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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.


Other Books You May Be Interested In

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

NEW ~ Bimbo Land: Complete Series

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

NEW ~ 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

Systems and Spirals

Corrupted by Email

Corrupted by Gaming

Corrupted by Webcam

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.

cover1.jpeg





