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Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

Thanks to the success of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?, suddenly bimbos were big business. All of a sudden is was suddenly cool to be a bimbo. It was a craze sweeping the nation. America had bimbo fever.

With the sales of fake lashes, high heels and anything pink and sparkly through the roof, everybody tried to capitalize on the bimbo trend anyway they could and that included the world of television.

Because Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? had been such a smash hit and a rating getter, a brand new network started up looking to get itself a piece of the juicy business. That television channel was simply called Bimbo TV.

Looking to capitalize on the bimbo mood in society by broadcasting its own bimbofication based quiz shows, Bimbo TV took classic quiz show formulas and gave them a fresh twist to appeal to a brand new generation.

However some shows weren’t quite as original as others. That was why when Bimbo TV broadcasted its first all new game show some people couldn’t help but feel they’d seen something similar somewhere else.

Introducing the new cult phenomenon, Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

Broadcaster note. Any similarities to any other bimbofication gameshows is completely coincidental.


The studio lit up bright as the cameras came back to filming the newest episode of Bimbo TV’s first, completely original, game show, Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

A packed audience whooped and cheered as the lights illuminated the gaudy pink stage. Up out of the darkness, dressed smart as always, was the show’s host who strolled into the spotlight to start things off.

“Please put your hands together for your host, Bill Manning!”

More applause from the crowd as the dapper host calmed things down before pushing on with the pitch.

“Hello ladies and gentlemen and welcome to Who Likes Being A Bimbo? The show where brains and beauty collide across the backdrop of a life changing grand prize. We all know how it works. Our lucky, or possibly unlucky, contestant has to carefully navigate their way through seven tricky questions, putting their mind and body on the line, all for a chance at reaching our final round with their brains still in tact for a chance at walking around with a one hundred thousand dollars cash prize! Now let’s meet tonight’s contestant.”

The spotlight shifted to the entrance way and lit up show’s contestant as she made her way to the stage. She was a good looking, slim, brunette tucked into a tight fitting, sexy, red dress. Just the kind of pretty girl they loved having on the show.

“Please put your hands together for this week’s contestant, Taylor from Los Angeles, California.”

More cheers from the sellout crowd as Taylor made her way onto the stage and into the contestant's booth, the brunette taking her seat on the stool inside the small, open, compartment.

“Hello Taylor! Excited to join us?”

“Very excited! I can’t wait to get playing!”

“So the people in my ear are telling me you’re twenty five and work as a waitress.”

“Yep! I work at a place overlooking Venice Beach.”

“Just when I was thinking your customers couldn’t be getting a better view. Now tell me Taylor, if you manage to walk away with our grand prize today, what would you spend it on.”

“If I win I’m going to go on a trip all around the world!”

“Well I wish you luck Taylor, you’re certainly going to need it if you want to avoid our bimbo changes. Remember every wrong answer means a new bimbo transformation. Now are you ready to begin?”

“I’m ready!”

“Okay! Let’s play Who Likes Being A Bimbo!”

The studio lights dimmed again and illuminated Taylor and Taylor alone who was waiting in that bimbofication booth, hoping at no point it would be closing around her. When the booth went shut the bimbofication would begin.

There was one sure fire way to prevent that from happening and that was to answer every question correctly. It had been done before but it wasn’t easy. Who Likes Being A Bimbo? only had one type of question, tricky ones.

“Alright,” Bill began, moving into the real meat of the quiz, “Question one. What chambers in a human heart collect blood from an atrium? Is it A, Barnacles? Is it B, Clavicles? Or is it C, Ventricles?”

Taylor had been hoping for something she knew. Instead she got a question about the human heart and blood collecting. Already she was nibbling her bottom lip nervously.

“Oh boy…”

“Not what you wanted to hear?”

“Yeah, I don’t even know what an atrium is. I mean I don’t think it’s barnacles unless there is more to them than just those things on a boat… but still I don’t know between the other two.”

“Well just remember, every question is multiple choice. You always have a one in three chance of getting it right, one in two if you can eliminate one answer.”

If she didn’t think it was barnacle that meant it was a straight flip of a coin. She was going to have to guess but she at least only had a fifty percent chance of failing.

“I’m going B.”

“You’re saying Clavicles. Sadly that is incorrect. The correct answer was actually C, Ventricles.”

Oh shit, it was a problem already. For the first time in the show the bimbo alarm sounded, and the pink alarm over the booth flashed. That signalled the booth was closing, that a curtain was covering up the contestant within, and that she was about to be transformed.

“Unlucky Taylor couldn’t make it past question one,” Bill continued onwards, “which means for the first time today our bimbofication machine works its magic. Now let’s draw back the curtain to see what has happened to our contestant.”

Even Taylor had no idea what was going on, she hadn’t noticed anything and it was too dark to see in the closed booth. However once she came back into the light she quickly noticed what had happened. Her brunette hair had gone blonde!

“What? No way,” she gasped, running her now platinum locks through her fingers, “I thought it was just staged or something. I didn’t know it was really real!”

“As real as it can be,” responded Bill in an exchange which would never make the edit, “but look on the bright side, blonde hair is one of the most simple changes you could have gotten. As long as you don’t slip up again it’ll be a small price to pay for such a huge amount of money.”

It was true the show did offer a mouth watering amount of cash. Not as much as another show with a similar theme but still a considerable amount, especially for an easier show.

However that cash amount wouldn’t mean anything to Taylor if she didn’t go on to win it all.

Nervously she nibbled on her bottom lip, “Fine, let’s get on with it.”

“What a good sport. Now dim the lights, it’s time for question two. Taylor, in which city is Mount Sinai? Is it A, Alexandria? Is it B, Port Said? Or is it C, Saint Katherine?”

From bad to worse. She’d never heard of an atrium but she’d never heard of Mount Sinai either!

“Ah… I…”

“You don’t know?”

“Yes I don’t know. What are these questions?”

“We may take away brains here but we expect you to bring one to start with if you want any chance at winning our cash prize.”

Suddenly the show seemed a lot harder than when she watched at home. Then again she didn’t have her smartphone to just double check her answers, or to catch the ones she knew ‘really’. Very quickly things were going wrong.

Taylor debated which way to go but sadly she had no idea. There was only one she thought she’d possibly heard of before. She had to go ahead with that one.

“I’m going with Alexandria.”

“You’re saying A, Alexandria. Well I can confirm that is… incorrect. The correct answer was actually Saint Katherine, unlucky Taylor.”

“No…” she whined to herself as the alarm sounded and the booth closed around her again. What was going to happen this time?

Unlike change number one, Taylor didn’t have to wait to see what had happened. She could feel it happening, even in the dark. There was a straining on her front, her dress was suddenly growing very tight and it was making her squirm.

She lifted her hands up and felt across her chest where she should have had some fairly large C cup breasts. Instead she found a pair of giant, swollen, soft, titties. Change number two was her bust!

The lifting curtain only helped her see what she had felt. Her breasts had gotten huge and they were sunken and swelling out of her tight red dress.

“Would you look at the size of those folks? Taylor has gotten herself some new tits and they’re almost bigger than her head!”

She folded her arms and tried to cover them up, “Not funny.”

“They may not be funny but they sure are sexy, right folks?” the crowd cheering with loud applause in agreement. Her tits were suddenly smoking. “Two questions down and already two wrong. Some people may ask whether you’re throwing this on purpose for the changes.”

“I’m not!”

“Well then make sure you prove them wrong with question three! How many keys does a modern piano have? Is it A, 86? Is it B, 87? Or is it C, 88?”

Now she just felt like they were being unfair. The numbers were practically the same. At least if it was eighty something, forty and a hundred she could have tried to have a reasonable guess. Add to that the fact she’d already faced two changes, the second of which had been a huge makeover. She couldn’t escape from how big her breasts had gotten. What would a third change be like!?

“Not a piano player?” Bill tried to ask, for a bit of air filling small talk, but the death stare she shot back screamed don’t even speak to me right now.

It was awful. She was going to be guessing again. Didn’t pianos have a black key between every pair of white keys? Then surely it must be odd? It had to be odd!

“I’m going for B,” she exclaimed, suddenly filled with confidence.

“Are you sure?”

“Y-yes!” she assured to mainly herself. Was there really black keys between every white pair? It all seemed so clear seconds ago...

“Well Taylor, I can reveal… that you’re about to hear the bimbo alarm again! The answer was 88!”

The show was going from bad to worse for Taylor as she was isolated back into the bimbofication booth and injected with the next change. She could feel this one as well, a tingling on her skin. This time it wasn’t affecting her chest, it was all over her lips!

She rubbed her fingers over her mouth and felt the way they were swelling from both sides. It was like someone was injecting her with filler but there was nobody there and nothing touching her lips but her own fingers, yet still they were swelling.

Taylor knew that the growth was a big one but she couldn’t truly see how big until the curtain came up and showed off her newly developed duck face.

Her lips were so thick and full that they seemed constantly pouted. She had to consciously keep her lips parted just to stop them from smothering up together.

“Wow what a stunning pair of lips!”

“I didn’t want this!” she whined. She was lucky that her speech wasn’t affected by how big those pillows had gotten.

“Well if you don’t want it you just need to start answering correctly. You have four more chances to avoid the changes before we reach our grand prize but first we need to go to a quick commercial break. Be back in five.”


“Welcome back folks to Who Likes Being A Bimbo? We’re joined by Taylor who is currently three incorrect answers through her run and hoping to turn things around in our second part of the show. How are you feeling Taylor?”

“Awful!”

“Terrific. Now let’s move on with the show. Question number four, who directed the 2001 re-make of the films ‘Oceans 11’? Was it A, Robert Rodriguez? Was it B, Steven Soderbergh? Or was it C, Tony Gilroy?”

It wasn’t like Taylor hadn’t seen the Oceans films, in fact she enjoyed them when she saw them, but that didn’t mean she knew who made them. She knew who starred in them but made them? No.

She didn’t think it’d be Steven Soderbergh, he seemed a bit too high profile for that which left her with the other two. She couldn’t help but notice as well that so far every answer had been C. Had they been hoping she wouldn’t notice? Surely it was worth the punt? Or was it? Yes? No? Well she had to do something!

“I’m going with C!”

“Oh, you sound confident.”

“Not at all, but surely my luck will have to turn around eventually, right?”

“Well not this time,” he cheerfully announced, to her dread, “The correct answer was actually B, Steven Soderbergh.”

Really? She thought she’d have heard if the movie was made by Steven Spiel… oh no, she wasn’t even thinking of the right person and it was too late for her to realize her mistake, the booth was closing around her.

Taylor was waiting to feel her body tingle again but there was no electric rush across her flesh. What she did feel though was a breeze. Suddenly everything felt a lot cooler all across her body and she couldn’t work out why. Had somebody put on the air con?

All was revealed when the curtain came up and the lights returned. That sexy red dress was finished. In its place was some whorish pink slutwear.

Bright pink platform heels, fishnet stockings and a tight fitting miniskirt exposing a bright red thong. Those tits contained in a pink mesh coating with a micro black bikini top below. Taylor couldn’t get it into her head how the machine had made her breasts bloat and her tits inflate, nanobots or something she’d been told, but the clothing seemed to have no explanation.

“What… how is this possible?” Taylor gasped as she looked around to try and find any sort of answer which wasn’t there, her body practically on full display.

“Everything is possible in the bimbo booth Taylor, including some top quality wardrobe changes. What do we think everyone?”

Taylor was met with loud wolf whistles and whooping cheers. The men certainly loved her new outfit but she didn’t. Little was left to the imagination.

“Can I have a towel or something?”

“So you can hide that beauty? I think now. I think we should move onto question five instead. What is the largest island in the Mediterranean Sea? Is it A, Cyprus? Is it B, Majorca? Or is it C, Sicily?”

Suddenly things were flipped from Taylor having never heard of any of them. She’d heard of all the islands, she just didn’t know how big they were. Plus she was finding it hard to concentrate when she couldn’t stop thinking about everyone ogling her almost naked body.

“Ever been to any of these islands?” Bill asked the squirming contestant who wasn’t giving anything back, “Come on Taylor you know how it works, a bit of small talk to fill the show.”

“...I went to Cyprus once…”

“There you go! Now do you think that’s the biggest island in that sea.”

“I don’t know… maybe? But if I’m wrong again…”

“Then you’re gonna hear the bimbo alarm again but it’s question five now. Odds say you should have one right by now, two by next time. Maybe it’s time for your luck to change?”

Yeah he was right. She had a one in three chance which meant after question six pure guessing meant at least two right answers. It was time for a turn around!

“Alright then, Cyprus!”

“You think it’s A? Sorry, the odds lied this time, it was actually Sicily.”

Taylor didn’t know how it was all going so wrong but it was and the curtain was down again, covering her up and starting to change.

She felt her skin tingling at first but there was no weird growth, she couldn’t tell what was going on. However then she felt small pricks on selective areas of her body. She felt one dab against her nose and she brushed her finger over the mark to see what had happened. She felt a small, metallic, stud. The machine seriously couldn’t have could it?

It had. When the lights came up Taylor found herself pierced in all the places she felt a prick. She had a stud in her nostril, large golden hoops in her ears and a ball piercing in her tongue. Her exposed belly button also had a dangling piercing and somehow the machine had even managed to put a bar through each of her nipples!

However that wasn’t all. The tingling she felt on her body? She looked on her right arm to find a long, tattoo, sleeve and from her left hip up to her stomach was a scattering of stars; she couldn’t even see the tramp stamp on her lower back either.

“I can’t hide all thith,” she said, covering her lips sharply when her tongue piercing caused her to lisp. Her lips hadn’t gotten her but the piercing had.

“That’s the whole point,” Bill replied happily, “it wouldn’t be a forfeit if it was too easy. Ready to tackle the next one? Say no if you’re not.”

She didn’t want to expose that embarrassing lisp so she shook her head from side to side.

“Great!” he exclaimed, ignoring her completely, “Then let’s move onto question six. What is considered the “king of herbs” by many cookery authors? Is it A, Basil? Is it B, Rosemary? Or is it C, Thyme?”

Taylor could have sworn she knew this but her head was feeling all fuzzy, it was hard to concentrate, but she knew she couldn’t slip up again. Her body made her look like a stripper, what more could they possibly do? It couldn’t be good!

In a fluster she tried to rack her brain for the answers. What could she figure out? Thyme sounded a little bit like throne. Maybe that was the clue?

She looked for other answers but sadly, with Bill pestering her, something sounding a tiny bit like throne was as good as she could get. Plus the C answers were coming up a lot. Maybe this would be her moment!?

“Ith it Thyme?” she asked, softly, in almost a mumble.

“I can reveal… it was actually Basil. How unlucky can you get folks? You have to feel sorry for Taylor, back in the bimbo booth she goes.”

Beep beep, the sound honked, the light shone and the curtain dropped around her. Her fingers gripped her seat tightly as she waited, what was it going to do to her next? How would it warp her looks this time?

Taylor though wasn’t going to get her body shifted again, or her clothing changed. The sixth forfeit she was receiving was one that hit the brain. The transformations always made contestants feel fuzzy when they piled up but eventually that’d fade away. However her next change was different. That tingle that took over her mind wasn’t like the temporary dose of stupidity. The nanobots were giving her mind the permanent bimbofication treatment. They were turning her into a dummy.

The busty blonde gasped as her mind was drained away. Her IQ points dropped from the triple figures down into the double figures until she was left thinking more like the stereotype she was becoming. When the curtain lifted again both body and mind were bimbo.

“So no changes I can see this time,” Bill said, “but the people in my ear are saying you just got the brain drain treatment. How are you feeling Taylor?”

“Erm… like… I don’t know, and stuff. I was just like in the machine and then I felt all tingles and stuff and now my head feels like all funny,” she slurred out, still delightfully lisping her words.

“I don’t know, maybe nothing changed then?” Bill teased, impossible not to notice the difference.

“Like you think so? That’d be so cool!”

“I do. Maybe this new found luck of yours will carry over into your last question in this round?”

“Like I hope so!”

“Well then let’s find out. Here comes question seven. Who composed ‘The Nutcracker?’ Was it A, Beethoven? Was it B, Mozart? Or was it C, Tchaikovsky?”

It was weird. Taylor had been in panic mode for quite a lot of the show but suddenly she felt a lot better. It was almost like she was now finding it difficult to truly comprehend the effects of the show, which was especially weird as clearly nothing had happened to her in the last forfeit.

“Hey like I’ve heard of that first one,” she gasped in surprise.

“You mean Beethoven?”

“Yeah him, Beat-oven.”

“I think you mean Beethoven.”

“That’s what I said, Beat-oven.”

The crowd giggled at her ditzy confusion. Her new found lack in the brain department really matched up well with her slurry voice, as well as her overly sexualized bimbo body in that slutty beyond belief outfit.

“So shall I accept Beethoven as your final answer?”

“Yes please!”

“Well Taylor… I’m afraid the answer was actually C, Tchaikovsky.”

“Yeay, I did it!” she cheered, clapping her hands as she bounced up and down in place, making her giant jugs wobble, almost snapping that tit hugging micro bikini.

“No Taylor, you were incorrect. That means you have to go back in the booth.”

“Like what?” she asked in confusion as the alarm sounded and the curtain dropped around her, signalling what would be her final change in the show, if only because she was out of questions to get wrong.

Again the next transformation was not one which would be physical, it was mental but she would soon feel it. It was another vital piece in the puzzle of any stereotype bimbo. Her libido was being ramped up and her mind was being interjected with a strong desire for men, sex and cock.

The curtain hadn’t even lifted and already she was starting to feel it. Those pierced nipples of hers were getting stiff and she could feel a heat bubbling in her loins below. It’d barely been a few seconds since the nanobots had gone to work and already she was feeling horny.

By the time she was revealed to the audience she was squirming in place, grinding her thick thighs together.

“Well I don’t think I need the people in my ear to tell me what happened here. Taylor has been given a dose of the slutties.”

“Like is that why I’m feeling so warm?” she panted as she began to rub over her own body with her hands, one trailing downwards while the other began to venture upwards.

“Indeed it is. Do you think you’ll be able to make it through our last commercial break Taylor?”

“Erm… like… I don’t know… maybe?” her fingers already rubbing along her wet, red, thong.

“Well we’ll try and give Taylor some time to cool down. Join us after the break to see whether she’ll be walking away hear a whole lot richer or just a whole lot bustier. Don’t go anywhere folks!”


“Welcome back folks to our final round of the show. Taylor here has been in incredible poor form and managed to answer a grand total of no questions correctly. However still she has the chance to walk away with our grand prize and all she had to do is break her duck and answer one final question correctly. Taylor, are you ready?”

“Like yeah I’m horny,” she moaned. Her mesh top had been pulled up to her shoulders and her bra was out of place, showing off those pierced, pink, nipples as she touched herself up top, her touching below having kept her soaked panties in place somehow.

“I said ready but… whatever floats your boat. Okay let’s dim the lights for our final question of the show.”

There was a dramatic pause as the spotlight came down and illuminated Taylor who didn’t exactly do the tense mood justice with her shameless masturbation session.

“Okay Taylor,” Bill said to her, “This is for one hundred, thousand, dollars. Who played ‘the Bad’ in the 1966 spaghetti western film, ‘The Good, the Bad and the Ugly’? Was it A, Charles Bronson? Was it B, Clint Eastwood? Or was it C, Lee Van Cleef?”

“Erm… like… what,” Taylor groaned back, too busy playing with herself to listen.

“Just… look to your side, it’s on the screen.”

“Oh right,” she giggled out as she finally began to read over the question, slowly, very slowly in fact. When did reading become so hard? Probably around the same time thinking did.

Putting her brain to anything other than taking care of her lust, or trying to pick out hot guys from the audience, was pretty tricky. However, in a rare moment of clarity, Taylor actually remembered something. She knew that movie, she remembered its name and she even remembered the person who starred in it. She may have gotten dumb but not that dumb.

“Oh oh I know, I know!” she clapped happily, giggling some more as she bounced around in the booth, “Like that’s a Clint Hardwood film, isn’t it?”

“Did you mean Eastwood?”

“Yeah that’s what I said. It’s like him isn’t it?”

“Is that your final answer?” he pressed on her, the studio being left in silence… apart from the squelching of her fingers playing with her pussy.

“Erm… yeah, I think so. So like do I win now?”

“Taylor… that is incorrect! So unlucky!” he groaned, a sound being mimicked by the audience as she got it spectacularly wrong, just like every other question on the show, “A clean sweep of wrong answers. Who would have thought it? I can’t remember that ever happening before.”

“So like… I didn’t win?”

“No.”

“So...  like… erm… what do I do now?”

“Well,” he hummed, tapping his chin as he looked around the studio, “you still seem pretty horny. If you go with our nice security men I’m sure they can help take care of your desires.”

She giggled happily as she saw the big, muscular, hunks approaching, their figures outlined in tight fitting shirts. She imagined every muscle in their body was pretty big as she grasped their hands and let them drag her from her seat, Taylor teetering around on the six inch platform heels.

“Hmm like this looks like fun,” she lisped out as they began to lead her off the stage and into the backstage area where they could take care of all of her pussy bubbling troubles. All that left was Bill to wrap up the show.

“Well there you have it folks. Sadly Taylor didn’t manage to answer our grand prize question correctly, or any of our questions correct for that matter. Do you think you could do better? Well then sign up to take part on our website. Anyway, I’ve been Bill Manning, this has been Who Likes Being A Bimbo? Until I see you next time, good night everybody!”


Sadly for Taylor she didn’t walk away from the show with any money and simply left with a lot of bimbo transformations. However bimbos were the trendy thing so unlike the old days were a girl like her would have been shunned by many, her new appearance and mindset was positively welcomed back at her job, even when she messed up.

There was a crash and a bash as a plate went shattering down into the floor, the clumsy, high heel wearing waitress having broken another one.

“Like OMG I’m so sorry!” she gasped out, it being the third one she’d ruined that week. However the reception from those in the cafe were different from her horror.

“Aww how adorable, look how silly she is.”

“It wouldn’t be a proper dinner without Taylor making some mistake.”

“I still remember when she put salt in my coffee. The ditzy bimbo.”

Taylor was loved and adored by the customers; the amount of tips she received had skyrocketed ever since she’d became a busty, bubbly, blonde. Her boss had even allowed her to wear her own idea for a uniform, her exposed flesh helping to keep the place packed.

She may have been dumb and silly but she liked the job even more than before and everybody was so nice to her. She’d never realized just how wonderful being a bimbo could be, even if she had to pick up a lot more porcelain than before. It was fun to be a bimbo, especially when her boss gave her some very personal tips.


Wheel of Bimbo

Thanks to the success of Bimbo TV’s first game show, Who Likes Being A Bimbo?, the channel’s producers were inspired to come up with more shows in order to hook the general population.

The second hit show they managed to come up with was a play on a nation’s favorite. Taking that idea on board they managed to warp it into something that they called The Wheel of Bimbo.

Once again it was hosted by the channel’s serial game show host, Bill Manning, but this time it didn’t just feature one contestant; Wheel of Bimbo featured three.

Wheel of Bimbo was a simple game. Each round a new subject was selected and a corresponding blanked out word was flashed onto the screen. Contestants would take turns spinning the wheel and trying to guess the letters and eventually the word. Whoever had the most cash by the end of the game would move onto the final.

The wheel decided how much money the contestants would earn for a successful answer. However the wheel was also covered with lots of nasty forfeits as well which would automatically end the contestant’s turn and have an affect on the contestant and the game.

Stay away from the forfeits and get the money, it sounded so easy. It definitely was not.

At the dawn of a new show the audience applauded loudly, welcoming TV veteran Bill Manning into the pink studio, along with his lovely bimbo assistant, Mary Ann, who would be handling the letters.

Both of them took their position as Bill got the game underway.

“Hello everyone I’m Bill Manning and welcome to Wheel of Bimbo. Today I’m joined by three, new, very beautiful contestants. Let’s meet them shall we. First let’s start with Kim. Tell us a little about yourself Kim.”

Contestant number one was a smartly dressed student with dark, black, hair held in a long ponytail, and a cute, chirpy, smile.

“I’m a student from Denver and I’m studying to be a journalist.”

“Terrific. Next up we have Amy. Now how about you Amy, what are you up to?”

Amy was a casually dressed, young, brunette with long flowing hair and thick glasses that really made her stand out.

“Well currently I’m working in a library as I’m trying to work on publishing my first novel.”

“Who would have thought we’d have a writer in the room? But let’s not forget about contestant number three. Hello Lindsey, how are you?”

Lindsey was a tall, stunning blonde with beautifully defined features like a model.

“Very well, even better depending how this show goes. I’m a dancer and an amatuer model from all the way in New York.”

“So some people have come a long way for tonight. Let’s hope that nobody ends up going home empty handed. Alright, Lindsey you are first to spin. The category is, Movie Titles.”

The first question was split into four different words and was twenty letters in total with Lindsey being the first to spin.

Around the wheel went and luckily for her it began well as she landed on a cash amount, a steady $500.

“Is there an S?”

“There are actually two S’s.”

Ding, ding. Celebrations for Lindsey as the first letters went on the board, the first two words both ending in an S.

“I’d like to buy a vowel please. I’d like an E.”

“There are three E’s.”

It was going very well for Lindsey. She’d already managed to solve a quarter of the puzzle, she just didn’t know the answer which meant she had to spin again. That was when fortune decided to leave her.

The wheel on Wheel of Bimbo was about fifty percent cash and fifty percent forfeit which meant there always a split chance of punishment and Lindsey was about to receive it as the ticker landed over the space for breast growth.

“Oh no,” she muttered to herself as the transformation began, the science boggling nanobots in their systems meaning the changes could happen instantly, anywhere.

Lindsey was wearing a classy, black, dress that hugged her figure tight and it only got tighter when the growing began, her sudden burst of size straining into the dark material.

She’d only been an A cup, small in the chest department, but her mammaries suddenly had other ideas as they grew bigger and bigger, swelling on her front until they settled at cleavage creating D cups.

“That’s quite the pair of dress poppers you’ve got there,” Bill cheered happily, not sharing her concern, “and that means control swaps over to Kim. Please spin the wheel.”

Kim was hoping to get the same success that Lindsey did on her first spin and not suffer the same fate that she did on her second. She experienced the latter.

Her change wasn’t a breast swelling but it was a hair morpher. She had such dark hair, it was almost unnatural how black it was and the nanobots decided to change that. They decided to go the full opposite way and make her hair as light as they could.

The darkness of her locks was drained away as the color was quickly modified. That night sky shade was gone and replaced with something sunny. In a matter of moments Kim had been turned into a platinum blonde.

“Tough luck Kim, over to you Amy.”

After seeing two transformations in a row Amy was getting a bit nervous, she didn’t want to make it a strike. Luckily though she actually managed to hit a cash amount, a big $900.

“Is there an R?”

“Not just one but three R’s! That gives Amy a commanding lead!”

The last two words remained untouched but progress was going very well on the first two and suddenly Amy had the money to pick off the vowels.

“Can I buy an A?”

“There is one A.”

“And can I buy an O?”

“There is also an O.”

“And an I.”

“Take an I as well.”

She’d made good progress. It had costed her some of her cash kitty but she’d almost broken through. There was only one letter remaining in that first word as well. It was blank then ‘erris’. A lot of people at home, and in the audience, may have been able to figure it out but Amy didn’t know what it was at all. She needed to find that first letter. She had to spin again.

Around the wheel went, Amy hoping to find some more cash. She did not. All she found was her own bimbo transformation.

Unlike Lindsey, who had gotten just a large chest growth, Amy landed on the hourglass. While breast growth only hit the top and ass growth only hit the bottom, hourglass was the gift that kept on giving and a crowd favorite, expanding the contestant at both ends.

Amy’s B cup breasts were swollen just like the woman’s next to her, her tits bulging and straining into the front of her white, vest, top, those newly formed DD cups doing their best to escape the tight embrace of her clothing.

Likewise her ass was made thicker and fatter, her buns squeezing tightly into her jeans, making them bulge around her newly expanded backside.

Not only did Amy have to put up with developing the figure of a porn star, she also lost her go, the spin returning back to Lindsey.

Around the wheel went, Lindsey hoping for big money. What she got was big breasts… again! It wasn’t unknown for contestants to hit the same space twice, but it was definitely uncommon.

“Wow Lindsey you really look like you want those new jugs,” Bill mused as her balloons began to inflate.

“I don’t!” she whined as she tried to hold onto her tingling tits. The first time they’d been pumped up to a D cup, naturally they were gonna get much bigger after a second dose of growth hormone.

Her memories of being a D cup went quickly as she climbed through the sizes, soaring past an E and straight into the F territory, her tits looking absolutely huge on her thin frame.

F cups proved to be the breaking point for her outfit. The material snapped, the flaps of her dress flinging forward to expose those bear melons to the audience.

Lindsey gasped and covered herself with her hands after the people in the studio got a clear look at her pink nipples, now swollen nice and thick as a side effect of her breast growth.

“Now those are quite the titties, Lindsey is so proud of them she couldn’t help but show them off!”

“No… can I go make a wardrobe change?”

“Not until the end of the round at least. Next up it’s Kim to spin. Hey that almost rhymed.”

The show had gone full bimbo with the last spins but Kim put things back on track when she hit the $800 amount.

“I’m looking for a T,” Kim said, looking for a very common letter. However she was met with a disappointing buzz.

“Sorry, no T. That means the wheel is back to Amy.”

Amy spun again and once again managed to land on a money amount, a decent $700.

“Can I have an F?”

“You sure can and that was a good pick. There are three F’s.”

The board was basically revealed at that point, anybody who knew the movie should have been able to answer it. Ferris Something Something Off. The question was did the top scorer know it?

“Do you want to answer the board?”

“Erm… sorry, I need to spin again.”

It was so irritating for her, she just didn’t seem to know the movie. She’d have to try and fill the board, however her next spin landed on one of the wrong parts of the wheel. It was another bimbofication forfeit and it was a bad one. It was IQ.

At that point the changes had all been physical, however Amy was about to get a mental one. She was about to be given a bimbo brain.

The nanobots got to work plundering her mind. Amy released a moan in front of the entire studio as she shuddered in place, her mind growing fuzzy, her head seeming to spin. All of a sudden it became a lot harder for her to think.

“Alright while Amy is getting to grips with her new brain would you spin Lindsey?”

“Could you spin for me?” she asked, still hiding her nipples behind her hands.

“Sorry Lindsey, you know the rules. If you won’t or can’t spin you forfeit your turn.”

“Fine,” she growled, awkwardly trying to use one arm as a complete skin bra while she used the other to spin.

All she needed to do was hit a cash amount. Unlike Amy she actually knew what the answer was but she had to spin for a chance to answer. That was the rules on the show, they wanted that wheel spinning as much as possible for an added chance of the contestants hitting the forfeit tiles.

Again Lindsey hit a forfeit. Again her eyes bulged open. Again she couldn’t believe it. Breast expansion.

“What are the chances, that’s three times now,” Bill applauded as Lindsey was given yet another dose of breast expansion.

Her dress had already snapped due to her growth to a huge F cup and yet that wasn’t enough for the ruthless bimbofication game show, it was making that bust even bigger.

Lindsey still tried to keep herself hidden with an increasingly ineffective handbra but it was a battle she was slowly losing as her breasts swelled like inflating balloons around her grasping palms, her F cup chest growing up to an unbelievable H cup.

“Why is this happening?” she whimpered as she struggled to contain her newly expanded assets, those giant, soft, doughy tits rolling around her palm, trying to bulge around her fingers.

“It’s all just luck of the draw, or luck of the spin at least and now it’s Kim’s turn.”

With Lindsey still squirming, Kim spun the wheel, hoping to avoid a forfeit. She was in luck as she landed right on the $500 amount.

“I’d like to solve please.”

“Go ahead Kim.”

“Is it Ferris Bueller’s Day Off?”

Ding ding! Amy may not have known the film but that chance wasn’t going to be escaping Kim who managed to correctly nail the right answer.

“Correct Kim, that’s the correct answer. It’s good to see at least one of you knows your old movies. Amy you really missed your chance to maintain that league. However that doesn’t mean you’re out of it yet, you have a chance to get back ahead in our next round but first a word from our sponsors.”


“And welcome back to the show. Currently we have Kim who is in the prime position with Amy just behind and Lindsey lagging, but at least she’s managed to get through a quick wardrobe change during the break.”

With that black dress ruined Lindsey was forced into accepting a replacement from the show which was why she was standing behind her podium wearing a micro sized pink bikini, barely managing to contain her massive bosom.

“Alright this round we’ll be starting with Kim. The subject is on the map so we’re looking for a location. Kim, take us away.”

Again the puzzle was twenty letters long but this time it was split into just two words, eleven and nine letters in length each.

Kim spun the wheel around, looking to consolidate her lead on the competition. However she didn’t carry her luck over and instead landed on a forfeit, one that was for lip growth.

In mere moments her lips began to swell, both the top and the bottom growing thick and puffy, developing into a permanent, duck face, pout. She could actually see the pink of her lips peeking back when she looked down.

“Tho big,” she muttered to herself before she gasped. Not only had those lips gotten so fat that they dominated her face they’d also forced her into developing a lisp.

“Listen to her, so adorable. But we have to move onto the show and Amy’s go.”

After remembering what she was there for the ditz twirled the wheel around and found herself in luck as she managed to land on the $800 amount.

“Can I has an S?”

“You can, there are two which means you get $1600 in the bank.”

The smart thing to do with a lot in the bank and control of the board would have been to guess for vowels, but Amy was no longer smart and that bit of the game completely slipped her mind. Instead she spun the wheel around again hoping to get some more money. She wasn’t in luck.

“Oo unlucky, that’s the tile for ass growth,” Bill announced as those lil bimbofication bots quickly got to work. The previous hourglass transformation had already made Amy’s jeans very uncomfortable and it was only going to get worse.

Her already stacked behind began to swell, each of her cheeks growing in size and thickness, forcing her hips to widen just to accommodate the added junk being put into her trunk. It wasn’t a small growth either, those buns were almost doubling in size. A material less durable than jean probably wouldn’t have survived growing to such a vivid size.

“Like too tight,” Amy complained as she squirmed around in those leg hugging bottoms.

“Sorry Amy no time for a wardrobe change but if it makes you feel better you can always take them off.”

“Like good idea!” she giggled as she dropped down under the desk and slowly began to tug down at her own bottoms, struggling to actually slip the waistline over her newly expanded assets.

It wouldn’t be a snappy job, removing those jeans, so instead Bill said to Lindsey, “Why not take you turn while we wait for her to change?”

Lindsey could actually spin the wheel again, her chest wobbling around as she made the pulling motion but a lot more decent than them freely wiggling around, if still not positively showing off.

Around the wheel went, Lindsey dreading the worst, dreading more breast growth. It was almost relief when she landed on a money amount; a heavy $900.

“Is there an L?”

“There is one L.”

“I’d like to buy an E.”

“There are two E’s.”

Again she spun the wheel, and again it was good for her, landing on the $800 amount.

“Is there a T?”

“There is one T.”

“I’d like to buy an O.”

“There are two O’s.”

“And I’d like to buy an A.”

“There are two A’s.”

The word was starting to come together. She had managed to come up with an ‘esota’ at the end of the second word but she had to spin again and hope for third time lucky.

Lindsey did not receive third time lucky, instead she went one over. Lindsey got four times unlucky.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” she huffed, wide eyed and trembling. The wheel had landed on breast growth again.

“I don’t think we’ve ever seen someone hit the same space four times,” Bill commented as the expansion began again.

Lindsey had came onto the show with a small pair of A cup bee stings. Transformation one had taken her to a D. The next one had brought her to an F. The last chance had lifted her to to the lofty heights of a H cup. Where would transformation four leave her?

She squealed in panic as the swelling seemed to get more powerful every time, the increased size of her chest making the coming growth that much more impactful on her body.

Up the cup sizes she jumped. Her breasts bubbled upwards through the I cups without even stopping to say hello and pushed straight into J cup territory, only starting to slow there but with another destination in mind.

Lindsey watched on as her micro bikini top snapped and flung from her body as her tits grew all the way up to a K cup. She’d managed to go up ten cup sized in one show!

“Why me?” she whined as her breasts actually became too big for her to be able to hide, even with her hands. Everytime she tried to cover them they seemed to find a way to roll their softness and weight back into the open.

“I guess luck isn’t in your side today Lindsey. How about you Kim, will luck take you back into the lead?”

She spun the wheel asking for luck. Luck did not arrive. What she did arrive on though was the makeover tab. A very fun forfeit, for the fans anyway.

The nanobots got to work, showing their stuff, as they began to give Kim a coating of makeup on her face, a permanent one she’d never be able to remove.

Those huge, puckered, lips of hers were being transformed from their natural pink color into a bright and vivid red that meant those attention grabbers suddenly got even more noticeable.

It wasn’t just her lips getting painted. Her cheeks were getting thoroughly blushed with a bright red glow and her eyes were being plastered with a dark eyeliner that matched her new, dense, eyeshadow. A little bit higher up her lashes were being doused in eyeliner, making them both longer and thicker.

The makeover wasn’t just limited to her face though. Her nails were also receiving treatment as they grew in length, nice and long so they were big enough to get in the way of doing chores. Once they were made thoroughly inconvenient they were painted pink and coated with glitter to make them look utterly tacky.

“I don’t think that’s what she was after,” Bill commented as Kim’s whorish makeup was completed, “Amy the wheel is back in your hands.”

Two forfeits in a row put the odds in a newly depantsed Amy’s favor to get a cash amount. The odds, sadly, are not always right and the ticker landed on another forfeit; mindset.

“Like what’s that?” she muttered.

“Oo another mental transformation for Amy. She may not have the bimbo look of Kim but she’s going to have a pure bimbo brain.”

This wasn’t the same as hitting her IQ, this was giving her the mindset of a stereotype bimbo which the fans loved. This was turning her into a trashy, tacky, incredibly girly, sex loving man pleaser.

Her first mental change had made her entire head one, big, collective fuzz but thanks to the second change certain parts of her managed to see the light of day again. However it was parts of her that she didn’t know she had tucked away in the first place.

Suddenly she remembered shoes, high heels especially. She remembered how much she loved dressing up, and the color pink, and miniskirts. She remembered how much she loved big, hard, dicks. She remembered all the things a bimbo doll loved and none of the things that they didn’t.

“OMG head getting so dizzy,” she moaned, drool dripping down her lips as the transformation was getting to an end.

“I guess spinning a wheel too much can do that to you. Lindsey, it’s your turn to spin.”

The huge chested woman looked down at the wheel with all those forfeits, and one in particular which had been hitting over and over again and she just shook her head.

“No, I’m not gonna take the risk. I’m out.”

“Oo well it looks like someone has decided to take their money and run which means that it’s down to just Kim and Amy to see who makes it into that final. Kim it’s your turn to spin again.”

Kim spun the wheel again, hoping for her first go of the round. However she wasn’t going to receive it as the wheel stopped on… breast expansion.

“No way…”

“See, I knew it was after me!” Lindsey scoffed from the other side of the desk.

“No fair thith thould have been herth,” Kim tried to protest but no protest would save her from the changes.

The audience had seen plenty of breast growth but for the first time they were seeing it on Kim’s modest mounds rather than Lindsey’s wobbling melons.

Her chest expanded as well, bulging into her dress, making the white fabric strain and threaten to pop as her B cup chest was transformed into a pair of D cup breasts, which still managed to be the smallest on the show but helped complete Kim’s change into a model bimbo appearance. All she would have needed was a pink dress to finish.

“You know I’m starting to really believe that wheel is cursed. It seemed to really have it in for your bust but luckily Kim was here to take the fall.”

“Not lucky at all!”

“Not according to someone on this show. Now Amy it’s your turn again, let’s see if we can finally return to the money amounts.”

Around the wheel went and finally, finally, it was a value other than a forfeit, even if it was just $600.

“Is there like… erm… like an N and stuff?”

“Oo what a pick, there are actually four N’s on the board. That’s a big score for you.”

“Can I like solve it?”

“Oo you think you can? What is it then?”

“Is it like Minneapolis Minnesota?”

Ding ding! There was a loud applause from the audience. Not only had somebody managed to get it right but it was Amy as well, the girl who seemed to be completely clueless after her double mental forfeit during the game.

“Wow Amy I gotta say I’m really shocked about that one. You may not know your 80’s movies but you sure know your cities.”

“Like I once had a boyfriend who was from Minneapolis. He was so dreamy.”

She slowly faded away into a world of fantasy as she remembered her old boyfriend and the way he used to be able to do wonderful things with his thick, hard, throbbing...

“And I have more good news for you,” Bill said to her, snapping her back to reality, “That correct answer confirms you will be competing for our grand prize today!”

“OMG really? Yeay!”

“Commiserations to Kim and Lindsey but you both get to walk away with all the money you won today, and sadly a few changes as well. However join us again after this break for our final round when Amy gets a chance to win one of our amazing prizes. See you folks in five.”


“Hello everyone and welcome back to the show. Amy has managed to beat away the competition and is now here to play in our final round. All the money she’s won so far is safe and sound, this is simply her chance to bag herself a bonus prize. Are you ready to spin Amy?”

“Like ready!”

“Then please spin for a prize.”

Around the bonus wheel went, covered in a list of prize amounts. There were solid cash amounts, they were bonuses like doubling or tripling cash and there were even prizes like cars and holidays on offer, all without a forfeit in sight. Whatever she hit she would be playing for.

The wheel slowly came to a stop and it landed on the $25,000 tab. Amy was going to be playing for some big money.

“Big money now on the table Amy. To win it all you need to do is solve this puzzle. We’re looking for a fictional character. As always we’ll give you a few letters for free but that doesn’t seem to be helping you this time. You can choose three more consonants and then a vowel and then you have ten seconds to answer.”

It was short, only one word and only five letters. However it didn’t contain any of the letters the show handed out to the contestants which meant it was all coming down to her guess work.

“Erm… like… can I have like a M and I want a D and I’ll have like a B as well and…. erm… a U or somet?”

Amy managed to hit three letters out of the five and what was revealed to her was a B, space, MB, space.

“Ten seconds start now,” Bill told her as soon as the letters were revealed. Amy stared at the board for a couple of seconds but then she squealed in glee.

“OMG I know it,” she cheered out, “It’s gotta be bimbo!”

She applauded her own smarts and waited for the bell to ring to tell her she’d done a good job. It didn’t come, instead the clock ticked down to a finish.

“Unlucky Amy you didn’t manage to get the right answer.”

“But… like, what? It’s bimbo, see, bimbo.”

Mary Ann helped to reveal the letters. It wasn’t an I and an O that she was missing, it was an A and an I; Bambi, not bimbo.

“I’m afraid the answer was actually Bambi which means Amy doesn’t manage to walk away with our bonus prize but she still walks away with a big cash amount. Will our next contestants be the ones to take home the big money? You’re going to have to come back next week to find out. I’m Bill Manning and you’ve been watching Wheel of Bimbo.”


Despite not walking away from the show with the grand prize money and instead with a lot of bimbofication, mind melting, changes, Amy still managed to become a published author.

Rather than writing mystery novels her books were mainly erotica but she still became a hit, especially amongst other bimbos, and became one of the nation’s best sellers. One of her stories was even turned into a movie, even if the reviews were terrible.

Even though Kim walked away from the show with a speech impediment and a permanent bimbo makeover she still managed to live her dream of being a journalist when she was hired by Bimbo TV itself, when they steered into fresh territory and launched their first bimbo news channel, simply called Bimbo News.

As for Lindsey her huge breast growth on the show made her an instant star with everybody wanting to talk to the woman who managed to go up ten cup sizes on one show.

She couldn’t continue her career as a dancer with her breasts being far too large for her to jump around comfortably but she did manage to make her modelling career full time, her added fame only helping to make her that much more successful.

As for Bill, he continued to work the bimbofication gameshows, turning more and more women into delightful, blonde, busty, ditzes to this day, and that included Bimbo TV’s next hit game show as well, and that one is up next.


Bimbo Battle

Thanks to the success of both Who Likes Being A Bimbo? and Wheel of Bimbo, Bimbo TV was inspired to try out even more bimbo game show formulas to see what the people would fall in love with. That was why the producers managed to put a unique spin on another nation’s favorite, coming up with something that they called Bimbo Battle.

Unlike their others shows, Bimbo Battle was a team game. It would be contested by two pairs who would go head to head, trying to navigate to the final while avoiding the show’s bimbofication changes.

The game was a simple one. One hundred people were asked to give their answers to a question. The contestants would have to try and figure out what answers those people gave.

Each team would score points according to how popular their answer was and whoever had the most points by the end of the show would move to the final. In addition that tally would dictate the bimbofication progress of the other team.

Twenty five points would trigger changes to the other team’s hair. Fifty points would affect the lips. Moving up to seventy five would add the ass and a big one hundred would cause breast growth as well.

Seeing as, for each round, one hundred points were contested that meant a perfect play would give the other team a full, physical, makeover.

Moving up from one hundred, an extra twenty five would trigger a wardrobe change while hitting one fifty would cause a permanent makeover. Mental changes would begin at one seventy five with the libido on the rise, while IQ loss would happen at big two hundred. Some brain function would be added back at two two five but it would just be the things that further enforced a bimbo mindset.

Adding an extra twenty five to that amount would automatically move you onto the final which meant the only way to win was to give the other team a full bimbo makeover.

Of course there was only one man who would be able to handle hosting such an intense, body changing and mind warping game show and that quiz host veteran and Bimbo TV regular, Bill Manning.

“Hello everybody and welcome to Bimbo Battle, the show where we put two teams head to head and see which one comes out on top. Now let’s meet the teams!”

“First up from Phoenix, Arizona, it’s Vicky and Kelly!”

The two, young, twenty year old students entered onto the stage behind their podium with a big wave. Vicky was a pretty brunette in a little black dress while Kelly was a pale skinned redhead who was wearing an emerald colored piece.

“Next from San Antonio, Texas, it’s Emily and Madison!”

Just a tiny bit older, but equally as gorgeous, were Emily and Madison. The former was a blonde who had decided red would suit her best in contrast to her brunette partner who was wearing blue.

“Alright ladies, our first question. Remember fingers on the buzzers, highest answer controls the board. Name a type of lawn ornament.”

It was the Orange Team, Vicky and Kelly, who buzzed first with Kelly saying, “Lawn Gnome.”

“Show me Lawn Gnome!”

Ding, ding, cheering from Vicky and Kelly as not only did they get an answer right they got the top answer which meant they would be the ones playing the game first. They just had to name the rest of the board without getting three strikes, giving the Blue Team a chance to steal.

“Flamingo,” was their next guess and that scored in second place.

“Bird bath,” also managed to score, coming in third.

“Bird house,” Kelly cheerfully announced but that was when a red cross flashed on the screen, that was an incorrect answer; their first strike. They had two guesses remaining.

“Bird feeder?” Vicky announced timidly. She felt a huge sigh of relief when that actually managed to score.

“Stupid picky birds,” Kelly complained, “what else do people have in their gardens? Those weird ceramic things?”

“What about those spinning windmill things?”

“Oo that’s good, go with that.”

Vicky nodded and turned to Bill, “We’re gonna say spinny windmill thing.”

“Show me… spinny windmill thing.”

It was up there, only as windmill, but it was up there! The pair jumped in glee as they managed the clean sweep, getting one hundred points on the board in the first round. The blue team, however, weren’t looking very pleased because it was forfeit time.

“An excellent round for Vicky and Kelly but tough luck for Emily and Madison who now have to face a bimbofication forfeit, and it’s going to be a big one.”

Big was right, they had to go through four stages of bimbofication in one go after all and the show had only just started.

Seeing as Emily was a blonde there was no point in giving her the stereotypical bimbofication change of dying her hair platinum. Madison was receiving that transformation, her brunette locks diluting and losing their dark tones as she was morphed into a blonde, but Emily was going to receive something even more visually striking.

Rather than developing a natural hair color, Emily’s locks began to collect a red hue, however crimson hair wasn’t in her future. Rather than gathering inspiration from a strawberry, or even a tomato, instead her hair seemed to get its coloring tips from bubblegum; her hair was turning bright pink!

Madison wasn’t entirely pleased she’d been turned into a platinum blonde but at least she wasn’t a mortified Emily, dragging her fingers through hot pink locks.

As soon as the hair coloring was applied the nanobots moved straight onto growth. Both of them were going to be growing in the same spots. Lips, ass and tits.

Their bodies tingled in all of those places as the changes began, their assets starting to grow like somebody was pumping them full of hot air.

The first place to feel the effects was their lips which began to thicken, growing nice and puffy, being forcefully pouted, especially the bottom for both.

Once their faces looked nice and fat with decoration their asses began to bulge. Those dresses they had worn were being dragged up as their hips expanded and their buttocks grew. They were fortunate to be standing behind a desk because each of them began to show more flesh downstairs than they were hiding, their panties being stretched at the sides but buried in the middle, doing little to cover those huge, doughy, cheeks.

While the audience didn’t get the best look at those rears they at least got a front row view for their busts changing.

Both Emily and Madison had some pretty noticeable chests, each of them in the C cup territory, or at least they did before the nanobots made their breasts tingle and swell.

The two of them struggled as their busts ballooned up in size, straining into the front of their dresses, trying to get free from their top, creating huge, soft, squeezing, cleavages. If it wasn’t for them tugging up at their tops and further exposing their lower halves they’d have flashed the nation.

Their battle to contain those expanding titties came to an end once they’d settled at an E cup each. Suddenly the two normal, good looking, girls who had walked onto the show looked like slutty barbie dolls and it’d only been one round.

“Now that was some change, a brilliant performance from the Orange Team to make it happen. Blue Team, think you can turn it around?”

“We better!” Madison muttered, still trying to get used to how thick and curvy she felt all over. Even her lips felt that way but then they were deliciously swollen, it was really no surprise.

“Well then let’s see if you can. Fingers on buzzers both teams. Name a furry creature that would not make a good pet.”

Blue Team buzzed in first as Emily called out, “A skunk!”

“I’m looking for skunk!” Bill called out as the board flashed. It was up there however it was only the second best answer with a score of twenty six, “Orange Team, your answer?”

“A bear?”

“I’m looking for bear!” he called out again and this time it was the top answer. Even though Emily had gotten there first the Orange Team still managed to take control of the board.

“I’m going for a raccoon,” Vicky said before cheering out when it scored on the board.

“Next up let’s go for… a wolf,” Kelly continued on but that one was a strike for them. Two more and they’d hand over control.

“Erm… maybe a rat?”

More success as rat came up close to the bottom, putting them back on the right path as Kelly said, “I think it might be monkey.”

Just as soon as they felt like they’d gotten back on track they went ahead and got their second strike. They had no more buffer. Another wrong answer and they were open for the steal.

“Okay leave it to me,” Vicky said, glaring at her teammate, “I think… maybe… a lion?”

Ding ding, that was there, only one to go and Kelly was fast, “I think--”

Before she could answer Vicky covered her mouth up, “Hey I said leave it to me. You’ve already got us two strikes so far. Let me guess.”

“Pfff, fine. Don’t blame me if you get it wrong though.”

“Hmm… tiger?”

Ding! It was a right answer and the two girls jumped for glee! Again they had managed to get through a full round.

“I knew you could do it!” Kelly cheered as the other side watched on in concern.

It was bad for Emily and Madison. They had just managed to avoid hitting 175 by the skin of their teeth but that meant they still had two changes to get through. One wardrobe, another makeover.

While their rears had been exposed the two had managed to keep some modesty up top, the only place the audience could see, but that was all changing as their outfits began to transform.

Emily’s red dress changed in color to a pink that matched her hair as it turned shiny and clingy, the dress turning into a latex material. Cut out holes began to develop all over the undersized outfit, exposing more of her body and even helping her nipples to peek out as her panties developed into a matching colored thong.

Little was left to the imagination but that was still nothing compared to what Madison received as her blue dress became almost non-existent as it decided to stop being a dress and instead faded away, taking on a whole new shape. In the end she was left wearing a ridiculous thin sling bikini that barely hid her nipples and her modesty down below.

Both were raised slightly in place as their footwear developed into six inch platform heels to match the rest of their outfits as the makeover portion of their transformation began. This one wouldn’t just be making them dress slutty, it would be making them look slutty.

Their modest makeup was being overwritten with a thick coating of whorish blush and bright lipstick, pink for Emily and red for Madison. Their eyes were outlined with a thick black liner to draw attention as their lashes were made longer with a natural mascara transformation.

Even their nails developed in length, almost doubling, and starting to take on a color matching their painted lips, equally as unremovable as well.

For the final touches each of them was given some added body modifications. Both were given tramp stamps on their back while Emily also got a rose themed tattoo sleeve down her right arm. Whether it was better or worse than the belly button piercing Madison developed was up in the air. Both would definitely have rather been without tacky gold hoops dangling from their ears however.

Vicky and Kelly couldn’t help but laugh as they saw what had become of their opponents, and it had only been two rounds. Another sweep and they would win.

“Now Orange Team, don’t laugh too hard,” Bill reminded them, “because the Blue Team did manage to pick up twenty six points that round which means you two have a forfeit as well.”

They both had to suffer through the hair changes as well. Brunette Vicky was getting the basic blonde treatment, her dark locks completely fading so she could match Madison’s platinum shine. As for the redhead, Kelly, she was simply getting an added emphasis on red. Rather than being ginger she was becoming a bright, bold, vivid red like someone had been painting a sports car.

While they would have preferred to avoid any changes at all, every transformation on the show permanent due to special dyes and mind controlling after effects, hair was still the least serious change there was. They could live with it; there was still no reason for them to panic. Plus neither of them looked as ridiculous as Emily did.

“Now that’s a lot of bimbo hair color,” Bill mocked, “Sadly though we have to take a short commercial break. Don’t go anywhere folks, we’ll be back soon.”


“Welcome back folks. At the moment Orange Team have a commanding lead and the Blue Team are lagging behind. However victory in this round can change all that in an instant, even quicker than our nanobots can change these contestants. Okay everyone, fingers on buzzers. Tell me something people are sometimes said to be under.”

A more tricky question but Vicky was still in there quick, “The weather!”

“Show me weather!” Bill called out, revealing the high scorer on the board. It wasn’t just high either, it was over half. Team Orange were ecstatic while Blue Team were in full panic mode. If Vicky and Kelly managed to sweep the round it was game over.

“I’m gonna say pressure,” Vicky said, managing to hit another answer. The sweep looked incoming.

“Underage?” Kelly added, scoring more points. The sweep really looked on. That was when things crumbled a bit.

“Underappreciated?” Vicky inquired but instead of a nice ding it was an unpleasant buzz and a red cross on the screen. It was bad, their first strike.

“Under… an umbrella?” Kelly said, not sounding sure herself. She was right not to be because it delivered her and her partner a second strike.

“Under an umbrella? What the heck were you thinking?”

“I’m sorry it’s all I could think of. It made sense.”

“It didn’t make enough sense. We need to win this to get to the final.”

“Well you answer it then.”

Vicky huffed. She’d said all that but she didn’t know what to say either. It was a really tricky round and they didn’t want the other side to steal and start to even up the scores.

“How about… paid? Underpaid?” she finally decided as her answer.

For the first time in the show dread appeared on the faces of the Orange Team as they got their third strike, handing control to their opponents. All they had to do was answer either of the two missing answers to steal the round.

“Alright Emily, Madison, I need one answer. If you manage to fill in a blank you will steal all the points from the other side for this round, otherwise Vicky and Kelly will take this round as well.”

Big pressure on the Blue Team. They were well behind, a steal could trigger a huge comeback for them and they really needed it.

After much discussion they finally came to a decision, Emily telling Bill, “We’re going to go with… understudy.”

“Show me understudy!”

A buzzer. A red cross. Jubilations for the Orange Team and dread for the Blue Team. Vicky and Kelly had gotten away with it.

“Unlucky Blue Team, that is incorrect. Let’s take a look at the final two answers on the board,” Bill said as he presented the missing answers; influence and spell. “Under the influence and under a spell. It’s so obvious now that they’re up there. Luckily for you the Orange Team have yet to hit that magic two hundred fifty figure but sadly that won’t save you from the forfeits.”

So the lack of a clean sweep meant no win for Vicky and Kelly just yet but being on the cusp meant their opponents had to suffer through the final forfeits the show offered, the ones that hit their minds.

Their was nothing to see really as they began to change but the girls still gave a show as they began to squirm and gasp out whimpering moans as they felt their brains tingling all over.

Those nanobots were ravaging their minds and their bodies. They were pumping their loins and erogenous zones with hormones which would make them more sensitive while, at the same time, making them more horny more often. Then they were passing that information to their mind, strengthening their desires for sex, for cock, for cum; they were being turned into sluts.

Around those changes, around those modifications to their minds to turn them slutty, a mist was developing. An unnatural fog which was engulfing their brains and making thinking hard.

It wasn’t some sort of temporary weather front, some clouds which would blow over, it was a mind melting mist which was turning them into dummies.

Certain parts of their brain was freed from the fog, however. Certain portions were lifted up into the clear so those girls could rely on them. Sure math was buried, and science, and history and a lot of common sense, but shoes and fashion and shopping and looking pretty? Those parts of their brains would still be easier to contact; everything a good bimbo needed to be a ditzy bimbo.

“That looked like quite a hit,” Bill commented as those freshly groomed bimbos slowly came down from their mind melting high, “How are you feeling ladies?”

“Like… a bit dizzy and stuff?”

“Yeah yeah, it feels like my head just went poof!”

“Delightful,” he chuckled, “but we shouldn’t let this take away from what a crucial part of the game we’ve reached. If Vicky and Kelly win this round they will win the game so fingers on buzzers everyone. If you were wearing a swimsuit, name a place you might not be allowed.”

Both Emily and Madison were well off the pace as the Orange Team got in there again, Kelly saying, “Church.”

“Show me church!”

Ding! It was up there, but it wasn’t the top answer, only coming in second place which meant the Blue Team could finally control the board.

“Emily, Madison, over to you.”

The two looked pretty blank as they looked between each other and other to Bill, Emily asking, “Like, what?”

Sadly for them the buzzer sounded and Bill winced. “Oh I’m sorry you’re out of time. Control goes to the Orange Team.”

There were a lot of smug feelings on one side of the room. They knew with their opponents mind melted to such a level that the victory was already in the bag.

“Well then we’ll play Bill,” announced Vicky, “How about at a restaraunt?”

Ding, another correct answer and it was the top one on the board.

“School!” Kelly cheered, also scoring on the board.

“Library!” Vicky continued but that just delivered their first strike.

“Ah… erm… a bar?”

Kelly managed to dig her team out which meant they only had one more left to answer. One more answer and they would win with minimal changes suffered.

“Is museum there?” Vicky asked which delivered strike two.

“Oh no, only one left to go. What do we do Vick?”

“Calm it down, those morons won’t be able to steal from us.”

“Really? Because I do have an answer in mind.”

“Really? What?” Vicky asked, Kelly whispering it into her ear, “Not bad. Let’s go with that.”

“Looking for the in-laws house.”

They wanted that final push over the finish line but it was actually strike number three.

“Unlucky ladies, you failed to clear the board which means your winning coronation will have to wait. Emily, Madison, you two have one chance to steal. Get this answer or you lose the game.”

The issue, the one which had filled the Orange Team with confidence, was that the pair didn’t really look like they had much idea what was going on.

“Like what do we do?” Madison asked.

“You just need to name a place you might not be allowed if you were wearing a swimsuit.”

“Like the mall?”

“OMG I love the mall!”

“Me too!”

“I guess you’re saying mall…” he muttered as the two were too busy bouncing around, giggling, to pay attention, “...and that’s one hundred percent correct!”

“What!?”

Vicky squawked but it didn’t matter, somehow they had lost the round. Maybe through dumb luck, very dumb luck, Emily and Madison had managed to steal the points.

“Well done Blue Team, that correct answer gifts you one hundred points and puts you back in the game. Orange Team, you know what that means.”

A full one hundred points for the Blue Team meant that suddenly Vicky and Kelly were the ones worrying. After all that meant they had four forfeits to face and they couldn’t do a thing to stop them!

They’d already seen the changes happen to their opponents which meant they knew what was coming but it was still hard to prepare for their entire bodies tingling as they began to swell and bulge all over.

Their lips, their behinds and their chests, these were the areas that they could feel their bodies ache and expand. Together their lips were swelling up in thickness, their buttocks were growing round and fat and their tits were inflating.

Kelly was starting from a cute pair of A cups which meant she was going from almost flatness into bustyness, her breasts forming and swelling up through the cup sizes to a large D cup. However Vicky was already very busty, she was starting from a D cup which meant she had a way to go.

She squawked as her chest expanded quickly and soared to heights that eclipsed the rest of the competition. She tried to hide them behind her arms but it was impossible to stop the swelling as the softness bulged around her grip. They just seemed to keep growing and growing.

“How big are they going to get?” she complained, her chest growing a lot more than the other side’s did, and even what her teammate received.

Eventually they did slow to a stop as she was struggling to contain those massive melons which had popped from her clothing thanks to the pressure. She couldn’t comprehend how big they’d managed to get as they’d only stopped once reaching a H cup.

Just like the Blue Team, Vicky and Kelly were left with huge busts, fat pouted lips and even wide hips supporting meaty behinds but their forfeit wasn’t exactly done. They were still going to be receiving some outfits to go with their new bodies.

Kelly’s green dress split into a mesh coating that only partially covered her upper half, exposing the yellow, star shaped, pastes she suddenly had covering her thick nipples while the shorts she’d been hiding below her clothing to protect her modesty, just in case, sunk down into the tightest, booty hugging, camel toe showing, black Lycra shorts possible. Of course her heels decided to grow a lot, lot, taller too, just to round things off.

While Kelly looked trashy she was still more covered than Vicky. Apart from the standard heel growth their outfit changes were completely different. Vicky’s dress simply shrunk down around her body and turned itself into a tight fitting corset which squeezed her middle but exposed everything above and below. It even made her giants tits stand out more.

“Why am I wearing something like this?” Kelly complained.

“You? What about me? Look what I’m wearing!” Vicky squealed, her outfit offering no modesty at all.

“You know this show is getting kinda feisty,” Bill said, “but we’re starting to run short on time which is why I’m making this next round double points. Winner takes all.”

“Right we can still do this,” Vicky rallied as they knew they still had the advantage. They’d controlled the whole game and had just suffered one setback thanks to a lucky question. All they had to do was get in there first and they could win the whole thing without further bimbofication.

“Okay, fingers on buzzers. Name something a teenage girl might save her money to buy.”

Within less than a second the buzzer was pressed but it wasn’t from the Orange Team, it was the Blue Team!

“Like clothes?” Emily blurted out, the board revealing itself with clothes as the top answer.

“No way…” was the mumble from the other side. Of all the topics to get when faced with a team of bimbos.

“That’s the top answer Blue Team. You now have control of the board. If you win this round you move onto the final.”

Suddenly it was all nerves for Vicky and Kelly. This was a category which pretty much played into the hands of a couple of bimbos. Surely though they wouldn’t be able to sweep the whole round?

“Like I’d want a car!” Madison announced, the board revealing that as the next best answer.

“And I’d want some shoes,” Emily said, that also being up there.

“Like some makeup too,” Madison continued. The third answer on the board.

“Jewelry too!”

“Oh, oh, like a new phone!”

Ding ding ding. The Orange Team stared on in shock and horror. It had almost flashed by too fast to fully comprehend. With ease, with speed, Emily and Madison just went through the entire board without missing a beat. Despite being on the ropes for almost the entire show they had stolen victory right at the final hurdle.

“Congratulations Emily and Madison, you are moving on to the final. Commiserations Vicky and Kelly. Today you were simply the second best.”

“No…”

It was game over for the Orange Team. They had lost the game and they were about to go full bimbo in body and mind. The makeup began to apply itself to their faces as their libidos rocketed and their minds melted away.

Their moans filled up the arena as those bimbofying nanobots painted them up like cheap hookers and plundered their minds, sapping away their intellect and leaving a lustful bimbo landscape behind.

The way they trembled and squealed as their brains were drained away was just like how Emily and Madison reacted, however they didn’t have the consolation of being able to move onto the final.

With the Orange Team being turned into ditzes as well Bill turned back to the camera.

“Okay everyone, Emily and Madison have managed to prove they are the better team and are now going to be moving to our final. Do they have what it takes to win our grand prize? Come back in five and find out.”


“Welcome folks to our final round. We all know how this works. We have a fantastic grand prize waiting for both Emily and Madison if they can manage to secure victory tonight. The two of them will take turns answer my five quick fire questions. If together they can score over two hundred points they will be tonight’s grand prize winners. Answering first it’s Madison.”

The bubbly blonde came skipping onto the stage, her curvy body bouncing around in her tight fitting sling bikini, finally showing the audience everything she had became.

“Like hiya!”

“Hey Madison. Okay you know the rules. You have twenty seconds to give me your best answers. If you can’t think of an answer you can pass. Are you ready?”

“Like yeah I am!”

“Okay your time starts as soon as I finish reading the first question. Name something kids want to be when they grow up.”

“A houswife!”

“Name something you sit on.”

“My boyfriend’s lap?”

“Name something you do with snow.”

“Make a snowman!”

“Name something you blow.”

“Dick?”

“Name a contact sport.”

“Erm… like, oh, sex!”

“Interesting answers there Madison. Let’s see if any of them are up on the board.”

He turned to the side to bring attention to the big screen. One by one her answers flashed up and then one by one her score. Presented itself. Nil. Nil. Thirty six. Nil. Nil.

“Yeay!” Madison cheered happily, applauding sharply, really without a clue.

“A good attempt Madison but sadly not much for your partner to work with. Please take your place back at your podium.”

“Okay!” she giggled before skipping away, still not having much idea what was happening.

“Now let’s welcome Emily back to the show,” the happy bubblegum haired bimbo skipping onto the stage in her huge platform heels, her expanded assets jiggling everywhere.

“Hiya Bill! Hiya everyone!” she cheered, waving to the audience with a big smile.

“Sadly Emily your partner didn’t do incredible well which means you’ll need a huge score to win the grand prize. Are you ready?”

“Like ready!”

“You have twenty five seconds, the timer starts once I finish asking the first question. Name something kids want to be when they grow up?”

“A bimbo!”

“Name something you sit on!”

“Oh, dick!”

“Name something you do with snow.”

“Make snow angels, hehe.”

“Name something you blow.”

“Like dick again!” she cheered happily but the buzzer beeped. Invalid answer.

“Need another answer.”

“But why? I do blow on dick. I do blowjobs real good.”

“Sorry Madison already said that. You need another answer.”

“Oh… erm… like… cock?”

“That’s the same thing.”

“Like… erm… hot things, yeah!”

“Name a contact sport.”

Emily looked stumped as she fell deep into thought, rubbing her chin as she entered the final few seconds. She had to come up with something quick or she’d run out of time.

“Like… sex?”

The buzzer sounded but this wasn’t the one for an invalid answer, despite the fact her answer was invalid, this was her running out of time.

“Oh I’m sorry Emily you ran out of time without managing to answer all the questions correctly and I can tell you that you didn’t get enough points to win our grand prize today.”

“Aww like really?” the thick lipped Emily pouted, “That’s right sucky and stuff.”

“It sure is but we’ve loved having you here, haven’t we folks?”

The audience applauded and cheered wildly for the bimbo duo who giggled happily and waved back, “Like thanks everyone!”

“So no winners this time. It seems our teams weren’t good enough to walk away with our huge prizes this week. Can next week’s teams do better? There is only one way to find out. Come back next week, same place, same time. Good night everybody!”


The Price of Bimbos

Bimbo TV was starting to amass bimbofication game shows like trading cards. They had already managed to produce three hit shows which the public loved but still they craved more, the people demanded even more bimbofication action and Bimbo TV was on hand to deliver.

Their next show was one they were calling The Price of Bimbos.

Of course there was only one man who could be relied upon to manage such a show and it was Bimbo TV’s resident serial game show host, Bill Manning.

“Ladies and gentlemen. put your hands together for your host, Bill Manning!”

Out strolled the suave hosting veteran to the loud applause of the crowd, looking smart as always.

“Hello folks and welcome to an all new episode of The Price of Bimbos. I’m everybody's favorite host with the most, Bill Manning, and I’m here to bring you some more bimbofication action. Are we all ready to meet tonight’s contestants?”

“Yeah!” the crowd roared back.

“Fantastic. I promise you we have some real cuties on the show tonight so ladies, come and play!”

Onto the stage they marched, the three contestants who would be competing on the show.

Contestant number one was Becky, a tall, leggy, twenty six year old blonde with wavy hair and a naturally curvy figure. She was proudly showing that body of hers off in a tight fitting red dress.

Contestant two was Maggie, a short, thirty three year old, thick bodied, strawberry blonde. She was dressed a lot more casual and was wearing jeans and a checkered shirt.

Third was Mercedes, a thin, nineteen year old, with olive colored skin and dark, straight, locks. She was just dressed in a pale plaid skirt and a basic white blouse.

“See what did I tell you?” Bill said to the studio, “Three lovely ladies tonight. We have Becky, a flight attendant from Cameron. We have Maggie, a housewife from Los Angeles and we also have Mercedes, a student from Dallas. Each of them will be competing for cash and prizes tonight while trying to steer away from our bimbo forfeits. So ladies, are you lady?”

“Ready!”

“I’m ready to play!”

“Ready!”

“Okay, then let’s have our first item.”

The main round was all about guessing prices. To have a chance to move onto a prize round the three women had to compete against each other to try and deduce the price of each item.

Each of them had one guess and it had to be a whole number. Whoever came closest to the actual price of the item would win the round.

The first item for the day was a digital camera.

“Alright we’re looking for a price for this digital camera. We’re starting with Becky. Prices please.”

“I’m gonna say two fifty,” Becky announced.

“I think it’s three two five, Bill,” Maggie said for her answer.

“Erm… I’m going with three forty,” Mercedes said to round off the answers.

“And the actual price is… four hundred dollars! Mercedes you’re playing in our first round!”

She cheered happily as she made her way from the podium towards where Bill had headed, ready to play the first prize game of the show and it was going to be one of the show’s most recognizable games; Uh-Oh!

Uh-Oh! was like a giant bean mean machine. Mercedes would be given five tokens to drop into the top. They would bounce down and land in one of the many buckets below and she would receive a cash prize or a bimbo penalty depending on what the bucket was labelled.

Five of the buckets offered cash amounts, including a huge amount right in the middle. However the other four, including the ones on the end and the ones surrounding the middle piece, offered bimbo forfeits.

The more tokens in the prize buckets the higher the cash amount won. The more tokens in the bimbo buckets the more forfeits received.

Mercedes climbed up so that she was behind the high board with her tokens, Bill looking on from below.

“Are you ready to play Mercedes?”

“Ready!”

“Then drop in your first token now!”

Down the token dropped. It bounced down and around as it went, moving one way and then the other, keeping the crowd guessing all the way down. Eventually though it landed in a cash amount.

“Good start Mercedes. You just won one thousand dollars! Now please, your second token.”

The second one dropped down as well and also managed to land in a cash slot, even if it was only the $500 amount but money was still money. It was better than where her third token landed, the entire crowd erupting together in a call of “Uh-Oh!”

“Unlucky Mercedes,” Bill said, “it’s your first forfeit of the game.”

There was no way to know what forfeit you were going to get in Uh-Oh! until it happened. Mercedes figured it out quickly as she felt her thin lips tingling all over before she felt them swelling up. Her first forfeit was lip growth.

Again the crowd cheered, they loved to see losers as much as winner, as her lips plumped up and developed out into a fat duck face pout that no amount of makeup would be able to hide.

She had managed to win a $1500 but it came at the price of fatter lips.

“I know having such luscious lips must feel pretty weird but you don’t need to stop yet. You still have two tokens to play.”

Contestants could pull out of Uh-Oh! at any time but Mercedes wasn’t using that option, instead she was going to play the last two tokens.

Her logic proved itself right as again she landed in a $1000 amount to take her cash haul up to $2500 and then instantly she proved herself wrong as her final token activated a forfeit.

Change one had been her lips, change two was her ass. She felt her buns tingle as the growing began quickly, her hips stretching wider to accommodate the changes to her backside.

She’d always had such a small, round, tight, butt, but the transformation was changing that. Rather than giving her a little rear as she was getting all of her junk jacked directly into her trunk as her ass was growing big, full and fat.

Those newly expanded cheeks stretched her skirt, proving she’d made a wise choice picking a skirt that went towards her knees, while making her panties sink down below, her meaty cheeks being indented by the tight fabric.

In the end Uh-Oh! gifted her $2500 as well as thick lips and a fat ass.

“Two forfeits but still a big cash amount Mercedes. How are you feeling at the moment?”

“Well the lips feel a bit weird,” she slurred slightly, “and everything feels a bit too tight now but I’m happy to have so much in the bank!”

“I bet that’ll help with those student expenses. Okay please return to the board. On this show we go right to left starting with our last winner so Mercedes you guess first for our next object, this luxury rice cooker.”

“Erm… one twenty?”

“I’ll go one fifty,” Becky said, being the next in the line.

“One sixty,” Maggie announced confidently.

“And the correct answer is… two hundred and eighty dollars. Congratulations Maggie, come join me on the stage!”

It was smart play by Maggie, in the prime position to shut out her competition when she knew their guess attempts were well off. She was the next one to play for prizes.

The game which was set up for her to play was one called Udderly Delicious. It was a very simple game. There were two prizes on stage, labelled A and B, and a single price between them which corresponded to one.

On the podium were two glasses of milk, also labelled A and B, and the contestant made their choice by drinking from one of the glasses. If they drunk from the right glass for the item which cost that price they would escape a forfeit and win both prizes. If they got the wrong glass… well the word udder wasn’t used for nothing.

“Okay Maggie. We have two items for you here. We have this lovely, charcoal, corner sofa piece with ottoman as well as this luxury, cordless, garden mower. All I need to know is which of these items costs three hundred and seventy dollars and the way you tell me your answer is by chugging the glass of your choice.”

It was A for the couch and it was B for the mower. Maggie thought over her choice and listened to the mixed cries from the audience before deciding to go with A. She chugged the glass down then played the waiting game.

Maggie didn’t have to wait long to see if she’d got the answer correct or not. Mere moments passed and she felt her chest tingling. That was bad, for her; it could only mean one thing.

She gasped out as her breasts began to swell, the quick expansion bulging into her shirt, making the buttons pop. Her bra snapped at the back as her growth through the cup sizes refused to be stifled, her already large D cup chest becoming a distant memory as she soared into an E and up into an F.

In the end her shirt entirely dragged itself open as her tits got too big to be able to hide comfortably, growing all the way up to a H cup, leaving Maggie with a pair of huge, soft, natural tits, even if they hadn’t been created through natural means.

However chest growth wasn’t all that the game had in store for her. Her thick, hard, nipples throbbed in place as she felt a heat bubbling through her insides, aching for release. Quickly the pressure became too great and she couldn’t hold it back anymore. Milk began to leak from her breasts.

“Unlucky Maggie,” Bill said from the side, “you got the wrong price for the wrong prize which means all you won was your own pair of udders.”

They weren’t literally udders like something which was hanging from a cow but they were milk leaking, fat, doughy breasts. The only way she could hide them was to forcefully drag her shirt over her exposed front but that just made the milk leak into the fabric to form large wet patches.

After suffering her first forfeit Maggie returned back to the stage for the next round and the next item reveal. The third item on the show was a 3D printer and Maggie was first to guess.

“I’m going for twelve hundred dollars.”

Next up was Mercedes who said, “I’m going for… seven fifty?”

“Nine fifty,” Becky said to round off the guesses.

“And the correct answer was… eight hundred dollars. Mercedes, come play again!”

She was already back up on the stage for a new game, the young, olive skinned, student. This time she would be playing something called the Salon Game.

On the stage there were six different seats like those found in a hair salon with a dryer style machine above each. Three of the machines contained prizes. Two were low amounts while one was a huge prize. The other three machines would, naturally, be forfeits.

It was a simple game of chance. Pick a machine and hope you picked right.

“Okay Mercedes we all know how to play this one. Pick a seat, any seat, and we’ll see what you won.”

There was no way to determine what a seat would do until it was too late so Mercedes just went with her gut and went with the second one on her left. She took the seat and allowed the machine to come down around her head.

“Now let’s see what’s in store for her,” Bill said as he pressed a button. A green light meant she was good, a red light was bad, for her.

The light flashed. It was red.

As soon as the light flashed there was a whiz as the styling machine got to work, scooping up Mercedes’ straight, dark, locks, giving them a makeover.

It didn’t take long for a pleasant ding to sound and for the machine to lift itself up, freeing its covering of Mercedes’ head while revealing everything that had happened inside.

Her hair had gone through quite a makeover in both color and in style.

Before going into the machine her hair had been a dark brown but once she came out her locks were multicolored. The main color her hair had been dyed was a bright red like a tomato. As it went further down the red color melted away into a bright orange, the color change very noticeable. That wasn’t all either. Once you got to the tips there was another shift as her hair became a bright yellow.

Her hair had been dyed like fire in very bright tones that would be impossible to mask and it wasn’t just that. Her straight style had been replaced, somehow, by two, long, pigtails that hung down from either side of her head like an oversized child.

“I don’t get to say this enough,” Bill laughed, “but Mercedes you’re on fire today. I guess we need to give you some time to cool down. We’ll be back shortly after a word from our sponsors.”


“Welcome back folks, hope you had a good break. No use wasting time, let’s carry on with the show. Alright ladies next up is this six burner, stainless steel, gas range. Mercedes your bid?”

“I think… fifteen hundred?”

“Two thousand, five hundred” Becky announced.

“Two thousand, two hundred dollars,” Maggie guessed.

“And the correct answer is...  two thousand, seven hundred. Come on Becky it’s finally your time to play!”

Finally the leggy blonde was given a chance to play a prize round. The game she would be playing was called Clothes Shopping.

Becky would be shown pieces of clothing one by one as well as a price. She would then have to guess whether the price she was seeing was true or false. For every piece she got correct she would win a cash prize, however if she got one wrong she would face a forfeit. The further into the game she got the more serious the forfeit would become.

The game ended if the contestant retired, got all five clothing items correct or triggered a wrong answer.

“Alright Becky you know how to play this one. Are you ready to go clothes shopping?”

“I’m ready Bill!”

“Then let’s reveal item one. Here we are, a pair of black, sheer, thigh-high stockings. We have them priced down at five dollars twenty. Is that true or false?”

“I think it’s true Bill!”

“And let’s check the tag. It is true. Well done Becky that’s one thousand dollars. Now onto item two. They are these cream, open toe, high heels and we’ve got them priced at eighteen dollars. Is that true or false?”

“I’m going to go with… false.”

“You’re saying false. It’s false. That’s two thousand dollars. Now our next item. It’s this casual denim skirt. The price we have listed is fifteen dollars forty. True or false?”

“T… false.”

“You say false. Boom, eighteen ninety. You just won four thousand dollars. Up next is this fancy, golden, ruffle trim blouse. We have it listed down for fifteen dollars. True or false?”

“True.”

“You say true. It’s true, it’s true, and that means you’re up to ten thousand dollars. One more right and you’ll win a grand prize. All you need to do is look at this matching, pink and white, lace set and tell me, sixteen ninety. True or false?”

The audience cheered on as she was so close to getting the big prize. She was fired up.

“True,” she said, pumped full of emotions.

“You say true. It’s actually false,” the studio giving her their commiserations despite being very excited for what was about to come, “that means you win ten thousand dollars but sadly have to face a forfeit. Please step into the booth.”

There was no choice, Becky entered the booth being dressed rather respectfully in her little red dress. It was the last time she was ever going to be dressing that way. The forfeit for Clothes Shopping was one which hit the mind and compelled the contestants to dress in a certain way, a way they would quickly be made accustomed to.

When Becky stepped back into the open studio she was no longer wearing a dress. Instead she was dressed like a slut.

Forfeit one was stockings. She’d came on to the show wearing nothing to cover her legs but a visit to the booth had changed that. Instead of going bare she was wearing black fishnet stockings which somehow managed to seem more revealing that nothing at all.

Up second was the footwear and that meant heels. She’d already been wearing some small, red, heels but they were gone, even if her new ones did keep the same color. Rather than a small lift her new heels pushed her all the way up onto a pair of thick platforms that looked like the definition of trashy.

Number three was her lower half and that meant a skirt. She actually did manage to get a denim skirt, just like she’d been guessing at for the show. However the one she was wearing couldn’t even compare when it came to length. The one she had managed to correctly guess looked to be reaching down towards the knees. Her new skirt barely managed to cover her panties, or what excuse she had left for panties.

Under that denim skirt she was wearing a tiny, undersized, red thong that barely covered her pussy and peeked up over her hips, looking deviously slutty.

Things didn’t get much classier up top as below a black, fishnet, mesh top the only thing covering up her modesty was a pair of heart shaped, red colored, paste on stickers that only hid her nipples and left the rest of her breasts exposed.

Becky didn’t look best pleased with her new, whorish, look but she had to get used to it. Her brain wouldn’t allow her to buy or wear clothes not in that style anymore.

“I know this isn’t the way you wanted to leave this round dressed,” Bill said as he hooked an arm around her shoulder, “but that doesn’t change the fact you’re heading back to that podium ten thousand dollars richer. How does that make you feel.”

“Well obviously I’d rather not be dressed up like this but I’m ecstatic, absolutely ecstatic, that I just won so much money.”

“And we’re not done playing yet, there may be more prizes for you to win. Alright back to the booth with you because I need to bring up our next item. It’s this fifty five inch, 4K, ultra HD flat screen TV. Becky back to you.”

“I think it costs one thousand, six hundred.”

Next up was Maggie, “One thousand, one hundred.”

Then last it was the fire haired Mercedes, “Two thousand!”

There was a ding sound which made the contestants very excited, and the audience as well while Bill was grinning from ear to ear.

“You know what that means. One of you nailed the price exactly right which means you win a bonus five thousand dollars and that person… is Maggie!”

The oldest contestant jumped for joy, her soft breasts bouncing around, forcing streaks of milk to spray over the podium as she forgot to keep her front closed off, letting the white droplets land everywhere.

Maggie was going to play one of the show’s most iconic games, The Bimbo Balloon.

On the stage there was a cardboard meter and at the top a model of a pink hot air balloon. Maggie would have to guess the price of three items. The further out she was the lower the balloon would sink. The lower it went the more her mind would suffer. She had to try and keep the bimbo on the board to win more prizes.

“Alright Maggie, we all know how to play this game. Remember you need to get as close to the actual price as possible. Starting up with this lamp.”

“Twelve dollars.”

The ideal would be for the balloon not to move at all but it began to dip and that meant that Maggie’s head began to tingle as she felt her IQ being gobbled up. Luckily the damage wasn’t too bad though, she only dropped six points. She still had nineteen points before she lost.

“Not the best start but it could be worse. Next up our second item, this inflatable, family, pool.”

“Thirty dollars!”

Again the bimbo balloon began to sink down, and it was going down even further than last time. Maggie moaned out as she felt more of her mind being melted away. Her head was starting to feel so light but that was only because information she needed was being discarded.

In the end it dropped ten points. She only had nine points left and it was an added forfeit if she hit the bottom and crashed the balloon.

“Not much left. Final item Maggie, you need to be within nine dollars to stay on the board. How much for this twelve inch, antique, globe?”

“Fifty dollars?”

Down the bimbo balloon began to drop again. It just had to stay on the board. It just had to! It did not.

The audience gasped out in sympathy for Maggie as her balloon crash landed down at the floor and Bill shared their emotions.

“So unlucky Maggie. Your balloon has crash landed which means your brain is going to do the same.”

She’d already had her IQ sapped for twenty five points but a crash meant more was in store. Her brain was given an extra dose of bimbofication as the gaps in her thought which had been created were filled in by the nanobots with some new thoughts and fantasies for her.

In her mind the desire for sex was strengthened, and a preference for pink and dressing up pretty too. Doing chores, looking good, working out, wearing heels, watching reality TV and other points were also loaded in; Maggie’s mind was filled with stereotypical bimbo thoughts.

“Woah,” she gasped out as suddenly she felt all fuzzy, “like my head feels all weird now.”

“Yeah that’ll happen but still you win the lamp and the pool, as well as that five thousand from earlier, plus there is still a chance to win more so head back over to the podium.”

She did need a little more help to realize where he had been talking about as her mind went wandering but she did manage to get there eventually, even if she was forgetting to keep her nipples covered and was freely leaking milk; that pool was going to come in handy.

“Okay ladies sadly we’re running short on time which means this is your last chance to play for a prize,” the audience sighing, never wanting the show to end. “All you need to do to get there is give me the price of this eighteen piece, china, dinnerware set. Up first it’s Maggie.”

“Erm… like, one hundred dollars?” Maggie said, her thought process not as strong as it had been.

“Erm… two hundred and fifty?” Mercedes guessed.

“I’ll say two hundred,” Becky finished with.

“And the answer is… a huge three fifty five. Mercedes come join me back up here.”

Mercedes had already been up twice but she hadn’t managed to bag as much as the other contestants. This was her chance to really walk away as a winner and not just a bimbo.

She was in luck as well because the game she was being brought on to play didn’t actually have any sort of bimbofication forfeit. Instead it offered up the transformations for an advantage. She was stepping up to play Massive Golf.

The game was simple. Putt the ball and win a prize. The contestant got one shot and if they made it they won.

While the default position the game started in was quite far away, and meant quite a hard shot, the contestant could actually move themselves closer by offering their breasts as a forfeit. For every cup size they agreed to grow bigger they would be allowed to move another step forward, closer to the hole. That was why it was Massive Golf. Like mini golf except for those with massive busts.

Contestant's could either have a risk free but unlikely shot from far away or sacrifice their body for a better chance.

Of course nobody would offer up their chest size without a cause though which was why the show brought out their big guns for the game.

“Alright Mercedes, I know what you’re thinking. Why should you offer up those lovely breasts of yours just for a chance at winning? Well it’s simple. If you manage to putt that ball you will win this.”

The reveal got a large cheer from the audience and a gasp from Mercedes. It was a car, a whole car. She was in shock that she had the chance to win such an amazing prize.

“Is this real?” she asked, her brain not fully processing the information.

“Real as real can be. It’s all yours as long as you can make the putt. However you’re a long way away. Would you like to offer up some entertainment for a few steps closer?”

“I would!” that news getting an even larger cheer from the audience.

“How many cup sizes are you willing to rise?”

She’d already played two games and only had $2500 to show for it in cash. In the process she’d developed plump lips, a fat ass and crazy hair. She was absolutely determined to win the big one to make up for it all.

“All eight.”

The audience went up to another level of noise. Eight was the maximum amount a contestant could move up. She would pretty much be right on top of the hole but in the process she was offering her tits up for a huge growing session.

“Are you sure Mercedes? This is your last chance to backout.”

“I’m dead sure. Let’s do this!”

The audience’s response was crazy as she agreed to the changes and the show didn’t waste any time in making them happen. Her breasts began to tingle all over as her transformation began.

Mercedes had C cup breasts, which were already quite big for her slender frame, but they were nothing compared to what she was about to be receive.

Quickly she began to gain the mass up top, her breasts swelling into her blouse, her growing softness sinking into the fabric, making the buttons pop.

Going up eight sizes from a C cup meant her final destination was a K cup and her tits weren’t wasting time getting to the size as they grew bigger and bigger, like hot air was being pumped into them from off screen. They were getting so big they made her slender body look like a stick figure in comparison.

Her blouse rode up over her stomach as it was dragged up by the mass of those doughy jugs, the softness trying to break free but without any luck. Suddenly she was wearing a crop top that wrapped her melons tightly.

With her upper half heavy and her tits bulging from her figure the growth finally started to slow, just after her blouse popped open, thanks to her bra finally giving way. She was panting heavily as she flashed her nipples to the whole nation but she was being offered some relief as the expansion had reached its target; she’d hit the K cup. She’d reached sizes most people would never see in the flesh.

“Wow look at those,” Bill cheered, “I hope you can still putt with mammaries like those.”

“I’m sure I can,” she panted heavily as she was getting lined up at the starting point closest to the hole.

“Well I hope so too, for your sake. Remember Mercedes, one chance, one putt.”

This was it. If she missed the putt she’d just given herself huge, inconvenient, tits for no reason. She had to nail the shot. However from so close it was hard to miss, even with her gravity all thrown off. She nailed it right on.

The audience cheered, alarms sounded and Mercedes jiggled for joy, finding it far too hard to jump with that obscene bust. She had won!

“Congratulations Mercedes! You just won yourself a brand new car!”

“I can’t believe it,” she squealed, “it’s a dream come true!”

“Alright folks that’s all the time we have for you today but what a way to end the show, right? I’ve been Bill Manning, you’ve all been terrific, these contestants have been terrific,” Bill hooking his arm around an extremely busty Mercedes, “and we’ll see you again next week for more action! Until then, look after yourselves.”


What is a Bimbo?

News just in, Bimbo TV’s ratings were through the roof. It seemed that the entire nation just couldn’t get enough of watching women being transformed into bimbos and their struggles to try and make that not happen.

The Bimbo TV executives knew they couldn’t just rest on their laurels. The only way to capitalize on their popularity and to maintain it was to produce even more new game shows and that was why plans were put in place for a whole new show, What is a Bimbo?

It was a show drawing some more inspiration from well known games while returning to the channel’s roots of one contestant fighting for money while trying to steer away from bimbofication changes.

One thing that never changed on Bimbo TV however was the host and that was the ever present Bill Manning.

The TV veteran strolled onto the stage to the applause and cheers of a waiting audience. As always the stage was nice and tacky in a hot pink color, the kind that bimbo’s loved, with a board on one side and a pedestal on the other. Standing behind the pedestal was the day’s contestant, Leslie.

Leslie was just the kind of girl that the nation loved to see playing the games. She was a twenty one year old cutie with a beaming smile and flowing brunette locks. Her curvaceous body was squeezed into a tight pair of jeans and a glamorous grey top which flowed down her front while leaving her shoulders exposed. If she was lucky that was the only part of her which would remain exposed across the show.

What is a Bimbo? was a simple question and answer game. On the board there would be six categories, each split into five questions. Each question would be hidden behind a cash sum, starting from £200 and going up to £1000 at the bottom in those intervals of two hundred. The contestant picked which one they wanted to try and answer next and if they answered correctly they won the money, simple.

Of course seeing as What is a Bimbo? was a bimbofication gameshow that meant that there were obviously going to be forfeits too. While a correct answer meant money a wrong answer meant bimbofication and exactly what that would be would only be revealed when it was forfeit time.

Contestants who did well were guaranteed to walk away with a lot of money. Contestants who did poorly were guaranteed to walk away as a bimbo.

Obviously the fans wanted to see the latter more than anything and the audience were roaring with excitement waiting for the show to begin. Luckily the host with the most was ready to start things off.

“Hello ladies and gentlemen and welcome to yet another exciting addition of What is a Bimbo!? This is the show where greed and brains need to come together unless you’re planning on leaving those brains in the studio. Our contestant for the evening has a board ripe for the picking, overflowing with easy money. However there are also a lot of nasty surprises in there too. Well then let’s meet her. Contestant, what is your name?”

“Hi everyone. I’m Leslie and I’m from Kingman, Arizona.”

“Welcome to the show Leslie. So tell me, what do you do over there in Kingman?”

“I currently work in a small clothing store.”

“You mean you’re making some teeny, tiny, clothing over there?”

“Well we did once had a woman coming in who asked if we could make an outfit for her pet puppy.”

“Really? Well whatever you people wanna do in Kingman, who am I to judge? What I am here to do though is guide you through this show. You got a chance to win big today Leslie but you also have a chance to lose big as well. Are you ready to play?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be Bill.”

“I like that spirit. Okay let’s look at what categories you’ll be faced with. On the board we have Triple Double Letters. Name That Country. Things Are Slow. The Movie is Complimentary. Decades by Nicknames, and finally, ‘ED’. Okay Leslie you may now begin.”

“Movies for two hundred.”

“1977. The force is strong with this one.”

“What is Star Wars?”

“Correct.”

“Movies for four hundred.”

“1967. I think you’re the most attractive of all my parents’ friends.”

“Erm… what is… Lolita?”

“I’m afraid that’s incorrect. Such a shame, you really seemed to be into those movie quotes. The correct answer was The Graduate. I guess you kids can’t appreciate the classics anymore. Time for you to receive your first forfeit.”

No $400 for Leslie, instead she was on for a forfeit and it was a classic bimbo change. Her scalp began to tingle as those bimbofication nanobots got to work, dying her hair from her natural brunette color into something more stereotypical of the bimbo look; shiny blonde hair.

Quickly her brunette color was diluted away and replaced with a bright, platinum, gold. Nobody would mistake that color for being natural, it was clear to everyone it was fake.

“I liked my hair too,” Leslie grumbled to herself.

“Sorry Leslie you know the risks. Now please pick your next category.”

“Movies for six hundred.”

“2008. I’ve never wanted a human’s blood so much.”

“What is Twilight?”

“Correct. Next question.”

“Movies for eight hundred.”

“2010. You are probably going to be a very successful computer person.”

“What is The Social Network?”

“Correct. Next.”

“Movies for one thousand.”

“1972. He’s got a real pretty mouth, ain’t he?”

“Erm… ah…”

While she was busy racking her brains the buzzer sounded and the audience groaned. She hadn’t managed to answer in the five seconds she was allowed and she had ran out of time.

“Unlucky Lesie. The answer you were looking for was Deliverance. I guess some of these movies are bit too old for you. Sadly you know what that means, don’t you?”

“Yeah, forfeit time.”

“Forfeit time! Now let’s see what was hiding behind this lot.”

Her first transformation had been hair based and her second was as well. It was very common on the show that each category shared both the same type of questions as well as the same kind of forfeits. For the movie quotes the forfeits were all hair based.

Unlike the first change this one had nothing to do with the color of her hair, instead it was all about the style of her hair.

Leslie felt her hands start to move on their own as she gasped and looked around sharply.

“Ah, what’s happening?”

“Calm down Leslie, it’s just our nanobots delivering to you your next forfeit.”

A compartment opened up on the booth and inside were two pink bobbles, ties for her hair. Leslie took a hold of each in turn and gathered up a thick lock of her hair, tying them up high on each side so that her locks dangled down in a long, blonde, pigtails.

Unable to resist Leslie finished giving herself the sloppy and downright childish hair style. It was a style she was going to have to get used to because her body would naturally style her hair that way whenever it could. She was stuck with that little girl hair style. It would be hard for anyone to take her seriously in person.

“Doesn’t she look adorable folks?” Bill asked the crowd who cheered back with an applause. The fact that Leslie’s face curled into almost a pouting sulk just made her look somehow even more adorable.

“You mean I’m stuck like this now?”

“Afraid so but I’m sure that sixteen hundred you have in the bank already will help ease away the pain. Now Leslie please pick your question. Remember no more movies, time to pick another category.”

Now there was no reason that contestants couldn’t go with the higher amounts from the start but it was common for contestants to start small with the lower more and generally the less serious bimbo forfeits. On What Is A Bimbo? there was no reason not to go from top to bottom.

“Decades for two hundred.”

“This ‘roaring’ decade produced the poem ‘The Wild Party.’”

“What is the 1920’s?”

“Correct, that’s an extra two hundred. Next?”

“Decades for four hundred.”

“‘Dirty’ until the first synthetic household detergent came along.”

“What is… the 30’s?”

“Correct. Next please.”

“Decades for six hundred.”

“‘Swinging’ with Britain’s Profumo Affair.”

“What is… the 70’s?”

Finally Leslie heard the sound she’d been trying to avoid again, the buzzer as Bill winced and consoled, “Sadly that’s incorrect. One decade off, you were looking for the Swinging Sixties. Time to discover what your forfeit will be.”

The tingling which usually warned of an incoming change proved very concerning to Leslie. The sensation didn’t concentrate on her scalp again, or her chest, or her ass, or even her mind. The tingle didn’t concentrate on anywhere, instead it was happening all over her body.

“Ah, what’s this?” she asked with a gasp as it felt like little shockwaves were skipping over her skin. She had no idea what was going to happen to her until it began.

Leslie had been a fairly fair skinned girl but the bimbofication nanobots were seeking to put an end to that. Looking at her hands she could see her skin getting darker and it wasn’t just there, it was happening all over her body.

In front of the cameras and the studio audience the pigments of her skin were shifting and taking her away from that light color to something darker, however it wasn’t a case of her ethnicity changing. She wasn’t developing a beautiful olive skinned tone or gaining an elegant ebony complexion, Leslie was turning towards a dark shade of almost orange; she was developing the color of a girl who had dosed herself in far too much fake tan.

When the tingling finally began to calm down her skin had grown several shades darker and carried an orange hue. It was hard to believe that it would now be her natural skin color because, just like her hair shade, it looked so damn fake.

“I think someone has been spending too long on those tanning beds,” Bill mused to the audience, nobody unsure who he was referring to.

“Wait I’ve only tanned once or twice. This is too much.”

“Nothing is too much here Leslie. We haven’t even cleared half the board yet. I still need to know what question you want next.”

She could have gone back to decades but she got the last one wrong. What if it was getting too hard for her?

“Things that are slow for two hundred,” she said, trying to find a new category she could master.

“If your computer is slow, try scanning this and then defragmenting this.”

“What is a hard drive?”

“Correct. Next please.”

“Things that are slow for four hundred.”

“Now that Pluto has reclassified, this planet has the longest orbit around the sun.”

“What is Saturn?”

“That is incorrect,” Bill kindly informed her, “you were actually looking for Neptune. I’m afraid that means it’s time for another change.”

She could at least be happy that the next dose of bimbofication wasn’t hitting her entire body but that was pretty much the only consolation she could find. The next change was concentrated down onto her hands, specifically her nails.

Each of her nails began to grow in length. It was like the fake extensions used in a makeover turned real as her nails grew past the lengths that any reasonable person would choose to grow theirs.

Not only were the manicure quality nails expanded in length, they were also given a beauty salon makeover as their color changed from a soft, natural, pink into an obnoxiously bright hot pink.

Again it was another part of her which looked fake but had been turned into her reality.

Leslie didn’t look too pleased when she looked down at her tacky nails but as far as a change went it was still probably one of the less intrusive ones.

“Looks like Leslie likes her next look. Now onto the next question. Leslie.”

She decided to ignore his added comment and just asked, “‘ED’ for two hundred.”

“Comestible and consumable are synonyms for this.”

“What is edible?”

“Edible is correct. What would you like next?”

“Triple Double Letters for two hundred.”

“The drainage basin of this river covers nearly 1.25 million square miles.”

“What is the Mississippi?”

“You’re correct. Next up?”

Leslie had worked out two ways she could explore, it was just which one to go down first.

“‘ED’ for four hundred.”

“It’s another term for a large, imposing building.”

“What is… ednorm… no…”

Unsurprisingly she ran out of time and Bill informed her of the inevitable, “Sorry you failed to answer correctly. The word you wanted was edifice. That means it’s more bimbofication time for you.”

“Yeah yeah,” she sighed out, waiting for the tingling but it didn’t come. Instead what came was something under the desk, through a shoot. It was a pair of six inch tall candy pink heels and for some reason she had an overwhelming desire to put them on.

Leslie kicked off her smaller heels and shuffled her way to the side and slowly began to slip her way into the new ones.

“Alright Leslie it might be a bit hard for everyone to see what’s happening here so would you tell the audience please?”

“I’m currently getting into some new heels,” she informed everyone as her height increased by a few inches.

“You should see those new heels folks, they’re gorgeous things. How about giving us a quick twirl Leslie?”

“I’d rather not…”

“Suit yourself, we’ll play instead. Next question please.”

“Triple double letters for four hundred.”

“If you seen an envelope that says “To: Bill Manning from Leslie”, Bill Manning is this.”

“What is the addressee?”

“Correct answer. Very well done. What would you like next?”

“Triple double letters for six hundred.”

“An accountant.”

“What is a bookkeeper?”

“Simple as that. What’s next Leslie?”

“Triple double letters for eight hundred.”

“In 1540 Hernando De Soto camped in the area of what’s now this state capital.”

“What is… Tennessee?”

The buzzer was back. Leslie had given a wrong answer, just when she looked to be hitting some form.

“Sorry Leslie, we were looking for Tallahassee. Sadly that means you need to face another forfeit.”

She was ready to face whatever physical change was coming next. Sadly for her the next change was not one meant for her body.

As she stood there, waiting to see something grow or shift or change color she felt her body start to heat up all of a sudden. It was especially strong between her thighs and it was quickly making her body squirm.

It took her longer than it should have to realize that the heat was the change, that her pussy starting to drip and her nipples throbbing was the next forfeit. Her libido was being raised, she was being turned into a horny girl.

Leslie began to pant as her cheeks turned red and she suddenly felt a strong desire for some hard, male, dick. It was worse than just being made horny, she was being turned into a slut.

“Again this change might be a bit hard to see so Leslie, care to tell us what it is?” Bill asked the panting contestant.

“I feel… so hot,” she gasped out as she clung to the desk with those manicured nails.

“To be more specific she’s hot and bothered folks. Oh yeah, it’s one of those kinda changes. You know I think Leslie needs a little bit of time to adjust to this one which is why we’re gonna take a quick commercial break, give you some time to readjust yourselves as well. See you shortly!”


“Welcome back everyone. This is What Is A Bimbo?, I’m Bill Manning and over here we have our contestant for today, Leslie. Now for those who missed the show so far let me assure you that she didn’t come in here looking like that; she’s already triggered a few of our forfeits in part one. However that doesn’t change the fact she has currently managed to win £3800. Does that make you feel a bit better about your current situation Leslie?”

“Just a bit,” she muttered, nibbling on her bottom lip. Her body was still feeling red hot. Luckily, during the break, she had managed to find something to fill that empty space in her body, not that anybody but her realized.

“Well I guess that means you’re gonna have to win a whole lot more. Alright pick your next category.”

“Decades for eight hundred.”

“‘Go-go’ as the USSR launched Mir.”

“What is the 1980’s?”

“Correct. That means you now have £4600. What’s next Leslie?”

“Decades for a thousand.”

“‘Naughty’ with Aubrey Beardsley’s shocking ‘Salome’ illustrations.”

“What is the noughties?”

“Naughty noughties sounds like it should be right but it was actually the 1890’s. Sorry Leslie but I have to do this to you.”

Again her body began to tingle all over. Oh no, what was happening now? Her skin wasn’t going to get even more orange was it? No, the game had something more wicked in mind.

Leslie was trying to work out what was happening as she couldn’t see anything grow and nothing was changing color and then she slowly began to realize. Bill was looking taller all of a sudden, and the desk was looking closer. She was shrinking in height!

The inches which had been added by the heels were taken back, and then some. Leslie had been standing at a composed five eight but once the game was done with her she was only five feet tall, even if the heels continued to give her a lift.

“I hope you don’t have a lot of high shelves in your house,” Bill teased.

“How is this even possible? I mean I get the others sorta. But this…”

“Anything is possible Leslie, don’t think I need to keep saying it. Right what’s next?”

“Erm… things that are slow for six hundred.”

“Slowpoke Rodriguez, “the slowest mouse in all of Mexico”, was his cousin.”

“Who is Speedy Gonzales?”

“Correct. You are now sitting at just over five grand. Now where to next?”

“Things that are slow for eight hundred.”

“If you bet that the slowest fishes of all are these of genus Hippocampus--go to the winners circle.”

“Ah…” Leslie opened up but she had absolutely no idea, which the audience understood well.

“Sorry, time is up. You were looking for seahorses. Let’s see what’s in store this time.”

Leslie could feel some vibrations in her earlobes. What was happening? She tried to touch the source of the sensation but instead found her fingers brushing over dangling metal. Her small piercings had suddenly turned into a huge, golden, hoops.

While rubbing the new bling she suddenly felt small spiking shocks hitting all over her body. She had no idea what it was until she touched her belly button, a source of one of them and found something metallic and dangling. Had the nanobots just pierced her all over? How was that possible too?

Under her clothing she had been hit on the belly button and on her nipples. Up above a ball piercing had been added onto her tongue and she’d been given a stud in her nose.

“What wath that?” she muttered out in shock, shocked again to find out the ball piercing had given her a lisp, “Oh no!”

“Oh yes, that’s a very good look on you. Are you going to risk the thousand now? Surely it can’t get worse than that.”

“A thousand.”

“Even a fountain pen was too much technology for this historian who took twenty years to write, “The Civil War”.”

“Erm… what…”

Again she was out of time.

“Sorry Leslie, you needed to say Shelby Foote. Now we’ll see if it can get worse.”

Worse was definitely subjective. What she was getting was something different that also stood out.

Again Leslie felt her skin began to crawl with tingles but this time it was concentrated around her belly button, on the small of her back and on her arms, slipping up her neck. Naturally that meant she checked her arms to see what was going on. What she found were bold tattoos coating her skin. She’d gotten them everywhere she felt a sensation, even if she couldn’t see them all.

“Wow Leslie I didn’t know you liked ink.”

“It’s not something I’ve ever thought about.”

“Sure it isn’t. Bet a rebellious thing like you has been dreaming of tats like those for years.”

“Have not!” she whined, stars running up the side of her neck from the source of her girly, pink and bubbly sleeves.

“Well try not to rebel on me too. I need another category.”

“‘ED’ for six hundred.”

“To add personal opinion to an otherwise factual account.”

“What is… ed...bellish?”

“Edbellish, that well known phrase.”

“Urgh,” she groaned. She was just making a fool of herself giving answers like that, and the show was happily making a fool of her back!

“How about editorialize?” Bill asked.

“I’ve never even heard that word!” she complained before she was interrupted by a bimbo assistant arriving on stage with Leslie’s next forfeit. In her hands she was holding a tiny, orange, miniskirt.

“Oh look it’s time for your next forfeit. I know you know what to do with this.”

“Yeah yeah,” she mumbled, body already feeling the strong urge. She couldn’t help but strip down out of her jeans and into that mini skirt. Her body suddenly couldn’t stand wearing pants. It had to be skirts, and the length of those couldn’t be more than the height of her heels. Luckily she liked those tall now.

Wearing a tiny, bright colored, mini skirt was embarrassing enough but it also meant that the fact she was filling herself with a dildo was almost exposed. Her panties were bulged with the shape and almost visible.

“Feeling a draft Leslie? I’m just joking around, you know I need a new category and I couldn’t help but notice that there is still one set of questions you’ve yet to touch.”

He was right, Name That Country had yet to be picked at all by her and there was a reason for that; Leslie was awful at geography. However it was either risk it, risk having her dildo exposed or risk whatever was worse than the fact she’d spent the entire second of the half grinding her thighs together and trying to ignore her throbbing nipples.

“Fine, countries for two hundred,” she finally said.

“Slightly larger than New Mexico it contains the northernmost point in continental Europe.”

She knew she’d made a mistake. Leslie didn’t know a thing about Europe. She didn’t know what to say.

“What is Germany?”

“Nope, sorry. You wanted Norway.”

“I haven’t even heard of that one,” she complained as the tingling sensation began again. This time it was strongly concentrated on one, specific, part of her body; her lips.

Leslie’s lips fattened up quickly thanks to the work of those bimbofication bots, growing nice and puffy like she’d been through numerous injections. Nobody would be able to miss them.

“What a gorgeous pair of kissers!”

“Thop et,” she complained but the lip growth had only made her lisp worse!

“That’s adorable but sadly being cute can’t save you from the quiz. What next?”

It was awful. She either had to fail on countries, give up her outfit or risk whatever was after slutty. Did she risk it?

“‘ED’ for eight hundred.” Not yet she didn’t.

“Aristotle called it “the best provision for old age”.”

“What…” but she couldn’t answer. Perhaps risking it would have been better?

“It was as simple as education Leslie. Maybe if yours was a little better you’d be doing better at the show?”

“That’s not fair!”

“And neither will this next change.”

Again a bimbo assistant went up to the podium with an item for Leslie to change into. It was a bright green tube top and again she felt the strong desire to put it on.

In front of the audience she peeled her grey top up, leaving herself in a white bra, before sliding the tube on above, hiding the strapless bra back underneath. The entire outfit looked deliciously slutty. It also meant that if she failed the same category again there would be a good chance that the next forfeit would be for underwear, what she was dreading the most.

“You know I think that wardrobe change suits you Leslie. Going to go for the same category again to see if you can get something else this time?”

“Triple double letters for a thousand.”

“Vociferous is part of the scientific name of this bird that may repeat its signature call four hundred times without stopping.”

Naturally Leslie’s response was to look in confusion as her mouth hung open, only able to mutter out groans as she had no idea what to say.

“Er… ah…”

“Time is up. Obviously it was the whippoorwill.”

What the hell was a whippoorwill? Leslie had no idea and the change she was being faced with wouldn’t be helping her out. She wondered what could be worse than extreme lust. The answer was lacking brains.

Her mind began to tingle again as a mist descended on her brain and began to make everything fuzzy. Leslie was a smart girl but very quickly she was starting to feel not very smart at all; the nanobots were dumbing her down.

She groaned as she felt her mind being engulfed in confusion. All of her thoughts were suddenly out of focus; it was hard to concentrate on anything.

“Hey Leslie, are you still with us?” Bill asked.

“Like… erm… yeah?” she replied, not sounding very sure of herself.

“Sorry if Leslie sounds a bit out of it. I’m afraid her last forfeit gave her a case of the dummies, isn’t that right Leslie?”

“Like, huh, like what are you on about?” she muttered, totally confused.

“Outstanding banter. Now Leslie, can that pretty little head of yours remember how to play the show?”

“Like yeah and stuff,” it wasn’t like she’d been left completely brain dead after all.

“Then pick your next category.”

“‘ED’ for the big one hundred.”

“Dropsy is an old term for this, a swelling in the body caused by a buildup of excess fluid.”

“Like what is an edrection?”

“You know you almost came up with a real word there but not an answer. We wanted to hear edema.”

That meant more forfeits and it was what Leslie had been worrying about. Suddenly her currently underwear felt unbelievably itchy and uncomfortable; she had to get out of it.

As she began stripping down the bimbo assistant carried over to her a small costume change. She didn’t need anything for the top but for the bottom she was being given a nice, slutty, bright red, thong. That was the only kind of underwear her body would be allowing her to wear from then on.

Before Leslie got the chance to slip into her new panties there was a thud from behind the podium as something slipped out of her and struck with the floor with a wallop that made Leslie jump in shock.

“What was that sound?” Bill asked Leslie.

“Erm like… nothing?”

“Like not true, a dildo just fell out of her,” the bimbo assistant giggled, reaching down to pull it up off the floor, the pink toy dripping in juices.

“Leslie, have you had that thing in you all along?”

“Like not all along! Only from the break…”

“And I just thought you were being a good girl holding back your lust when in actual fact you were playing with yourself all along.”

“I’m sorry,” she moaned, suddenly feeling empty again, “can I have it back now?”

“Not until you finish the quiz and look it’s those country questions you’ve been saving until last.”

Oh no, the thing she didn’t know anything about when she was in a state that didn’t know anything, combined with her horniness making it hard to concentrate. However the longer she waited the hotter she became!

“Like countries! Four hundred!”

“Three rivers, the Minho, the Douro and the Tagus, divide this country into three distinct geographic areas.”

“What is Mexico?”

“Portugal, Leslie. Another question down but this means a forfeit for you.”

For a second she even managed to forget about the forfeits but that became absolutely impossible when her backside began to tingle all over and expand, those fat cheeks stretching out into her tight mini skirt and even digging her new thong into her soaked pussy.

The little, tanned, blonde gripped onto the desk by her long nails as her booty went through the motions and grew nice and fat, the weight impossible to ignore.

“Can I has my toy yet?” she panted.

“Do all those questions look finished to you?”

“No?”

“Then pick your next category.”

“Countries for like the six one.”

“Barren and arid, this troubled country hasn’t had a real working central government since 1991.”

“Like what is Africa?”

“Not exactly a country but the answer was in Africa. I needed Somalia.”

Again it was change time for her and the tingling moved from her ass up to her chest. The next thing to grow was her breasts.

Her tube top began to get tight as her bust expanded in size rapidly, inflating like two balloons which compressed together and attempted to make a grand escape from the tight outfit which stifled them.

When the growth slowed to leave her with breasts of a size never seen naturally on a girl her shape, her top somehow managed to stay in one piece.

“Ah, too tight!” she whined.

“Almost there Leslie, two to go now.”

“Like the next one then!”

“This Central American country is home to the ruins of Copan, one of the Mayan’s largest cities.”

“What is Texas!?”

“Close but… okay not even close. Obviously it was Honduras.”

The tingling spread from a concentrated part of her body to all over as the bimbofication bots began to work on her again, attacking her entire figure.

Her hips and her bust further expanded outwards as her waist began to flatten and narrow down. She was gaining the very emphasized hourglass shape that a girl would expect to see on a barbie doll.

With her orange skin, bleach blonde hair, small stature and new bimbo body, she practically was a living doll and she still had one question remaining too.

Before she could even ask for it she was on the edge. She was panting heavily, her cheeks were glowing red and juices were dribbling down her shaking thighs. She needed to hurry, she couldn’t take it much longer.

“Like the last question please,” she begged, barely able to stay standing.

“In World War Two, the British occupied this island because it maintained ties with Vichy France.”

“Like what is Hawaii?”

“Incorrect Leslie, the answer was Madagascar.”

How many questions had she gotten wrong in a row? She looked completely different to the girl who began the show and she still had one, final, change to go and still she was tingling all over. That could not be good.

Again her assets began to grow and this time it wasn’t just her lips, or her ass, or her breasts; each of them was growing together.

Her puckered duckface only grew puffier as the seconds passed, swelling together to a size where she would consciously have to part them just to stop herself from pouting like she was trying to take a selfie.

The wedgie continued as those buttocks grew in size and mass, her hips pushing out and making that waist look even narrower as her fat backside began to jiggle from the squirming of her horny body.

What the crowd paid the most attention to, however, was the battle between her expanding bust and her tube top. Every second the war continued as her breasts got bigger and her outfit struggled to contain them, the outline of her nipples only getting bolder as her chest compressed together.

Finally it burst.

The audience roared as her top snapped and shot off across the studio, those giant, natural quality but completely fake, tits wobbled around freely.

That sensation of her nipples suddenly being exposed and the way her thong dug in and flossed through her pussy lips and over her throbbing clit finally pushed Leslie over the edge. The bimbo contestant squealed out a high pitched moaning cry as her legs buckled as she dropped down to the floor, painting the studio in a glisten of her slutty pussy juices. That was one way to end a show.

She was completely out for it, that orgasm had put Leslie down for the count. Luckily the board was already cleared and the people had gotten their show. There was only one thing left to do.

“What a lucky girl. She managed to win $5200 and even climaxed her brains out on national TV. Give it up for Leslie everybody, what a player. With entertainment like this how can you afford to miss any episode of What Is A Bimbo? That’s what I thought so see you again next week folks. Until then, goodbye.”


America’s Got Bimbos

Bimbo TV, the station that the nation loves. It was always looking for new shows to add to its arsenal, to maintain and appease it’s ever growing fan base. That was when somebody came up with the idea for a brand new show that would pit three women against each other. It’s name was America’s Got Bimbos.

The concept was a simple yet effective one. Three women would be invited on for a chance to win a cash grand prize. All they had to do to win was prove that they were a bigger bimbo than their opponents.

However, seeing as this was a Bimbo TV game show, there was naturally a catch.

While the winner would be walking away with their pockets bulging with money, the losers would be given a special makeover to turn them into the bimbos they so clearly thought they already were.

Of course there was only one man in the world who was capable of presiding over such an event and it was Bimbo TV’s specialist game show host, Bill Manning.

With the studio filled to the brim with entertainment hungry fans, ready to see some hot bimbo action, that man himself wandered out onto the stage, ready to start things off.

“Hello everybody! Welcome to America’s Got Bimbos! We’ve scoured the country for those women who truly believe that they think in pink and can use that talent to win, win, win! Now we’ll meet our contestants in a minute but first, our judges!”

Sitting facing the stage, just in front of the audience, was the three strong judging panel who would be voting for whichever bimbo they believed was the best. It was these people that the contestants would have to impress.

“First up we’ve got the lovely Judy Jiggles!”

Jumping up to her feet, the brown haired, naturally stacked, dolled up bimbo waved to the audience to a big applause; a nation’s favorite for her reality TV work.

“Second we have the alpha male, playboy Harry Heaton!”

The sole man on the panel was the next one to play up to the audience. As a man who made a fortune through bimbofication it was only natural he was there.

“And last, but definitely not least, Bouncy Brenda Bubblegum!”

Wearing pink all over, with platinum hair shaking, the curvaceous bimbo doll bounced in place and blew kisses to all her fans. As the world’s number one bimbo porn star her profile was definitely high.

Despite having such a stellar judging panel that drew a lot of attention, the show wasn’t all about the celebrities, it was also about the contestants.

“Now that we’ve met our judges,” Bill said to the audience, “let’s meet the three lucky girls who will be fighting it out for dominance! They are Traci, Faith and Sherrie!”

Out onto the stage walked the three beautiful young women who would be competing to be the best, the audience going crazy for the sight of the hot girls.

Up first was Traci, a busty girl with straight, platinum blonde locks and big, blue, eyes. She was dolled up in thick make up, had golden hoops hanging from her ears and wore the cheapest, nastiest, outfit possible. Huge red heels, fishnet stockings, a white mini skirt and a pink mesh top over a micro bikini. She sure wasn’t shy.

After her was Faith who had pitch black dyed hair that she wore in two pigtails which pretty much reached the small of her back. She was squeezed into a hot pink, cut out, mini dress which showed almost all of hers legs, which led down to huge high heels, and a whole lot of cleavage.

Finally there was Sherrie. Her honey blonde hair was also in pigtails, even if they were much shorter in length. The pretty thing was also in pink as well but instead of a dress it was a cute, glittery shirt with ‘BARBIE’ encrusted onto the front, with a white skirt below; a bit like a little princess had been allowed to dress herself.

“Wow!” Bill exclaimed loudly, “What a selection of hotties we have competing today. Alright ladies, I’m gonna go down the line. Tell me a bit about y’all.”

“I’m Traci, I’m twenty two, and I’m a naughty lil minx from Maryland.”

“I’m Faith, I’m twenty five, and I’m you pink and black delight from Nevada.”

“I’m Sherrie! I’m twenty one and I’m from Texas!”

“Oh my, three very strong contenders here folks. It’s just a shame that only one of you can win because you all look like top class bimbos to me. However there is only one way to make sure and that’s to prove yourselves. And Sherrie, you’re first. Take it away girl!”

“Okay!”

The fans cheered as it was time for those bimbos to show off their talents. However, rather strangely, the first thing which Sherrie did was skip straight off the stage and back into the backstage area, confusing everyone.

“Alright folks,” Bill said to the confused audience, “I’m sure she’s just going to get something to help her out with her… oh, here she is now.”

Again the fans began to cheer as Sherrie returned with a box, a box she carried with her straight to the judging table and handed over.

“Here, this is for all of you!”

Confused once more, head judge Harry opened the box up to see what she had inside.

“Muffins?” he asked. She’d given them a box of freshly baked muffins. Her strategy was certainly an unusual and unexpected one.

“Yeppers! I baked them myself! Please, give them a try!”

It wasn’t the show the judges were expecting but they weren’t gonna pass up some free treats. The threesome got stuck straight into the delectable snacks.

“Hmm, these are delicious!” Brenda purred happily.

“Like thank you so much!”

“So you baked these all by yourself?” Harry asked her.

“Yep! All my myself!”

“Do you bake a lot?”

“I try to! I love baking, and cooking in general too! I love doing stuff around the hou--”

“Oh sorry!” Faith interrupted, coughing into Bill’s microphone to draw the attention back to the stage, “Like I wasn’t aware this was a cooking show. Like I thought we were supposed to be showing off our bimbo moves?”

“You’re right,” Bill agreed, “I think Sherrie has had her turn now. Faith, would you like to show us what you can do?”

“Certainly! Hit my music!”

Unlike her ill-prepared rival, Faith was ready for her turn and on her command the music began to play. It was a thumping dance track, perfect for moving one's body to and that was what she began to do, wiggling her hips around in place, showing off the jiggle of her thick rear.

Of course the people expected a little better than just a simple dance act and Faith knew that. That was why, as she threw her head back, she reached behind and began to slowly unzip her dress, turning her simple dance into a strip show.

When her bare flesh began to peel out of the tight fitting pink outfit, the audience went completely crazy, enticed by the way she shook from side to side, shimmying the material down her long legs, exposing the limited outfit she had on below.

Once she had wiggled that rump around enough, leaving herself in a pink boobtube and a thong, she stepped out of her dress and picked it up, swirling it around in the air, driving the crowd wild.

After they were sufficiently rattled up she threw the dress to her people before finishing her performance with an athletic splits on the stage.

The applause rained down onto her, including from the judges panel, as she remained posing in place, confident she had it in the bag and for good reason.

“Wow, just wow!” Bill gasped out, “I wouldn’t want to follow that. Traci, I hope you have something special for us all.”

“If you thought that was good Bill then you’re about to get blown away.”

With her rival’s card shown, Traci hopped off the stage and grabbed a fan from the audience, dragging him back with her into the limelight. Then she kneeled herself down onto the floor and began to unbuckle his pants.

“Oh my god!” Bill cheered out, “Could it be? It is!”

Traci managed to completely overshadow her closest rival by pulling the man’s jeans down and exposing his hard cock which she began to kiss and slurp on messily before slowly opening up, taking it into her mouth.

At first the audience were too shocked to cheer but once they’d gotten over that they were going absolutely crazy. She was actually giving him a blowjob live on the stage. She was unbelievable!

She bobbed her head forward and back, making wet slurping sounds as she pumped his hardness in her mouth, down into her throat, getting hotter and lewder with every motion, truly showing off what a slut she was.

With her throat ever so tight, and her hands gripping into him from behind, she wasn’t going to let her prop go until he’d given her the climax to her scene which she desired and that was his hot, thick, orgasm.

Of course, even with the pressure of so many eyes on him, there was no way a man would be able to withstand Traci’s oral talents. With her pumping his hardness in her slutty insides, he blew his load and gave her everything she desired.

Traci sealed down to the very base of his shaft as he came, drinking up his full orgasm, not wasting a single drop, remaining locked in place until he was done.

Once her stomach was filled with his seed she pulled back with a hot slurp, strings of saliva swinging and slapping across her chin, giving the people all the evidence they needed about who the baddest bimbo in the room was.

If Faith had gotten an applause then Traci received a standing ovation. Nobody could believe she’d just done such a slutty thing live.

“Traci that was just… wow,” Bill sighed, needing to catch his own breath, “Do you even know who that man is?”

“Hmm, of course not. A bimbo sucks any man regardless of who they are.”

“What an answer. Is that little trick going to be enough to send you into the next round? I have a feeling it might but that’s not up to me, it’s up to the judges. Now judges, please, tell me which bimbo you’re going to eliminate from this round.”

Of course everybody knew that Traci was safe after putting on such an incredible show, they were just waiting to see who would join her in the final and who would be the first woman going through the bimbofication process today.

Finally the judges made their decision as head judge Harry rose to his feet.

“The bimbo we’re eliminating from the competition is… Faith.”

“What!?” the disgruntled contestant squealed, “What about my dance?”

“Well even though we really loved your dance,” Judy Jiggles told her, “it was totes overshadowed by Traci’s sex show. Like after seeing that how can we say you wanted it enough?”

“Yes tough luck Faith,” Bill interjected, “Maybe on another show you would have won but against such strong competition you just couldn’t prove yourself to be the best bimbo. However worry not because you’ll never need to compete again, not after we’re done with you!”

Out onto the stage the behind scenes team wheeled the device which would turn Faith from a wannabe bimbo into the bona fide real deal; the Bimboficator!

Faith was taken away and placed into the large machine, which was almost like a tanker, the glass front letting the entire audience see the barely dressed girl trapped inside.

With her in position, there was a three, two, one countdown for the audience to participate in before pink gas began to fill up the container, bathing Faith in lots and lots of bimbofication gas, fresh with body and mind altering nanobots.

The poor thing squeaked as she began to transform before the eye’s of the people in the studio, her midsection starting to narrow as her hips grew even wider and her chest started to get bigger, transforming from large to bimbo big.

Another thing which was changed was her hair color. Sure that black dye job passed for fake and was perfectly acceptable for a bimbo, but the machine wanted to give the audience a change so the black color was drained out and replaced with a classic, platinum, blonde.

Faith gasped, her hanging lips inflating like balloons to join her beachballs tits and her bootylicious behind, as she was turned from a girl acting fake to a girl who was naturally fake.

Her transformation didn’t take very long but it was very thorough, and easy to see thanks to her limited costume. Her ass had basically doubled in size mass and she’d gone up five cup sizes.

Still wearing high heels, the dizzy girl came wobbling out of the Bimboficator once it opened up, letting her back out onto the stage, next to Bill.

“So obviously today didn’t go the way you wanted it too, but we were happy to have you!”

“Oh like erm… thanks or something?” she asked, unsure, the pitch of her voice suddenly very high. Obviously the machine had modified that while giving her brain a bimbo makeover.

“No problem Faith! Sadly she’s out of the game but we still have two women competing for the position as top bimbo. Who is gonna prove they have what it takes to come out on top? Make sure you hang around after the break to find out!”


“Hello folks! Welcome back to America’s Got Bimbos! I’m Bill Manning and I’m joined by Sherrie and Traci who are now battling head to head to decide who walks away with the cash prize and who steps into our bimbo making machine for a dosing.

Well I have the two lovely bimbos with me right here, both raring to go. Last round Traci stole the show by giving us a look at her oral talents. So Traci, is there any way you can possibly top that this round?”

“A good bimbo doesn’t play all her cards in the first round.”

“I like it. Well then, the stage is yours. Show us why you’re the best bimbo here.”

Traci looked over the audience as she purred into the microphone, “Certainly, but first I’ll need a big, strong, man to come and join me up here on stage.”

Of course with the image of her blowjob still fresh in the mind of all the men in the audience, there was no shortage of volunteers. It practically turned into a race, which one could get on stage first.

The fortunate, young, stud who managed to get up before the others was called on over by the sultry bimbo slut who spelled out an even more devious showing that last time with a hungry look in her eyes.

Once he arrived on the scene she began her attack, grinding her way all over him as she slowly began to strip out of her whore like stripper garments with a sexual flourish. It was like Faith’s display in the last round taken up an extra notch.

Now after giving a live blowjob, just a lap dance wouldn’t have been very impressive. However Traci didn’t stop at stripping, that was just the starter to get her prop excited. By the time her upper half was stripped, her skirt was gone and she was down to wiggling out of panties, he was rock hard for her.

“Oh folks I don’t think this is about to end here,” Bill said to the audience in excitement, “I think this top quality slut has something even more incredible in mind!”

He’d hit the nail right on the head. Once she was naked and the entire building was throbbing in excitement for her, man prop included, she leant all the way forwards, bending down so her ass was lifted high into the air, her hands touching the floor.

“Well then big boy?” she growled back at the lucky guy, “Come and get it!”

The audience popped as he did just that, stripping his pants away and quickly penetrating his stiff, hard, cock into her juicy pussy, making her squeal out one hot, sexual, moan.

It wouldn’t have been too surprising if the roof had came off the building from the noise being generated by Traci’s unbelievable show. Last time it was a blowjob, this time it was full sex. Never before had Bimbo TV seen such a huge slut.

Even though the man was in the position to control the pace, his hips thrusting inwards, slapping into her thick ass as his cock pounded her insides, she still rocked herself back with him, making the sex that much more intense.

His groans flowed out, being muffled below the noise generated by the intense crowd, as her tight, wet, insides pumped up and down his hard dick, squeezing him tight like a sexual vice.

Faced with such prowess there was no way he would be able to last long. With his hands grasping at her hips he began to moan.

“I’m gonna cum! I can’t take it any longer.”

“Then do it, cum inside of me.”

Moving in closer, Bill put the microphone to her lips.

“Could you repeat that again Traci? So everybody in the building can hear it?”

“Cum inside of me! Fill up my slutty bimbo womb with your hot man seed!”

It wasn’t possible for the place to get any louder as the man entered into the final straight, his thrusts getting harder and faster as he didn’t have much more to give her, using all his remaining strength before sinking deep inside as far as he could go.

He groaned like a tribal man as he began to cum, unloading his hot jizz deep into her pussy, giving her exactly what she needed to end her act.

Once he’d finished draining all of his seed out inside of her, he stumbled back with a wet pop, staggering down to the floor, exhausted. However Traci was far from it. Instead she rose back to her feet and posed in front of her adoring fans, even as the hot cum trickled down her inner thighs.

“Wow, wow, wow!” Bill raved, “That was so hot you almost knocked an old man like me out. I’ve been doing TV for a long time and I’ve never seen anything that hot on one of my shows before.”

“Thanks a lot Bill. I’d do anything to prove that I am the best bimbo on this show!”

The people certainly seemed to agree. After all no ordinary girl who would do so many indecent things so eagerly, all with a smile on her face.

“Oh Sherrie, what you must be thinking right now, having to try and compete with something like that.”

“I know right? I mean like… OMG, I wasn’t expecting to have to go that far.”

“Afraid so Sherrie. We’re gonna need to see your best, your absolute best here. You can’t afford to hold back. You have one chance and one chance only to prove that you are a better bimbo than Traci. You think you can do that?”

“Like golly gosh I sure hope so!”

“Well then Sherrie, the stage is yours.”

The crowd waited with bated breath as the nervy Sherrie crept her way to the center of the stage. In the first round she’d showered the judging panel with muffins and then watched as her big rival had performed all manner of devious, sexual, acts to prove her worth. What would Sherrie be able to pull out this time?

She took her position right in the middle, with the spotlight shining down upon her, the eyes of the studio locked onto her and only her.

With legs and hands shaking, Sherrie gulped to herself as she reached down and grasped the underside of her fluttery, white, mini skirt. Then, with a squeal, she pulled the front upwards, flashing her panties to the audience.

After seeing Traci completely strip down and ride a cock, seeing Sherrie’s cute white, cotton, panties with pink bunny on the front wasn’t exactly too striking. However that wasn’t how a red cheeked Sherrie felt.

“OMG this is like so embarrassing!” she squealed out, “Like like like, can I stop now? Is it safe to stop?”

First the audience were silent, then they began to rumble in laughter at the silly little blonde’s antics, soon transferring into a soft applause for her good effort.

Once she dropped her skirt back down, the ineffective flasher began to jiggle in joy at getting such warm appreciation. Her beaming features looked deeply touched.

“Aww Sherrie,” Bill said as he came over to meet the bubbly blonde, “You really tried your best, didn’t you?”

“Like huhuh! It was really embarrassing showing everyone my panties but like if I didn’t then nobody would believe that I was the bestest bimbo!”

“Well I liked your performance very much, and it looks like the people did too. But it’s not up to me or them to decide who the winner is, that honor goes to our judging panel. And we’ll find out what their decision is after a word from our sponsors. Make sure you stick around for this one folks!”


“Hey and we’re back, thanks for sticking around. I’m Bill Manning and we’re down to the final decision. Both Sherrie and Traci have shown us their best in a bid to be crowned today’s top bimbo but only one’s best will be good enough. Our judges have had a whole commercial break to talk it other between themselves. Now it’s over to them for a decision.”

With the two bimbos standing side by side on the stage, the still naked Traci looking smug and confident in comparison to the barbie dolled Sherrie who was as nervous as anything, head judge Harry Heaton rose up to his feet to give the verdict.

“We have decided that tonight’s winner and number one bimbo is… Sherrie!”

Traci’s face sunk as the shock decision was announced, Sherrie taking a few moments to process the information before she began to squeal in joy, jiggling up and down on the stage with her arms flailing and her chest bouncing.

“Oh thank you, thank you, thank you!” the bubbly bimbo cheered, “Like you just made me totes the happiest girl in the world!”

“Wait a second! Hold up!” Traci growled, interrupting the winner’s ceremony, “How the heck did I lose? I went so far, did so much. She didn’t even take off her clothes!”

“Well I think you’re a bit confused about what a bimbo is,” judge Brenda explained, “Being a bimbo isn’t just about taking off your clothes and having sex with men.”

“Oh sure bimbos like men,” Judy continued, “but there is more to them than just that. Sherrie was happy, cheerful, cute, giggly; her bubbly personality warmed the heart of the entire audience.”

“She brought us totally delicious muffins and told us all about her love for baking and housework, top bimbo qualities.”

“Everything about her just screams bimbo. Never before have I seen such a natural bimbo!”

“When it comes down to it,” Harry finally said, “you don’t seem to truly understand what a bimbo is. You’re not a bimbo, and you’re not really acting like one. You’re just acting like a slut.”

Traci couldn’t believe it. She’d done so much and still she had lost. She’d gone all the way and still she had been beaten. She’d underestimated what being a bimbo was truly about and thought that just dying her hair blonde, dressing up slutty and sucking dick would be enough to make her win the prize. When facing off against a true bimbo through and through, she had no way of competing.

“That’s right Traci,” Bill said, patting her shoulder, “Sadly there is more to being a bimbo than being a slut. Hopefully that’s something the Bimboficator should teach you all about!”

With the huge machine being wheeled back on stage, the show’s second loser was placed inside and also given a dosing with the pink gas and the bimbo making bots inside.

First thing first was getting rid of that cheap, bleach blonde, dye job she’d done to herself to try and look the part. Instead the machine decided to give her a new color, the signature color of the bimbo; pink.

Her hair began to match the gas filling up the chamber in tone, turning from a platinum shimmer into a candy floss coating, transferring from a pale blonde to a bubblegum pink.

Once her hair had been warped it was onto her body. She already had quite a good, sexy, figure but it wasn’t anything that couldn’t be made hotter within the Bimboficator.

Like air being pumped into balloons, her tits began to inflate in size, those already large melons getting bigger and bigger, past the stages that could be called normal and up into the realms of the truly busty; the domain of the fakes.

By the time the growth of her chest was slowing she’d already managed to hit the midpoint in the bra cup alphabet, and her body’s transforming wasn’t even finished. Once her tits were completed the same began to happen to her ass, and to her lips.

The pillows on her mouth grew thick and fat, unbelievably puffy, forcing her expression into a permanent duckface. Down below the added mass was making her the poster child of junk in the trunk, her cheeks growing huge and fat, smothering together as they bulged from her behind while making her hips spread out wider just to accommodate the massive mass.

With her waist still finding room to get a little big narrower, a naturally curvaceous Traci was turned into a barbie bimbo hourglass Traci.

As the machine worked on making her nails longer and fake, her lashes exactly the same while covering her face in a coating of makeup, and her body in some cute tattoos, it was clear she already looked the part of a bimbo doll. All she needed was the mindset.

Despite her best acting, it was clear that Traci was an aggressive, competitive, slut. While one of those traits was fine, two had to go so the nanobots began to get to work.

While her intellect was being drained away, her aggressive and competitive streaks were eroded down and overwritten with a big, cheery dose, of giggly, bubbly, happiness. Traci would no longer be a woman who would make the atmosphere feel nasty, she was now a woman who would make everybody around her feel happier.

Even though it was harder to notice, the nanobots truly did as much of a number on her insides as they did on her outsides. She wasn’t just made to look like a pink haired, busty, bimbo, she was given the mindset of one too.

By the time the Bimboficator opened up and the newly expanded hourglass doll wobbled out, her change was one hundred percent complete.

“Now Traci, you seemed really unhappy to lose before,” Bill said to the transformed slut, “I hope you’re feeling a lot better now because I want you to present Sherrie with her trophy.”

Taking hold of the small award, the naked Traci skipped over to Sherrie and offered the prize to her on a silver platter.

“Like I’m sorry for interrupting your winning stuff!” a lisping Traci slurred out, “Like I was mad and stuff cos like I lost but it’s my fault cos like you’re like such the better bimbo than me.”

“OMG like so nice and stuff,” Sherrie giggled back, “Like I forgives you and stuff. I thought you were like so goods!”

“Like no ways you were totes the best!”

“Like I could never do the things you did!”

“But like I bets I could never cook muffins as good as you do!”

“Like I can teach you and stuff!”

“OMG you will? Like thanksies!”

The studio aww’d as the two busty dummies embraced in a big hug, all the tension between the two nowhere to be seen, now trading gossip like two giggly best friends.

“Now then everybody,” Bill said, taking back control, “please put your hands together and give it up for today’s top bimbo and cash prize winner, Sherrie!”

Everybody applauded and cheered as confetti sprinkled from the sky and showered the bubbly bimbo victor who bounced and jiggled around in place happily.

“Thank you! Thank you everyone so much! This is the happiest day of my whole life!”

“No thank you Sherrie, thank you to our other contestants, to our judges and to everyone watching here and at home. I’m Bill Manning and this has been America’s Got Bimbos! Good night everybody!”

“Like bysies!”
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