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Bimbofication

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.


Hucowfication

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.


Punkfication

“Prisoner 70594042, Kayla Beck,” the head guard read out, “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?”

“I do,” Kayla confirmed.

Kayla Beck had spent a couple of weeks in prison ever since she had been caught dipping her fingers into the cash register at work. Over the course of a few months she had stolen a whole lot of money from under her boss’ nose which was why she ended up being thrown in the slammer.

She still had a few months to go on her sentence but she couldn’t take it anymore, prison wasn’t the place for her and she wanted to get out whatever the cost. The fact that the prison were practically eager to let their prisoners go free as long as they chose Option Triple B made it an easy choice.

“That’s fine then. Guards, please take our prisoner here to the chair.”

With a guard on each side the shackled up Kayla shuffled her way over to the bimbofication station which was basically just a modified electric chair and some consoles at the side to run the whole operation.

Kayla was already quite the good looking girl without any need for a bimbo makeover. She had natural blonde hair with sweet features below and a trim figure that led to a curvy little bubble butt. She wasn’t the kind of girl you’d expect to see strutting on a catwalk but if she was in a bar the guys would be all over her.

Once she arrived at her destination she was finally released from the cuffs binding her arms and legs and placed down into the seat where she found those parts locked up again in strong, leather, straps she wouldn’t be able to break.

Finally the steel crown from above was lowered around her head into position, ready to melt away her mind as part of the bimbofication progress.

She was ready, she couldn’t really do anything but be ready. All that was left was to wait for the guards.

“So do I get a turn transforming this one?” a very excited guard asked.

“Sure, you can take this one,” the head guard told him, “I haven’t seen you at the reins for a while. It should be fun.”

“Why, what’s so special about the way he does it?” the other half of the guard duo asked.

“Oh, you don’t know? Our mutual friend over here has some very unique tastes.”

The term bimbo usually conjured up the image of a certain stereotype. A bimbo was usually seen as a dumb, good looking, blonde who wore far too much makeup and dressed for style over practicality. However when Option Triple B said Bimbos Behind Bars it didn’t specifically mean every girl had to be turned into a giggly blonde. The main, important, piece of the transformation from the prison’s perspective was fiddling with that mind and turning a criminal into a good, obedient, law abiding, girl. Really they could do what they liked to the body.

Most of the girls who were transformed as part of the project did get turned into blondes but Kayla wasn’t going to be like them. The man who had been allowed to control the changes for her was a man who preferred a different look for his women.

“Alright doc, start the machine,” that man said, “I’m ready to do this.”

“Hey, don’t do anything weird to me-e... e…”

Her voice trailed off as the machine was flicked on and the sudden emission of waves from the metallic crown burrowed into her brain and began her with a strong dose of total disorientation, a spoiler of what was to become of her mind.

Slowly she recovered from the initial shock to the temple but still the entire world seemed out of focus.

“So, where do you want to begin?” the so called doc asked.

“Let’s work on that shape first. Let’s sculpt ourselves a bimbo.”

Even though her senses seemed to be off, Kayla could still feel a tingling running through her body. It was like shockwaves were skipping over her skin like stones on a lake. She had no idea what the sensation was until the changes began.

Her chest was one area the tingling seemed to be at its strongest and it was there that perhaps the growth was most obvious. A trim girl like Kayla had never been able to describe herself as busty but as the seconds passed by her tits began to grow, getting bigger and bigger.

At first she could only feel the change, the surging in her bust and the strain as it expanded into her uniform but as her breast size increased and pushed up through the cup sizes she began to be able to see it, those huge tits pushed outwards.

As was usual the force of her tits caused her jumpsuit to burst open at the front, buttons popping as her shirt covered chest pushed outwards. They could have removed the jumpsuit beforehand to stop that from happening but it was always one of the guard’s favorite sights.

While her breast size increasing was her main focus it wasn’t the only part of her that was growing. Soon she began to feel a similar tightness of clothing becoming far too tight down below, her panties starting to dig as her backside grew plusher and fatter.

She was being pushed up on her seat by all of the extra padding she was developing on her booty. It was hard to stop herself from squirming around.

“No, stop the growing. It’s too tight, it’s all too tight,” she complained. She’d at least listened to instructions and gone braless but still her panties were giving her bother.

“Should we stop?”

“Nah. If they’re that tight they won’t last much longer.”

Suddenly there was a small rip that made her gasp out as the pressure of those tight fitting knickers suddenly relieved itself. The fabric snapped at the seams, not able to contain the incoming added mass.

By the time the growing actually came to a halt she was incredibly busty with her small tits supersized while her little round ass had been transformed into a thick mass of squeezable meat.

Pleased that the changes were over she panted in relief but then she squeaked, “Wait, it’s not over?”

The growing was done but once it was her middle began to tingle some more. However she wasn’t faced with more growth, she was faced with the opposite; her waist began to shrink.

Her body narrowed down in the middle to contrast strongly against her huge bust and her wide hips. The hourglass figure she had been given was being emphasized in an even greater fashion to levels that could be considered almost obscene.

Kayla couldn’t see her middle from her position with those tits in the way and couldn’t go touching with her hands bound but she could just feel that everything had been sunken inwards.

“Well how does she look?” the guard asked.

“She looks hot but I don’t see how this is any different from usual.”

“That’s because this is only the start. This is when the magic really happens.”

“Wait, there is more?” Kayla gasped out. She had hoped that was it, especially as her world seemed to spinning more as every minute passed. There was no way she’d be able to say conscious for long.

Not answering her with words but actions, Kayla began to tingle again from head to toe as the next transformation began and it was one which would affect every single part of her.

A common change that was often made in the bimbofication seat was that the prisoner had her skin permanently tanned, often with a orange glow to make the new bimbo look extra fake and slutty. However this time things were going the opposite way. Instead of growing darker Kayla’s skin began to get more pale.

She could barely even see what was happening as her peachy skin was being drained of its color instead turning almost ghostly.

“Oo now this is interesting,” one of the spectators commented as she began to look like a spectre.

“What is? What’s happening?” she begged them to tell her.

“Can we? Should we?”

“It won’t change anything. If you wanna show her there is a mirror over there.”

“Alright,” one of the guards said as he took the transparent surface and presented it to Kayla, “take a good look.”

Kayla gasped as she saw herself and how shockingly pale she looked. Her face looked like it had been coated in makeup, like she was staring in some cheap horror flick. Her skin was just a few tones off being grey.

“I look like a ghost!” she squealed.

That wasn’t the only thing which was a bother. It was hard for her to actually stay focused on her reflection, everything was swaying around like ripples on a lake. Concentration was becoming very difficult for her.

“You’re not gonna make her any paler are you?” the man pulling the mirror back away asked, “Anymore than this and it won’t even look natural.”

“Don’t worry that stops here. I have more changes to take care of.”

Next up it was her hair. Most bimbos walked away from the treatment with blonde locks however Kayla already had them. Instead of leaving the color alone instead the bimbo machine went after it and began to remodel her shade.

Cheery golden locks were eclipsed by a coating of black which completely overwrote her old color from the roots so it would never return again. However she wasn’t destined to have colorless hair, not with a man with special interests modelling her.

Once she had been given a base coating of black new colors began to spring to life all over her hair. On the right hand side the color green began to rise up her hanging locks and on the left the color blue, both bright and bold so they immediately stood out in dramatic contrast to the dark background.

The color rose to level with her ears at which point the color melted back into her base dye but not before mixing together to create a brilliant pink and purple shade which ran all the way from one side to the other.

Her hair even seemed to gain extra life. Her relevantly straight locks seemed to get more messy, spiky and wild to help show off all the extra colors; her fringe even began to gain shades of red, orange and yellow like a raging fire.

The transformation hadn’t taken long but her hair had gone through a lifetime of changes from a normal blonde into a punky rainbow.

“Now look at that.”

“See, what did I tell you?”

“Yeah, never seen anything like that before. Where do you even come up with stuff like that?”

“Just because all you can think of is blonde hair and plaits, don’t blame me.”

They were too busy going back and forth to notice that finally Kayla had stopped making a fuss. Everything had gotten too much for her, her head just felt like an empty space. She had been pushed into a trance.

“You have more in mind, right?”

“Of course, she ain’t done yet.”

It had became so difficult for Kayla to even know a thing which was going on that even the fact that her lips were tingling all over was lost on her. The trance was so strong she didn’t notice when they began to grow in thickness and plumpness. It would have been impossible to miss for a girl still in sound mind but with her head swirling in the clouds the fact her mouth was growing so puffy completely passed her by.

Lip growth wasn’t anything unusual for a bimbo, what was unusual was the next trick.

Once her lips reached their maximum ripeness their color began to change. Unlike her skin, which had gotten lighter, her lips were getting darker at a considerable rate and towards a vivid shade as well.

Her lips left pink behind and developed into a purple yet still the color twisted darker. If was like layer after layer of lipstick was being applied by the air itself, never to be removed under any circumstances.

Eventually the color reached the shade it had been looking for; total blackness. Her newly fattened lips had been stained blacker than a pitch black night.

“Wow she looks pretty badass now,” one of the guards commented.

“Hey I ain’t done yet.”

With Kayla groaning the next transformation began and this time the location was her eyes.

Her lips had been made darker while her eyes were to receive the opposite treatment. Instead of growing black her hazel irises began to dilute to an icy cold grey, like she was some sort of vampire.

To add to the look her lashes were made longer and fuller and her eyes were given a black lining to really draw attention.

Both her lips and her eyes were left standing out on her otherwise pale face. Even with her chest being so huge and heavy her face found a way to drag the gazes.

“She looks like some sort of vampire now. You ain’t gonna give her fangs, are you?”

“No way, that’d be too far. I want her to look dark, I don’t want her to look like some vampire trick or treater.”

“Well she does look pretty foxy.”

“Hold on a minute. I gotta put on the final touches.”

Her body was almost there, she had both the face and the shape, the only thing left to add was the accessories which would make her completely unique.

First up came some changes to her hands and feet, the bimbo machine targetting her nails in a two pronged attack. Step one was to make them longer, step two was to paint them just like her lips, in a permanent, vivid, black.

While the length of her toe nails was left reasonable the nails on her fingers were almost turned into long claws. Kayla would have to take extra care with then, just adding to her inconvenience.

However that change was simply the starter to the final act. With her nails bold and black it was onto the main event.

The specialist mapped that stage and activated it on her body which made her moan dully. With her clothing still in the way the guards couldn’t see what was going on, they’d just have to believe she was being remodelled once again.

That final masterstroke was tattoos. It wasn’t uncommon to see a bimbo with tattoos but they were usually coated in hearts, stars, cute characters and some tribal stamps in the sluttiest of areas. Kayla, on the other hand, was getting inked in a way that matched the rest of her image.

Large tattoo sleeves were being imprinted down her arms, even spreading to the back of her hands, sporting shapes such as skulls, spider webs and of course hearts broken in two.

While her arm was being painted she began to receive a similar treatment to her back, large, black, angel wings being inked into her flesh while a tramp stamp was placed onto her lower back; no reason to ignore every stereotype.

Down her right hand side an ivy tattoo grew, growing from just under her arm to her stomach where it blossomed into a spiked rose. For guys into girls with tattoos she was going to be a gem.

Thanks to the ink, that was still hidden under her uniform, she looked even more punky than ever. All that was left was to add the dessert.

The small patch of hair just above her pussy was permanently erased by the transformation of the chair and in its place a tattoo heart developed, acting almost like an arrow, guiding men to her wetness below.

Finally, with that change complete, her physical transformation was over.

“Hey what did you do to her that time?”

“I’ll let you have a look when we’re taking her out. I guess it’s almost time? Nothing else more I can think to do.”

“That’s fine. All we need now is to begin the mental changes. She’s more than ready for it.”

Kayla had been drooling down her thick, black, lips for quite some time. She was in desperate need of her brain back.

“Alright, let’s do it then.”

The changes were uploaded and the machine was turned back on, changing the waves in that crown from a brain cooker into a mind transferer.

Thoughts and personality began to slip back into their rightful places, ideas and dreams as well, but they weren’t those she’d had before the transformation began. They were a fresh batch of bimbo goodness designed to make her an obedient and law abiding girl. It was a new bimbo start, just for her.

Her moans got louder and louder as every piece which was placed into her mind was taking her towards the light and out of the trance which had kept her quiet and docile for so long.

She still kept the same identity as before it had simply been polished and tweaked and fiddled with in so many different ways that the same identity still looked like a completely different person.

The lazy, careless, money snatching Kayla was overwritten with a dumb, obedient, gothic bimbo.

Once her mind had been completely rewritten she found herself back in the world of the living without everything shaking and spinning around.

“Like, is it over?” she groaned out.

“Yes, it’s over,” the head guard explained, “You’re free to go now. Guards, get her out of this chair.”

They acted quickly, removing the metallic crown and untying her leather binds, letting her clamber up and onto her feet. Despite the fact her body had changed completely, her ass and tits gigantic, she had no problem moving around as normal; the mental transformations had already taken care of those issues.

“So like I’m free to go now?” she asked.

“You are, you’re a free woman. Do you want to go home now?”

“Very much so.”

“As expected. Okay boys, let’s escort her out of here.”

Finally it would be no more prison for Kayla. Her long sentence was a thing of the past. Thanks to Bimbos Behind Bars she was a free woman. It was time to go home.


Most bimbos waddle out of the prison wearing various different shades of pink as well as some other colors that have a minimum brightness level of luminous. However that rainbow of cheerfulness really wouldn’t have suited Kayla after she received a punky, gothic, transformation. She needed some clothing that was just her style. Luckily for her the prison had some in store.

What Kayla found herself strutting out of the gates wearing was a huge pair of thick, black, leather, platform heeled boots. It was all the height and the thickness of the classic bimbo footwear but with a certain badass vibe to it.

Fishnet stockings were still in fashion either way which meant her legs were good to go and they led up towards a tight, black, latex mini skirt which gave her little room to move around.

Because all of the thongs that they had in stock only came in bright colors, Kayla insisted on going commando which meant with her skirt being so short that anybody with a decent angle would be able to get a good look at her exposed pussy.

There was a similar situation in the bra department. Everything was too bright and colorful for her tastes but luckily they did manage to come to a compromise which meant that she didn’t need to go home with her hard nipples peeking out.

Her huge breasts were contained in just some small bits of black tape, stuck in place to make a cross shape over each nipple, leaving the rest of her chest completely exposed. That wouldn’t have been so obscene though if she was wearing a proper shirt or coat which gave her cover. Instead Kayla had decided to go with a black mesh, long sleeved, crop top.

With the mesh top doing very little to cover her body she was really showing off that new bimbo figure and all of her freshly brewed up tattoos. Somehow she was managing to perfectly walk that line between bimbo and gothic punk.

Kayla looked around as she stood on the hard concrete on the other side of those prison walls, out into the free world. No more prison for her, she could finally go home. What she didn’t know though was what to do once she got home. After all she’d been fired from her job when she was arrested for obvious reasons. What was she going to do now? How would she earn money? Where could a bimbo like her work?

Just as she was mulling these things over a voice called out to her.

“Hey wait there a minute,” the guard who had overseen her transformation yelled, “I got something to ask you.”

“Like, what is it?”

Almost like fate was looking out for her he plucked a business card from out of his pocket and handed it over.

“I know that some of your bimbos can find it hard to find a new job once you get out of jail. However I know a place that caters for bimbos just like you. If you need some work give that number a call.”

It looked to be for some bar, a place she’d never heard of. Well a call certainly wouldn’t hurt. After all she wasn’t the normal bimbo blonde which people found themselves adoring. She was a special kind of girl, she needed a place for girls just like her.


“Hey Kayla, how’s tricks?” the guard who had been looking after her for so long asked the former prisoner as he made his way into the bar.

It had been a few weeks since she had started working in The Snake Pit. It turned out to be a kind of place she never knew existed. It was a place just like Hooters but instead of blonde cheerleader types they liked girls who looked just like her.

Kayla had even gone out of her way to make herself look more like a punk after she started to work at the bar; she’d gotten herself pierced all over. Looking over her body it was easy to see piercings in her nose, belly button, eyebrow and a lot in each ear. Even beyond that she had piercings in place in her tongue, nipples and even some down below. She had completed her transformation for them.

“Like they’re going just fine,” she giggled, “The tips were super good last week. Judie says I might get employee of the month this month.”

“Well look at you doing well. You know I might be able to put a good word in for you too for a bit of the usual.”

He wiggled the dollar bills between his fingers, making her giggle happily. While the place was mainly a bar and a restaurant it was possible for customers to go a little further with their favorite bimbo punks, for the right price.

“One Snake Suck?” Kayla asked.

“Hmhm. Sadly I can’t splash out on full course every time with my salary.”

That was a little disappointing and not even because it meant less money for her. She may have looked like a punk but she was still a bimbo, she absolutely adored sex. Instead she just had to settle for a quickie.

Kayla squatted down onto her high heeled boots and pulled out her favorite customer’s erect cock, engulfing the hardness in her thick, puffy, black lips.

She held her fingers on his hips, taking care not to scratch him with her oversized nails, as she bobbed her head back and forth, her raven style, color leaking hair bouncing around, one of his hands coming down to comb through those locks.

“You’re always amazing at this,” he moaned in pleasure, “You’ll have me cumming in no time.”

The bimbofication machine had reborn her as a talented cocksucker and the added experience of working in the bar had allowed her to polish those skills to a level where her mouth was capable of driving any man wild.

Her bobbing motions got faster as his cock began to pulse and throb in eagerness, the thick cushion of her lips squeezing and pumping, draining him for all he was worth.

“This is it,” he growled, “I’m cumming!”

He was no match for her lips and talented throat. Trapped in her seductive web he bucked forwards and began to cum, unloading his thick cream into the confines of her slurping body as she serviced that hard slab of manhood.

Kayla remained puckered up around his girth until his orgasm had faded to a complete stop. Only then did she pull back, lips popping as they slurped from that bulbous cockhead.

Those fat, black, lips glistened with her slobber as she smiled up at him from down below.

“Thank for choosing me,” she moaned up at him, “I hope you’ll come to see me again soon.”

She was a girl who had been transformed into a bimbo because she was caught stealing from her old job. There was no way that would happen again, her mental conditioning aside. After all stealing from her own job had somehow managed to lead her into her dream job in a bizarre twist of fate.

Kayla hadn’t been sure of living as a bimbo initially but after finding her new purpose she realized the bimbo life was the life for her.
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