which made her gasp and shudder. Something was happening to her breasts, they were starting to ache.

Slowly her tits began to grow, their size bulging into her bikini top, stretching the elastic and making it strain. She should have known there was a catch, the fans certainly did and now they saw what it was, partially. While her breast expansion was one part it wasn’t the full story.

Chanita’s jugs got bigger and bigger as the seconds passed by. She definitely wasn’t small to begin with which meant it didn’t take very long for her to surpass big and to enter the realms of huge. Handfuls had became too big to handle as she raced through the cup size; F, G, H and beyond.

It didn’t take long for the strain to become too great, her bikini top snapping at the back, exposing her massive mammaries and those stiff, throbbing, nipples. They were growing as well, growing longer and fatter. It was all so heavy.

Even though Chanita had an obvious problem, she still felt something else. With the pressure of her undersized top relieved she could properly feel a pressure bubbling inside those tits. It was like there was something inside dying to be released. There was and it didn’t feel like holding back any longer.

As she was panting heavily and trying to contain her growing bust with an ineffective arm squeeze, Chanita pressed a bit too tightly and moaned as gushes of milk came spraying from her swollen nipples.

“Well it seems there was more to that milk than met the eye,” the announcer said to the studio, “Now I can reveal the stipulation for tonight’s show. Chanita, to win tonight’s grand prize you must finish all out stages without letting out a moo!”

A moo? Was she supposed to be a cow just because her tits were leaking and had became so big they could be classified as udders? It was basically insulting.

“I’d never do that!” Chanita protested as she kept trying to hide her lactating breasts, their growth finally halting at a mighty M cup.

“Before you even think about that you still have the stage to finish. You haven’t passed the finishing line yet. Feeling like mooing and backing out now?”

“Not a chance! Something like this’ll never beat me!”

Hugging her front, Chanita marched the short distance to the end of the stage, a stage which had turned out to be a lot trickier than she’d imagined.

“Congratulations Chanita, you passed stage number one, and you look ready to move straight onto stage number two! Let’s lift the curtain and see what’s in store for you!”

The second stage was definitely the sort of thing the show was more used to. Cutting the section in two was a solid wall and a locked door in the middle and all over that wall were various, twin, holes that looked big enough to peek through.

In total there were ten pairs, five on each side.

“Your task is a little bit trickier this time but it should still be easy for a smart woman like you. All you have to do is go through that door.”

Chanita already had a suspicion which was proven right when she tried to push it open. It wasn’t going to budge, it was locked shut no matter how hard she pressed. However what she couldn’t see was another way to open it. There was no lock on the door or anything, no buttons or levers in sight. All there was was a door, a wall and some holes.

“Well how am I supposed to get through? It’s locked.”

“Okay, I’ll bite. Look over on the wall. See all those holes?”

“Yeah.”

“Well behind one of those pairs is the switch you need to open up. Behind the other nine… I won’t spoil that. The only way to know is to push into each hole together and see what’s inside, but how could you do that? Well just a warning that using your fingers is an instant disqualification.”

So she needed a pair of objects which were thin, hard and long? Now she figured it out and she didn’t look pleased. This show was seriously one step ahead.

Chanita didn’t intent on quitting which meant she had no choice but to play, but which pair first? The closest seemed as good as any.

With a cloth layer hiding the contents from her sight, Chanita hesitantly pushed her chest into the holes, pressing her engrossed nipples through to see what was inside, hoping to find a switch. What she found behind holes number one was ice.

A visible shudder ran down her spine as she gasped out, her sensitive nipples being hugged at all sides by the frozen touch. She couldn’t get out of there fast enough, a watery glisten remaining on her nipples which somehow looked even stiffer than before.

The audience waited quietly, only snickering as they could see the contents of those holes on screens outside of her view. They got to see what was happening inside, her nipples being teased, completely live. Chanita could only feel it.

Now she had an idea what was waiting for her behind those locks. She had to chose wisely to minimize distress or it was gonna be a long afternoon.

Once she picked her new target she slowly pressed inside, hoping to avoid another punishment. What she discovered was a vibrating prison which made her squeal like a bitch.

The inside of her holes of choice was something like a group of electric toothbrushes, vibrating and rubbing all over her stiff, brown, nipples. She thrashed around as they throbbed and her pussy dribbled in turn. For sensitive nubs that bristle assault was like pleasure to the extreme.

Chanita had to use force just to escape, stumbling down onto her ass, panting with red cheeks as her swollen nipples twitched and trickled out beads of white. Much longer and she’d have been forced to orgasm, and she’d only been in for a few seconds.

“Good news Chanita, that’s two down! Only seven possible wrong choices still to go!”

Not helping. This stage was a lot harder than she thought. Already her nipples were on fire, she had no idea what more wrong choices could do to her!

With little choice she entered into her third choice. It wasn’t a good one. As she pressed inside she felt a small prick to each nipple which made her jump back out sharply. That hurt and it wasn’t done yet!

Tingles began to expand through her bust again as her massive breasts swelled up yet another cup size, her nipples getting larger and thicker as her milk quantity increased; it was an extra dose of the stuff from the milk.

The bigger and fuller her tits got the more uncomfortable she got. Her body just wanted to let it all out, to spray out all the milk, however Chanita knew she had to control herself.

After facing three forfeits, what harm could a fourth do? She’d already done through so much, she wasn’t backing out now so into the new holes she went.

Instantly she jumped back as a tiny shock was sent into each nipple. It coursed straight through her sensitivity, down to her loins and made the wet patch between her thighs even bigger. A few seconds of that and she would have squirted as well! If she didn’t watch out the wall was going to make her go crazy!

Her nipples were bigger and harder than ever before, oh so needy, as she slipped them into her fifth choice. The insides were hot and wet, something she couldn’t quite place. Then when their lips clamped down and they began to suck she got the picture.

Chanita’s legs almost buckled as her nipples, which had been teased so roughly, were suddenly being given such passionate attention which coaxed out her creamy white milk. The other holes she bucked out of as soon as she could, in this pair she lingered.

The look on her face was a dreamy one as small moans rolled free, the flow she was releasing getting larger as the mouths drunk down every drop they could, soothing her engrossed nubs. It felt so damn good, she just wanted to moan out.

No, that was wrong, she wanted to moo out.

It was that revelation which forced Chanita free, into pushing herself out of their suckling lip locks before it was too late. She’d almost fallen into their trap!

“Aww, Chanita. You looked like you were really enjoying that one. Not going in for another go?”

“In your dreams,” she panted, saliva glistening her bosom as she got as far away from that pair as she could before making her next choice.

At last there was good news for Chanita. As she pressed her nipples into the holes there was a clicking sound as the door unlocked and opened up. However there was an extra clicking sound as something attached itself to her nipples.

Chanita whined from the sudden squeeze and drew back to see what had happened. They were basically metallic rings that were pressed tightly to the base of her nipples. So weird.

“Congratulations Chanita, you finally found the lock! The door is now open, you can advance.”

“Hold up, what the hell are these?” she asked, pointing at the rings. She tried to drag one of them off but it didn’t budge.

“Lemme show you.”

Suddenly she felt the rings start to react, start to vibrate. It forced moans from her lips and more beads of milk from her udders. With the duo both rumbling there was no way for her to will the flow away.

“Do you like them?” the announcer asked, “It doesn’t matter either way. Please hurry on to the finish line so we can start with stage three, unless you feel like sampling some more holes.”

She left as swiftly as she could, even if her legs were shaking, and passed over the finishing line, clearing stage number two. However it was all getting harder for her as white trickles ran down her ebony flesh and her will was slowly crumbling.

“Well no dilly-dallying, let’s check out stage number three!”

The rising curtain and illuminating lights introduced a very odd looking stage. Between Chanita and the finishing line was a huge, illuminated, grid floor colored in black and white, almost like a chess board. On the majority of the squares was a single letter, O, while a spattering of tiles contained another letter, M.

“Another simple task for you. All you need to do is get to the other side. That’s it, get to the other side. All you need to remember is not to moo.”

Yeah she didn’t need that prompt, she’d already understood the game. She had to make it to the other side without stepping on a string of letters that read M-O-O. Either she had to step on an M every other time or avoid the O’s altogether, if possible. Sadly she couldn’t avoid the M’s as that was her starting square.

Naively Chanita felt that watching her step was all she had to watch out for. However when she stood onto the starting point she was introduced to the devious twist for the round. When she stepped on the square the vibrating rings went into overdrive.

They’d been happily teasing her and coaxing out her milk in a gentle stream but once she stood on the ‘M’ it was turned up a lot of notches to leave her moaning as sprays of white nectar shot everywhere.

That was the game. Every time Chanita stood on a letter ‘M’ her nipple rings would be turned up to the max. A little added insensitive to spell out a certain word.

As Chanita was squirming and biting down on her bottom lip the commentator suddenly spoke up.

“You seem eager to start Chanita so you may now begin!”

It was the most eager she’d been to start playing as she jumped off the ‘M’ and right onto an ‘O’ where she felt the relief of those nipple rings easing down to little more than a hum. It was still stimulating but not to the mind melting levels of the other setting.

Only once Chanita’s head had properly bathed in that short spell of calm did she get the tricky scenario to weight up. To carry on playing she had to move onto an ‘M’ square with her next step, triggering the high vibration levels again. If she chickened out it was over but if she didn’t she was going to be hit with overpowering stimulation again.

She didn’t have a choice, she’d came too far to quit.

Chanita made the leap to the next ‘M’ square, making sure not to accidentally step onto the wrong plate. However the sudden intensity that washed over her when she landed was so strong it almost sent her stumbling right off again!

Just a few seconds on that particular space was enough to make her breathing deep, her panties wet and her nipples gush more sprays of milk. She had to keep moving, she couldn’t delay.

Almost instantly she hopped onto a new space and used it to get some temporary relief, the vibrations from the rings making complete impossible. Then she braced for the next jump.

Hop, land and squeal. The ‘M’ spaces were purposed placed far apart to make her stretch for them, almost causing her to fall after every landing. Her legs were being turned to jelly as her front was stained in dribbles and flecks of white cream.

The pattern continued on. Hop onto an ‘O’ to try and compose herself and then onto an ‘M’ to face the rush. With her body never really able to recover the rush simply got more intense every time.

Her nipples swelled fatter and got more sensitive as they demanded more attention, as they longed to be milked. The vibrations weren’t enough for her, they needed more and those feelings weren’t helping her advance.

As she passed over the board, which seemed to get longer and longer the hornier she became, her steps got sloppier and her leaps became weaker. It was only a matter of time until she misstepped through lust caused clumsiness rather than a will to quit. She had to finish the stage, fast.

A trail of splattered white dotted her path over the board as she slowly made it to the end, the red hue never fading from her cheeks as her body’s default milk flow had turned into a steady stream. She couldn’t take it any longer, she was going to collapse!

With her strength fading, Chanita jumped one more time before her legs buckled and she dropped down to her knees, panting like a bitch with her dark skin being stained in milk. However it didn’t matter, almost on instinct she’d made it to the end; she’d cleared round three!

“Wow, what a clutch move! One more second and I think you would have given us a moo. Congratulations Chanita, you did it!”

She looked up with that lust stricken face, saliva drooling and panted out, “I did it? I won?”

“Well… you won that stage. However to win the show you still need to finish one more. However luckily we need to prepare you for that which means taking a quick commercial break. So don’t go anywhere folks, we’ll be right back!”


“Hello everybody, welcome back to the show! Now I know you’re all ready to continue, as am I, so let’s welcome back our contestant for the day, Chanita.”

Back onto the stage waddled the heavy breasted, milk leaking, dark skinned Chanita who’d had a small wardrobe change during the commercial break. No her bikini bottoms hadn’t gone anywhere, she’d simply had some accessories added.

Her arms were trapped behind her back by a black restrainer which secured them completely and on her head she wore a headband which came equipped with a fake pair of horns and cow ears. Then, around her neck, she wore a leather collar that came with a small, jingling, cow bell.

She looked slightly more composed than the panting mess she had been before the break but not by much. She was still so horny and her leaking udders were still begging to be drained.

“So Chanita, how do you like the costume? Feel more like your cow sisters now?”

“In your dreams. There is no way you’re gonna make me say it.”

“Oh we’ll see about that. Chanita, welcome to stage number four, the final stage!”

This was it, if Chanita managed to complete this part of the course she would win the show’s grand prize. But what did she have to do? The curtains rose and the lights came on to show all.

The final stage was a farm themed one, unsurprisingly. The floor was coated with fake grass and was setup with three fence blockades. Sitting in each pen was a farmer, or a hot stud in fancy dress, as well as a metal bucket on a pressure plate.

“Now this is real simple Chanita. I know you’ve been dying to be milked all day so we thought we’d let you have it. To get to the end of this course you need to fill each bucket with enough milk to open the gates. Once you open all three and head on through you win!”

Well her body was certainly equipped for the task, Chanita just didn’t know if her mind was equipped. She had flashbacks of how she felt getting drained in stage two. Would she be able to cope?

“I can do this!” she cheered, mainly for her own benefit but it really got the audience going who began cheering with her.

“Let’s find out about that. Chanita, your final round starts now!”

Chanita wandered into the first pen, trying to put on a tough facade. The height of the bucket made it easy for her to bend over it and allow her milk to trickle inside but that was far too slow, even with the vibrations still rumbling into her sensitive nipples. With her hands restrained she needed the help of the farmers.

Handsome stud one came to her assistance and wrapped his big, strong, white hands into her ebony tits, squeezing down on them, forcing her milk to gush out in a sudden spurt that made her moan and strengthened her desires. Chanita bit down on her bottom lip just to try and contain herself.

The farmer took up a position behind her, grinding his huge bulge into her soaked panties as he kneaded her doughy breasts and coaxed more and more cream from her tense nipples. With his help the bucket was soon filling up.

She was amazed at just how much she was spraying. It was far more than a pregnant woman lactated, it truly was more like a cow; her milk was really gushing out.

On instinct her hips began to rub and grind back over that hunky sausage behind, her eyes fluttering as the warmth flowing from her tits felt so damn good and her pussy begged for a piece of the action. Slowly she was getting into it, wanting that big hard cock plowing her sloppy--

Ding!

That noise caught the dreamy Chanita off guard, snapping her out of her fantasy as the farmer released his hold and let her go, the first gate opening up.

“Gate number one is open!” the announcer confirmed, “Just two more and Chanita wins the show!”

Chanita was relieved to see she didn’t have to fill the buckets to the brim to trigger the gates, the first was only around a quarter done. However that relief was only mental, not physical. With certain needs still unsated, Chanita wiggled her way into the second pen, to the second farmer.

Straight away she was onto cracking the second lock, bending over the bucket and letting her milk flow. However before her dark skinned partner helped her gush he decided to take give her a small outfit change as he grasped her panties and pulled them down to the floor.

A shuddering gasp quivered from Chanita’s lips as the cold air kissed her red hot, steamy, pussy, that noise turning to a more conventional moan as farmer two took the same position as farmer one and pressed his bulge into her ass, reaching around to milk her tits.

Oh it felt even more irresistible now that she was one step closer to grinding bare flesh on flesh. Her juices were flowing and she couldn’t stop grinding. The fact that his hands were squeezing and slowly working her nipples like a pair of teats definitely wasn’t hurting.

Her moaning was getting raspier as her eyes fluttered and milk sprays gushed down with a splash into the bucket below, slowly filling it to the required amount. But would she get there before it got too much for her?

The word she could not say, the sound she could not make, was radiating through her mind. She was being milked and felt the urge to cry out the noise reserved for dairy cows; she wanted to moo so badly.

Glistens of excitement stained her inner thighs as those huge hands worked her chocolate colored flesh and sent white dripping from her nipples. She was almost there, she couldn’t take it anymore!

Ding!

Just in time! Chanita was saved by the bell. She almost dropped to her knees she felt that hot and weak.

“Gate number two is now open! Only one more to go and you’ll be a winner!”

Bucket two was filled with a greater amount than bucket one which meant three would probably need even more. Would she be able to cope? There was only one was to find out.

On those shaky legs she strutted in, her face completely flushed as she took her position at the final bucket, cream spraying out without aid. However that didn’t stop farmer three from helping. He came and pressed into her from behind, sinking his hands into her massive melons and that was when she felt it. He’d slipped free of his jeans and was rubbing his bare, hard, dick against her juicy, wet, mound.

It was unbearable. She was so horny and that bulge felt so hot and ready. She wanted to feel it deep in her pussy more than anything.

More and more milk gushed out and slowly filled the bucket but not fast enough for Chanita. Her lust was overflowing and everybody could see it.

“What’s wrong Chanita? You look like you’re at your limit? Is this all too much for you?”

“N-no!” she squeaked defiantly, “I-I can keep going!”

“Well just know if I say the word that stud will fill you and give you a fucking you’ll never forget.”

Her brain was so mushy she couldn’t help but perk up and squeal, “He will!?”

“Of course he will. All you need to do is moo for me and he’s all yours.”

She couldn’t do that, that was the one thing she couldn’t do; anything but that! Chanita knew accepting his proposal simply wasn’t an option. She’d come too far, she couldn’t give up now no matter how good she imagined it would feel to get fucked by that big, hard, meaty, white, dick…

It was too much, it was really too much. Her common sense, her reasoning, was overthrown by her desires. She could no longer resist.

“M-moo…”

“Louder Chanita, so everyone can hear it.”

“Moo!”

That was it, game over. Chanita had lost the show, but she was swiftly given the consolation prize she seeked as the farmer stud pulled back then thrusted forwards, filling her pussy up to the brim with his titanic cock.

More milk gushed from her tits as she howled in pleasure and began to moo without restraint. Being fucked felt so good, being milked felt so good, being a cow felt so good!

“Unlucky Chanita, you didn’t manage to win tonight’s grand prize. Instead you’ll have to face a forfeit but I’m nice so I’ll allow you to indulge why you receive it.”

Chanita barely registered a word the announcer was saying as her body jiggled forward and back, leaking tits swaying from the force of his piston pounding hips into her bliss soaked body. Her mind was too doused in euphoria. Luckily she didn’t need it anymore.

She already had the makings of a cow which was why most of her forfeit transformations decided to concentrate on other parts of her body, helping to turn her from a simply dairy hucow into a bimbo one.

Her natural dark hair color was warped and diluted out and replaced with a shade of blonde which stood out dramatically when compared to her ebony flesh. It was a classic for all bimbo stereotypes and it looked even more defining on her.

The next changes she received were other prominent bimbo qualities. Her lips grew thicker and fatter, to give her something that would look amazing wrapped around a man, and her ass began to swell so she was less completely top heavy and more just nearly all top heavy, her hips expanding to at least complete a lopsided hourglass.

Despite the fact her booty was playing catchup her breasts weren’t being ignored. They began to grow even bigger, fatter, heavier, the milk flow growing stronger, ready to squirt from those thick nipples. She would never be able to escape from how giant her udders had became.

They jiggled with even more intensity as they grew in size and the stud continued to screw her silly, literally silly. The nanobots were altering her mind, lowering her IQ, lowering her inhibitions and changing her desires. From now on getting her giant, leaking, tits drained would be her life!

Chanita’s moaning moos got louder and louder as she swayed forward and back, massive bust bouncing around, streams spraying everywhere. She couldn’t take it anymore, she was at her limit and she wasn’t the only one.

Just before Chanita squirted out, the cock within her loins suddenly throbbed and the stud in control of her tensed up. She couldn’t read the mood however, she didn’t know what was going on until she felt an eruption of warmth gushing into her pussy. That was the final straw.

Limits surpassed, Chanita threw her head back and moaned out into the sky, her juices squirting in a messy display that her nipples gleefully followed, fountains of white spraying out in all directions. His orgasm had triggered hers!

The fans went wild as they saw the sloppiest climax in the show’s short history, Chanita’s legs buckling once she was finished, the bimbo hucow dropping to her knees and then lower, resting on her giants tits as she panted for air.

“What a show! This is why you can’t miss an episode of The Bimbo Games, you never know what might happen. That was truly incredible, what a way to end the show. I… I don’t even know what to say. Thank you Chanita for being such a star, thank you everyone for tuning in and thank you everyone in the studio for being as loud as always. Make sure you join us next time. After that I know there is no way you’re gonna miss it!”

As the show went off air and the credits played the final shot was of Chanita’s panting, drooling, glowing face. She’d lost today but her body had certainly won. After experiencing pleasure she’d never even dreamed possible she bathed in a euphoric afterglow, waiting to start her new life as a bimbo hucow.
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