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Sometimes an idea comes around which is just too good to ignore.

The country's prison system was on the brink. There were simply too many prisoners and not enough spaces available. A big part of this was due to the fact there were so many repeat offenders. Once somebody had been into prison it was incredibly common to see them back in there again. Rehabilitation just wasn’t working. That was when someone came up with the idea for Option Triple B.

Option Triple B, or Bimbos Behind Bars, was an initiative to free up spaces in female prisons occupied by so called less serious offenders by trading their sentences for permanent and full proof rehabilitation. That method of rehabilitation was to turn the prisoner into a bimbo.

Unlike the general population who would only follow rules as long as they had to and would try and get around them if they could, bimbos were as straight as they came. They obeyed all of the rules to the letter; they were totally obedient.

While a normal prisoner released back on the streets was incredibly likely to offend again a bimbo would never do that. Any girl who was turned into a bimbo was guaranteed never to commit another crime.

There was also another reason that turning girls into bimbos worked. It didn’t just lower the crime rate by those transformed, it also lowered the crime rate of those around them as well.

Studies had shown that bimbos, as a whole, were good for society. Their strict rule following set a good example for others while their constantly happy and bubbly attitude raised the spirits of others and stopped them getting up to naughty things.

The presence of bimbos in society made society happier as a whole and a happier society was one were less crimes was committed.

That was why Option Triple B was heralded as a genius idea. It freed up spaces in prison, stopped those same people coming back to prison and even helped to lower crime in the surrounding area. Genius!

Bimbos Behind Bar was totally changing the game for the better. It wasn’t long until every state was employing it.


“Okay, bring her on through,” the head guard instructed after they’d gotten everything set up and ready for her arrival.

Down the corridor she came, flanked by a guard on either side, her hands and ankles cuffed together, making her shuffle as she moved. She was the next prisoner who had accepted the terms and conditions of Option Triple B; her sentence annulled for the price of going through a bimbofication treatment. Her name was Christine Phillips.

Christine was a repeat offender who had been busted for shoplifting on more than one occasion and was looking at a sizeable spell behind bars for yet another registered offence.

Nothing about her screamed criminal. A lot of the girls in the prison looked mean and nasty or were covered in tattoos and piercings that made them stand out from the crowd. Christine, however, was a bland looking, unassuming, girl.

She was thin with dull brown eyes and lifeless brunette hair. She certainly definitely didn’t have the look of a lot of the hardened criminals in the joint but then perhaps it was that plainness that allowed her to get away with shoplifting for so long. It clearly wasn’t enough however or she wouldn’t have found her way trudging into the bimbofication center in shackles.

As her crime was deemed to be a less serious offence she was offered the chance to consolidate her entire prison term into one bimbo transformation. She eagerly accepted. She didn’t want to waste her life away staring at bars.

After a small walk they came to the end of that corridor which connected the cells to the bimbofication center.

The center itself was nothing fancy, it wasn’t any more glamorous than the rest of the prison. It was pretty much just a plain room with a chair in the middle and some consoles to the side. For such an ordinary looking room it sure held a lot of possibilities.

Christine got to the entranceway to the room where she found herself face to face with the prison’s head guard.

“Prisoner 69217719, Christine Phillips,” he said down to her, “this is your last chance to change your mind. Once you step into this room we will conclude that you have chosen to invoke Option Triple B and that answer will be deemed final. Do you still want to go through with this?”

“Yes,” she answered coolly. Why wouldn’t she? It was this or spend her days staring at concrete walls, eating sludge from a tray and trying to avoid the sight of whatever gang was currently running the wing.

“Very well. Guards, take her to the chair.”

The gatekeeper moved and Christine was taken inside to the chair. It actually looked a lot like an electric chair in design with straps to hold the prisoner in place but it was for a very different purpose.

Christine was freed from her shackles only to be almost instantly restrained again, this time in the binds of the chair. Once she was fully secured the crown like helmet from above was lowered down to rest around her head.

“So will I actually have to do anything?” Christine asked the head guard who was looking over all of the equipment with the specialist who would be doing the job.

“No you won’t have to do a thing. You just sit there and wait. The next time you’ll be standing you’ll be standing as a new woman.”

Not only that she’d be standing as a free woman. She couldn’t wait to get back to the outside where she wouldn’t have to spend her days wandering around in some stuffy orange jumpsuit. She could hardly wait.

“Okay, we’re just about ready,” the voice of the specialist called over to Christine, “Brace yourself girl, we’re just about to start.”

“I’m ready to go!” she called back, eager to begin.

“Alright then, here we go.”

A button was pressed and the machine was activated and in an instant Christine began to feel dizzy. It was like shockwaves were being pumped into her mind from the steel crown, vibrating her brain. Everything was spinning in front of her.

Slowly the strong, initial, deterioration faded but everything remained out of focus. She felt like she’d drunk too much; Christine felt completely drunk.

“So what should we do for this one?” she just about picked up, coming from the direction of the consoles.

“Who wants to do the modelling this time?” the specialist asked.

“Hey it’s been awhile since I’ve gotten a go,” one of the guards said, “lemme do it this time.”

“Sure, should be fun to see what you end up with.”

“So what’s your poison then? You like them tall or small?”

“Come on it’s gotta be small, they look so cute when they’re pint sized.”

“What? No way. I like them tall. You know, supermodel standard.”

Christine could just about make out the conversation but it was hard for her to know who was saying what and just what they were on about. While her fuzzy brain was trying to think she suddenly found her body tingling all over. She was going to receive the answer physically.

Her DNA was being rewritten and her height was being changed. Christine had been standing at a modest five foot four inches but it had been decided she should be taller than that. Slowly her height began to increase, her limbs growing longer.

She wasn’t really completely sure what was going on just that it was getting less comfortable to sit as she was. Suddenly the seat felt too small.

“Ah… what’s going on?” she groaned out, disoriented.

“It’s okay Christine, this is all normal,” the specialist called over, “Now what’s next? What about eye color?”

“What is she at the moment? Brown?”

“Yeah. Look you can see right here what her current readings are.”

“Well let’s keep it simple. Nothing better than blue, right?”

Again she felt her body tingling but this time it was her eyes. Not the lashes, not the lids, not the sockets; her actual eyes.

Christine didn’t know why. If her mind had been in a better state it would have been obvious but instead she just squirmed as her eyes tingled. To the guards, however, her eye color was turning from a dull brown into a stunning, sapphire, blue.

Just as the tingling stopped she noticed a guard was staring into her face. When had he got there?

“Yep, they’re blue now,” he said to his colleagues.

“Of course they are. Do you doubt the machine?”

“Not at all,” the same man said as he left her alone again, “I just like seeing things for myself.”

“Well we’ll try something you can see even from over here. How would you like her hair?”

“Blonde of course.”

“Wow, adventurous.”

“Oh shut it. I’ve seen the stuff you come up with.”

Christine’s roots began to tingle as her hair began to change. It may have looked like her hair being dyed, her brunette color slowly fading away and being overwritten with blondeness, but in actual fact it was the natural color of her hair being changed for good.

This was when Christine finally noticed something. She could see her brown locks in the corners of her vision, she could just about see her own hair and she noticed when her dark, brown, tones melted away to be replaced with a bright, platinum, blonde.

She wanted a better look but her hands and head was secured, there was no way to see but she knew that the machine had just changed her hair color.

So this was how they did it? She didn’t understand what was going on, she always thought it would be more like an operation but it was clear, just sitting in the seat was enough for them to be able to change her. This was the real bimbofication deal.

“Do you like that color?” she heard the specialist say, “or would you like it darker? Brighter?”

“Oh no, that’s fine. Just like a barbie doll. Guess you know the kind of colors which suit a bimbo.”

“Well this isn’t my first rodeo. So you ready to move onto some fun stuff?”

Now that she knew the words were giving her a warning she tried to focus on them but she couldn’t work out what fun stuff meant. That was when she felt a tingling in her chest. That was when she felt her uniform getting tighter.

Quickly her breast size increased, her bust suddenly expanding and swelling out the front of her orange jumpsuit.

Christine had been on the flatter end of the breast size spectrum, she didn’t have much of a chest to speak of until the moment when she found the zip busting on her uniform, the front splitting open to expose those newly ripe melons, tightly wrapped in a white vest top.

Even with her unable to move her head at all Christine could see how giant they were and they just seemed to be getting bigger.

Eventually the growth did come to a halt at a point where each individual breast was bigger than her head.

“Hot damn that was a hot sight,” one of the guards exclaimed.

“You really know how to put on one hell of a show. Can you do it both ways with that?”

“Sure can,” the specialist said as he began to toy with his machine which in turn meant toying with her breasts.

Down, up, down, up, down, up. The tingling was overbearingly powerful as her bust size shrunk back down before quickly expanding back up into the extreme sizes. It was like being roughly groped by invisible hands, it was making her body feel hot and squirmy, not that she could move anywhere.

When they finally eased up on the amusement leaving her breasts on the smaller size, but still big for her, she panted out a relieved sigh, her cheeks completely red.

“You really know how to work them buttons.”

“I could do this all day but we’re still here to do a job. You’re gonna have to let me know a size.”

“Hey it’s hard to know properly from over here,” he said as he approached her, “and with this in the way,” his hand yanking her vest top up to expose her bust.

Under the vest there was nothing but soft, doughy, boobs. She’d been instructed not to wear a bra for the treatment so without that vest covering her tits they were left completely exposed.

“Smaller or bigger?”

“Bigger of course,” the observing guard yelled back as the slider was pushed up and her breast size followed.

Christine felt like livestock being measured as his hot breaths steamed onto her expanding tits, her soft breasts growing bigger and bigger, getting heavier by the second, her nipples completely rock hard.

Her chest was just short of the initial example when the guard put up a hand to halt the treatment, those tits still incredibly large, far bigger than was natural.

“I think that’ll do. You want them big but you still need them to be able to do the housework.”

“Even with them that big I bet she’ll struggle.”

The guard looked back to her and brushed a hand down the side of her face, rubbing a thumb against her lips.

“Don’t worry,” he said directly to her, “we’ll finish soon and then you can start your new life as a bimbo.”

“Okay,” she just about managed to groan out, a glisten of drool pouring from her lips as he dragged his touch away,

They weren’t just changing her body, those vibrations which were flooding her head were changing her mind as well. They were making her dumber and dumber with every second that passed. They were turning her brain into a blank canvas for them to fill as they pleased, but first they wanted to finish decorating the outside.

“Hey, let’s do her lips next. They felt pretty thin, I know you can do something about that,” the guard said to his companions just as he was leaving her eyeline.

“So you like them fat and puffy?”

“Of course I do. Is there anybody who doesn’t?”

“Some people say they look silly.”

“A silly look for a silly girl. Just perfect.”

Christine hadn’t even had the sense to close her parted lips by the time they began to tingle. She was getting further into a state of total confusion as her lips began to swell, increasing in size and softness. She barely even knew what was happening, her thin lips fattening into something thick and puffy.

“Hmm that’s much better. Can we do her ass next?”

“Of course we can. Just lemme know what you want.”

“Like you can’t figure that out. She’s a bimbo, she needs curves. You need to make that ass fat.”

The breast growth hadn’t done much to change her stick figure body, it had just attached two giant tits onto the front. Finally her ass was starting to rumble so she didn’t need to look so out of shape.

Her small booty began to grow, the incoming softness expanding downwards, pressing into the chair below to lift her body upwards slightly.

That size increase worked on her hips and pushed them out wider, making the lower curves of her body expand to the side, pushing to the limits of her seat as the extra cushiony padding below continued to push her body up, making her body arch forwards as she was still contained in the binds and the crown melting her brain away.

It took quite some time for the tingling in her buns to end but once it had she’d been given quite the makeover, her small, round, ass gone and replaced with a thick mass of marshmallow soft meat.

Her entire body was left a lot thicker thanks to the growth and that was why she suddenly felt her waist tingling. Unlike the other parts of her body which had been grown her waist was being shrunk. The inches were being drained away, she was being given a more narrow middle, morphed into a defined hourglass shape.

“I presumed you’d want this too,” the specialist said in the distance.

“Well of course. A trim middle and suddenly those ass and titties look even bigger.”

“Not like hers aren’t huge to start with.”

“You got that right. She looks like a proper bimbo now.”

They were right. She looked like somebody had gone ahead and turned a barbie doll into a real girl.

Those long slender legs. That thick, soft, ass. Those giant, heavy, tits. That emphasized hourglass figure. Her puffy pouted lips. Her platinum blonde hair. Her sapphire blue eyes. They were the base ingredients of a living barbie doll.

“Hey body is just about ready,” the proud specialist said, “all that’s left is to put the finishing touches to her mind.”

Christine’s transformation into a blank state was complete. She could barely concentrate on a thing, not even the changes to her body. She was just sitting there, taking it all and drooling down herself.

“So what do we have to do now?”

“This is the most simple part. Just type any changes in here and then tap the button when you want to finish her makeover.”

The mental transformation was always the last part. When she awoke from her trance like state she would be reborn as a bimbo in both body and mind and she would be a free woman.

“Just one change this time,” the guard who was deciding her transformation said as he leaned in to type the information he wanted to give her before pressing the button to begin.

It was like rebooting a phone. The treatment had been emptying her brain, it was practically filled with nothing. When he hit the button her entire mind began to tingle and it was like all the information was being loaded back inside.

Everything flashed before her eyes as she was flooded with thoughts and knowledge, however they weren’t the same thoughts and knowledge that had been removed. Before being put back in place everything had been given a bimbo polish.

Finally she was back in the room, no longer in trance however the world seemed a completely different place; she was seeing everything through bimbo tinted glasses.

“Huh, what?” she mumbled as she came back to reality, her brain still taking a bit of time to get processing.

“Good news Crystal,” the smiling head guard said down to her, “your treatment is now complete. You’re now a free woman. Let us just get you out of that chair.”

Crystal… yes that was her name. There wasn’t even a mention of Christine anywhere in her memories. Everything pointed to the fact that she was called Crystal.

They removed the binds holding her in place and lifted the crown away, freeing her from the bimbofication seat, finally letting her feel her new body. However even though it was new thanks to the changes to her brain it felt totally natural to her.

“Oh goody!” she cheered with a giggle as she jumped up onto her feet, her jiggling assets bouncing around, “Like I can’t wait to get home.”

“If you’ll follow me Crystal I’ll take you somewhere that you can get released.”

He offered up his hand for her to take but instead she wrapped her arms around his bicep and hugged on tight, sinking her tits into his body.

“Like lead the way please officer,” she giggled out again, wiggling excitedly in place. It was such a shame to let such a cheery thing go because with her mind transformed there way no way she’d be coming back; there would be no more shoplifting for silly Crystal.

“Right this way,” the grinning guard growled as he wandered from the room with the bimbo eye candy clinging from his arm.

Option Triple B had done it again, it had gotten another criminal out of jail and placed another law abiding bimbo onto the streets.


Crystal wandered a few steps forward and took a look back at the large, cold, stone building she was leaving. It was good to be out of there, she didn’t plan on going back ever again.

“Well here you are,” the guard said to the leggy blonde, “You’re free to go now. If you wait over at the bus stop a bus will come soon to pick you up. You should have enough change in your purse to make it home.”

They’d been ever so nice to her. Because her old clothing didn’t fit and looked super bland they went ahead and provided her with a whole new outfit to go home in, as well as some money for the bus. She wasn’t going to miss the prison but she would miss how nice all the guards were to her.

Skipping around on a huge pair of transparent platform heels, Crystal moved back to the guard and gave him a sloppy kiss right on the cheek, leaving a bright pink outline for him to rub off later.

“Like thanksies for all your help officer,” the cheery girl giggled with a wide smile, “like I just wish there was a way I could say thanks to you for being so super nice to me.”

Crystal pouted her lips together in a truly adorable way as the guard brushed his fingers through her hair.

“Oh I have a way. It’s how all the good bimbos say thank you for the service.”

He reached down and unzipped his fly and fished out his erect, hard, cock. It was another, unwritten, reason why the Bimbo Behind Bars program was so successful. It kept the guards very happy.

“Oh like I see,” Crystal giggled as she somehow managed to squat down on those giant heels. The outfit she had been gifted wasn’t exactly the best for coping with sudden, sharp, movements but still she made it into a slutty position.

She’d gotten dressed up in a tight, mini skirt long, tit squishing, cut out pink vinyl dress that looked as if it could burst open at any moment but Crystal seemed happy to be wearing it.

Eagerly she wrapped those thick lips of hers around his cock, giving another part of his body a pink painting as she began to suck on his length.

He groaned and reached down, taking a hold of the cute pigtails she had styled her long, blonde, hair into, gripping them tightly as she bobbed herself back and forth. It wasn’t like she had a lot of experience at sucking cocks but her brain assured her that was the case. Her brain had been modified with lots of new thoughts like her respect for the law and for rules, her new love for the color pink and the slutty clothing she was wearing and of course lots and lots of tips and techniques to make her one talented bimbo slut.

The quick movements of her bobbing head and the way her lips were compressed nice and tight around his length pushed the guard over the edge.

“Oh here it comes,” he groaned out, panting deeply, “drink down my seed you bimbo.”

She found her head buried into his lap, her thick, whorish, makeup starting to dribble, mascara running as he began to cum into her throat.

He remained tight into her lips as he milked out his lust into her, only coming down from his high and releasing her once he had drained out his full climax into her stomach.

Crystal popped from his dick with a wet slobber, coating her lipstick heavy lips in an extra layer of bubbly drool as she rolled back up onto her feet.

“Like I hope you liked that!” she cheered happily to him, already composed once more; as expected from a bimbo.

“I loved it, now that’s how you say thanks. I’m gonna miss having a cock sucker like you around.”

“D’aww I’ll miss you too but like I gotta get home now. Like bye bye, thanks for looking after me and stuff!”

Sucking dick was great, cum tasted delicious and she loved having the taste on her tongue but she had to hurry home.

Now that she was free she needed to take care of some important things like booking an appointment at the salon to get some hair extensions and to get her nails done. Plus she needed to get a whole new wardrobe and needed to redecorate. She didn’t have pink walls in any of her rooms. Madness, what had she been thinking?

Crystal skipped off towards the bus stop as a free woman. She was super happy to be out of jail. It meant her new life as an obedient bimbo could finally begin.
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