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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.”
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If you enjoy my latest book then why not check out some of my new and popular stories?

Anniversary Bundle

Ten of my my popular stories spanning a year of publishing together in one box set.

Complete Collections

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Complete Series

The Alpha Male: Complete Series

Daddy’s Best Friend: Complete Series

Mother Bimbo: Complete Series

From Bully to Bimbo: The Complete Series

The Bimbo Virus!: Complete Series

Body Swap in the Family: Complete Series

Don’t Tell The Frat: Complete Series

Can’t Say No: The Complete Series

Bimbo Land: Complete Series

NEW ~ The Bimbo Maker: The Complete Series

Golden Ticket

NEW ~ VIP: Backstage with the Singer

NEW ~ VIP: Backstage with the Writer

Payback’s Still A Bimbo

From Brat to Bimbo: The Professor’s Payback

From Brat to Bimbo: The Running Woman

From Brat to Bimbo: The Forbidden Crush

From Brat to Bimbo: The Cheer Squad

From Brat to Bimbo: The Head Brat

Card Control

License to Control: Claiming the MILF

License to Control: Claiming the Brat

License to Control: Claiming the Colleague

License to Control: Claiming the Harem

Computer Warp

Reprogramming: First Entry: The Cook

Reprogramming: Second Entry: The PA

Reprogramming: Third Entry: The Manager

Reprogramming: Fourth Entry: The Supervisor

Reprogramming: Fifth Entry: The Boss

Voice Warp

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Mother Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Sister Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Teacher Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Clerk Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Popstar Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned The Agent Into A Bimbo

App Warp

Level 1: The Landlady

Level 2: The Boss

Level 3: The Teacher

Level 4: The Teen

Level 5: The MILF

Level 6: The Artist

Level 7: The Neighbor

Level 8: The Dancer

Level 9: The Farmer

Level 10: The Demon

And be sure to check out my full catalogue for more of my work.
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