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Bimbos Behind Bars: Bimbofication


Thanks to Option Triple B, the Bimbo Behind Bars program, the amount of prisoners being held in female prisons had dropped dramatically and in turn the streets were awash with bimbos.

While these facts were good for the general population, and for the people running the prisons, it was not particularly good for those left behind; those prisoners who could not or would not accept the terms of Option Triple B.

With a lot of the lesser criminals being freed thanks to the program that meant that the majority of those remaining in captivity were those who weren’t eligible for the change and those people were the scariest ones of all.

Any normal prison would have its fair share of scary prisoners but with the numbers thinned thanks to Option Triple B those who remained were nearly all of that ilk.

It meant for those left behind the incentive to take the program was greater than ever and it meant for those coming in the sooner they could escape the better.

That was especially true if you happened to be a young, pampered, blonde princess with little common sense and a natural target on her back.


Priscilla never expected to find herself in the situation where she would need to accept something like Option Triple B because she never expected to find herself in prison. She wasn’t the kind of person who found themselves locked up behind bars. That wasn’t because she was a good person though, it was because she was a rich person.

Full name Priscilla Elizabeth Thomas, she was the only daughter of a very wealthy oil tycoon which meant she had lived her entire life as a spoiled princess indulging in luxury. She got what she wanted when she wanted and never got no for an answer.

It was this entitled lifestyle which enabled her to have such a fancy car at a young age. It was this pampered upbringing which meant she had no reservations about drinking and driving. It was this careless act which got her into big trouble.

Her thoughtless drink driving had put somebody into the hospital, luckily not in a serious condition, and yet she insisted she hadn’t done anything wrong; it was all his fault for being in the road, she claimed. Naturally she presumed she would be free to go, after all it’s the poor who get locked behind bars, the rich just get a pardon or at worst community service. That was the way the world worked.

Not for the pampered blonde princess it didn’t. She was sentenced to a stay in prison, much to her shock.

Oil and water doesn’t mix and neither does pampered little girls and hardened criminals. Her family did what they could to bail her out with obscene amounts of cash but it was decided, she was going in with all the other criminals and there was nothing her family’s fortune could do to stop it.

That left Priscilla with one choice. If she didn’t want to risk living the prison life she had to take the guaranteed path out of prison. She had to agree to Option Triple B and take part in the Bimbos Behind Bars program.


“Prisoner 73318930, Priscilla Elizabeth Thomas,” the prison’s head guard said down to the newest prisoner looking to end their term quickly, “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, of course, let’s just get through with it,” she sighed. Couldn’t they just hurry up? The less time she had to spend in the prison the better.

Priscilla had already gone through a lot. She had endured an entire night in the prison. One whole night. That was more than enough for her. Prison wasn’t for people like her, it was a simple injustice she’d been put there in the first place. It wasn’t her fault someone was in the middle of the road.

“Understood. Guards, take her over to the chair.”

She was hoping for something state of the art and cosy to sink into but the chair looked like something that had been thrown together using bits of old wood. For a chair with so much power it looked like an uncommissioned electric chair someone had fished out from the basement.

Once they reached their destination the guards unlocked her shackles and then proceeded to bind Priscilla in the chair by the straps on the armrests and front legs.

“Hey, don’t be so rough,” she snapped at them, “Do you know who I am!?”

“Right now you’re just another prisoner which means we’re gonna treat you just like anybody else.”

“Just another? How dare you. I’ll see to it that my daddy hears about you.”

It was safe to say a bunch of low paid prison guards weren’t impressed by the bratty bragging and threats of a spoilt rich girl. They made sure to fit those binds extra tight, just for her.

Once that was done they pulled down the metallic crown from above and allowed it to rest around her head. She always did see herself as something of a princess, it suited her well.

“Alright, which of us gets to pick today?” the guard that the brat had snapped at asked his colleagues as he made his way over to the command station. “I think I should be the one who gets to do it after that showing.”

“Sorry no can do. Today we have a special order.”

“Special order?”

“You not think it’s weird how for once a rich girl couldn’t manage to buy her way out of trouble? That’s because someone else rich came along and decided to make sure justice was served, just this once.”

Priscilla could hear them talking clearly and she yelled out, “Hey, what the heck are you lot talking about over there?”

“First let’s take care of that,” the man in charge of the buttons said as he flicked a switch and activated the machine, Priscilla quickly feeling very disoriented as everything began to spin in front of her, waves coursing from the crown into her head.

“Thank you. The little bitch wouldn’t shut up. She’s been flapping her gums ever since she got here.”

“Now what’s this special request?”

She could still hear them talking but she could no longer clearly make out what they were saying. Suddenly everything felt blurry, she couldn’t properly concentrate on what was happening.

As Priscilla was doing her best to focus she suddenly felt her body twitch, like small shockwaves were coursing through her. It was her chest, it was tingling all over.

Priscilla didn’t really have much in the way of a bust. She was a very pretty young blonde with a toned, curvy, body and long slender legs which made her a star of the cheerleading squad, but she was always small up top. However she was sitting in a machine that could change that fact in an instant.

That tingling in her chest was the first warning that changes were about to come. Suddenly her small breasts began to increase in size, expanding to strain into the front of her jumpsuit, making the fabric stretch.

“What’s going on?” she just about managed to gurgle out, still feeling disoriented as she could feel the weird sensations but couldn’t quite see it.

A couple of moments later it became clear to her eyes what was going on as the front of her jumpsuit burst open, the pressure within too great for her outfit to handle as her tits continued to expand.

Her perky mounds were replaced with huge, soft, doughy tits which remained compressed up and out as her bra fought in a quest not to becoming another clothing causality. It lost the battle and that too snapped, letting her breasts flop out in her plane white shirt, the weight hanging down her front.

Priscilla could see them clearly, even with her head held up straight she could clearly see they’d gotten huge. Girls with tits as big as hers were only ever seen in adult movies or venues; they were truly giant, especially on her body.

“Wow those are huge,” the guards began to comment to each other, “Is this mystery shopper a size freak?”

“Oh there’s more to this than just being tits.”

The tingling all across her breasts had stopped apart from around her nipples. Those firm nubs were still buzzing with activity as the changes weren’t quite over.

Her nipples began to increase in size independently from the rest of her chest, growing both longer and thicker as the seconds ticked by. They got so fat they began to form tented bulged in her tight fitting top.

She squirmed in place as the chunky nipples were compressed down, even as their growth stopped yet the sensations didn’t. The tingling was gone but something was still making her body quiver. She couldn’t work out what it was, it was like a throbbing heat emitting from within her breasts.

It all got too much for her body to handle. Finally the pressure began to relieve itself.

Priscilla gasped as she felt her nipples leaking, milk flowing from the hard nubs, forming large wet patches in the front of her shirt. It was such an alien sensation to her yet it felt so good.

“Is this milk?” she asked in a fluster, her outfit soaked.

“Is it milk?” a guard parroted to the specialist running the op.

“Indeed it is. It seems our mystery benefactor is quite the pervert.”

Pervert was right, what sort of weirdo was into lactating breasts? Those were the thoughts that Priscilla had running through her head as her nipples refused to stop leaking, the wetness in her shirt spreading, making the material transparent to expose the pink of her thick, leaky, nips to the guards.

Her tits refused to stop squirting as the disparaging thought that had entered her mind was quickly nowhere to be found. She’d only just jumped to the conclusion but the thought had already trickled away. As the seconds flowed by her mind grew weaker.

“Who… what…” she babbled to herself. The world was starting to spin again.

“Looks like she’s almost completely out of it,” the specialist explained, “hopefully that’ll stop her from kicking up a fuss. I still need to take care of the rest of the order.”

It wasn’t just huge, lactating, breasts which were in store for her. She still had more of her unique bimbo makeover to go.

The tingling spread down from her tits into the rest of her body, the sensation fluttering through her torso, her rear and her limbs. All of her trim, toned, figure was being touched by the warning signs before the transformation began to reshape her form.

Just like what had happened to her chest she began to grow thicker. Her hips spread out as her buttocks began to gather fat, growing nice and meaty, providing her with plenty of cushion to rest her weight on.

Her flat stomach began to gain mass, not turning fat but gaining plenty of weight so that her softness could be gripped and squeezed between pinching fingers. It was a similar scene for her limbs which were growing nice and plump.

Priscilla had gone from a thin girl into a plush girl. Her body was suddenly nice and chunky yet still very curvy, if anything more curvy than ever thanks to the obscene size of her lactating tits and that giant, fatty, behind.

She was a long way away from fat but she was still a dramatic contrast to the slim cheerleader she had been.

“What is this guy thinking?” one of the guards complained, “He’s totally ruining her figure.”

“Hey shush, she looks better this way. Bit of meat on her bones.”

“It’s what the customer wants so I’m going to give it to him. You know what they say, the customer is always right.”

They even went as far as to make her lips nice and thick as well, turning them fat and puffy as was common in bimbos. Each part of her body was being made plumper and that also included the mound which sat between her legs. Previously a tight little flower, it had been made into a puffy bit of softness.

However there was more. She may have thought the changes were done, or perhaps she didn’t think at all, but the fact remained the growth had stopped but the transformations still had another twist in store for her.

Again the tingling tickled over every inch of her, leaving no part untouched. She couldn’t see why but the guards could. They could see as her paleness grew darker as he was giving her a natural tanned color, a shade which would contrast dramatically with the whiteness trickling from her nipples which remained puffy and pink.

“This guy likes them tanned hey? She almost looks chocolate,” one of the guards commented.

“So what more is there to do to her body?”

“That’s about it. The real fun for this one comes with the mental changes.”

It was that time to polish off their creation. It was time to turn Priscilla from a pampered rich girl into a diligent, obedient, bimbo, with a twist.

The button was flicked and her brain, which had been drained of space wasting memories and undesired thoughts, was being filled again with some freshly made and polished bimbo thoughts, tailor made just for her.

All of the usual things that entered the empty mind of a bimbo in waiting was presented to Priscilla. She was uploaded with that obedience and law abiding streak that meant she would never be in trouble with the law again as well as filled with lots of new girly girl thoughts for her to cling to. However she wasn’t due for the full course.

Instead of a brain filled with dedication for looking good and fashion, something else began to fill her mind.

Priscilla moaned as her brain tingled and images of wide, open, fields flashed before her eyes. She began to hear bells rattling and smell the strong fragrance of fresh milk, and it wasn’t the milk leaking from her nipples.

Something began to come up her throat, something which wasn’t quite a groan but she was unable to hold back. As her head was filled with new thoughts she finally released the sound.

“Moo,” she moaned out softly. It felt so right to make that sound and making it made her feel good.

Once it had slipped from her lips the first time it became easier for it to happen a second time, and a third time. Not only that but every time she made the motions, every time she released that sound, she felt her pussy tingle in delight. It wasn’t that same tingling or her body changing, it was a throb of warmth. It was that kind of good.

The more her mind came back together the more she saw everything clearly, both her physical reality and her future. She finally realized what she had became. She hadn’t just turned into an ordinary bimbo, she had been turned into a cowbo; Priscilla had been transformed into a hucow bimbo.

Finally the machine’s rumblings came to a stop with the transformation complete, both her mind and body that of a hucow.

“Is she mooing?” one of the guards asked.

“Well that was the idea.”

She was still slightly dazed when the guards checked on her, “Hey Priscilla, you alright up there? Still know how to talk?”

“Like my head hurts a bit,” she groaned, “Can yoou let me goo now?”

The guards couldn’t help but snicker at the way she went ahead and rolled her letters to fit in with the sound that her lips were now focused upon. She could still speak but she couldn’t escape her fate as a hucow.

“Alright princess, up you come.”

Now that she had completed the Bimbo Behind Bars program she was free to go, there was no reason to keep her bound in the chair. The guards finally let her go and helped her up to her feet. The chubby hucow looked like she needed the assistance with those thick tits jiggling from side to side.

“So like I’m free now?” she asked, tilting her head up at them.

“Yeah you’re free to go.”

“If she goes to the car park there is somebody waiting there to take her home as well,” the specialist called over.

“Well you heard him. Let’s get you over to your ride.”

Finally she could get out of prison. Her cushy life was waiting for her outside those walls and with her body turned into that of a hucow she was free to leave them. With a guard flanking her on either side the chunky girl made her exit at last.


Due to a dramatic change in body shape, Priscilla’s old clothes no longer fitted her which meant she needed to accept an outfit change from the prison. However none of the outfits which the prison had ready for their departing bimbos could be described as decent.

Priscilla wobbled her way out of the gate and into the parking lot with her chubby body balanced up on a sky high pair of candy pink platform heels with her legs squeezed into black fishnet stockings.

Her soft mound was squished down by a bright pink thong which ran up to her waist, peeking out from over the waistline of her white, vinyl, miniskirt. Moving further up her chest was compressed by a micro sized luminous orange bikini top, hidden below a bright mesh green crop top. She was dressed up like an incredibly slutty bimbo.

With her face dolloped in a thick coating of makeup, the risque dressed Priscilla looked around the parking lot for her ride. That was when she spotted the fancy car and the silhouette of the man calling her over.

Using all the elegance she could with huge heels on her feet and giant tits hanging from her front, Priscilla skipped over to her ticket out of there.

“Hi daddy,” she giggled as she approached but then she slowed and looked in confusion, “Like wait, you’re not my daddy?”

Priscilla didn’t recognize the man, she’d never seen him in her life yet he looked very pleased to see her.

“Oh Cilly, that’s where you’re wrong. I may not be your father but I am most certainly your Daddy,” he told her, triggering her mind.

She’d been thinking all wrong. When she looked into her memories she could see her father but that wasn’t who this man was. This man was her Daddy, this man was her new owner, he was the one she had been changed for; he was her father’s long time business rival.

Her heart began to beat rapidly as she looked up at him. He was much older than her yet he was incredibly dreamy. Just being in his presence made her pussy leak.

“Yes, my Daddy,” she moaned out, drooling over her puffy lips.

“They did a good job with you cow,” he said as he brushed his hands across her face before opening the car door for her, “Now come, get in. I’m going to take you to your new home.”

She nodded in joy and skipped into the car. Finally she was out of jail and she could begin her new life as her Daddy’s hucow.


Ever since arriving at her new home Priscilla’s life had completely changed. She was no longer the pampered princess who got whatever she wanted and didn’t have to lift a finger. She was now the diligent maid who looked after the house and took care of all of the chores. She had been turned into a hucow maid.

It was no more slutty bimbo clothing for her. A good hucow needed a proper uniform so she would never forget her place and so that nobody would ever mistake what she was.

A thick leather collar was secured around her neck and from it hung a heavy cowbell which rattled around every time she moved, slapping against her bare body.

The majority of her outfit was actually nothing but birthday suit; her entire torso was left completely bare. The only pieces that could count as clothing that she wore were thigh length stockings and arm length gloves that were all cow print in design.

To top off her uniform she was given a headband which came with fake cow horns and ears attached. It was a uniform she wore day in, day out, and it made her look just like the proper hucow she had been transformed into.

Despite the fact that both her mind and body had been warped to his liking, there were still teething problems.

Priscilla’s new owner pointed down to one of the table’s she had been cleaning and to the mess which was decorating the top.

“What do you call this?” he asked her.

“M-milk?”

“That’s right Cilly. Now tell me, why would there be milk droplets coating this table?”

“Because like they dripped from me?”

“Correct. Now, why did that happen? Aren’t you supposed to thoroughly milk your udders every day before you start working so accidents like this don’t happen?”

She squirmed around and whined, “Like I do milk my breasts but like recently they’ve been leaking more and more and sometimes they start dripping during the day too.”

He knew she hadn’t done it on purpose, after all she was a good girl who couldn’t break the rules. It had been an accident but he had to make sure she learned from accidents. That was why he cracked his hand across her meaty backside, spanking her firmly.

“Then don’t you think you should have told Daddy this?”

“Like I’m sorry Daddy, I didn’t think!” she whimpered, her ass getting another swat.

“I know you didn’t, it must be hard for a dumb cow like you to think. If you can’t milk yourself then Daddy will have to do it himself, won’t he?”
 

“Like yes Daddy!” she panted, her ass stinging as the spanking didn’t stop.

Her owner hooked an arm around her body and hoisted her up into the air and against his stronger, firmer, frame. He kept one hand wrapped around her rear so he didn’t need to stop spanking her as he guided one of her nipples into his waiting mouth where he began to suckle, willing the milk from her fat udders.

His strong, commanding, actions made her pussy leak and crave his attention and soon it was given just that as he drilled his rock hard erection deep into her soft, wet, insides.

She threw her head back and moo’d out as his hard dick added as the final bit of motivation needed for her milk to come spraying out, filling her Daddy’s mouth with her fresh cream.

The amount she could lactate was incredible. The Bimbos Behind Bars project had really sent her milk production levels into overdrive. She was making pint after pint of the stuff every single day.

Priscilla clung to his body, compressing her plumpness into his hardness as her tits were ravished and he used her meaty tightness once again.

Every pound of his hard manhood and every suckle on her breasts made her moaned out another delightful moo. The sounds resonated with her, they kept her in her place and made her feel even greater lover for her master. She was heading towards orgasmic heaven.

As her slutty body squeezed on his piercing erection he finally reached his limits. He sunk his hands tightly into her chunky, chocolate colored, body and unleashed his hot climax, pouring his gushing cum deep into her waiting womb.

She was pushed over the edge by the sensation of his seed filling her. She let out the loudest of moos as her own orgasm struck, her body clamping down tight as her slutty juices sprayed and ropes of milk gushed from her throbbing nipples.

Finally he slowly pulled from her juicy body and let his white cum trickle free down her thick mocha thighs, collecting around the trim of her stockings as white droplets coated her body.

With a wet slurp he peeled from her nipple and asked her, “So, have you learned your lesson Cilly?”

“Yes,” she said, panting heavily as she nodded, “Like I understand now Daddy. I’ll be a good girl and get Daddy to milk my leaky udders from now on and stuff.”

“That a girl, now make sure you clean all this mess up.”

The entire room was stained in droplets of her milk from that climax. She had a heck of a cleanup to take care of, it was going to take her all afternoon but she would do it for her Daddy.

Her old life as a bratty rich girl seemed so far away and yet she didn’t care. She was in love with being a bimbo hucow maid.
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