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Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?

And we’re live in five, four, three, two, one. The audience claps as the studio lights come alive, illuminating the tacky pink stage, with the smartly dressed, middle aged studio host standing from the center for the cameras.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Well let’s find out as we introduce our contest for the evening, let’s give it up for Carol.”

Cheers and applause rang out from the audience as Carol slowly walked onto stage, raising a hand to wave to all the adoring fans out there. She came dressed smartly in a black pencil dress which rolled over her curvy figure, and showed off those long stocking covered legs. Her long brown hair was pulled back into a stylish ponytail as she wore a modest makeup covering, managing to successfully walk that fine line between beauty and smart, even if the stage around her didn’t really fit her style, looking more like the thing a kid's pageant would be held on. Carol sat down on the large white soft seat in the middle of the stage as Jim sat down into a black chair positioned behind a white glossy desk.

“Welcome Carol, before we begin would you like to tell us a little about yourself?”

“Thanks Jim. My name is Carol and I’m an officer worker from Boston. In my spare time I love going for walks in the countryside, classical music and taking part in quizzes.”

“I bet you’ve never played a quiz like this before though, have you Carol?”

“Not yet Jim but it doesn’t matter to me because there is no way I’m going to be losing today!”

“She’s certainly confident, give it up for Carol everybody as we move onto our first question.”

The audience applauded her confidence, but that only got people so far. This wasn’t a new show and these people had seen a lot of people come on making claims about victory, and all of them went home sporting chests which put strippers to shame, with some of them simply becoming strippers and skipping the middleman.

“So first question, time to see if you can get off to a good start Carol or if those nanobots will be getting some early action. Carol, with your mind on the line, which scientific unit is named after an Italian nobleman? Is it A, Pascal. Is it B, Ohm. Is it C, Volt or is it D, Hertz?”

As always the hard questions came first. Who Wants To Be A Bimbo was a unique gameshow in its format. Rather than starting off simple and building up to a hard question at the end it was the easy question which decided to the prize. Each question would get gradually easier but at the same time every wrong answer would send that IQ plummeting down. If the contestant made it to the end with too many wrong answers, then they could kiss that money goodbye, no matter how easy it may have been. And of course their mind wouldn’t be the only thing changing along the way. Carol knew she had to get her right answers in easier, if she managed to beat the downward spiral she’d be on the path to victory.

“You sure don’t make it easy, do you Jim?”

“Of course not Carol, like we’d give up the chance to let our audience flex their imaginative muscles.”

Another big appeal of the show wasn’t just the fact that a lovely lady might end up as a shell of her former self, it was the fact that it was the audience who got to choose the transformations. After every wrong answer the studio host would ask the audience to pick from one of four transformations that those helpful nanodes injected early would apply to the unlucky contestant. It was no wonder the show was already penciled in for two more seasons. Now Carol was in a tricky situation, she was a good quiz player but this one was stumping her which meant she only had a one in four shot.

Carol mulled the question from around interconnected fingers before coming to her decision, “I think it’s B.”

“You’re saying B?” Jim confirmed.

She gave a nod, “Yes, let’s do this,” a strong front hiding nerve stricken insides. Her eyes, the eyes of the audience all looked up to the big screen in the middle of the stage. A red ‘X’ flashed across the front.

“Oh sorry Carol, the correct answer was of course C. Named after Italian physicist Alessandro Volta.” Carol nodded her head, trying to show interest but all she really cared about was the poor start she’d dreaded. “So studio you know what that means, it’s time to ask the audience!”

The audience chanted along with the words as they picked up the voting devices. Choices began to spin down over the main screen like a slot wheel, the fast pace slowly came down as the spin drew to a stop.

“Ladies and gentlemen first up it’s hair. I hope you’ll all ready to play hairdresser because here are your choices. Vote A for Pretty in Pink. Vote B for Dark and Wavy. Vote C for Shades of Platinum and vote D for Little Firecracker.”

Of course Carol had seen the show before and knew exactly what these choices were. Luckily for her hair was probably the best spin she could have asked for, and the choices wouldn’t be too bad, even if pink hair would be far from ideal.

“I imagine you’re hoping for B Carol?” Jim asked as he filled the air time during the audience voting.”

“I hope so Jim. I just have to hope the audience like what they see right now.”

“Well Carol, voting has just finished and I can tell you they might like it, but they’d like something else more. It looks like we’ve got the blonde fans in tonight as Pretty in Platinum comes out top.”

Carol’s dark brown hair would quickly start to fade as the nanobots took over, quickly fading away those dark locks lighter and lighter until she shone a radiant blonde to the cheer of the audience. She’d gotten off with little change in her first round but this still put her on the back foot, she had to recover fast.

“I hope you’ve adjusted to the new colour Carol because it’s time for question two. Which of these African countries is situated south of the equator? Is it A, Ethiopia. Is it B, Nigeria. Is it C, Zambia or is it D, Chad?”

Crud, another question she wasn’t sure of. She’d brushed up more on her flags and her capitals than locations. She had an idea in her mind which it could be, but it wasn’t close to a certainty.

“I’m gonna go for A, Ethiopia.”

“And Carol is going for A, now let’s take it to the board and see if you were right or not.”

She crossed her fingers to her sides as she watched that board closely, hoping to see that large green tick flash up. How her heart dropped when another red cross appeared.

“Unlucky Carol,” Jim called out, not reassuring at all with that classic loud and clear showtime host voice, “The correct answer was actually Zambia. And that incorrect answer means it’s now another chance to ask the audience. Now let’s see what our next category will be. Oh no, seems things are picking up pace as it’s time for a bit of body morphing. Let’s see what we have today. Audience, vote A if you want Top Popping Pillows. Vote B for Biggest Rear in the West. Vote C for Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise and Vote D for Just Another Bite.”

If Carol got off easy this time then this was a nightmare round, nothing subtle about any of these changes. A or B would leave her wobbling around and needing either a collecting of new tops or panties. C would leave her a piece of flat chested jailbait who’d never look old enough to take seriously, and this was probably the best option for her. She’d never actually seen D picked but she got the idea from the name, she’d rather not be taking up two seats on a plane.

“So Carol, what are you plans for if you win our grand prize tonight?”

“Well first off, after all this stress, I think I need a nice holiday. After that I think a new car and sprucing up my apartment are definitely in order.”

“But now let’s find out in what shape you’re going to be spending that holiday. Looks like we’re going with a classic, say hello to the sweater puppies as Top Popping Pillows have came out on top!”

The crowd went wild as Carol could feel the surge in her chest. Her modest B cup breasts began to swell up and bloat out under her straining pencil dress. Fat bubbled up and added to those growing funbags which began to bulge out from the top of her outfit, Carol’s hands squeezing down on her armrests as the cup size just kept on climbing higher and higher. Her bra had already snapped open to free those tits which peaked out for the camera, her meaty cleavage squeezed up and out as her dress struggled to keep her nipples hidden, the bottom now pulled up like a mini skirt as she fidgeted around.

“You must be a soccer fan Carol because it looks like you’ve got two of those balls hidden in your dress.”

“Haha, very fun Jim.” she sighed out as she tried to contain those huge melons which threatened to pop out and expose themselves at any seconds. She was going to need to custom order her bras after this one.

“We’d give you more time to play around with your new friends but we’ve got a time spot to make and a third question to get through. So Carol, tell me, what is the world’s deepest lake. Is it A, Lake Baikal. B, Lake Superior. C, The Caspian Sea or is it D, Lake Victoria.”

Carol’s mind was starting to feel a bit fuzzier, but she could at least still remember that Lake Superior wasn’t the answer, despite the popular belief. Her mind hovered between two answers, but she believed she knew this one, but after what had already transpired she was going to have to hope that her luck would finally pay off.

“I think it’s A, Lake Baikal.”

“You sure Carol? Another wrong answer could be very costly now.”

“Yes, let’s try it, A please.”

Her eyes turned up to that screen as the sweat dripped over her skin, dribbling down the middle of her squished together chest flesh. She bounced up in her seat when she was that green tick flash up on the screen.

“Correct, well done Carol, you managed to get your first correct answer of the show and saved yourself from a round of changes. Now we can either take a small break or move straight onto the next question while you’re on a roll.”

“Bring it on Jim, I think this is when my luck turns around.”

“As you wish, once you put your breasts away we’ll move on to question four.”

Carol didn’t understand the words until she looked down and found her enthusiastic response to her last correct answer had forced her jugs to flop out of her pencil dress, baring the full fleshy balloons to the audience and the viewers at home. With a blush shining across her face she quickly squeezed her fat bosom into that constricting dress, barely able to hide her pubic mound from the camera as she squished back into her now undersized outfit.

“Now you’re respectable let’s move on to question four and see if you’ll be able to stay respectable or let it all go. So our fourth question, which of the Rolling Stones had a cameo role as Captain Teague in the film Pirates of the Caribbean, At World’s End? Was it A, Mick Jagger. Was it B, Charlie Watts. Was it C, Keith Richards or was it D, Ronnie Wood?”

“C, Keith Richards.”

“Oh, you sound confident about this one, do you know it Carol?”

“Yep, it looks like my luck has just turned about.”

She had no fear this time as she looked at the screen as the green tick flashed up. This time she made sure to keep an arm in place over her bosom to make sure that nothing was pop out by mistake.

“I guess this means you’re going to want to move right to question five.”

“Yes don’t stop now Jim, from here on out it’s going to be smooth sailings.”

“I hope so for your sake Carol because here is question five. A nide is a brood or nest of which type of bird? Is it A, Emus. B, Sparrows. C, Swans or D, Pheasants?”

Carol obviously hoped for too much when it came to three questions she knew in a row. Once again she had two different ideas in mind, but unlike the start of her winning streak she wasn’t more certain in one or the other. Once again lady luck was called on again to help Carol to that grand prize and away from another audience mauling.

“I’m going to say B, Sparrows, Jim.”

“You’re saying B. Let’s take it to the board and see if you’re right.”

Carol learned what a bitch lady luck really was as the red cross came flashing across the screen and her heads or tails punt had backfired on her with her other guess being the one she should have gone for.

“Oh sorry Carol, it was actually D, pheasants. Nevermind there is still a lot of game to go as we ask the audience once more.” Cheers and applause rung out from the studio. Of course everyone loved to see a winner but this was probably the only gameshow around were the audience would rather see a contestant go flat on their ass for their own chance to play. “And the board has selected fashion sense for this next vote. Even it must be feeling sorry for how you’re having to desperately keep those puppies tucked away. So let’s see the options. In A we have Lovely in Latex. For B it’s Forever Halloween. Vote C for Barbie Girl and go for D if you want I’m Sexy and I Know It.”

Another embarrassing collection of choices. The clothing style round was one that warped to the mind and gave the contestants an overwhelming and uncontrollable urge to always dress in a particular way. So she’d be forced to do whatever the audience picked, if that was trapped in tight latex or always dressed in a costume, and even dressed in the sluttiest most revealing outfits possible.

“Any preference for this round Carol?”

“Yeah, how about some different choices.”

“Haha Carol, great to see you still have that humour, but sorry to say you’re not going to have the same wardrobe as the votes it through and it seems you’re destined to be a Barbie Girl! Now if you’ll please follow our lovely assistant here to get you a new outfit, it’s going to get even more uncomfortable in just that lovely black dress.”

As Carol’s head started to burn up she was lead away by a giggly blonde in a pink sparkly dress, probably a former contestant knowing this show. Carol returned a few minutes later having gotten rid of that old outfit of hers and had instead gotten dressed into something a little more girly girl. Those black stockings had been replaced with a white which ran down into pink heels, her black pencil dress not even in sight. Instead her new skirt was pink, frilly and fluffy and dangled just down along her legs, fitting to be called a micro skirt, while her chest was pushed out by a tight pink bralette top which showed off a deep cleavage and that flat stomach. Her tight ponytail had also been replaced, with two pigtails hanging from either side of her hair, hung in large girly ribbons, with the modest makeup replaced with a much thicker covering.

“Wow folks, doesn’t Carol look great, give her a round of applause.” Wolf whistles echoed out from the sold out crowd as she awkwardly got back into her seat in her new outfit. “What a transformation Carol, how do you like your new look?”

“It’ll depend on if I take home that prize or not.”

“Oh she’s still got bite folks, but has she still got brain? Find out after this commercial break.


“And welcome back to Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? I’m Jim Harris and we’re joined by Carol today. Five questions in and things haven’t gone exactly as planned, she wasn’t dressed like that when she came in after all. However she does have two correct answers to her name this far meaning the grand prize is still in sight. How are you feeling Carol?”

“I’m still feeling alright, good enough to win this quiz.”

“Well we’ll find out soon as we get on with things with our sixth question of the show. Vermilion is a shade of which colour? Is it A, Green? Is it B, Blue? Is it C, Red or is it D, Yellow?”

Carol tried to rack her brain. She knew she knew this, she knew she knew vermilion, but it just wasn’t coming to her. Had these transformations really started messing with her mind this much? She sighed to herself as those eyes drew shut, fingers rubbing across her temple as she tried to remember, vermilion, what did she know about vermilion. And then, it came to her. Of course, vermilion was the name of a town in a game she used to play a lot when she was younger, how could she forget that? If it’s that then it must be obvious.

“D Jim, I think it’s D, yellow.”

“Yellow Carol, are you sure?”

“Yep, positive.”

She wasn’t one hundred percent actually, but she was sure enough. Like her childhood would be able to lie to her. Well, that’s what she though, because a red cross on the screen took away that belief.

“Oh sorry Carol, the answer is actually C, vermilion is a shade of red. I guess this means it’s time for another round of ask the audience!”

The answer came rushing back to her as he said it, how stupid of her to forget that at a crucial time like this, instead going back to childish thoughts and just making an answer up herself, stupid. And this next spin was going to make her even dumber as the next stage of her changing showed up on the screen.

“Things are about to spice up Carol because because it seems we’ve reached the surprise round. Rather than a set criteria the audience are going to be given four random choices ranging from the subtle to the extreme, better hope the luck of the draw is kind because here we are. Vote A if you want to vote for Milky Momma. Vote B for Orgasmic Experience. Vote C for Tidy and Tanned and go ahead and vote D for, you’re going to love this folks, for all three!”

The crowd almost tore the roof off the building as Carol stiffened up in her seat and screamed out, “WHAT!?”

“I guess the luck of the draw didn’t favor you tonight, and neither does this audience as always option D has stormed to victory.”

Carol could not have gotten worst luck. Option D was incredibly rare and had only shown up two times previously, and both those times it won in a landslide too. Carol squirmed in her seats as the nanobots got to making three changes at the same time. Her body began to darken, her pale skin burning to a light tanned brown as all the body below her head was slowly wiped away, along with its ability to grow back. Her nipples plumped up and bulged in the front of her girly bimbo brasier, leaky dribbles starting to bubble, building up an uncomfortable wetness within, and that wasn’t even mentioning the one throbbing against that lacey body hugging thong.

“So how does it feel Carol?” Jim snickered, even he was finding it hard to contain himself.

“Awful!” she whined out as she found it hard to even comfort her own body, because any touch stroking along her aching breasts made her want to comfort herself in a very different way.

“Well try not to mess up the seat too badly Carol because we can’t waste any time moving on to question seven. Which religion emerged from the Bible Student movement, founded in 1872 by Charles Taze Russell? Is it A, Jehovah's Witness. Is it B, Quakers. Is it C, Mormons or is it D, Baha’i?”

Carol knew she knew this question, for a quiz player like her this was common stuff but dammit, it was so hard to think at the moment. Her mind felt like it was in a daze as her body started to burn up in place. That last round was really having a negative effect on her body, it was making it harder to concentrate. Her mind kept wandering from trying to figure out the answer to thinking about those aching nipples and that needy pussy. She sat writhing in her seat as Jim leaned in closer, “Having trouble with this one Carol? You’ve been taking a lot of time with it, not being distracted by some downstair troubles are we?”

“No Jim, just need a few moments to think about it. C, I’m gonna say C.”

“You’re sure on Mormons? Certain?”

“Yeah sure, go, go for it,” feeling rushed by his pressure, eyes dragging up to inspect the board, hoping her guess would prove correct. The red cross put another nail into her coffin, that cash prize slowly slipping from her fingers.

“Sorry Carol, another incorrect answer which means another round of changes are incoming. Let’s see what you’ll have to tackle this time. Now this is an interesting one, next up it’s your speech which will be under the hammer and put to our fans to vote upon. So if you’d like to hear Southern Country Girl then vote for A. Vote B for Barely Legal. Vote C for British Beauty and finally vote D for Lisping Lily. Place your votes now. Any preference Carol?”

“Well if everyone would be nice enough to vote for British Beauty, it’d be most appreciated.”

“Perhaps the audience are feeling generous after that last round of voting. Sadly for you it seems not as they’ve voted for B.”

Carol wasn’t surprised, the audience hadn’t been kind tonight and a nice classy voice was kept at bay. Instead she felt a tingling in her throat at that giggly teen voice was programmed into her speech, both sound and style. With her body and now even her mind changed by this dreadful game, how was anybody supposed to take her seriously? She needed that money more than ever.

“So Carol, feel like giving us a sample of your new voice?” She shook her head, those platinum locks swaying around in a mist of flowing hair. “Looks like she got shy all of a sudden everybody. Would you like to see us give her a helping hand?”

The crowd cheered as they could see what Carol couldn’t, and that was that glamorous young assistant from earlier sneaking up behind her. She pushed her hands forward and gave Carol’s huge boobs a tight squeeze through her top, causing the transformed woman to let out a large squeal as an orgasm shoots through her body, spraying messy juices down onto the soft chair below, dribbling onto the floor with messy droplets. Her chest was unhanded, left with wet spots over her bulged nipples as she whined up with a whimper welling in her front.

“Like that was totes mean!”

“Aww we’re sorry Carol, but we were just all looking forward to hearing that voice of yours so much. Don’t worry I know what will make everything feel better and that’s our next question. In what famous building would you find rooms named Vermeli, China, Red, Blue, Green and Yellow Oval? Is it A, Buckingham Palace? Is it B, The White House? Is it C, Palace of Versailles or is it D, Westminster Abbey?”

Carol found her mind wandering to thoughts of living in a palaces herself rather than that flat she has, but then remembered she had to think of an answer to this question, and she had no clue whatsoever. This quiz was getting even harder!

“Erm, is it B?”

“You’re going to say White House?”

It was the only famous building she could really think of after all, “Like sure.” When she looked up at that screen and saw a green tick she giggled about happily.

“Well done Carol, another right answer. You may just be able to win our grand prize after all. But you’ll still have to get through two more questions with your mind on the line. Still think you have enough brainpower to see this to the end?”

“Like yeah, I’m totally ready, give it to me Jimmy.”

The audience chuckled at her silly high pitched voice and the way her words had changed as Jim moved on with the show like the true professional he was. “Good then let’s move on to question nine, in which year did the Titanic sink on it voyage? Was it A, 1912. Was it B, 1904. Was it C, 1889 or was it D, 1927?”

She had absolutely no idea. If this question had came up earlier she would have snapped it up but right now she just wasn’t able to think of such things, things like dates was a real struggle for her right now, she’d gotten lucky with the last question, and she was going to have to hope to get lucky again.

“Well I think that it might be D, maybe.”

“Maybe? Sorry this show doesn’t accept maybe as an answer Carol, are you going to pick D?”

“Like sure, sure, D it is.”

Another red cross flashed up on the screen as her heart sunk in her chest. “Oh I’m sorry but that’s a wrong answer. It was 1912 in fact, and I thought you said you were good at quizzes Carol.”

“I thought I was!” she pouted to him.

“Well not good enough for our show I’m afraid as we move onto another round of ask the audience. Now let’s see what could possibly be our last change with only one question remaining. Oh my, things are about to get very naughty as we’re going to fetish corner. Hope you don’t mind your sex life getting a bit kinky because the audience might want to give it a little spice. Let’s see our options shall we? Vote A if you want a bit of The More the Merrier. Voting B will help give Carol a dose of Sensual Spankings. Vote C if you’d like Exhibitionist Experience and vote D if you’re interesting in Lesbian Loving. Got a preference in this round Carol?”

“Well I guess I’ve never been with another girl before, wait I mean NO!”

“You won’t have to worry about the fairer sex just yet Carol as the votes are in and A won in a landslide. It looks like maybe the audience are hoping for some action tonight. Think our entire studio audience would be enough to satisfy you?”

“Yes. Wait, no, I didn’t mean to say that. OMG, I’m so embarrassed.”

“You don’t need a minute to calm yourself do you Carol? I’m afraid we don’t have time to let you get your fill.”

“Like OMG stop that Jimmy. Just like hurry up and move on with the questions and stuff so I can head to the little girls room,” her flushed body fidgeting around in her skimpy barbie girl outfit.

“Okay Carol, question ten. Who was the wife of the British playwright William Shakespeare? Was it A, Jennifer Lawrence. Was it B, Cameron Diaz? Was it C, Zooey Deschanel or was it D, Anne Hathaway?”

Carol was really confused now. She was sure that Shakespeare guy was supposed to be really old so what was he doing being married to a famous person? This question was totally not fair on her.

“Like I thought he was dead or something?”

“Come on Carol you can do this, you only have this question to go before you’re competing for our five hundred thousand dollar prize.”

“Wow, that’s a lot of money!”

The audience chuckled at the difference that a few wrong answers and a lot of missing IQ points had made. “It sure is Carol, but first you’ve got to answer this question.”

“And then I get the money?”

“No Carol, you need to answer this question so we can move onto to the final one.”

She whined out, “But I don’t know the answer!” her rose painted lips curling up into a spoilt pout.

“But you need to give us an answer Carol or we can’t give you all that money.”

“Well that sucks! Erm, I guess then I’m gonna say B, Cameron Diaz.”

“You sure Carol?”

“Well no, but she’s like the oldest one so and that guy is old so maybe they were married or somet.”

See Carol knew she was smart, the way that she managed to work that out. Her expectant eyes looked up to the big screen to see if her brainwave had saved the day. A big red cross told her that answer.

“Unlucky Carol, the answer was of course Anne Hathaway, but I’m sure most of our audience knew that already. And as a treat for them it’s time for our final ask the audience. But seeing as this is our final ask the audience, we already know what’s going to be asked, don’t we folks? It’s now time for the personality round, making sure those insides now match those new and improved outsides. So what will it be folks? Vote A if you’d like Loud and Vulgar. Vote B if you’re interested in Daddy’s Girl. Vote C for Nymphomania and vote D if you’d wanna see Cold as Ice.”

Round ten was always the personality round, the one that would change the very way that the contestant acted and thought, not just another cosmetic change but a deep mental one. Managing to avoid this vote was seen as a major boost to one’s chances of winning, but Carol had tripped head first into the worst round around. And she has an idea which way it’s going to be heading. A and D are more alternative choices for either that loud mouth bar type or that no emotions cold as ice type, but today's crowd has been going for something a lot more fun and a lot closer to the stereotype image this show put in people’s minds. The final nail in her coffin looked to be approaching. Would she be a bubbly daddy girl type or a sex craving nymph?

“And the votes are in Carol and I’ve got good news, your new fetish for group play is going to come in very handy as you’re getting an all expenses paid trip to Nymphomania!”

And the crowd goes wild as did Carol’s body. She tried to plead and to beg but those nanobots didn’t understanding the concept of the word please, they went into overdrive rewriting the script of her brain to turn her into a full fledged sex freak. She felt the burning desire for sex bubbling up inside, body fidgeting uncontrollably on her seat as the hot flushed engulfed her fragile mind. Her thighs clamped shut from the tingling welling up in her tight pussy hugging thong, juices dripping onto the already matted seat below, fingers squeezing at the armrests, long manicured nails digging in.

“Want to tell the audience how you’re feeling right now Carol?”

“I think like I’d totes prefer we like move on, like quick and stuff!” her body unable to calm itself down as it writhed around in her slutty pink outfit.

“Okay Carol we’ll move onto the final question of the night, just after this quick commercial break. Don’t go anywhere folks.”

“Oh you have to be kidding me!”


“And we’re back folks with our contestant, Carol from Boston. She’s managed to get three questions right so far but that still means a lot of changes have still applied. Will she have enough brain power left to be able to answer our final question and walk away with that five hundred thousand dollar prize? Without further ado, let us begin.”

The studio lights darkened as a spotlight projected down and illuminated the red cheeked blonde, sweating heavily down into her pushed out cleavage as she panted from that uncontrollable heat stroke, doing everything she could to fight her strong desires.

“Carol, for five hundred thousand dollars, what is the capital of the Unites States of America. Is it A, New York. Is it B, Washington D.C. Is it C, Boston or is it D, Los Angeles.”

Ten questions earlier and this would have been a breeze, it would have been practically insulting to ask her that but with seven doses of IQ sapping changes made to her body and with sex very much on the mind, this was now a huge hurdle to get past. She had to try and push that thought of stripping out of these clothes and getting down onto her knees out of her mind and think, think super hard, what is the capital of the USA? Well she knows she is from Boston and that’s a nice city, so does that mean that’s the capital? She doesn’t remember it being, but she doesn’t remember anything about this. She always wanted to go and live in New York though so maybe that means that’s the capital city. It has a lot of big buildings, big large throbbing pillars… no she couldn’t get distracted now, her life was on the line, she needed that money for new clothes and stuff; like she’d be able to live with her current wardrobe, I mean get real. This prize was the whole reason she came on the show, if she didn’t win people would think she was an idiot, she wouldn’t like that one bit. She had to concentrate, she had to ignore her leaking breasts, her throbbing pussy and her stupid ditzy mind and pluck out the crucial bit of information she needed. And then she gasped out to the camera.

“Like OMG, it’s B, it’s B isn’t it!”

“Are you sure Carol, you’re going to say Washington D.C?”

“Yeah yeah, like please do it,” she crossed her fingers, and her thighs as she waited for Jim to confirm, the audience silent, letting the atmosphere build.

“Carol, you just won five hundred thousand dollars!”

The bubbly blonde jumped up from her seat “OMG I can’t believe it, I did it I won and stuff! This is like the bestest day ever!” the fans going wild with applause for the teary eyed bimbo who made her huge bosom shake with every bounce.

“What are you planning to do with the money?”

“Well like I thought about getting some new clothes, and like maybe some new makeup and stuff and I saw this super cute pink car that would be like awesome and like I’m super horny right now so if I could pay some guys to fuck me and stuff that’d be awesome too.”

“Well congratulations Carol, and thank you everybody at home for watching today. I’m your host Jim Harris and thank you again for tuning in once again to see a grand prize winner, right here on Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Good night everyone.”

Carol was over the moon, still welling up tears as she’d really managed to do it, she’d managed to win and show just what a smart girl she really was. What happened next though was something she really didn’t see coming.

“Now Carol, it’s time to move onto our bonus round.”

“What? Bonus round? Like I didn’t know about a bonus.”

“Well things are about to get better. After the show stops airing we offer all of you lucky winners the chance to, get this, double your money.”

“Double it? Wow, that’s like twice as much.”

“What do you say Carol? One more question, double or nothing? What do you think folks, should she take the risk?”

The audience began to cheer for her to do it, going wild for the giggly sex freak. “Like sure then but can we hurry up, I like really need to get porked.”

“Okay well then we won’t waste anymore of your time. For one million dollars, can you tell me, what is your name? Is it A, Bubbles. Is it B, Sunny. Is it C, Ruby or is it D, Candy?”

Carol couldn’t remember, it was so crazy, none of the names looked familiar to her at all. It was almost like something fishy was going on here, but that was a complex mystery that a simple mind like hers wouldn’t be able to work its way around. A dumb bimbo like her wouldn’t be able to work out that this was a trap and her name wasn’t even an option. A idiotic girl like her wouldn’t be able to figure out that this show was a scam all this time, stealing back the money from its winners once the cameras went off air. She could sort of remember what he’d been calling her though, he’d been saying it all through the things. It was C, it was Ca, it was Candy. Of course, her really name must be Candy.

“Candy, my name is Candy!”

“Are you sure? There is no turning back after this.”

“Yeah super positive!”

“Oh I’m sorry, I’m afraid that’s the wrong answer. Bad luck, you won’t be going away with our cash prize.”

“But I was so certain! Like what is my name then?”

“Well if you can’t remember it, how about you just call yourself Candy from now on anyway?”

“OMG that’s like so smart and stuff! Thank you! Now like, can we have sex now?”

“Of course Candy, you’re about to play our very fun last round I like to call, fuck the audience. Now why don’t you get yourself naked and let all these lovely men in the crowd have their way with you?”

“Like okay!” Candy may not have won the cash prize tonight but she still got a lot of memories to take home with her, as well as a brand new body too. Even if she didn’t get the money tonight, she still felt like a winner and she was going to get something just as important to a sex crazed bimbo nymph like her, and that was ravished in every hole over and over again.


Candy was happy to find on her return to Boston that her drastically reduced IQ and her brand new outlook on life didn’t cost her her office job. In fact she even got a promotion, even if her wages have been drastically reduced. But she’d rather be on less money in her new role of Office Stress Reliever than answering phones and having to listen to boring words all day. Instead she could do important things like sitting under desks all day with her lips wrapped around their needy dicks, and serving as a cocksleeve for the boys during their breaks, and any other time they just felt like busting one out. Her boss even told her that the breast milk they were pumping from her engrossed mammaries was selling like hot cakes and making the company a lot more money, which she imagined was a good thing. As long as she was reminded what a good bimbo she was and rewarded with another dose of hot rod, that’s all that mattered to her.

With her income a lot smaller now and being alone enough to bore her out of her mind, Candy also took up a night job as a stripper down at a joint downtown. With her giant swinging milk filled melons and her complete lack of inhibitions, she quickly became the star girl in the whole place. The fact it was well known that after work she’d always be willing to service some pent up guys in the back alley behind the place didn’t exactly hinder either.

Candy couldn’t really remember anything about her past life, she quickly removed all the traces in her apartment as she redecorated to a style more pleasing to her new outlook, but she was sure she’d never been happier. Getting fucked everyday without a care in the world? For a bimbo like her there was no greater joy.


Who Wants To Be A Cowbo?

And we’re rolling in five, four, three, two, one. Action. It’s back, once again a nation takes their seats for the TV phenomenon sweeping the globe and as always they’re joined by the host of the show.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Well let’s find out as I introduce our newest contestant, Emma.”

The audience puts their hands together for Emma as she emerges onto the stage. She was a slender girl with frizzy brown hair, dressed up in tightly fitting jeans and a smart lilac blouse, looking nervous as she shyly waved at the audience as she climbed up onto the cheap and cheerful stage, taking a seat when offered, Jim sitting down in his usual spot behind a tacky white glossed desk.

“So good to have you Emma, how about you tell us a little about yourself.”

“Well, I’m Emma, I’m twenty two years old and I’m a small business owner.”

“What kind of business Emma?”

“Erm, well, I sell instruments.”

“Instruments, seems we got ourselves a music lover. Can you play anything yourself?”

“I can play guitar and a little bit of piano.”

“I hope your general knowledge is as good as your music Emma because we have eleven questions ahead of us, are you ready to start?”

Sadly for Emma she didn’t really rate her knowledge too highly, she was simply desperate for the money. The small business she owned was bombing and she was on the verge of bankruptcy, she was going to be in a lot of debt unless she managed to get some money from somewhere, this was her only shot.

“Ready as I’ll ever be, I guess.”

“Okay Emma, then let’s play Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?”

The audience applauded as the arena lights dimmed down to focus on the contestant, the nervous brunette squirming about in her seat. This was a gameshow with a lot to play for.

No cash would be on offer for the first ten questions, instead it was a battle of preservation. Every wrong answer would cause the contestant to go through a forfeit, receiving a decreased IQ and an audience voted change, meaning both their mind and body was at risk. The final, eleventh question, is then for half a million dollars and is the contestant’s to take away with them if they answer correctly. However, the more they got wrong leading up to that question the more at risk they leave themself at failing to know the answer.

The worrying thing for Emma was this show started off hard and got easier as it went along, meaning a bad start for her could leave her completely out of the game.

“First question Emma, in 1969 the Norwegian explorer Thor Heyerdahl attempted to cross the Atlantic in a papyrus boat named after which Egyptian god?”

And the issues had already begun. Not only did she not really know much about Egypt, she’d never heard of any Thor Heyerdahl, or any other Norwegian explorers for that matter.

“Is it A, Anubis. Is it B, Osiris. Is it C, Ra or is it D, Thoth.”

Emma knew it was a mistake to come onto this show but she couldn’t back out now, but sadly she was clueless about the answer. She nibbled at her nails as she hunched over, trying to push every brain cell into pondering the answering.

“Don’t know this one Emma?”

She shook her head, “No, never heard of him.”

“It might be guessing time Emma, you’ve still got a shot at getting this one right.”

She was going to have to use the most childish idea that she possible could. She was going to have to just think about which sounded like the best boat name. How did it come to this?

“I think, maybe, it’s Osiris?”

“You’re saying Osiris, final answer?”

“Erm sure, final answer.”

“Okay, let’s lock that in for you and bring our attention to the board.”

Emma would only be happy to see one thing flash up on the board and that was a big green tick, she wasn’t hopeful but she could dream. Turns out the never should have bothered, her punt hadn’t paid off and all that greeted her was the symbol of an incorrect answer.”

“Oooo, tough luck Emma, you almost had it. It was actually Ra, who is the Egyptian Sun God. Emma is going to hope things are sunny for her from here on out but first she has to survive our first round of Ask The Audience!”

As always the board would ‘randomly’ select one of the preloaded choices for the category, before picking four ‘random’ choices for the audience to vote on, which would then be applied to the unlucky contestant.

“And looks like the audience is going to be voting on facials. That’s right, the audience now have four options to choose from all focused around that lovely face of yours. So vote for A if you’d like to see Freckle Frenzy. Vote for B if you want Short Sighted Sweetness. Vote C for Puffy and Pouty and Vote D for Vampire Visions.”

Emma had seen the show, everyone had after all, but not enough to know what each choice would do to her. A freckle covering with A was obvious, but the rest left her a bit confused.

“Any preference for this round Emma?”

“I guess having freckles wouldn’t be too bad.”

“Well freckles are often popular when audiences get a taste for the younger girl, but let’s see how they’re voting today.”

First round voting often set the tone for following choices. A stereotype bimbo choice like the fat lips of C would see a show very close to the name, while the fangs and snow white eyes of D would prove for a more niche edition.

“And the votes are in, and it was close, but it seems that option B, Short Sighted Sweetness, has just pushed its way to a win.”

Emma gasped as she felt her eyes tingling, her vision starting to blur up. Luckily the show’s glamorous blonde assistant was on hand to provide Emma with a pair of stylish rimmed glasses, to put her vision back in check.

“Some men really do love a girl in glasses, say it makes a girl look smarter, would come in handy for our next question. Ready to carry on?”

“I guess…” Having her sight changed like that was a big reminder to her about just how powerful this game was, and how easily it could have its way with her body.

“Well watch out, here comes question two. Who wrote the 1876 novel Daniel Deronda? Was it A, Wilkie Collins. Was it B, George Eliot. Was it C, Thomas Hardy or was it D, Anthony Trollope?”

Such a mistake, such a huge mistake. Emma knew she was desperate and stupid to come and do this show, but seeing all these questions which were beyond her really wasn’t helping. Even if she’d gotten off lightly with question one she’d still lost her twenty twenty vision, who knows what else she could lose?

“Another tough one for you Emma?”

“Yeah, you could say that…”

“Just think, if you can get through this the questions will only be getting easier from now on.”

That was true, but she didn’t know what mental state she was going to be in by the time she got there, and it wasn’t helping her confidence.

“I’m gonna say… C please.”

“You’re saying C, are you certain?”

“Well I’m not certain, but I’m saying it.”

A slight chuckle rung out from the audience, thanks for the support everyone.

“Well let’s look to the board and hope that you’re right. Oh, so unlucky Emma, you got B and C the wrong way around these past two questions. It was actually George Eliot, which was a pen name for female author Mary Ann Evans. But no matter, still a long way to go as we move onto our next round of ask the audience!”

The way that the crowd chanted the words along with him so enthusiastically wasn’t exactly comforting to her either.

“And next up we’ll be looking at your hair. It’ll be sad to see you brown curls go, hopefully the audience aren’t too harsh tonight.”

Emma’s frizzy light brown locks had been a trademark look for her, but as long as it stopped any of the more serious changing she could cope with this.

“So audience, vote now for either A, All About the Afro. Vote B for Shades of Platinum. Vote C for Salty Sea Blues and vote D for Dark and Wavy.”

The names were pretty much a case of does what they say on the tin. A brought the hair into an afro style, B coloured the hair a bleached blonde while C turned things a bright blue. D would turn the hair a dark brown which would wave down the shoulders and back.

“And the voting is closed, enough mixed bag but the winner this time is D. Say goodbye to those curls and say hello to the waves.”

Emma’s eyes peeked to her side where she caught the sight of her light brown friz darkening in shade and starting to sink down along her body, a glance down showing the waves of hair flowing across her chest.

“It might not be the same as your last look but if I do say so myself, still looking good Emma. Audience, agree?”

Cheers and a spattering of wolf whistles blew out from the audience, leaving her slightly blushed at the praise.

“Can we just move on now?”

“Fine fine, sorry to make you embarrassed like that. Moving on to question three. Asmara is the capital of which African city? Is it A, Benin. Is it B, Chad. Is it C, Eritrea or is it D, Madagascar?”

Emma wasn’t even sure most of these places were in Africa, she wasn’t even sure that most of them were countries either. Hell, she didn’t even know the name of the city, this wasn’t getting easier for her, was it even getting easier?

“Remember Emma you still have a one in four chance of getting the right answer.”

“I know I know, it’s just…”

“Don’t worry we all understand, but we’re gonna have to push you for an answer sooner or later.”

“Yeah but… hm. A, let’s go with A.”

“You’re saying A, is that the right answer? Oh sorry, the correct answer was actually C, Eritrea. Sorry Emma, it’s time for another round of ask the audience!”

Well odds are on her at least getting the right answer next time, right?

“Let’s see what the voting will be for this round. And it’s time for some body modification. So audience, put your hands on those keyboards and vote A for Marshmallow Mistress. Vote B for Top Popping Pillows. Vote C for Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise and vote D for Biggest Rear in the West. Any personal preference Emma?”

She shook her head frantically, having to adjust her glasses which almost tumbled off.

“Isn’t she just the sweetest folks? Well she’s also going to be the plumpest as our audience have voted for A, Marshmallow Mistress.”

She could count herself fortunate she avoided oversized tits or ass but she was still about to get an injection of both. Her body's natural lithe state was countered with a dose of fat which packed plenty of meat onto her bones, giving her soft chubby curves and packing more pounds into her bust and ass. She was by no means fat, but she was definitely plus size.

Her new larger body felt so unusually to her, the extra weight, the squish down into her seat, the way her clothes were popping. Her blouse wasn’t too bad with some buttons released, but her jeans were threatening to strangle her thighs.

“You’re looking uncomfortable Emma, sure you don’t need to take your pants off?”

“I-I can’t do that!” She knew what kind of show this was but it didn’t mean she was ready yet for the embarrassment.

“Well we’ll quickly move onto round four and hope the fashion round isn’t going to take long. What type of creature is a flickertail? Is it A, dragonfly. Is it B, monkey. Is it C, squirrel or is it D, wolf?”

While her IQ was dipping in the background, that wasn’t the main obstacle to her thinking, it was those damn jeans which were straining under the increased chunk of her thighs, she was finding it hard to breath with them on, so painful.

“Come on Emma, I don’t want to have to rush you?”

“Ah- B, go with B!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes just please, hurry,” she was really feeling it, the faster they got this done, the better.

“Well let’s take it to the board and see if you were correct… unlucky Emma. It was actually C, a squirrel. But no matter, let’s move onto ask the audience and hope we get onto that clothing round. Oh such a shame Emma, looks like we’ll actually be moving on to the speech round next.”

Unbelievable, the clothing round nearly almost always followed the body mod round, it was the shows way of getting the contestant into an outfit to show off their new figure, but right now she’d being denied.

“So audience, vote for A if you’d like to hear Latina Spice. Vote for B if you want some Sensual Sonata. Vote for C to make a Southern Country Gal and for D if you think Emma would be Better Seen Not Heard, and don’t worry we already have a remote handy for her just incase. Any preference Emma, noting these could very well be your last spoken words.”

“I really hope not!”

D would be a disaster for her, taking away from her speech. She could live with a hot latina accent, a chat line sensual voice or a classic cowgirl accent, but just not D.

“And the votes are in and I’m afraid Emma they’ve gone with Southern Country Gal.”

His joke aside, it was at least a relief that she was still going to be speaking, even if she had a droll in her speech, this was at least a change she’d be able to get over.

“So how does it feel Emma? Notice anything yet or is it all going to come out when you talk?”

“Can we just be movin’ on to tha next question?”

Some chuckles sounded out from the audience, watching a girl change was good but it was always funny to suddenly hear a totally different voice come out of her all of a sudden, even if they knew it was coming.

“Those jeans still causing you issue? Our offer still stands you know.”

“I’ll be alrighty, just keep em comin’.”

“Well then Emma, moving on to the next question. Besiktas football club is located in which city? Is it A, Ankara. Is it B, Athens. Is it C, Istanbul or is it D, Izmir?”

Football wasn’t one of her strengths, she didn’t even know they played football in these places, she was just going to have to take a punt on a city she’d heard of.

“I’m gonna say C, Istanbul.”

“Emma, final answer?”

“Yee know it Jimmy.”

“And I can tell you that you are absolutely correct. What about that folks, give her a big round of applause.”

She didn’t really have much patience to be sitting around waiting for applause though, she still had an issue with how uncomfortable she was right now and she wanted to get this done as fast as possible.

“I don’t wanna be rude or notin’ but can we y’all be gettin’ onto tha next question?”

“Of course we can Emma, after we take a quick commercial break. Don’t go anywhere.”

A commercial break? No not now, Emma didn’t know if she would be able to make it to the end of that with her bottoms still attached.


“Welcome everyone, I’m Jim Harris and you’re back with me here on Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? We’re joined with Emma who has so far managed to answer one question correctly and during the break has also decided on a wardrobe change. Care to let us in on the reason?”

“Well ya’ll wouldn’t lemme go to the back for a new outfit, had to slip outta these here britches before I went ahead and strangled mahself.”

“Glad you got yourself more comfortable Emma, just in time for our sixth question. In Italian cuisine what are gnocchi? Is it A, breadsticks. Is it B, dumplings. Is it C, pancakes or is it D, scones?”

Well it was easier for her to think without those damn jeans squeezing her thighs, but not by much with a full audience staring at her panties, Emma trying to cover them desperately. Not that it mattered, she didn’t know anything about Italian food.

“I’m gonna say A.”

“And you’re saying A, breadsticks. Oooo, unlucky Emma that is incorrect. The correct answer was actually B, dumplings. Nevermind, all it means is we’re getting our voting panels out for another round of ask the audience!”

The board gets to spinning through the options before it settles down on the symbol for clothing, trust for it to come on just as soon as the jeans come on.

“So it’s the clothing round, time to help you pick a new wardrobe Emma. Now audience, here are your options. Vote A for Raunchy Rancher. Vote B for Maid Service. Vote C for Exhibitionist Experience and vote D for Creamy Cowgirl. Any preference on a new look?”

“Well I guess some farm clothin’ is better than the other two.”

Option C could hardly be called clothing, removing the contestants desire to wear any clothing, only able to cover themselves with stickers and pastables.

“Well let’s see how the voting turns out, and it seems the audience are also keen on the farming clothing, they want to see a Creamy Cowgirl.”

What Emma was expect was a cowgirl as in hat and boots and maybe some small jean shorts, but sadly for her that was Raunchy Rancher. What Creamy Cowgirl actually did was give her the desire to dress up in cow print and display herself as human livestock.

Emma was helped out off the stage by the glamorous assistant to give herself a brand new outfit. She felt good getting out of those panties of hers until she saw her new outfit. Her return to the stage came accompanied by a heavy red blush across her cheeks.

“Doesn’t she look cute folks? Simply ravishing.”

Her arms and legs were wrapped in long cow print gloves, socks and boots, with her fat breast squished into a revealing bikini top, her hips hidden under a short skirt, all the same pattern. The cowbell around her neck and the fake horn and ear headband just added an extra charm. Yet she still accepted the outfit, a part of her wanted to wear it.

“Shall we move onto the next question now you’re all dressed up Emma?”

“Ya let’s go hurry things up, don’t wanna be here all day now.”

“Okay moving on to our next question, question seven. Emma, in which service did John F. Kennedy serve during World War Two? Was it A, the Air Force. Was it B, the Army. Was it C, the Marine Corps or was it D, the Navy?”

Emma was sure she’d actually hear this one two but she couldn’t remember now anymore, her head was feeling a lot fuzzier than it had when she first came on the show. That loss of IQ wasn’t just a gimmick the show came up with, it was fact.

“Erm, maybe it was the ol’ Air Force.”

“So you’re going with A?”

“Sure thing Jimmy O’”

“Well let’s see if that answer is the correct one. Ouch, it’s incorrect, such a shame. It was actually the United States Navy. Unlucky Emma but it’s time to for another round of ask the audience! Let’s see what the next round has in store for you. Oh oh, it’s time for the surprise round! This means that Emma will now have her fate in the audience's hand with four choices that could come from anywhere, shall we see what they are today?

Audience, vote A for Bad With Money. Vote B for Race Remodeling. Vote C to make her a Milky Momma or D if you’d prefer some Memory Manipulator.”

The surprise round always threw up some unusual options, this week was no exception. Option A would crush Emma’s understanding of money, making it incredibly easy to get her to do things for pathetic sums. Option D would allow anyone to insert things into her memory by simply telling her something, instantly believing and recalling it. Even the more simple B and C were big changes.

“It’s been a very close round Emma but I can reveal that the audience have put their faith in option C, Milky Momma. I wonder where they got that idea from?”

With Emma dressed as a cow it was probably natural the option would get pushed in that direction. She began to pant as she felt a strong tingling in her chest, focused down around her nipples which began to bulge into her bikini top. An alien sensation trickled through her chest, one she understood but never dreamed she’d feel coming on, she was lactating now.

“So Emma, how does it feel having some milky udders of your own?”

“Please don’t be callin’ them that Jimmy.”

“Sorry, you lovely milky boobs. As much as the audience would love to sit here and watch you lactate, I think they’d love to see question eight as well so without further ado; what does the Bayeux Tapestry depict? Is it A, The French Revolution. Is it B, The Hundred Year’s War? Is it C, The Last Supper or is it D, the Norman conquest of England?”

Thinking was getting harder and harder for Emma, as were her nipples which formed round wet patches in her top, making her breaths flow out. Her head was fluttering with butterflies, but she could still think a bit. That Bay word sounded French didn’t it?

“I reckon it could be that right her French bit I tell ya.”

“You’re saying A, The French Revolution?”

“Ya sugar.”

“Emma you’re saying A, but I’m afraid it was actually the Norman conquest of England. It’s actually an embroidery and not a tapestry, despite being referred to as so. Shall we see what the board has in store for you next?”

“Y’all better have somethin’ good for ma board.”

“Well let’s see if he does as we do our next roll. And wouldn’t you know it, it’s the kinks round. Time to add a little spice to your life. Okay audience, fingers on your buzzers. Do you want to vote for A, Once You Go Black. Vote B for Pet Pleasures. Vote C for Exhibitionist Experience and vote D for On The Wild Side. You got any preference you’d like the audience to vote for Emma?”

“Well I’ll be a monkey’s uncle, darn bad choice right here.”

“You heard her folks, Emma doesn’t like the board so try and play nice. It seems the last votes are just coming in, and I can now reveal that Pet Pleasures have come out on top.”

Being a pet was at least a bit better than being used by pets, and she already had a collar on, which she suddenly found even more comforting than before.

“You wanna show us those titties now Emma?”

“Hey don’t treat me like no varmint.”

“Come on Emma, be a good girl, everyone wants to see them, am I right folks?”

The audience went wild for the chubby Emma and her milky titties, cheering and wolf whistling for her, a chant eventually breaking out in support of seeing her fat breasts. All that attention, it made a pet girl like her get all giddy.

“Well if ya’ll insist.”

She hooked a finger down into the front of her bra top and popped those big white, milk dripping tits for the audience and the live viewers at home to see, only on Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? She tingled at the cheering for her heavy bosom, leaking softly down her own skin.

“Very nice Emma, see forfeits aren’t all bad, let’s see if you have anymore in your future or if it’s on to the final as it’s time for question number nine. In 2006 what did Pluto become? Is it A, a dwarf planet? Is it B, a mini planet? Is it C, a semi planet or is it D, a small planet?”

“Right I reckon it’s D.”

“So you think it’s small?”

“Well is it?”

“It is small Emma but sadly that was not the right answer, the answer you actually wanted was A, a dwarf planet.”

“Dang it.”

“Sorry Emma but better news for the audience, time to play another round of ask the audience. And this round it seems we’ll be changing that job of yours, you’ll have to get someone else to look after your business. Okay audience, please vote on your favorite option. Would you like A, Flirty Farm Hand? Would you like B, Working Wonder Woman? Would you like C, Slutty Stripper or would you like to vote for D, Trusty Teaching Tool?”

It was still amazing that schools allowed the bimbos from the show to serve as teachers in their school. Not exactly as the official teachers, but more as teaching assistants. They did offer a lot of ‘assistance’ to the teachers after all.

“And you’ve got your votes in, and it seems the audience is having fun with this game. Would you believe that option A is the winner? Hope the farm has another slot open for a cow.”

“Do I skedaddle over there now?”

“Not just yet Emma, we still have one more question to go before we move onto the final question, it’s time for question ten. Who lives in a Hundred Acre Wood? Is it A, Basil Brush. Is it B, Paddington Bear. Is it C, Rupert the Bear or is it D, Winnie the Pooh?”

“I reckon it be one of those bears, those varmint live in woods.”

“I’ll have to press you for one of them though Emma.”

“Don’t get ya panties in a knot sugar. I reckon B.”

“Emma, you’re going with B, Paddington Bear. But I’m afraid the answer is actually Winnie the Pooh. Come on Emma, everyone knows that.”

“Well I sure didn’t know notin’ about it.”

“Such a shame Emma, this means you’ll have to face our final round of ask the audience which, as always, is the personality round. Time to tinker with that very brain of yours and make some deep changes. Folks, what are we feeling like tonight? Vote for A for some Nymphomania. Vote B for Motherly Loving. Vote C for A Simple Girl and vote D for Cold As Ice. Quickly, submit those votes.”

Round ten was always the most serious round, and was the one that contestants wanted to avoid at all costs, for many it could be the final nail in their coffin, and Emma hadn’t exactly had a great game.

“The votes are in and it looks like the audience have decided to vote for option B, Motherly Loving. Time to get a big dose of paternal loving Emma.”

Her head began to buzz, she felt weird. She felt a deep throbbing within, it hurt so much, what was going on. A final gasp flowed from her lips as she felt the pieces click in her mind, sealing her fate. She suddenly felt an overwhelming urge to nurture and look after everybody. Oh god, how great it would be to feed someone with those big milky tits of hers, she was practically gagging for it. She forgot she had those leaking jugs hanging out.

“So tell us, how are you feeling right now?”

“I feeling snug as a bug in a rug sugar, could do with some younguns right now though.”

“Try and contain yourself for a little longer Emma, we only have one more question to go and it’s for the grand prize, half a million dollars.”

“Half a million!?”

“Sorry folks, sometimes all that IQ loss doesn’t do good things to a girl's memory. If you want to see if Emma manages to win our grand prize then join us after the break. Don’t go anywhere.”


“And we’re back folks. I’m Jim Harris and I’m glad to have you back. We’re joined with Emma who has managed to get all the way to the grand prize. However, she only managed to get there with one correct answer so far, will she still have the brainpower to win our five hundred thousand dollar prize? What would you spent all that money on Emma?”

“If I had my druthers for spoilin’ my younguns rotten.”

“Not going to put any money into that music shop you own?”

“If that’s what you got a hankerin’ for sugar?”

“If you’d be so kind, would you donate all your cash winnings back to the show if you won? It’d make everyone here very happy.”

“That’d make me as happy as a puppy with two puckers.”

“Wow, isn’t she fantastic folks? Give her a hand folks.”

The entire audience began to applaud and cheer for the motherly plump cow girl who wiggled around happily in her seat, oh all this attention made her feel so damn giddy, her face was flushed with a hot glow, and those nipples kept leaking down her body.

“But now it’s time for the finale, let’s move on to the final question. So Emma, for half a million dollars, on which continent is the country Germany located? Is it A, Europe. Is it B, Asia. Is it C, Africa or is it D, America?”

Emma would have been able to breeze through this question at the start and she wasn’t a particularly smart girl or anything, but she’d done horribly in the show and had suffered through nine IQ sapping, body and mind morphing rounds, her intelligence had taken a massive nosedive since the start of the show. This may well have been the meaning of life to right now.

“‘Merica!”

“Are you trying to say D, America?”

“Damn right, USA! USA!”

“Well that’s rather patriotic of you Emma, but is it a right answer, let’s take it to the board and see?”

All eyes were peeled on the board, just as part of the show. Only one person in the room thought that that might actually be the correct answer, and it was the person actually playing the game. A big red cross condemned her to an incorrect answer, not that she was going to be doing anything with the money herself. With the show’s past reputation for screwing winners out of their money, she probably wouldn’t even be getting any in the first place.

“Oooo unlucky Emma, the question wasn’t America silly, it was actually option A, Europe.”

“Dern tootin’”

“I’m sorry Emma but you do not win today’s grand prize, but I’m hope that you had a lot of fun here today.”

“I had a right good time sugar, ya’ll treated me so good.”

“Well Emma, you may have lost but we can at least offer you a consolation prize. How about you stay here and we let the studio audience come down and drink from those fat milky udders of yours?”

“Ya’ll leavin’ me smilin’ like a goat in a briar patch. Reckon this is the best cotton pickin’ show ever.”

“You heard it straight from the cow’s mouth, another happy customer but sadly not another winner this time. But join us next time and see what we have in store for our next contestant and if they’ll be able to go all the way. And if you want to see extra scenes like Emma’s upcoming milking session then make sure you look out for our special edition DVD coming out later this year. I’ve been Jim Harris and you’ve been watching Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Good night everyone.”


Emma loved the show even more after it had gone off air and she was drowned in pleasure as the audience set on her and began feeding themselves on those giant milky breasts, making her squeal in bliss as they drunk down her cream.

It wasn’t too much of a shock that one thing lead to another and the next thing it wasn’t just her bosom getting attention, those horny men took her body in every hole, easing their throbbing elections with the help of her hot, inviting holes, training her body to be the pleasure providing cowgirl her chubby new body allowed her to be.

She may have not gotten the money she needed and she may have lost her business but she at least found a way to pay off that debt. The farm she worked agreed that they’d pay off all the money she owed and the only thing they asked in return was that she stayed them as their personal human cow.

The daily milking sessions of her breasts even helped to engross them to even larger sizes, her milk production multiplying, making those boobs inflate with the excess milk and helping those nipples to grow thicker, fatter. It wasn’t long before she became the farm’s highest seller, her milk going for huge prices. They needed more of it.

Getting their prized cow pregnant was the next natural step. Not only could they hope to get a new batch of milk producing human cows in the future, they also saw a considerable rise in her milk production, the only answer to that growing demand.

And through all of it Emma was in bliss, living as a cow girl pet was perfect for her, spending her days having her milk drained out and milking out the farmers in turn, taking their hot meat and their warm seed. She may not have walked away with any money, but once again Who Wants To Make A Bimbo had produced one happy customer. Or should that be customoo?


Who Wants To Be A Neko?

Ladies and gentlemen, live from Studio 69, it’s the moment you’ve all been waiting for. BNC proudly presents, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?

The arena lights flash while the audience applauds wildly, being streamed to just about every home across the country, it’s time for the nation’s favorite gameshow to kick off once again. Finally the lights settle on a single spotlight, illuminating the host we all know and love.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Today’s contestant must certainly think so as we introduce, Maria.”

Applause rains down as out onto the stage walks the glamorous Maria. She looks to be in her late twenties, her crop cut brown hair helping her to look even younger. Her outfit was a long deep blue dress which trailed down around her feet, encrusted with glitter which glistened under the studio lights.

Her sophisticated appearance didn’t really match up too strongly to the studio she was in. Bright pink and white blocks, a set taken straight from the 1980’s with just a new coat of overbearing paint, she looked overdressed, or maybe the studio was just inadequate to start with.

She took her seat down in what appeared to be a hairdressers chair taken straight from the shop without modification. Sometimes it was hard to believe this show offered half a million dollars in prizes.

“It’s great to see you Maria, and may I just add how lovely you look today.”

“Why thank you Jim, when I win I make sure I do it in style.”

“Ooo, she sure is confident isn’t she folks? But I hear you have a good reason to be, can you tell us what you do for a living Maria?”

“I’m actually a scientist Jim.”

Even the audience let out a long ooo at that one, they knew how to do their part too.

“A fancy job like that sounds like it’d pay rather well, so you hoping for the prize money for anything special?”

“Indeed I am, I’m looking to win that money to help fund a big research product which I’m hoping will help validate my position in the industry.”

“You’re taking a big risk though Maria, get this wrong and I don’t think you’ll have much of a future playing with test tubes.”


“Not at all, a genius like me is going to win. Just like most of your other contestants, it’s a no brainer.”

Another ooo at the burn being delivered by the confident Maria. She wasn’t a quiz player in particular but she knew she was incredibly intelligent and had a vast knowledge. She’d seen this show a few times in the past and knew the questions they were flunking so was her confidence fake? Not at all, she believed a clean sweep was in the bag.

She wouldn’t be the first person to do a clean sweep. In the shows time on air it had previously been sweeped two times by contestants; exciting in their own way then.

“Well I’m sure a smart woman like you doesn’t need the rules explaining. Ten questions to save your mind and then one more afterwards for the grand prize. Are you ready to begin.”

“Ready.”

“Okay, then it’s time to start playing Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?”

The lights fluttered again as the audience cheered for the start of the show.

In total Maria was going to be asked eleven multiple choice questions. The first ten had no money on the line but did have her intelligence. For every question she got wrong her IQ would be sapped away and she’d suffer through a transformation voted on by the audience. Once all ten questions were finished the show would then move onto the final question with half a million on the line. The question would be incredibly easy so those who kept their intellect along the way would win while those who couldn’t keep up the pace would be going home empty. Apart from the raft of changes made to their body of course.

A lot of cash was on offer but there was also a lot to lose as well, it wasn’t a surprise it was the country's favorite gameshow, and it was just about to begin.

“Maria, here comes the first question. In Greek mythology, who rescued Andromeda after she'd been chained to a rock by a sea monster? Was it A, Achilles. Was it B, Agamemnon. Was it C, Odysseus or was it D, Perseus.”

“Easy, D, Peresus.”

“You sure sound confident, are you sure?”

“Sure, Greek mythology isn’t going to stump me I’m afraid.”

“Well let’s check the board to see if you’re right.”

On Who Wants To Be A Bimbo, lots of points on the board were projected onto a large screen. It’s main job was to show the current choice for forfeit voting, along with the results of the questions. It’d either show a big red cross for an incorrect answer and a green tick for the correct one.

Maria already knew what she was going to see though as a big green tick flashed across the screen, the audience applauding her intellect, even if deep down they were probably annoyed a round of ask the audience had escaped them.

“Well you were absolutely correct. On his way home from slaying Medusa, Perseus rescued Andromeda from the sea monster Cetus. That correct answer means you avoid our first transformation vote, a very good start.”

“As expected from someone like me. I hope I’ve shown I’m not all bark and no bite.”

“Isn’t she feisty folks? I bet you’re just itching to move on to question two, aren’t you Maria?”

“Sure, let’s continue, I’m feeling good.”

“Okay, here comes question two. In which century was the Taj Mahal built? Was it A, the 16th century? Was it B, the 17th century? Was it C, the 18th century or was it D, the 19th century?”

Maria curled up a finger and pressed it onto her chin, humming as she was deep in thought.

“Hmm, I know I know this one.”

“You ever visited the Taj Mahal Maria?”

“Indeed I have, India is such a fascinating country and if I do remember correct the Taj Mahal was built in the 17th century.”

“Well let’s take it to the board and see if you’re correct.”

She didn’t have the same extreme confidence as before, but she was still confident enough that it made seeing a green tick anything but a surprise.

“Absolutely correct, construction began in 1631 and was completed in 1653. A bit like me in the makeup room then.”

Humouring laughter, the kindest kind there is.

“You’re on a real roll Maria, two on the trot with all of that scientist brain still in tact.”

“Well I didn’t just come here to win I came here for a clean sweep, so bring on question three.”

“Now she’s telling me what to do, how confident can you get? Let’s see if the confidence remains after magic number question three. Which Swiss city is home to the soccer team Club-Grasshopper? Is it A, Basel? Is it B, Bern? Is it C, Geneva or is it D, Zurich?”

Maria scowled as she retook her thinking position, rubbing a small circle on the tip of her chin.

“You don’t look happy about this one? Been to Switzerland before Maria?”

“I have, but I can’t say I was paying too much attention to any soccer while I was there.”

“So not a soccer person are we?”

“Not a sports person in general.”

She held her head down as she thought, humming to herself as she tried to remember. Even the smartest of people had blind spots in their intellect and this quiz had just took advantage of one of hers.

“Sadly we won’t be able to let you think forever, if you take too long you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and guess.”

“I was worried something like this would happen, but I guess I don’t have a choice. I’ll say A, Basel.”

“You’re saying Basel, let’s see if that’s a correct answer.”

Maria stared nervously as the screen, she was seriously hoping for a clean sweep but that was not put in danger by the most evil of all categories, sporting knowledge.

The flash of a big red cross was what Maria was dreading the most, a question wrong and a transformation incoming, along with a drop in her intellect.

“Unlucky Maria, that was incorrect. The correct answer was actually D, Zurich. Grasshoppers are actually a record twenty seven time champion back in Switzerland. Congratulations to them but condolences to you Maria. I’m sure you know what this means don’t you?”

“Time for ask the audience?”

“Oh I’m supposed to say that. It means it’s time to ask the audience!”

The crowd cheered along as it was their favorite part of the show. Time for them to be able to vote on one of four transformations that would be randomly selected from a category by the studio computer.

The board scrolled through all the different options before it began to slowly stop like a single slot on a machine.

“Well it looks like things aren’t too bad for you. First up for voting it’s the hair round. Now let’s through the options. Put your figures on the button and either place your vote for A, Salty Sea Blues. Vote B for Buried in Black. Vote C for Shades of Platinum and Vote D for Pretty in Pink.”

The hair round was always a common early round to get up and made a small but very distinctive change to the contestant in the form of a new haircut and colour, would that couldn’t be changed no matter how hard they tried.

“Got a preference what you’d prefer for this round Maria?”

“I don’t really know the specifics of each of these, but I guess new hair isn’t too bad.”

“Not a big watcher? Well I hope we don’t catch you by surprise because the votes are in. It seems the audience likes things to match as the winner for this round is Salty Sea Blues.”

Her crop length hair began to change in colour as soon as the winner was announced, the brown colour being overwritten and replaced with a light, bright, deep colour of blue, even brighter than the very bluest of the seas.

It was hard for Maria to actually get a good look of her hair because of how short it was, and she didn’t exactly have her bag on her. She had to try and check her reflexion in the shiny arm chairs, being able to see a deep flash of blue.

“I guess having blue hair isn’t the end of the world.”

“For your sake let’s hope that’s the only change that you’re going to receive this evening. Not that I can say the same for our audience. A new haircut wasn’t too distressing I hope, are you ready for the next question?”

“I guess so, let’s get this over with.”

“You haven’t lost all that confidence just because of a small haircut have you?”

“Of course not, it’s just a small blip on my way to cash glory.”

“Well let’s hope you can handle question four. Which small creature is also known as a pollywog? Is it A, Caterpillar? Is it B, Dormouse? Is it C, Tadpole or is it D, Vole?”

Maria let out a small sigh of relief.

“I think I know this one, I guess I’m not going to find myself in trouble after all. Pretty sure that’s C, a tadpole.”

“Are you certain with C?”

“Certain enough for my liking. Let’s go with it.”

“Congratulations Maria, another correct answer. Three out of four is a great, you’re really on track to win our grand prize.”

“Well naturally, I did tell you so didn’t I? Shall we just get continued onto the next question?”

“And she still wants to just race onto the next question, I don’t know if I’ve ever seen anything like this before. So let’s move onto question five. In which film does Paul Newman play the character John Russell? Is it A, Hombre? Is it B, Hud? Is it C, Sweet Bird of Youth or is it D, Winning?”

Another issue presented itself, the general knowledge was fine for her but when it started being about sports and films she was finding herself with an issue.

“Film buff Maria?”

“Can’t say that I am, can’t say I know who John Russell is, or any of those films either.”

“Oh dear, does this mean you’re going to have to guess for this one?”

“I think so, and we say how that turned out last time.”

Her hand pushed up into the side of her blue crop, brushing it with her fingertips.

“I guess then I’m going to say, maybe C again?”

“Are you sure about that answer?”

“Sure? Not at all, but I’ve got no chance of knowing this one. I’m just going to have to hope it’s C.”

She drew her eyes to the big screen, hoping there was going to be a big green tick in her immediate future. A big red cross was instead the response.

“Oh what a shame Maria, that was the wrong answer. What you were looking for is A, Hombre. Unfortunate for you but very fortunate for the audiences, please get out those voting pads again for another round of ask the audience!

The computer has decided and it seems that the next round is the body mod round. So here are the options to choose from. Vote A if you think Maria would look better with the Biggest Rear in the West. Vote for B if you’d like to see some Top Popping Pillows. Vote C for a slice of Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise and finally vote for D an Ebony Experience.”

Maria could get a better gist on these options from the names. She could probably guess which way it was going to go, a huge ass or giant boobs were both on offer after all.

“Anything you’d rather avoid Maria?”

“Well I’d still like to be able to move around like a normal person if that isn’t too much to ask.”

“Well looking at the voting it seems you will be as the vote was for C, Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise.”

Maria was caught off guard by that option, she expected a classic dose of bimbofying body mod but this was something else.

“Oh, do we have one of those types of crowds in?”

Instead of plumping up she started to shrink down. Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise was designed to give contestants a permanent jailbait appearance. Small height, flat chest, young appearance. If she got into acting she’d be one of those who get cast in high school films despite being well into their thirties.

Her height decreased on the chair as her long blue dress started to hang from her body and totally swallowed her legs up.

“Now don’t you look adorable. Doesn’t she look adorable folks?”

The audience began to applaud as she frowned in her seat, she started off with a slight change but from here on is when wrong answers started to get more and more annoying.

“I’d prefer not to be patronized thank you, I’m still a woman after all.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, sometimes we just get a bit carried away. Now Maria we’ll let you get used to your new body as we go for a quick commercial break. Don’t you go anywhere folks, we’ll be right back.”


“Welcome back everyone, I’m Jim Harris and this is Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? We’re joined by Maria who has had a mixed first half of the show. She did manage to get three questions right but two incorrect has left her looking very different from she first walked on stage. So how are you feeling Maria?”

“Not as comfortably as I was at the start, but I’m still confident about coming out with a win.”

“You’ll just have to make do with a lot of people saying you look too young to be a scientist.”

“I’d rather not get the practice right now thank you very much.”

“Okay okay I’m sorry. I’ll try and distract us with a jump to question number six. What was the occupation of Benito Mussolini's father? Was he A, a blacksmith? Was he B, a policeman? Was he C, a teacher or was he D, a wine merchant?”

Were these questions actually getting easier? As the show went along the questions would slowly start to get easier, or they were supposed to anyway.

“You look troubled Maria, finding this one to be a hard one?”

“Afraid I’m not quite up to scratch with Mussolini’s family tree. I think I’m going to have to guess.”

“Your guesses haven’t had the best luck so far have they?”

“Well you know what they say, third time’s a charm.”

“So what answer are you going to give us Maria?”

“Well, I guess B sounds like it could be right. Let’s say B.”

“You’re saying B, Policeman. Let’s take it to the board and see if that’s correct.”

All eyes were on the board for Maria’s third guess attempt at a question, and a third red cross was what returned itself.

“Oh unlucky, it was incorrect. Alessandro Mussolini was actually a blacksmith. That means you’re going to have to play another round of, say it with me folks, ask the audience!”

“Yeah yeah, let’s just get on with it.”

“So what are the audience going to be voting for next? Stop the presses, it’s the surprise round. That means we’ve got a wide collection of four strange and wonderful choices for everyone to choose from. So audience, vote A for an Orgasmic Experience. Vote B for a Demanding Dominatrix. Vote C for a Cheeky Catgirl and finally vote for D to make her Drunk and Ditzy.”

Maria still hadn’t watched enough of this show to know what most of the options were but she could have an idea from the names. She’d seem A before, she didn’t want to be orgasming to every touch. She also didn’t want to be drunk all the time, or a stupid catgirl either.

“Think this is a good choice for you?”

“Wouldn’t say so, I guess I could cope with B if I had to.”

“Well you won’t need to try as the audience votes are in and they’re actually decided to go for C, a Cheeky Catgirl.”

Maria’s head flung back in a gasp. Her body changing was one thing, shrinking down; completely new parts growing was a completely different thing.

She writhed around in the chair, her small body kicking around as she could feel a growth in the small of her back, something sprouting out as a similar action took place on top of her head.

She had a good idea what it might be from the name of the challenge but still the audience were getting a much better look than she was. Two blue cat ears were growing out of short cropped hair as a wiggling cat tail was slowly expanding from her behind, the petite girl squirming around on her seat.

“Are you feeling okay Maria? You don’t look too comfortable.”

“Nya, of course I’m not, I’ve got a tail growing out of my ass!”

Suddenly she realised she’d started off her sentence by letting out a cat like meow, her hands raising up to cover over her lips.

“Did you hear that folks? She took to it like a duck to water.”

The blue ears and tail had very much become a part of her body, as if she couldn’t look any more ridiculous and childlike with her petite body.

“Nyaaa, this transformation is totally unfair!”

She hissed before covering her mouth again, she just couldn’t get used to that speaking tick of hers.

“Now Maria those are the rules.”

“I know nya, but changing my voice along with my appearance is too much!”

“Well that’s the special round for you, always available to stir things up. I think we’ve given Maria enough time to adjust to living the cat life, right folks? Well time to move onto our next question.

So question seven, which composer wrote the 'Paris', 'Linz' and 'Prague' symphonies? Was it A, Haydn? Was it B, Mozart? Was it C, Puccini or was it D, Sibelius.”

Maria rose her hand up to her face to think but instead of placing her hand into her chin and running her finger in a circle, she cupped her hand and stroked it along her own cheek. This transformation really was too powerful. She almost jumped out of her seat once she realized what she was doing.

“Everything alright Maria?”

“N- fine. Just fine.”

She even had to catch herself to make sure she didn’t let out any stupid cat sounds, and how loose fitting her dress was didn’t help her comfort levels.

“I think that answer is B, Mozart.”

“So you’re gonna say B? Let’s take it to the board and see if you’re correct. Congratulations Maria, a right answer. What a smart girl you are.”

Subconsciously she pushed herself up higher in her seat, ears flicking around as a low vibration purred out from her pursed lips, looking very pleased with herself. If she was a dog her tail would probably be slapping around the chair.

“That means you avoid another forfeit round and we can go straight into question number eight. The song Big Spender comes from which musical? Is it A, Carousel? Is it B, Guys And Dolls? Is it C, South Pacific or is it D, Sweet Charity?”

Maria’s face turned to a scowl as she went back into thought mode.

“You don’t look too pleased with this one Maria.”

“I’m not a fan of musicals.”

“Didn’t do any research on this stuff before you came on?”

“Nya of course I did but my head is fuzzy now!”

From the release of another purr the petite girl began to squirm and kick around in chair, almost throwing a hissy fit; purring was not sitting well with her.

“Well you have some time if you want to think.”

She closed her eyes as she tried to concentrate. While she didn’t like musicals she at least learnt about them in her revision crash course. But her head was feeling fuzzier now, mainly because of some new more dominating thoughts which had appeared. Like a desire for some fish to eat.

“I’m afraid we can’t let you groom yourself all night Maria, you’re going to need to give us an answer.”

Her eyes shot open as she noticed she’d been running her tongue against her hand, quickly dragging it away and gripping the arm chairs tightly.

“I’m gonna go with B then, nya.”

“You’re saying Guys and Dolls?”

“That’s what I said, nya!”

“The kitty cat is saying Guys and Dolls. But unlucky Maria, the correct answer was actually D, Sweet Charity. You really can’t get a lucky break with these guesses. I thought everyone knows that one, but I guess a child like you would have difficulties.”

“Nya I’m twenty nine!”

“Well, folks you know what that means. It’s time to ask the audience! Now board please give us our next category to play with. Oh my, it seems like the board has landed on fetish. Such a difficult choice Maria, I hope you’re going to be okay.

Okay folks, here are the options for you to choose from. Vote A for some Hopeless Humiliation. Vote B for the opposite in a Saucy Sadist. Vote C for some Sensual Spankings and vote D for Pet Paradise.”

The term Pet Paradise was enough to leave her concerned. She began to whine out quickly.

“Hey don’t make me any more of a pet!”

“It’s up to the audience Maria, I don’t get to choose. However the votes have just came back to me and I can let you know you got your wish, Pet Paradise has not been chosen.”

“Nya, that’s good.”

“Instead you’ll get some Hopeless Humiliation.”

While Pet Paradise may have seemed the best fit for Maria with her current nekofication, Hopeless Humiliation was a strong fan favorite and rarely didn’t win when it had appeared, mainly due to how fun it was to watch.

Maria could feel the tingling in her head as the changes took shape, a hot throbbing in her mind which caused her body to writhe.

“Are you okay kitty cat?”

Her breathing was slightly heavier from tossing and turning but she was slowly gaining composure back in her seat, at least this change was nothing compared to the last one.

“Fine, nya. But don’t call me kitty, or cat, nya. I have a name.”

“But only people really need names. It’s enough to just call an animal by what they are.”

“N-nya, who are you calling an animal?”

“You kitty. I mean you do have cat ears, don’t you?”

His voice had changed tone from his usual jokey showtime voice into a more direct, patronizing tone.

Maria rose her hands up and covered over her own head, using her palms to flatten her feline ears down and hide them from his view.

“And you do keep purring like a cat.”

“Nyaaaa, shut up!”

“See you did it again, what a stupid animal.”

She found her face to be heating up from his harsh words. Initially it confused her until she remembered the ask the audience result from the last round. Hopeless Humiliation; she was going to get turned on by this sort of treatment from now on.

“We’ll try and give you an easy question for number nine, something even a dumb cat could answer. In which state is the presidential mountain retreat Camp David? Is it A, Maine? Is it B, Maryland? Is it C, Vermont or is it D, Virginia?”

Even after losing four rounds out of eight, her intelligence levels hadn’t dropped down too much compared to what could have been.

“Nya, it’s Maryland.”

“Are you sure? I reckon a big girl would have no problem answering but I’m not sure about a little kitty.”

“Nya I’m certain! Just do it already!”

“Well let’s check the board to see if that’s correct. Of course it is, everybody knows that one. You’re lucky we gave you such an easy one or you’d never have answered it.”

“Not true, nya! I’m a scientist I could answer anything!”

She’d been getting more and more worked up ever since the change, especially from the constant barrage of verbal insults coming in her direction. It was no wonder it was such a popular choice with the fans with how it made the contestants react.

“So you’re saying we should make ten hard, just so you can show what a super duper smart little kitty cat you are?”

“Y-yes!”

She didn’t like agreeing to his ultra patronizing tone, but he was right, she was going to prove how clever she was.

“Okay then, as you wish. Question ten, Cagliari is the capital of which island? Is it A, Corsica? Is it B, Malta? Is it C, Sardina or is it D, Sicily?”

Her ears remained flat to her head at both the question, and the answers. She didn’t know this one, she had absolutely no clue. She’d never even heard of Cagliari.

“I’m sure a scientist would know the answer straight away, right?”

“O-of course I do. It’s C, Sardinya.”

“Did you mean Sardina?”

“That’s what I said, Sardinya.”

“Are you sure it’s really Sardina? You’re not just saying that because it sounds like a type of fish?”

“No.”

“Completely sure? Only a cat would be stupid enough to choose an answer because they’re hungry.”

“That’s not it at all!”

“Aww folks, check out the dumb little kitty. She’s picking C because she thinks she’ll get some fish for it.”

“Nya! Shut up! Fine then, D! Whatever D was, happy!?”

She slouched back in her chair, arms tightly folded across the rolls of blue fabric which hung down her small body.

“Such a shame as the correct answer actually was C, Sardina.”

“N-nya, you tricked me! That’s no fair, I got it right!”

“I believe you actually picked D in the end, it’s not my fault if it’s so easy to trick animals. Well, let’s move on to the last and final round of ask the audience. As always it’s the personality round folks which means we have four interesting choices for you to choose from, and maybe one of them will show this cat some manners. So fingers on the buzzers everyone.

Vote A for Loud and Vulgar. Vote B for some Nymphomania. Vote C for Hyper Happy and vote D if you want her to be a Volatile Vixen. Any personal preference from you?”

Maria went to open her mouth but she was quickly cut off.

“But of course we don’t care what a stupid cat thinks. Let the people decide for you. The voting is now complete and I can tell you they’ve gone for C, Hyper Happy!”

It could be seen as the best choice in a way, compared to a constant need for sex or completely erratic mood swings. At least she’d always be in high spirits no matter what happened to her; combined with humiliation it could have quite the effect.

“Well that’s all ten of our standard questions down and we only have one more to go. Do you think you still have the brainpower left to win our grand prize?”

“Nyaa, totally I do!”

“Even though you’re a just a silly bimbo cat?”

“Nyaaa, I’m not a bimbo I’m a scientist.”

“Well, we’ll see for certain just how much of a bimbo this catgirl is, after we take our quick final commercial break. See you in five folks.”


“Welcome back folks for the final part of our show. I’m joined today by a very stupid catgirl who thinks she has a chance of winning our half a million grand prize today.”

“Nya I totally do.”

“Quiet kitten. No speaking until spoken to, understand?”

She let out a squeak and clamped her mouth shut, nodding her head up and down in place.

“Dumb cat girls shouldn’t interrupt when people are speaking. If we want to hear your dumb little comments then we’ll ask for them, understand little pussy?”

Her voice came out in a hot flowing breath. Despite being scolded her face was a deep shade of red and she was drooling from a turned up smile.

“Nya, understand!”

“Now where was I. Oh yes, our grand prize question. We only have one more question to go now folks so hold onto your hats once and for all as we find out if out kitten wants to be a cash prize winner, or if she’d rather just be a bimbo.”

The studio lights darkened, to add to the dramatic effect, a spotlight shining down around Maria and nobody else, illuminating her perfectly for the studio audience and also those watching at home.

“Now, kitten, here is your final question. What prize do you want for winning this show? Is it A, half a million dollars. Is it B, a brand new pink collar? Is it C, a week's supply of tasty fish or is it D, a big bundle of yarn?”

The toughest question of all, for a catgirl anyway, one who had their mind deeply routed through transformations to completely warp their way of thinking. Maria purred beneath her breaths as she mulled over the question.

“You may speak now kitten, what are you thinking?”

“Nyaa, I’m not sure. I mean I do like yarn but I haven’t eaten in a while and I’m getting kinda hungry. Then again not wearing a collar doesn’t feel that comfortable so I’d like one of them too.”

“So you’re stuck between B, C and D?”

“That’s right, nya! All of them sound super good.”

“I tell you what, how about we come to a compromise. If you agree to have your name legally changed to Kitty then we’ll allow you to walk away with all three prizes. How does that sound folks, does that sound like a good deal to you?”

And the crowd went wild with applause for the high stakes offer. A name change for a collar, some fish and some yarn, truly it was the pinnacle of all offers ever made.

Maria’s ears perked up as she sat up high on her seat, her face wrapped into an energetic smile, her small ass bouncing up and down in the seat. She hadn’t been able to stop fidgeting since round ten, but getting some good news was making it even worse.

“That sounds totally awesome, nya!”

“Did you hear that folks? She accepts. That’s good news Kitty, you get to walk away with three prizes. Aren’t you a very fortunate cat right now?”

“Nya, totally. I’m so super happy!”

Her arms waved around at her sides as she purred out happily, blue ears twitching around.

The audience applauded wildly as the end music played, Jim Harris rising from his seat and walking over towards the former Maria, stroking her across the top of her head, making that energetic feline wiggle around with pleased purrs flowing out.

“Once again a very happy contestant here on Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Do you think you can do a little better than she did and actually walk away with our grand prize? There is only one way for you to find out. I’ve been Jim Harris and this have been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? See you next week folks.”


Maria was a promising scientist who seemed to have a bright future ahead of her. Despite her young age she was already starting to make waves and was looking to start on some major research which could have truly propelled her up the science ladder.

Kitty was a scientist too, of sorts. She still got to work in the lab, she still got to wear a white coat and she still got to do experiments to a certain degree, but it wasn’t exactly the same.

“What are you doing now Kitten?”

One of the scientists leaned over to take a look at the work the swaying catgirl was doing, her oversized labcoat flicking from side to side. She purred out with a giggle as she revealed a circular cat toy with a mouse toy inside, which spun around when hit.

“Nyaa, I’m trying to figure out how to get the mouse, every time I get it it gets away again, nya!”

Kitten was kept around the lab as more of a pet than anything else. For one she was only allowed to wear two articles of clothing, a collar and a lab coat. She was taught that animals like her didn’t need clothes, so she was to be naked other than her jingling collar, but she would need a lab coat when working for protocol. They did enjoy seeing her just below five foot frame running about in a six foot long lab coat which hung over her.

Her knees and even across the bridge of her nose were covered in bandages from all the falling around she’d did. She always moved around at one hundred miles an hour, tripping was a common occurrence.

“Of course you can’t work it out, you know you’re just a silly pussy cat.”

She got a silly look on her blushing face from those words, her body wiggling around more, ears flicking.

“Nyaa I know, hehe.”

Her strong desire for humiliation was one of her best traits to the other scientists. For one it meant she was incredible obedient to anything they wanted as long as they asked about it the right way, and they could make her very affectionate with the right words and actions too.

She even lived in the lab now, being fed in a bowl by the other scientists, and being given a cat bed to sleep in. The lab was open twenty four hours so she could roam as she wished to. She was living a very feline life.

The scientist grabbed her tail which peeked through the outfit. For her own special labcoat they’d cut a hole in the back for her tail to wiggle through, and any tug on it would make her body tense and cause her to let out a squeal.

“Instead of blowing a fuse trying to figure out a simple toy, why don’t you to what you’re good for.”

She gasped out and spun around, revealing her petite naked body as she dropped down onto her knees, and repeated the line that she’d been ordered to repeat when called on for action.

“Nya nyan, Kitty cocksleeve at your service, nya. How may I serve you today?”

She may not have walked away with the prize money to start up her own research product but she was still getting to do a lot of experimenting; even if now it was just as the test dummy.

Another happy contestant.


Who Wants To Be A Latino?

The lights are set, the audience is primed, the time is now. Let’s start the show. Going live in five, four, three, two, one.

The arena lights flashed as the shows opening music played into the studio. The elderly host came up onto the stage to the loud cheers and applause from this week's audience as BNC’s hottest show went live throughout the country.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? This week's contestant will be hope so as I introduce to you, Bianca.”

As always it was the same thing, a good looking woman walking onto a stage that looked like something that would be used for a children’s beauty pageant, with tacky pink trip and glossed white in front of a wildly cheering crowd.

Bianca was a dark haired young woman with well done makeup, dressed in a plain green t-shirt and a black pencil skirt which hung just above her knees. A pair of small heels slightly elevated her height as she strutted over to take her seat in the center of the stage.

“Welcome Bianca, why don’t you start by telling us a little about yourself.”

“Sure thing. Well, my name is Bianca clearly, I’m twenty three years old and I’m a nanny from California.”

“A nanny? Think those parents will be letting those kids stay up to see how you do?”

“Well I guess it’ll depend how I do. Hopefully they will and they’ll see me win the prize.”

“But if you win I guess they might not be seeing much of your anymore.”

“No comment.”

And how the audience laughed, the amusement is real folks. Jim Harris took quiz show presenter small talk 101, he knows how to work it.

“And is there anything in particular you’re looking to do with your possible cash prize?”

“Well I’m hoping to be able to buy my own place.”

“A noble goal indeed. Right you know how this works I’m sure Bianca. I’ll be asking you ten questions, the more you answer correctly the better your shot at our grand prize question, are you ready to play?”

“I’m ready Jim.”

“Okay, then let’s play Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?”

The studio lights dimmed down to draw focus to the contestant on the stage, as well as the large screen in the middle of the stage for when it would be needed.

As always the rules of the show were the same. The contestant would be quizzed with ten questions, starting off with the hardest and slowly getting easier. Right answers would give the contestant a pass to the next round while easier ones forced the contestant into their forfeit, taking away some of their intelligence as well as performing a studio selected transformation upon them.

After the standard ten questions there would be a grand prize question with half a million dollars on the line. The question would be incredibly easy to a normal person but to an IQ sapped bimbo girl? That’s the reason right answers are crucial to victory.

“Okay then Bianca, question one. Hokidachi, Kabudachi and Sabamiki are all terms used in which Japanese activity? Is it A, bonsai? Is it B, origami? Is it C, sumo wrestling or is it D, tea ceremony? Once again those terms are Hokidachi, Kabudachi and Sabamiki.”

Bianca’s face was already a blank after just the first question, but then again this question generally was the hardest one the contestant would be faced with to make up for their intelligence advantage.

“Not an expert on Japan then I’m going to take it Bianca?”

“No, never been, not even sure what you just said.”

“Would you like me to repeat the terms again?”

“No thank you Jim, I don’t think that’s the issue. I have no idea so I’m going to have to guess so I suppose I may as well C?”

“You’re saying C, sumo wrestling. Is that your final answer?”

“Final answer.”

“Okay then, as always, let’s take it to the board and hope for a big tick for you.”

The answering system on the show was presented on the multi purpose big screen. A large green tick would flash up to denote a correct answer and a large red cross would be presented if the answer was incorrect, as Bianca would find out.

“Unlucky Bianca that is incorrect. The correct answer is actually bonsai. I’m sure you’re aware of what a bonsai tree looks like, sadly I don’t get such lovely props on this show. Unfortunately for you Bianca that means we must now have it over to our audience for our first round Ask The Audience!”

The crowd chanted along with his words. Unlike most gameshows the audience on Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? were actively seeking for the contestant to get wrong answers as every one meant they could vote on a change to be performed onto the contestant, ranging from the small to the extreme, depending on what the board randomized.

The board spun through the choices as always as it selected the first vote of the show.

“And it looks like our first voting round will be the face round. How exciting. Here are the choices for everyone in the audience to choose from. Vote A for Makeup Makeover. Vote B for Rainbow Eyes. Vote C for Puffy and Pouty and vote D for Freckle Frenzy.

Any personal preference Bianca? Maybe you can sway the folks here.”

“Well, if I had to say I guess freckles?”

Freckles was usually a popular choice with the contestants being more low key, even if the fancy colour changing eyes wasn’t too awful. The thick lips of C and the always applied trashy makeup of A were ones that people usually wanted to avoid.

“Sadly your pleas didn’t tug on the heartstrings as the vote has actually gone to C, Puffy and Pouty.”

Bianca could feel the tingle spread all over her lips in moments as her mouth began to swell up. Her lips were growing in size and softness as they swelled up to a stereotype bimbo level of thickness, plump and heavy around the mouth.

“So how does that feel Bianca? You a fan of the audience's choice?”

“I’ve had better days,” she slurred out, the extra weight on her lips negatively impacting her speech.

“Well this day could still get a lot better as we move onwards to question two. An ISO rating refers to what? Is it A, the air speed of an aircraft? Is it B, photographic film speed. Is it C, underwater speed of a submarine or is it D, wind speed?”

Once again Bianca was completely baffled by the question, she’d never heard of an ISO rating before. Surely these things were just called speed, why did they need fancy names?

“Another tricky question for you Bianca?”

“Yeah, I’ve got no idea about this one. This show’s a lot harder when you’re actually sitting here.”

“You know you’re not the first person to say that. However you have four options to choose from meaning you always have a slot at guessing the right answer.”

“Yeah, I think I’m gonna have to guess. Let’s go with C, the submarine one.”

“Bianca is saying C, let’s go to the board to see if that answer is the correct one. Oh sorry, that was incorrect. No the answer is actually B, photographic film speed. Don’t be too hard on yourself, not everyone would get that. But without further ado let’s move onto our next round of Ask The Audience!

And we’re onto the body morphing round, always one that throws up some interesting options. Here are you choices folks. Vote A for Long and Leggy. Vote B for Biggest Rear in the West. Vote C for Top Popping Pillows and vote D for Miss Muscles.”

With a full transformation to the entire body the body morphing round was usually one to throw up big changes, especially the two regulars and fan favorites in B and C.

“And the voting is in closed and today’s winner is B, Biggest Rear in the West.”

Bianca could feel that hot tingling down below her against the seat, as the choice described it was her ass which was the next to be changed, going the same way as her lips; nice and fat.

Her small round ass began to swell in size as the jiggly fat was pumped in making that booty swell up massively, hips spreading to accommodate the size of that new huge booty which squeezed into the arm chairs of her seat and made that dress ride a lot further up her thighs.

Some wolf whistles sounded from from the audience as Bianca fidgeted around on her ass which had finally stopped growing in size, leaving her very bottom heavy.

“Looks like we have some ass men in the audience today. How do you like this chance Bianca?”

“Did it have to be so big?”, she whined as she continued to fidget with her skirt.

“Well it does say biggest rear and on this show we like to deliver. In fact while we’re at it let’s deliver a third question. The chemical compound formalin is used as a what? Is it A, a detergent? Is it B, fuel? Is it C, lubricant or is it D, preservative?

Once again Bianca you’re not looking too confident about this one. Not a good show for you so far?”

“These questions are really hard, like I said it seems easier when you’re playing at home.”

“Plus if you get one wrong you’re not in danger of being transformed, am I right?”

“Well I don’t know this one either. Let’s go with A.”

“So you want to say detergent? Let’s check with the board to see if that is the correct answer. Unlucky Bianca you are incorrect, it was actually D and is used in embalming. Sorry but this means once again we’re going to have to go and Ask The Audience!

And it’s the clothing round next which means audience you’ll be giving poor Bianca’s wardrobe a full makeover so fingers on pads please. Vote A if you think Bianca should go with I’m Sexy and I Know it. Vote B for some Maid Service. Vote C for some Summer Service and vote D for Body Canvas. Some very exciting choices here Bianca, any preference from you?”

“Not really,” the poor girl sighed out. Even though the audience usually didn’t do any favours this round had a lot of bad chances. Aside from the maid outfits there was the revealing, the bikinis and then the basically nude with only body paint to wear. How embarrassing.

The worst part was her brain would be rewired to condition her to only wear the type of outfit chosen which meant never again would she be able to put on an outfit outside this selection.

“Well the voting here was really close Bianca but it seems that A has just managed to edge the victory.”

After her head quickly started to tingle Bianca became very uncomfortable. It was the damn outfit, she just couldn’t feel good wearing it; it felt wrong on her, but the show’s glamorous blonde assistant who looked like she could have been a past contestant arrived to lead Bianca off to the back.

“As always weren’t not cruel on this show,” Jim called out to the audience, “We’ve got a wide selection of clothing backstage to make sure that Bianca’s new mindset has an appropriate outfit to keep her happy, and here she is now.”

Quickly she’d had a new outfit thrown together for her to wear and it was as skimpy and slutty as the audience would have hoped for.

Tiny little white hotpants did little to conceal the fat cheeks of her ass, riding up between those giant buns while her chest was concealed over with the smallest of tube tops possible, barely covering her chest with her areola on display, and nipples threatening to pop out at moment.

The fans from the audience wolf whistled, the attractive young brunette with the giant ass looked stunning in the slutty outfit.

“Now doesn’t she just look amazing folks?” Jim asked the audience once more, “How about you Bianca, do you like your new outfit?”

“Well, isn’t it a bit too revealing?”

“What do you think? Do you prefer wearing this or did you prefer your old outfit?”

“Well I like this more…”

“And there is your answer folks. Now let’s move straight into question four. Where do littoral plants and animals live? Is it A, the desert? Is it B, mountains? Is it C, by the seashore or is it D, a tundra?”

Bianca was getting into a bad state, she wasn’t the smartest when she’d came on the show and had avoided any early luck which meant her IQ was slipping away quickly, stealing her chance at getting the right answers as the show progressed.

“I’m not sure, I’ve not heard of littoral plants before. I might need to guess again.”

“Your guesses haven’t paid off so far though, are you sure that’s a wise move?”

“Well it’s not wise but I don’t have any other option. I’m gonna go A, I’ll say they’re desert plants.”

“So you’re saying A. Oh another incorrect answer, how unfortunate, the correct answer was actually C, they’re seashore plants which is of course what littoral means. Unlucky Bianca that means you have to face a fourth Ask The Audience in a row.

Speech is the next subject we’ll be asking you folks to vote on so without further ado here are the choices. Do you want A, Ravishing Russian? Should it be B, Barely Legacy? Should it be C, Latina Spice or do you feel like D, some Southern Country Gal? Vote now.”

The speech round was just as it advertised, the vote was change the vocal cords and speech pattern of the contestant to the desired choice.

“And the vote is now closed. We have a winner and it’s C, Latina Spice.”

The description fitted the transformation, the tone of Bianca’s voice being changed into a rich thick latino accent in mere moments as her throat tingled.

“Well Bianca, going to give that new voice a go?”

“Well I guess I might as well.”

While her speech pattern didn’t seem to change she definitely added a rich latina spice upon her words which could be recognized in an instant, the transformations had to be clear for the show after all.

“I’m sure there are plenty of men who’ll get hot under the collar listening to a voice like that. But let’s move swiftly onto question five. On a steam locomotive, what is the name of the automatic anti-vacuum valve used when coasting? Is it A, a snaffling valve? Is it B, a snifting valve? Is it C, a snuffing valve or is it D, a snufting valve?”

“Most of those things sound the same,” Bianca complained in her new voice, “How am I supposed to tell them apart?”

“Well if you knew the answer I suppose it wouldn’t be too hard to be able to tell the difference but alas you may just have to have another guess, am I right?”

She sighed out as his words were the truth, and that had served four incorrect answers in a row so far.

“Fine, I’m going to say C then.”

“Snuffing, you want me to confirm on snuffing?”

“Yes sure, I don’t know the answer it’ll have to do.”

“Bianca is saying C. Incorrect once again, the actual answer was B, snifting. How unfortunate, the first half of the show and every answer incorrect. That means I have no choice but to once again Ask The Audience.”

Even if he gave the most sympathy in the world Bianca knew that neither him nor the audience really cared too much, they enjoyed her failing like this so they could continue to shape her. So far she’d suffered through swollen lips and ass, a new wardrobe and voice, what more was there to come?

“It’s the surprise round folks, it’s that time to check out the weird and the wonderful so fingers on the keypad. Vote A to make Bianca a Milky Momma. Vote B for Itching for Ink. Vote C for Silicon Valley and vote D for Tidy and Tanned.

You know with that knew voice of yours option D is looking good, is that your personal preference Bianca?”

“I think so actually, I guess I could live with a tan.”

“Live with it you will as my prediction powers are red hot and D is the winner.”

Bianca managed to avoid the milky tits, tattoo covering and robot mindset and instead felt the tingle rush all over her body as her skin began to darken from its pale light into a crisp brown, all of the hair below her neck being fazed away by the transformation leaving her hairless in all the parts in which a man liked to find his partner hairless.

Unlike some of the transformations in a show some woman might find this particular one to be a more a help rather than a menace.

“Well if I do say so myself I think that tan looks very good on you.” A wolf whistle echoed through the studio, emitted from the audience, “And I’m not the only one who agrees.”

“Thank you Jim.”

“Me and the audience are going to have a lot more time to admirer that new look of yours as we need to take a commercial break. See you all back here in a few.”


“And we’re back folks, hope you had a good break. For those just joining us I’m here with Bianca. Bianca hasn’t had the best starts to the show, in fact it couldn’t be worse, getting all five answers correct and going through a series of different changes. However she’s still got a chance to win the big prize and end her current losing streak. Bianca are you ready to play again?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be I suppose.”

“Fantastic, then let’s play Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?”

The music sounded and the lights dimmed again back onto the stage.

“Okay moving on to question number six. Who wrote the 1978 novel The World According to Garp? Was it A, Saul Bellow? Was it B, John Irving? Was it C, John Updike or was it D, Tom Wolfe?

From the look on your face I’m going to guess that you don’t know this one either?”

“Yeah, this show doesn’t seem like the best of ideas now, I think I’m gonna have to do another bit of guesswork. I suppose I’ll go with B.”

“You’re saying B, are you certain?”

“Well no but I’m going with it.”

“Okay okay, she’s saying B.”

The next action was one that Bianca hadn’t seen yet in the show. The board, instead of flashing up another big red cross for her rewarded her work with a flashy green tick.

“Congratulations Bianca you’re correct, it was written by John Irving.”

The audience began to applaud as well, mainly because they weren’t sure if she was going to get one right in this entire show while the fat assed tanned woman looked very pleased with herself, even if the correct answer was total guess work.

“I knew I had it in me.”

“You certainly did, your first correct answer on the show and you’ve managed to save yourself for this round. You got five incorrect answers in the first part, maybe this time it’ll be five correct?”

“I sure hope so, that’d be grand.”

“I’m excited now, and itching to go with our next question so here it is Bianca, question seven. What was the middle name of President James K Polk? Was it A, Karl? Was it B, Kennedy? Was it C, Kirkpatrick or was it D, Knox?”

Some people at home may be getting to this point where they’re screaming about how the contestant has to get the right answers but once your intellect has been sapped so dramatically the show becomes a lot harder.

“Kennedy?” Bianca muttered out, raising an eyebrow, clearly not sure with her answer.

“Is that what you’re guessing for this question?”

“Yeah, I’m gonna say Kennedy.”

Kennedy was always a safe bet when asked about presidents and the letter K, but that didn’t mean it was the correct answer every time.

“Let’s check the board to see if you are correct. Oh what a shame Bianca that is an incorrect answer. Surely everyone knows that the correct answer is Knox? Well clearly not everyone. It’s a shame you couldn’t putting a winning streak together but do not worry I have the perfect consolation. Ask the Audience!”

Bianca couldn’t believe she had been so stupid as to forget the names of the president's like that. This game was really taking its toll, and her intellect was only getting lower and lower.

“Now we’re getting saucy, this round is all about kinks which means things could get very naughty very fast. Right audience vote for A for Sensual Spankings. Vote B for Butt Bandit. Vote C for Saucy Sadist and vote D for The More the Merrier.

Now usually D is a very popular choice with the folks but with that new ass of yours they might be thinking about going for one of the ass based kinks. Thoughts?”

“Well I don’t know!” she complained out, this was starting to get desperate. Anal slut, spanking fetish, gangbang addict, there was a lot of bad to see getting voted in here.

“Don’t worry I have the answer right here, they’ve steered from the fan favorite of D this time in order to vote for B, Butt Bandit.”

Her head started to throb as soon as the vote as locked in, her body starting to heat up as she felt something tingling down below.

“This transformation won’t be as obvious on the surface like the others so let me explain it to those watching for the first time. This particular transformation is going to give Bianca a very strong desire for anal sex and our transformations don’t just affect the bedroom, our standard boost in libido leaves that need for sex even on the go.”

He wasn’t kidding either, the transformation had just hit and already Bianca’s body was craving a hot cock buried deep in her backdoor. She dragged her nails along the arm rests, this was going to be troublesome.

“So you still have three questions to go before our grand prize, think you’ll be able to survive for that long?”

“I’ll try my best,” the squirming contestant whined out, biting down on her bottom lip as her breaths got a bit too sensual for her liking.

“Well I’ll try not to take too much of your time up and will instead swiftly move to our next question. Question eight, what type of sauce is made from mayonnaise and chopped pickles? Is it A, bearnaise? Is it B, chasseur? Is it C, hollandaise or is it D, tartar?”

It wasn’t just her much lower intellect which was making thinking about these questions a difficulty, that new longing in her behind as her hips rocked on the seat was also causing an issue.

“Big sauce lover Bianca?” Jim interjected as she seemed to be getting distracted from the question.

“Some sauce not mayo though. I really don’t know.”

“Well you’ll have to make a guess won’t you? Otherwise you’ll be sitting there, unsatisfied, for a long time.”

Now that was a scenario she’d like to avoid if possible.

“Maybe C then?”

“You’re going with C. Oh, that is incorrect, the answer was actually D, tartar sauce. No hard feelings Bianca but that means it’s time to Ask the Audience once more.

And the next round of voting will be the job round. You might be kissing that nanny job goodbye Bianca unless the board and studio are feeling generous; let’s look through the options now. Vote A to make Bianca a Naughty Nurse. Vote B for Maid For Service. Vote C to make her a Slutty Stripper and vote D if she should be a Working Wonder Woman.”

Like the outfit round this job was mostly psychological, it would lock the mind into only being able to, and only wanting to do this particular job, and the show would happily help the contestant find employment too.

“So Bianca, any thoughts on your future career prospects?”

“I don’t know I’m trying not to think too much about it.”

“What a doll. And now a stripper and C has went into the lead and secured victory.”

She could kiss her nanny job goodbye as from now on the only work that she’d be getting what baring her body down at strip joints, not that she was covering herself up much to begin with.

“Would you like to try out some of your dance moves for the audience right here right now?”

“No could we please just try and hurry up,” Bianca’s thighs squished together as she rocked from side to side.

“Okay, question nine incoming. In English, what name is given to a word or phrase that reads the same backwards as it does forwards? Is it A, palimpsest? Is it B, palindrome? Is it C, palladian or is it D, palliative?”

“Most of those things sounded the same.”

“Concentrate Bianca, I’ll read them out again. Palimpsest, palindrome, palladian or palliative.”

“These questions are so hard. I’m not sure, I’m going to go ahead and say B.”

“You’re going with B, that’s palindrome. You happy with this?”

“Yes, I’ll go with that one.”

“Well let’s see if you managed to find the correct answer this time. Oh my, congratulations Bianca that was totally correct, the answer was in fact B, a palindrome. Could we be seeing a late comeback on the horizon?”

“Oh I hope so, I think I need that money now more than ever.”

“Well let’s not waste your time or mine and go straight into our final question before the grand prize. What type of dog breed is a Jack Russell? Is it A, a hound? Is it B, a pointer? Is it C, a setter or is it D, a terrier?”

Bianca thought about this one as carefully as she could, question ten was a big one to get right as the forfeit for this one was the personality round, the biggest change of them all for any unfortunate contestant.

“Surely it has to be A, yes?”

“What makes you say that?”

“Well surely all dogs are hound dogs.”

“So you’re going with A? I’ll take it to the board to see if that answer is the correct one. That’s not what we were hoping for, an incorrect answer. Sadly Elvis wasn’t the best phone a friend here as the correct answer was actually D, a terrier. You know what that means it’s time for our final round of, say it with me everyone, Ask the Audience!”

The audience chanted along as they got to the juiciest voice of them all, the one that would fully overwrite her personality.

“As always it’s time to put your personality on the line Bianca; let’s see what choices the audience have in store for them today. Vote A for Hot and Spicy. Vote B for Daddy’s Girl. Vote C for Hyper Happy and vote D for Hippe Heights.

Wow that vote didn’t take long at all, looks like we have a bit of a landslide. I hope you like it hot Bianca as Hot and Spicy is the victor.”

She felt a throbbing in her head as her personality began to get rewired. Every contestant was filled with small nanobots which could change parts of their body and this time they were swarming all over the brain, making lots of different changes to the way she acts and thinks.

Bianca was almost out of breath once the changes had stopped coming through, it was quite the tiring experience to have one's entire outlook on the world rewritten in just a few moments.

“How are you feeling Bianca, those changes came through yet?”

“I’m not sure, I don’t know how I can tell.”

“Well you should feel different from the way you felt before.”

“How am I supposed to remember that?”

“It looks like we could be here a while with this one folks. We only have one more question to ask and this one is for half a million dollars. Don’t go anywhere as we’ll be right back after this commercial break. See you in five.”


“Welcome back everyone, thanks for rejoining us. Today’s contestant is Bianca who has managed to get through to this point with only two right answers. Not the best haul was it?”

“Bite me,” she snapped, still fidgeting around in her seat as her body’s craving still had yet to be satisfied. She wouldn’t usually be craving it as such but with it being a new desire her body just begged to have it satisfied.

“Settle down now because we have one question left and this one is the big one, this one is for half a million dollars. So Bianca are you ready for the grand prize question?”

“Sure thing, ask away.”

“Okay, dim the lights, let’s play the final round of Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?”

The lights dramatically flashed before casting a spotlight down onto Bianca to draw all the eyes just onto her for the most important part of the show.

“Bianca, for five hundred thousand dollars, what is the closest planet to the Sun? Is it A, Mars? Is it B, Mercury? Is it C, Earth or is it D, the Moon?”

The question for most contestants would be very easy. Bianca ten questions ago would have easily been able to answer this but this was a Bianca who had been sapped of a lot of her intelligence and had been put through lots of embarrassing transformations.

She had big puffy lips, a giant ass, tanned skin, an anal fetish, a strip job and was dressed as a total slut, this show had taken its toll on the poor girl.

“Oh I think I know this, I think I know this one.”

“You do Bianca?”

“Yeah I remember being told this in school. The answer is A, Mars, right?”

“So you’re saying A, Mars?”

“I just said that didn’t I Jim?”

“Indeed you did, but is that a right answer? I’m sorry to inform you that that answer is incorrect.”

The audience sighed out their condolences as she went ahead and blew her chances at walking away with all that money.

“The correct answer is actually Mercury, Mars is-”

“I lost? What do you mean I lost?”

“Exactly that, you got the wrong answer, you’re a loser.”

“Hey don’t call me a loser.”

“Sorry Bianca but that’s what happens when you get such easy questions wrong, you become a loser but don’t worry we have a consolation prize for you. We know that you’ve been thinking about cock for quite some time so now that the show is over we’re going to give one lucky contestant the chance to take you from behind and get rid of that horny need which has left you squirming all this time. How does that sound?”

“I still wanted the money,” she complained as she stood up from her seat and marched on over to the audience, “Right which of you men is supposed to be the one fucking me?”

“Oh dear it looks like she’s already off. Well as you saw Bianca didn’t manage to win our grand prize, but could you be any different? Check out our website to apply for the show for your chance at half a million dollars. You’ve all been terrific and I’ve been Jim Harris; this has been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?, see you all next week for more.”

“Right men get your dicks out, I wanna see who is the biggest to satisfy me with.”


Sadly for Bianca she didn’t manage to win the cash prize but she did manage to find a big studly guy to fuck her after the show had gone off air. In fact he was so dominant, so masculine and so hung that the two of them had decided to move in together, or more she’d went and moved in with him.

Even though she didn’t manage to walk away with the money she still had a big income coming in thanks to her new stripping job. With her tanned skin, puffy lips and most of all that giant booty she was very popular and made great tips, even if her feisty attitude did occasionally throw her into hot water. A few complementary doses of compensation in the backside were enough to calm any issues down though.

Overall Bianca was enjoying her new life. She was obsessed with her new boyfriend, he was so dominant and managed to keep her spicy attitude in its place; she felt so assured to have a guy who could control her as well, not to mention that the sex was fantastic and he loved giving it in her backside just as much as she liked taking it.

Once again the contestant on the show didn’t win the cash prize but they still walked away dumb, sexy and happy and what could be better than that?

Probably half a million dollars but this wasn’t bad as far as consolation prizes went.


Who Wants To Be A Porno Star?

The hand of the clock reaches nine and millions around the country take their seats because it’s time for BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?

The studio lights sprung to life in time with the opening theme which echoed through the studio, causing a loud cheer from the audience, especially when the suit wearing elderly host came waving his way onto center stage.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Let’s find out and see as we meet this week’s contestant, Kate.”

Applause and even a wolf whistle or two rang out from the cheering audience as Kate took to the stage, giving a small wave to all the fans in attendance.

Kate was a young, slender, pretty woman with blonde hair, tied up tightly as the back with a flower in place to add some decoration. She was dressed in a flowery blue summer dress which hovered above her knees and finished her outfit off with a pair of blue heels.

The stage for the show was the same as always. It was tacky and looked like it’d been built on a budget, everything painted in the same hot pink colour or glossy white with Kate taking a seat in a chair that looked like it’d been bought from a hair salon for a low price.

“Doesn’t she look stunning folks?” Jim called out to the audience, triggering some more wolf whistles. “Well while you’re here Kate why not tell us a little about yourself?”

“Well, I’m Kate, I’m twenty six years old and I’m an event planner from Manhattan.”

“An event planner? Does that mean that you’ve got this show all planned out in your head already?”

“I’ve given that a go but I usually plan weddings and parties, not game shows.”

“An event planner mustn't be a bad paying job. Is there any reason you’re on here today?”

“Well I’m currently planning for a wedding myself and even like my connections it’s going to cost a fortune. I’d like a big white wedding and I think half a million should just about cover it.”

“Well we’ll try to send you back to your husband to be in one lovely piece so without further ado let’s move onto our first question of the show.”

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo was a unique take on the quiz show genre. Rather than contestants answering to build up their cash prize they did so to preserve their IQ. The final question in the show would be for half a million dollars and would be incredibly simple but every wrong answer before that costs the contestant some of their precious intellect and also a piece of their current identity thanks to the transformation forfeit rounds.

The more correct answers across the show the better your chance at winning the grand prize. Wrong answers meant an IQ loss, a body or mind modification and an increased risk of going home empty handed.

“Okay Kate here is the first question. How many countries signed the Antarctic Treaty on the 1st of December 1959? Was it A, eight? Was it B, ten? Was it C, twelve or was it D, fourteen?”

Whereas lots of shows started with easy questions and got harder this show bucked the trend and started with the hard questions and on that note Kate was already stumped, not having any clue where to go with this question.

“Wow, I didn’t even know that was a thing.”

“Sorry Kate but I can’t offer you to switch questions but as always we have four answers to choose from which means even if you don’t know there is a one in four chance of getting the correct answer.”

He was right, many a contestant had survived thanks to the skin of their teeth by guessing the correct answer. However that would only be able to get them so far if they found themselves totally clueless.

“Okay then. Erm, I guess twelve sounds about right. A dozen would be fine, yeah I’m gonna go with C.”

“You’re saying C, twelve. You happy with that answer?”

“Happy as I’ll ever be.”

“Well let’s take it to the board and see if you were correct.”

The huge black screen which was supported on the stage had two main functions. One was to show the audience what they’d be voting on in the forfeit rounds. The other was to show if the contestant had answered correctly with either a big green tick or a big red cross.

This time it was a big green tick which appeared on the stage, to the surprise of Kate and those not in the know.

“Absolutely correct! The answer was twelve. See Kate sometimes you just need to put some faith into your gut feeling.”

“I’ll definitely keep that in mind.”

“And that correct answer also means we can move straight into question two without having to do anything to modify that lovely body of yours. Let’s make it a roll Kate, question two. Which nautical term is used to describe the width of a vessel at its widest point? Is it A, beam? Is it B, draught? Is it C, stem or is it D, thwart?”

Kate rubbed her chin and hummed out softly.

“You know, for some reason I’m thinking the answer might be A.”

“Good on nautical terms?”

“I wouldn’t say so but my gut is telling me it’s beam and it was right last time so I’ll follow it again. Let’s go with A.”

“You’re saying A. Let’s take that answer to the board and see if that’s correct.”

The studio waited, holding their breaths to see what colour the icon on the screen would be. It was green. Kate had done it, she’d managed to get the first two questions right and make a blistering start to the show.

“Wow folks, what a start. Kate has managed to get two out of two questions correctly. Could we be seeing a clean sweep on our hands? Eight more questions will let us know that. How you feeling Kate? You excited yet?”

“Come on Jim it’s still early days, I don’t want to get too comfortable just yet.”

“That’s a smart move on your part. Don’t worry I’ll get excited enough for the both of us as we get started with question number three. The sackbut, which dates from the Renaissance, was an early version of which modern musical instrument? Is it A, bagpipes? Is it B, drums? Is it C, trombone or is it D, violin?

I’m going to go out on a limb here Kate and say by the look on your face you aren’t really much of a renaissance buff.”

“Not much of a musician either. Hmph, this is a really tricky question.”

“Does your gut not have another answer lined up for you to follow.”

“It does but it’s not like the last question when it was practically bellowing. Now it’s more like a quiet little rumble. I’m not too sure about this one.”

“Come on Kate, has your gut let you down yet?”

“True, true. I guess I’ll go with it then, B for drums please.”

“You’re saying B, let’s see if that’s correct.”

All eyes moved to the big screen to see if a big green tick was coming. It was not as for the first time in the show a big red cross projected itself outwards.

“So unlucky Kate, the correct answer was actually the Trombone. However you’re still ahead of the game which means you could afford to get that one wrong. Plus the audience must have been bored and waiting to use those pads so that they could vote away when I Ask the Audience!”

The audience chanted away with the name of their favorite segment on the show. Ask the Audience was basically the forfeit round in the show. A computer chosen subject would be cast onto the screen showing the audience from what topic they’d be voting on for that particular round, followed by their four choices. Whatever came out on top would be inflicted onto the contestant, Kate today, thanks to all those nanobots pumped into her body before coming on air.

“Alright folks let’s see what the first vote of the day will be. We’re not wasting anytime in making this show exciting as we’re moving straight into the body morph round.

Fingers on buzzers folks, here are the choices. Vote A if you think Kate would look better with some Top Popping Pillows. Vote B if you’re all about the Biggest Rear in the West. Vote C if you want a Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise and appropriately choose D if you’d like to Dial D for Dickgirl.”

Whichever choice won the vote would be displayed onto Kate’s body and this was no small chance that would vanish after the show. This change was for good which meant she would either develop a huge chest, a huge ass, a young, flat chested body or grow something unusual downstairs.

“Got any personal preference Kate?”

“Did they all have to be such obvious choices? I guess I’m closest to C anyway so…”

“Stop right there Kate as the voting has just closed and there is a winner, and it’s not C. It’s A, Top Popping Pillows!”

The ultimate outfit wrecker had been selected. Kate was comfortably in B cup bras before the transformation but after the few moments she was roaming her hands back to clip it off, her tits were bloating up big time.

Her chest tingled as the transformation took place, her bosom quickly expanding outwards into two huge breasts; her current bra wouldn’t be able to contain these. Even if she got a DD cup she’d be wearing something far too small, she was going to need custom sizes made.

Those boobs didn’t stop growing until they’d grown into two huge, soft, breasts which swelled out in the front of her dress and pulled the fabric up towards them, turning it into a mini skirt which threatened to reveal her panties to the crowd. Or her nipples if she tried to fight the rise.

“Usually a girl like you needs to get implants to end up with a chest that big. Maybe you could think of this as your lucky day?”

“There is nothing lucky about this,” Kate snarled out, wrapping her arms over her chest to hide her nipples now poking into her fabric, “Can we just hurry up and get onto the next question?”

“Hoping to get yourself a new bra during the ad break?”

She didn’t answer, she just kept scowling at Jim as he continued his showbiz snicker.

“Well we’ll try and set it so the fashion round shows up when you next get a question wrong.”

“I think I’d rather just get them right to be honest.”

“Honesty is the best policy. You know what else is a good policy? Moving right on with the show and starting up with question number four. Who was executed in 1936 for the kidnap and murder of Charles Augustus Lindbergh Jr? Was it A, Bruno Dorfmann? Was it B, Bruno Fleischmann? Was it C, Bruno Hauptmann or was it D, Bruno Neumann?”

“Keeping it light hearted aren’t we?”

“It wouldn’t be a quiz if we didn’t try and cover all areas. Not just trying to stall because you don’t know the answer are we?”

“Oh no, I’m pretty sure I remember this one. If my gut is right then it’d be C, I think.”

“You still looking to trust your gut after what happened last round?”

“This rumbling is pretty strong, I think I can let if off the hook for what happened with the last question.

“Well then you’re saying C. Let’s check the board to see if that is correct.”

A big green tick flashed up onto the screen and made it a three out of four for Kate, which was good form in anybodies book.

“Yes, correct, well remembered. It was called the Crime of the Century, but of course that was for last century. Even the youngsters still remember the Lindbergh case, how refreshing. And extra refreshing for you Kate as it means you get to avoid a forfeit for this round and can keep that brain in tact.”

“Half a million dollars for just the inconvenience of these new breasts wouldn’t be the worst thing.”

“I’m sure your future husband would agree with that as well. Is he in the audience today?”

“He is actually, cheering me on hopefully.”

“I wonder what he voted for in the last round. Well I don’t want to stir the pot too much when instead I could be moving on to question number five. Which South American capital city is served by El Alto International Airport? Is it A, Buenos Aires? Is it B, Caracas? Is it C, La Paz or is it D, Lima?”

Kate’s face wasn’t that of a joy filled woman as she heard the category and answers for this particular question.

“No gut feeling again.”

“Not an expert on South America?”

“Never been so no, not really. The only one I’ve heard of is Buenos Aires but then that might be too obvious for that reason. But then it could also be a trick and it actually could be that one. Hmph, how annoying.”

“At the moment you’re still doing well Kate you can still afford a wrong answer here if you guess, it would not be the end of the world.”

“Still doesn’t mean it’s ideal but I really have no clue. I’ll try and call the bluff, let’s go with A.”

“You’re saying Buenos Aires?”

“Yeah, go for it.”

“Unfortunate Kate, the actual answer was C, La Paz, the administrative capital of Bolivia and the. The airport is also one of the highest altitude wise in the world and by the look on your face I can see you don’t really care about any of that but you’re sure to care about Ask the Audience!”

The crowd was being starved today so they cheered along to the name of their favorite segment wildly. While Kate, and her future husband were supporting a win everyone else would much rather see her bomb so they could get all the transformations in possible.

“You’re in luck Kate as we’re going to be giving you a new wardrobe, it’s fashion time! So audience, vote A if you’re into an Exhibitionist Experience. Vote B if you like Saucy Schoolgirls. Vote C for Barbie Girl and Vote D if you’re into a Raunchy Rancher. Now tell me Kate, any preference for yourself?”

“I guess if I had to choose one it’d have to be D.”

Being dressed as a Southern cowgirl did have to be better than being constantly naked or dressing like a slutty teenager; schoolgirl or barbie.

“What do you think your fiance will be voting for?”

“It’ll be D unless he wants to be sleeping on the sofa tonight.”

“If he did vote for it he didn’t manage to sway the voting as the winner is A, Exhibisionist Experience!”

This was the worst choice a modest girl could ask for. Even the other slutty choices allowed you to wear clothing but the only thing that Kate would be able to wear would be pasties, small stickers over her nipples and her pussy. It was a disastrous choice.

Her head throbbed as the changes took over in mind and began to cause her a massive distress. Not because she would now be practically naked at all times but because she wasn’t now. Being in an outfit was not causing her major alarm but the show was generous so the glamorous, barbie girl style assistant came to the aid, guiding Kate off before she had a panic attack.

“I bet you’re all dying to see just what Kate will look like with her new wardrobe. Well there is one way to find out folks. Don’t go anywhere and I’ll see you back here after this commercial break.”

Keeping it on a cliffhanger. Typical television.


“Welcome back to Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? I’m Jim Harris and we’re rejoined by Katie who’s had a small wardrobe change since we last saw her. Hope the studio is warm enough for you.”

Just because Katie’s brain was now hard wired to only wear her new particular style of outfit didn’t mean that she particularly had to like it. She was just completely unable to help herself.

The only piece of clothing she was actually able to wear where heels, Katie still wearing the same blue high heels she’d been wearing to begin with. Apart from that the only thing she had on where bright, yellow, star shaped pasties over her nipples and a hot, pink, heart shaped pastie over her crotch. Not much of her modesty was saved; she was as good as naked.

Too much of her body was exposed for her to be able to hide it behind her arms. Luckily the most important parts were covered but they were all that was covered.

“This is humiliating,” she growled out in frustration.

“Sadly this is the risk you take for the chance to win half a million dollars. You’re going to need a very different style of dress for that white wedding now.”

Katie had bitten off more than she could chew. Even if she won the prize now it could be a disaster. If she didn’t it was confirmed. She was no longer in any mood for the teasing small talk with the host, totally blanking the so called banter.

“Okay, okay, let’s move onto our next question. Question six, what is the name of the tallest structure ever built? Is it A, Burj Khalifa? Is it B, CN Tower? Is it C, Grollo Tower or is it D, Taipei 101?”

It was a bit harder for Katie to concentrate now that she knew she had a room full of lustful men eyeing up her practically nude body. Also as far as Jim’s earlier question was concerned the studio wasn’t very warm either, her goosebumps were popping and her stiff nipples were tenting out the star shaped pasties on her chest.

“Well, it’s B isn’t it?”

“I can’t answer that, unless you’re trying to say that you want to select B as your answer.”

“Of course that’s what I’m saying. Just hurry up with it and get it over and done with.”

“You’re saying B, the CN Tower. Let’s check the board to see if that’s correct.”

Almost like the game was teasing Katie the screen which flashed up the answer was taking a long time to react. There was no real reason for such a suspenseful pause, it was obviously just to make her feel ratty.

Finally, while her scowl was in its full effect, the board flashes up that big red cross that the contestants hated but the fans loved.

“Oh how unfortunate Katie, that was incorrect. In 2010 you would have been correct but the tallest building is now A, the Burj Khalifa in Dubai. Unfortunately for you that means you’re going to have to play another round of Ask the Audience!”

Katie just wanted to get out right now. In what possible way could this get any more humiliating?

“And it looks like we’re onto the name round. Katie was such a lovely name but I’m afraid you’re going to have to give it up. Audience, fingers on keypads and let’s help Katie choose a new name to work with.

Vote for A if you think Katie would be better as a Barbie. Vote B if you think Bubbles is the name to go with. Vote C if you’re partial to a bit of Candy and vote D if you think Kitty is simply adorable.

So Katie, the last time I’m gonna be calling you that actually, any preference?”

There was no reply as she was keeping up her current pose of having a face like thunder. The name round was an interesting one as not only would the show itself handle a name change by law but the nanobots would warp the contestants mind into using the name for themself; there was no escape.

“Well the votes are in folks and it was a close one but let me introduce to you our newest contestant, Bubbles!”

Katie’s head throbbed as the machines got to work and overwrote the part of her mind which thought of herself as Katie, transforming her into Bubbles in a matter of moment.

Her body and the rest of her remained the same, apart from the intellect hit which came with every forfeit, but now she saw herself as Bubbles.

“So Bubbles, do you like your new name?”

“How should I know? I can’t remember my old one I just remember I was called something else but… I don’t know what it was.”

“Aw what a poor girl. Well I wouldn’t want to confuse you too badly, I’d rather just move onto question seven. Would you like that Bubbles?”

“Yes yes, just hurry up and move on with it.”

The less time Bubbles could spend being broadcast all around the nation, and to a further sixty countries around the world, in such a skimpy outfit the better.

“Okay, time for question number seven. Which Apollo mission landed the first humans on the Moon? Was it A, Apollo 7? Was it B, Apollo 9? Was it C, Apollo 11 or was it D, Apollo 13?”

Katie wasn’t actually doing too badly on the scoring front. Three questions out of six wasn’t too bad but it was still taking its toll on her intellect as she tried to rack her brain around the question.

“Hmph, which one was it again.”

“Come on Katie you need this or you’re going to fall behind in right answers.”

“I know, I know. It’s just, it’s getting annoying,” she growled out in frustration at the increased fuzziness in her head. She gave a loud sigh as she tried to relax and shake away the cobwebs, not too easy while she was shivering in her practically naked form. “Okay, I think it’s D.”

“You’re going to say D, Apollo 13?”

“Yes, I think that’s right. I hope it’s right.”

“Okay let’s take it to the board and check that answer. Oh no, that’s incorrect. I’m sorry Bubbles the actually correct answer was C, Apollo 11. To think kids these days don’t even know one of the greatest days in this countries history. Well as punishment it’s that time again. Let’s Ask the Audience!

And this round will be the kinks round. Oh, things could be getting naughty. Okay folks, let’s see just how naughty a girl Bubbles is going to be. Vote A for The More the Merrier. Vote B for Orgasmic Oral. Vote C for some Lesbian Loving and vote D to give her a second touch of Exhibitionist Experience. You must be hoping for that final one, mustn’t you Bubbles?”

“I don’t want any of this,” she growled out. This round was give her a major desire for a certain type of sex of pleasure. With her current outfit choice, D would be a disaster.

“Well you’re getting it as a landslide has decided to give you the D, the second half of Exhibitionist Experience.”

This particular choice gave the contestant a desire to expose themself in public, to be seen showing off their skin and looking naughty. Seeing as those were the only kind of outfits, hardly even outfits in all honesty, that she could wear it meant arousal was impossible to ignore.

Her head throbbed as the changes took over her body and straight away her heart began to pound and her cheeks began to glow a hot shade of red. There was an audience full of people eyeing her up and millions more watching her at home and she was dressed in a few pasties and nothing more. Arousal began to bubble up in her body as her breathing increased.

“You okay Bubbles? You’re looking a little under the weather.”

“No, just fine. Please, continue on before it’s too late.”

“As you wish. Please let us know though if you need any assistance. But with right answers desperately needed, let’s move on to question number eight. Oceans hold what percentage of the Earth's surface water? Is it A, sixty seven percent? Is it B, seventy seven percent? Is it C, eighty seven percent or is it D, ninety seven percent?”

Bubbles wasn’t in much of a state to think. Her heart was throbbing in her chest as heat enveloped her entire body as she felt a warmth and wetness growing between her thighs, only being covered by a thin, heart shaped cover which stuck over her dampening pussy.

She writhed around in her seat, thighs grinding together as her fingers scratched down along the arms of her seat, unable to calm her body down.

“Come on Bubbles we’re gonna need an answer today please,” Jim called out to her as she panted heavily.

“Erm, B. Yeah B, I think it’s B.”

“You’re saying B. Is that your final answer?”

“Yes yes yes!” she hurried out, her body uncontrollably hot.

“Let’s check to see if that’s correct… oh unlucky. The answer was actually D, ninety seven percent. I fear you were getting confused with how much of the Earth is water which is actually seventy one percent. Sadly this means another wrong answer and another round of Ask the Audience!”

The changes were just getting worse and worse for Bubbles. She needed to hope, for her own sanity, that this round was going to be something gentle for her.

“It’s the surprise round and a surprise to see it now. Let’s see what surprising choices it has in store for us today! Vote A for, oh boy, Orgasmic Experience. Vote B for Fountain of Youth. Vote C for Race Remodeling and Vote D for Filthy Flirt. Already I have a good idea where this one is going to go. Bubbles?”

She didn’t really look like she was paying much attention, a hand having found itself fitted down between her clamped thighs, body rocking itself forward and back as she firmly bit down upon her bottom lip.

“Okay, that’s something. The votes are in though and I’d watch that touch if I was you Bubbles as the winner by some distance is Orgasmic Experience!”

She was getting a lot of ‘experience’ today and all of it was doing its best to give her one that she’d never forget. Once the nanobots had done throbbing around in her brain the touch on her own pussy became like an electric shock, making her breath squeal out and her body jerk in place.

“Oh god, I can feel it coming. It’s coming, it’s coming out!” Bubbles began to scream out as she rocked into her own hand, back arching as she forced herself to an orgasm, her last transformation making them a lot easier and with her current arousal already at the limit it was going to be an eventful evening.

“Come on Bubbles, we have a show to get on with. Please try and act appropriate for the remainder of the quiz.”

Her face was burning crimson as her eyes were hazy and her tongue hung over her panting lips, hand sliding back down between her thighs as she rubbed in circles over her wetness with a moan.

“So many people can see me, it’s too good.”

“Okay… moving on to question number nine. Who plays Lara Croft in the Tomb Raider series of films? Is it A, Angelina Jolie? Is it B, Minnie Driver? Is it C, Nell McAndrew or is it D, Jennifer Aniston?”

Bubbles didn’t even look like she was much interested in the quiz anymore. The lust from having so many people watching her in such a revealing outfit, combined with the increased sensitivity leading to more orgasms was chaining her into an endless loop of orgasmic bliss followed by more lust and more bliss. Her juices were even soaking the seat beneath her and dripping down onto the floor below.

“So Bubbles, do you know this one?” Jim tried to ask, being blanked by the moaning exhibitionist.

“Yes, look at me more. Judge me with your eyes,” she moaned out, her hips held up high as she pleasured her own body.

“Bubbles, we’re going to need an answer.”

“So good, amazing.”

“Bubbles…”


“I’m cumming again, cumming again.”

“If you don’t answer I’m afraid you’re going to have to forfeit this round.”

She just kept on jerking her hips around and squealing out to the room as she dripped down onto the floor, “Amazing, amazing!”

“I’m afraid time is up for you Bubbles. It’s rare to see somebody actually fail to answer a question. I hope you don’t think this will save you from a forfeit because… and you’re not even listening to me. What are we going to do with her folks? I guess we’ll just give me some new changes through Ask the Audience!

And it’s the job round. Well there wasn’t much more we could really do to her here, time to give her something fun to go back to. Mr. Bubbles if you’re watching in the audience, hope this doesn’t mess with your income too much.

Okay folks go ahead and vote for A for a Slutty Stripper. Vote B for a Buxom Babysitter. Vote C for Pornstar Paradise and Vote D for Trusty Teaching Tool. Bubbles any… well she’s probably not paying me much attention anyway.”

She was not, she was still deep in her lustful ways, her crotch completely soaked and her nipples tented hard through the thin pasties which covered her modesty, the same modesty she was so openly throwing away.

“While she’s having her fun let’s see how the voting came through. It seems you’ll be seeing a lot more of this girl as you’ve voted for C, Pornstar Paradise. Seems the split between A and D allowed your porn fantasies to leap through to the lead!”

This change would be a lot more subtle now, in fact it wouldn’t make an appearance until later as this round was exactly what it said on the tin, Bubbles would be forced into a new job. Her days as an event planner were over and that of a porn star we're just beginning. She was already giving an impressive audition.

“Should I even bother with question ten?” a snarky Jim asked to the audience, “I don’t think she’s in much state to answer anymore of our questions. Should I just move on to the next forfeit round?”

The audience began to chant their decision in unison. Yes, yes, yes! They wanted more forfeits, Bubbles was too lost in lust to do anything now.

“Sorry folks but apparently we have rules to follow and need to play this last round. Okay Bubbles, question number ten. What are embedded in the sidewalk along Hollywood Boulevard and Vine Street in Los Angeles? Is it A, crystals? Is it B, lights? Is it C, mirrors or is it D, stars? So what do you think Bubbles, actually planning on answering this question or not?”

She didn’t look to be. She was still slumped backwards with her hips pushed up, pussy juices leaking down from her body into a hot, musky puddle below her on the seat, pouring onto the floor. It was probably one of the more seductive images the show had ever produced.

Jim pushed a finger into his ear, “Okay producer how long do we actually have to wait with her moaning like this? I doubt she’s going to answer, she’s totally exposing herself as a pervert already. Okay… yep I understand… okay I’ll tell everybody.

Bad news Bubbles, I just spoke to the producer and you’ve only got five seconds to answer this question before we move onto the next round. You ready? Count down with me everybody. Five!”

She was still busy moaning and playing with her body.

“Four!”

Even with the audience counting down she was too busy satisfying her own needs.

“Three!”

Being watched by an audience and on live TV like this was the ultimate exhibitionist desire, it was too much to handle.

“Two!”

She could feel another one building up inside of her. She was going to cum on live TV again for the… she didn’t know how many times it’d been now.

“One!”

That was it, it was here. A toe curling, body shuddering, scream causing orgasm for the new porn star.

“And you ran out of time. What a shocker this is, you couldn’t even answer correctly. Obviously they’re stars but instead you decided to see stars instead. This means it’s time for our final round of Ask the Audience!”

Round ten was always the same, the most devastating round of them all. The personality round. This round totally hardwired the brain to give a new personality to the contestant and avoiding this round was seen as a key step to winning the whole thing. However Bubbles was far too gone already and had walked straight into it.

“Okay folks, fingers on your voting pads for the last time. Vote A for Nymphomania. Vote B for Night of the Nerd. Vote C for Hot and Spicy or vote D to make Bubble’s a Daddy’s Girl. Vote now!”

There was no more room for any ‘banter’ between host Jim Harris and contestant Bubbles as she was lost doing her perverted actions and if this vote went a certain way she was going to be completely lost for a long, long time.

“Okay voting is now closed and I can reveal that Bubbles is now going to be spending the rest of her life as a Nymphomaniac!”

That throbbing, it again and it hit hard as the nanobots got to rewiring her mind with a strong desire for sex. Today’s votes by the audience had been very perverted and sex based, even for this show, for what they’d done to Bubbles.

In all honesty right now Nymphomania wouldn’t be a big concern for Bubbles, she was already rubbing needily between her legs while moaning out hotly, having the time of her life. The look on that face was of a woman who had gotten lost in pleasure and only saw the light of a sheet of whiteness washing over her vision everytime ecstasy ran through her veins.

“Cock, cock, I need it so bad,” she began to moan out as her juices shimmered under the studio lights, making a mess all across the stage.

“Try and control yourself Bubbles, we’ve only got one question left and then you can go and get all the men you want.”

“I’m so hot, I need them, I need them inside of me.”

Jim sighed out as he turned back to the camera, “See what I have to put up with? Well we’ll try and keep her calm for now. There is only one question left. Will Bubbles be able to stop rubbing herself for long enough to win half a million dollars? Find out after these commercials. Don’t go anywhere.”


“Welcome back folks, hope you had a good break. I’m Jim Harris and I’m joined by Bubbles who got off to a good start but due to a double dose of exhibitionism has now finished with seven questions incorrect. However even someone who gets ten wrong still has a chance at winning half a million dollars. Are you ready for this Bubbles?”

The camera panned back to Bubbles who had gotten herself into some state. Instead of rubbing against her hand she was now rubbing against one of her ankles which was pressed up onto the chair, her wrists handcuffed to the arms of the chair.

“No let me go, I need it, I need it so bad,” she moaned out hotly.

“Now for those wondering why Bubbles is suddenly in handcuffs we were having a small problem with her refusing to stay in her seat and heading off to the audience so we had to take some emergency precautions to keep her in place. This is for her our own good though, for her chance at five hundred thousand dollars. All you need to do is answer this one question. Are you ready Bubbles?”

Her head rolled back as she went back to pleasuring herself, moaning lustfully as wetness gushed out.

“I said are you… should I just ask her the question? Okay.”

The studio lights dimmed and cast a spotlight on the squirming contestant as dramatic music chimed through the speakers to signify this was it, this was the big moment they’d all been waiting for.

“Bubbles if you get this question right you shall win half a million dollars. New York City is made up of how many boroughs? Is it A, three? Is it B, five? Is it C, seven or is it D, nine?”

As a resident of one of those boroughs that should have been an easy question for Bubbles to answer. But her mind had been warped, her intellect had been drained and her libido was on the rampage and could not be sated in front of all of those people and those cameras.

“I don’t care, just let me go. I wanna have sex. Sex, sex, lemme go have sex.”

“Bubbles this is your chance for half a million dollars and you’re more interested in sex than winning?”

“Yes! Just lemme go, I need it now!”

She grinded her hips up and down, rubbing her moistness up along her own leg, moaning sensually, lost in lust.

“So you’d rather us let you out of those cuffs than give you the money?”

“Yes of course, I want it now. I’m feeling so hot.”

“You hear that folks? She wants to forfeit the money to instead have fun with all of you. Her fiance mustn’t be pleased about this one. Sorry sir but we have to accept her offer. Bubbles has decided to forfeit this question. Someone bring the keys and let this girl go.”

Her eyes watched eagerly as the glamorous assistant returned with the keys to release her from her shackles, uncuffing her wrists and lettings her wobble off towards the audience with juices dripping down her inner thighs.

There was no shortage of people who were interested and she was pleased to find a lot of men happy to help her with her current issue.

“Well what a twist folks, bet you all didn’t see that one coming. Bubbles didn’t manage to win our cash prize but she still seems happy enough and at the end of the day isn’t that what really matters? I’ve been Jim Harris, this has been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Join us next week, same time, same place. Until then, have a good one.”

Jim Harris waved to the camera as the credits started to roll as Bubbles buried herself into debauchery with the audience as her desperate boyfriend tried to catch up with her.


“So did you remember to get the money this time?”

Bubbles nibbled on her bottom lip, averting her gaze off to the side, “Maybe.”

Rob, her boyfriend and fiance, sighed out, “That’s the third time this week alone. I told you you need to make sure they pay you for your jobs. You can’t let them take advantage of you like this.”

It was hard to adjust at first but somehow Rob and Bubbles managed to make their relationship work, even if Bubbles wasn’t the same person who’d gone onto the show. She didn’t even have the same name.

The wedding was still planned for the future but had been postponed while they adjusted fully to their new life and they got Bubbles sorted with her new job.

With her giant breasts, her plentiful orgasms, pretty looks, eagerness and added exposure of having been on television, Bubbles was getting a lot of bookings to make porn films. She was currently filming one, maybe two, rarely three, a day. The only issue was sometimes she got so horny and needy she ended up forgetting to get payment after the job was done.

“They didn’t take advantage of me, it felt good.”

“That’s not the point. You need to make sure they pay you for making movies.”

She pushed out her tongue and giggled, “Okay I’ll make sure to remember next time. Don’t worry it’s fine.”

He sighed. It may have been the third time this week but she’d been doing it a lot longer than a week now, and this wasn’t a rare occurrence. She was so needy for sex they couldn’t even charge the top prices either as she’d end up begging to do the job. Plus her particular fetish meant she got turned on a lot more with strangers and before cameras than only with her boyfriend.

“Anyway some men were ogling me on the way out on I got turned on. Can we have some sex please before we get home?”

Again Rob sighed, “Fine let me go find a quiet place to pull over and I’ll take care of it.”

“You’re the best, love you!”

“Love you too.”

It wasn’t the way he imagined their relationship would go but he’d decided to stick by her and support her and that’s what he was going to do. Plus she seemed happy and that was a-okay with him.

If only he could keep up with her in the bedroom.


Who Wants To Be A Boybo?

The special episode of Who Wants To Be A Bimbo is going to be a very special broadcast.

The theme music rung through the studio, trailing off from the end of the video sequence which had been played to the audience at home; lights flashing as out from the back walked the shows long time host, television veteran Jim Harris who took his position right in the center of the stage.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to another episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Let’s find out as we greet this week’s contestant, Kelly.”

Now this was where the special part of the show began. The girl who walked onto the stage was a real cutie, with long brown hair, slender legs squeezed into a pair of jeans and boots and a stylish brown coat with a fluffy trim covering her body. However the interesting part about her was that she wasn’t a ‘her’ at all; Kelly was really a guy.

Ever since the show first came on air there was a rumour that the reason the show never had any male contestants was because the nanobots which the show injected into its contestants, the one which changed their forms in each round, only worked on women and had no effect on men.

Putting that rumour to the test for a risk free way of winning, the already girly looking Kevin, going by the name of Kelly, managed to work his way onto the show by hiding his real gender; or so he thought.

While ‘Kelly’ believed his secret was currently safe the studio was well aware of what he was up to, and they were ready to shatter that certain rumour which had been floating around for quite some time, while making a memorable show in the process.

Kelly sat himself down into the black chair that had been ripped straight from a hair dressing salon and sat opposite Jim in the middle of the tacky stage.

“So Kelly, why don’t you tell us a little about yourself?”

“I’m Kelly,” he spoke out in a very convincing female voice, “I’m eighteen and I’m a student from Buffalo.”

“So what are you studying away at university?”

“I’m doing media.”

“Media? I hope you’re not coming after my job,” he joked, loosening his collar in exaggeration.

“Nobody would be able to replace you Jim.”

“I hope the people back at the network are listening to this,” and there were many laughs. “So Kelly, what would you spend the money on if you won today?”

“Well, half a million is a lot of money. I think I’d go ahead and buy myself my own place at last.”

“What a noble goal. However standing between you and that half a million dollar chance are ten questions. Do you think you have what it takes to get to the end with your intellect still in tact?”

Kelly grinned to himself, like he knew something everybody else didn’t, “I think I’ll be able to manage it Jim.”

“Well then, without further ado, let’s get on with the show!”

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? was a unique game show. Where most shows involve contestants answering questions right to stay in the game and build up an accumulator, the contestants on this game show where guaranteed the full eleven questions with the final one being for the five hundred thousand dollars. Every wrong answer didn’t bring down the amount of money on the line, it simply brought down the contestants IQ.

Wrong answers in the first ten questions of the show would cause the contestants IQ to lower and they would also have to suffer through an audience voted forfeit. Thanks to nanobots injected into the contestants both their body and their mind could be changed easily to what the studio voted.

Obviously there was a rumour that men weren’t affected by the nanobots like women were, but rumours are simply rumours, not fact.

The first questions on the show always started off harder before gradually heading to the final question which would be incredibly easy. If the contestant had carried enough IQ to the end then they’d be in for a shot at winning; lose too much and it’d be game over. Seeing as the changes remained after the show, going home empty handed was not advised.

“Okay Kelly, question number one,” Jim said as the studio lighting drew focus towards Kelly, in 1975 the Cape Verde island group gained independence from which European country? Was it A, France? Was it B, Norway? Was it C, Portugal or was it D, Spain?”

Now the thing about Kelly was he came onto the show with a full confidence in the rumour that the nanobots didn’t work on male subjects, he wasn’t actually any sort of quiz expert.

“Like, ah, I have no idea. I’ve never been to Europe.”

“That’s not a good start is it Kelly?”

“You’re right about that one. Do I just have to guess if I don’t know?”

“That’s right. You still have a one in four shot at getting the right answer so not all hope is lost. Some people have done very well on this show just thanks to good luck.”

Kelly was completely and utterly stumped by the question. A random guess was all he could muster.

“Let’s go with C then. Portugal.”

“You’re saying C. Let’s take it to the board and see if that’s correct.”

On the side of the stage was a large electronic board which had two jobs. For one it showed the studio what the subject for the forfeit rounds would be but more importantly it revealed if the contestant had answered a question correctly or incorrectly. If the answer was correct it was flash a big green tick onto the board. If incorrect it would be a big red cross.

To the surprise of a lot of people, probably even Kelly too, the thing that flashed up was a big green tick.

“Holy shit,” could be heard muttering from Kelly off screen as the camera was focused on Jim.

“Yes that is correct. Sensational stuff there. The answer was indeed Portugal who first settled there in 1462, a few years after I was born. That stunning answer means there will be no forfeit for you for this round.”

Even though Kelly didn’t fear the changes he still felt good to get a correct answer. It was a very nice little rub to his ego that made him project a big old smile.

“I should have known I had it in me all along.”

“Let’s try and keep this momentum up as we head onto question two. What was the first name of the Spanish conquistador Cortes, whose expedition caused the fall of the Aztec empire in the 16th century? Was it A, Diego? Was it B, Fernando? Was it C, Hernan or was it D, Pablo?”

Once again Kelly didn’t really have any clue. The questions only got easier gradually over time. The first half of the show was a real test of the mind.

“What’s with these questions? I didn’t even know there was an Aztec empire.”

“Well that’s because it fell a long time ago. If you knew the name of the person who made it fall that’d be very fortunate for you, wouldn’t it?”

He nodded in agreement, slouching back in his chair, rubbing his fingers over his chin.

“Yeah, but I don’t.”

“You didn’t know the last question either but look at what happened when you guessed. A right answer and a free pass to the next round. Can you make it two in a row?”

“Erm, yeah let’s do it! Let’s go with A, Diego.”

“Final answer?”

“Final answer.”

“Let’s check the board to see if you’re correct.”

All eyes went to the board to see if Kelly could cause a miracle but a big red cross flashing up pretty much brought that to a stuttering stop.

“Unlucky Kelly, I’m afraid that is incorrect. The correct answer was actually C, Hernan.”

“Two C answers in a row? Unfair.”

“It’s just how the cookie crumbles Kelly. Sorry, nothing we can do about it and nothing you can do to stop what comes next and that is Ask the Audience!”

The audience cheered along to the name of their favorite part of the show, and the favorite part of everyone who tuned in at home. Ask the Audience was the part of the show where contestants received their forfeits, as voted for by the audience in attendance.

The studio board would flash up a category and from within four choices would be picked with the audience voting for a winner. Whatever got the most votes the contestant would receive.

Kelly was quietly confident about this part, but not for long.

“And our first category of the day is the hair category. Sorry Kelly you may be saying bye bye to those lovely brown locks.”

“Yeah, how awful,” he snickered out.

“Okay audience, fingers on your voting pads, here are your options. Vote A for Shades of Platinum. Vote B for Dark and Wavy. Vote C for Sizzling Sidecut and vote D for Pretty in Pink!

Do you have a preference for which haircut or colour you’d prefer to have Kelly?”

“I think I’ll be able to live with any of them.”

“Well we’ll find out what you’re living with in just a few more seconds… and the votes are now closed. The winner by knockout is A, Shades of Platinum!”

The studio waited to see those long brown locks of hair turn to gold but, nothing. There was no change at all.

“That’s unusual,” Jim admitted, rubbing his chin as he leaned in, “Your hair should have turned blonde by now.”

“Wow that is strange. Maybe the nanobots are broken or something?”

“That’s funny, every woman should be effected by our nanobots.”

“Maybe I’m just unique?” Kelly said with a wide grin. He’d done it, he’d beaten the system. Or so he thought before suddenly letting out a squeal as he felt his head tingling.

“Oops sorry seems like they just hadn’t been turned on yet. See folks our Kelly here was pretty confident today that she wouldn’t be falling under the spell of our nanobots and there is a reason for that. You see Kelly isn’t who she claims she is. Kelly is actually, a guy!”

The studio gasped out as the shows glamorous bimbo assistant, who had managed to sneak her way up behind Kelly, had took a hold of his wig and pulled it off to reveal his short dark hair which was now turning into a platinum shade of blonde and started to grow down the back of his neck, pushing further across his shoulders.

“What, how?” Kelly gasped out in shock, his secret so easily revealed.

“There has been a strange rumour that our nanobots don’t work on men going around for quite some time and today we’re here with a very special show to prove that is not the case. Plus for a guy you have to admit Kelly here is a real cutie.”

He was, if he didn’t have such an adorable face and such a slender, feminine body, he never would have been able to convince the audience that he was a woman. He could even put on a convincing voice too; he was a real natural.

“How long have you known?” Kelly sniffled out as his hair was now long, blonde and flowing, reaching down below his shoulders.

“We’ve known all along Kelly but don’t worry, blonde suits you better anyway. Are you ready to play the rest of the show now?”

“No!” he squealed out. This was his full game plan.

“Well sadly you signed a contract which means you don’t have a choice in the matter so onwards to question number three. The extinct tarpan of Eurasia was what type of animal? Was it A, a bear? Was it B, a deer? Was it C, a horse or was it D, a wolf?”

“I’m not answering anymore questions,” Kelly huffed as he jumped up from his seat, “I’m out of here.”

“You can leave if you want Kelly but sadly that’ll mean you forfeit the rest of the show and means we’d be free to give you eight transformations, on the house!”

“Y-you can’t do that!”

“Always read the paperwork Kelly. Sadly there is no quitting early on our show. Leaving or failing to answer means more forfeits. The only way to win is to stay and earn it!”

He gritted his teeth together. His plan had totally fallen apart and now he was at risk of being turned into a total bimbo boy. He should never have believed everything he read on the internet.

With no choice in the matter Kelly slowly returned down into his seat with a scowl on his adorable face.

“Fine, I’ll play along.”

“That’s great. However your little show means we’re running low on time so we’re going to need an answer soon.”

“Erm, well, isn’t that some sort of bear or something?”

“You’re saying A, bear?”

“I think, but what if it’s a type of deer?”

“You’d get the answer wrong if you said bear then.”

“Hmph! Fine, I’ll stick with bear. Just, hurry up and tell me if it’s right or not,” Kelly casting his head down into his own hands. This was a nightmare suddenly.

“Okay let’s check the board to see if you’re correct!”

The nightmare wasn’t going to go away just yet because when Jim cast his hand across the board to bring it to attention it flashed up a big red cross.

“Oh sorry, that is an incorrect answer. The correct answer was actually C, a horse. Not even a deer but a horse. Yes the last one died in captivity in 1876. And that incorrect answer means it’s time for us to ask the audience!”

Unlike last time when they got to this round and Kelly was supremely confident now he was a complete bag of nerves, his entire body shivering in place.

“Alright audience it’s the body morphing round so here are your choices. Vote A for Biggest Rear in the West. Vote B if you’d prefer a Sweet Schoolgirl Surprise. Vote C to get on the Ebony Experience and vote D if you like Miss Muscles.”

It was very rare not to see Top Popping Pillows for a larger bust in the options but there was an obvious reason why for this time.

“Wow those votes just raced in,” Jim remarked, “I didn’t even get a chance to tease you about the options. I may as well just reveal what the people in the studio have decided and that is you’d look a lot better being bottom heavy. Biggest Rear in the West it is!”

The tingling this time down in Kelly’s backside as his ass began to swell up in weight and softness. His cheeks began to expand into his tight jeans bottoms as they grew bigger, thicker and heavier quickly as the transformation for a huge ass took place.

Kelly squealed as his ass was constricted in the tight little bottoms he was wearing, his ass still getting larger, being suffocated in his jeans which forced him to squirm from side to side.

He tried to pull his jeans down to give him some relief but his ass had expanded quicker than he could react to a size which could spill over the edge of the seat, making it too hard for him to properly pull those bottoms down, even once his buns had stopped growing.

“Is something the matter?” Jim asked to the cutie boy squirming around, tugging at his own bottoms.

“They’re too tight but I can’t get them off!”

“What a shame. Well, onwards to question four.”

“Wait, help me!”

“..as I was saying, question four. Which Berlin landmark, badly damaged in World War II, was restored in 1958? Was it A, Brandenburg Gate? Was it B, Charlottenburg Palace? Was it C, Lustgarten or was it D, Reichstag?”

“How should I know?” Kelly snapped out as he continued to wrestle with his jeans, “Just help me get out of these bottoms.”

“Oh come on Kelly you’re a man, can’t you solve your own problems?”

“Don’t give me crap like that!”

“An answer Kelly? Maybe if you’re lucky the next forfeit will be the fashion round.”

“If I’m lucky there won’t be another forfeit round,” he correctly pointed out, “So lemme just think about this one for a moment.”

“Oh my, do you have an idea what it could be?”

“None at all just be quiet for a bit, please. Hmph, well, I’m gonna go with B. That sounds like it could be fancy enough.”

“Okay folks he’s saying B, Charlottenburg Palace. Let’s check with the board and see if that’s correct. Oh Kelly, that’s a wrong answer. The correct answer was actually A, Brandenburg Gate. Luckily for you that means it’s time to Ask the Audience once more!”

“No that’s unlucky. Unlucky.”

“Alright folks it seems we’re moving onto the surprise round. So soon? Oh you do treat us well. Alright here are your options. Vote A for a Filthy Flirt. Vote B if you like them Proper and Primal. Vote C for Bad With Money or vote D for some Tidy and Tanned.

So any personal preference for this round Kelly?”

He puffed his cheeks out and pouted outwards, “I guess D isn’t so bad.”

“Hear that? Kelly likes the tanned look and by the look of these votes so do the audience as Tidy and Tanned has came out as the winner!”

This time it was Kelly’s entire body which began to throb and tingle as the nanobots rushed through his entire body, changing the colour of his skin from a pale white into a crisp tan.

His skin being darkened wasn’t his bodies only change. From the head down all the hair on his body was being removed permanently. Kelly was being turned tanned and hairless in just a matter of moments before the live audience.

Of course his intelligence was also being sapped behind the scenes but that was just something natural that came with each wrong answer.

“Look good,” Jim called out, “That tanned look really suits you.”

Kelly wasn’t really in much of a mood for pleasantries. For one his thighs and ass were still killing him, being compressed into tight clothing with no escape at the moment, and his body was still tingling from the previous transformation.

“Just get on with it.”

“Insistent isn’t he? Okay then, onto question five. What nationality was Melvil Dewey, who devised the library classification system? Was he A, American? Was he B, Australian? Was he C, British or was he D, Canadian?”

“Well, libraries. That sorta sounds like something the British might be into.”

“Do you know about Dewey?”

“Of course I don’t. Libraries just sound like the sort of thing the Brits might be into.”

“So you’re going with C are you?”

“Well I’m thinking about it as I don’t actually know… fine. Go with C.”

Kelly wasn’t enjoying his time here. He was uncomfortable and he’d already been backed into a corner. If he could just get out of here with his dignity in tact that’d be just fine with him.

“You’re saying C, Britain. Let’s see if that is the correct answer. Oh, unlucky Kelly, that is incorrect. The answer you were looking for is actually our home country here of America. He actually developed it in 1876, while working as assistant librarian at Amherst College in Massachusetts.”

“Stop putting all the answers as A!”

“Oh he’s getting feisty. Will he be able to remain that way after another round of Ask the Audience!?

And we’re moving onto the round that I’m sure Kelly had been waiting for very eagerly. It’s time for the fashion round. As always we’ve got four choices to choose from so it’s time for you lovely folks to give Kelly a whole new wardrobe.

Vote A if you think Kelly would made a good Saucy Schoolgirls. Vote B if you’re into some Summer Service. Vote C if you’re a Barbie Girl fan and vote D for Gothic Ghouls.”

This particular round would be a mental chance that would turn into a forced physical one. The change that the nanobots would make to Kelly was all about what he’d wear and what he wouldn’t. His mind would change so his body would only feel comfortable wearing the voted for style of clothing while the company would help with an outfit change and full new wardrobe for later.

Basically Kelly would only be able to wear the type of clothing the audience voted for him to wear.

“Any preference for this one Kelly?”

“Just don’t make me look like a bimbo, or some slut.”

“Sorry Kelly no promises, especially now that the votes are in. The audience have voted and they’ve decided you’d look better with a summer wardrobe; Summer Service is the winner!”

While the name of the subject sounded like it could be some pretty summer dresses it was actually something a lot more fun. As the throbbing struck Kelly’s head his entire dress sense was overwritten with the need to wear swimwear and nothing else.

Straight away he felt uncomfortable being in something other than some swimwear, squirming even harder than he was earlier in those constricting clothes.

“You must want to chance, right Kelly?”

“I’ve wanted to get changed for always!”

“You know what I mean. Don’t worry we’ll be sure to help.”

As Kelly was continuing to struggle around on the seat the glamorous bimbo assistant returned onto the stage, this time to lead Kelly off rather than just stealing away his wig. Awkwardly waddling off with his legs being constricted in his jeans the cute, tanned boy followed off the stage.

“Well there he goes folks for a small costume change. You hoping to see what the little cutie looks like in swimwear? Well then you better stay tuned. We’ll be right back after these messages. Don’t go anywhere!”


“Welcome back folks. I’m Jim Harris and this is a very special episode of Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Why is it so special? Because despite what your eyes may be telling you it’s because we’re saying hello to our first ever male contestant, Kelly.”

Kelly was back in his seat after his outfit change. He’d managed to slip out of those tight jeans along with everything else and was now wearing nothing more than a white side-tie bikini. That was the full bikini as well, his nipples being modestly covered as the colour of the outfit contrasted well with his tanned flesh and matched his platinum hair.

He was keeping his legs tightly closed for the moment. While it wasn’t as embarrassing for a guy to show his chest, even one wearing a bikini top, he didn’t want to be presenting his crotch to the audience where his small bulge was be swelling out those tight bottoms.

With his jeans now removed the audience could also fully appreciate just how big his booty had grown. He was now a thick pear shape, his slender body curving down into a meaty behind which gave him a nice, soft padding to sit upon.

“Now Kelly got off to a good start but it all went wrong from there as we ruined this idea that men aren’t affected by our transforming nanobots as he went ahead and got four questions wrong in a low. He’ll be hoping our second half of the show will be a little bit easier. Are you ready to play?”

“Well I don’t really have a choice,” he sighed out. Of course he didn’t, he’d already been threatened with his quitting punishment.

“Great stuff! Now onto question number six. Who composed the 1843 opera The Flying Dutchman? Was it A, Bellini? Was it B, Donizette. Was it C, Verdi or was it D, Wagner?”

“Hmph,” Kelly let out another puff from his pouted face as he was given yet another difficult question. It didn’t help that every wrong answer was sapping away his intelligence either.

“Not an expert on nineteenth century operas?”

“Shut up,” he sighed out, “Like anyone would know about something so old and lame.”

“There are a lot of old and lame people out there Kelly. Some of them even host successful quiz shows so I’d watch what you’re saying.”

“I have no idea! Hmph. The only one I think I’ve heard is Wagner, but does that not means it’s obvious? Screw it, Wagner.”

“You’re saying D, final answer?”

“Well yeah?”

“Let’s take it to the board and see.”

It was just like the first half of the show, everyone bringing their attention to the board for a big green tick or a naughty red cross and the second half even began like the first with a surprise tick out of nowhere.

“Wow, congratulations Kelly, that was a correct answer. He claims he doesn’t know his operas but I think we have a theatre lover hiding deep down inside. That means you avoid a forfeit for this round.”

“Oh yeah,” he cheered. At the moment things weren’t so bad… apart from his dress sense but he was sure there would be some way around it. There was no way this show seriously ended as badly as people thought, right? All he had to do was keep this up.

“Let’s move onto question seven. In which country is the Negev desert? Is it A, India? Is it B, Iran? Is it C, Iraq or is it D, Israel?”

This was the difficulty of keeping it up. He didn’t have a clue about any of the questions, how was he supposed to keep this up?

Once again Kelly scrunched his girlish face up as he tried to ponder the difficult question which honestly he had absolutely no clue about.

“Not an expert on Asian deserts?”

“Stop asking me stupid stuff like… nevermind,” he sighed out. This teasing was getting on his nerves. He didn’t need it with the day he was already having.

“Come on you need this to avoid our next forfeit round. The audience are just waiting to be asked again.”

“Maybe Negev is like one of those camps we used in the war? Yeah I’ll go with C, I’m sure they were fighting in deserts.”

“He’s saying C, let’s take it to the board and see if that answer is correct.”

Kelly was hoping to see a second green tick in a row. He did not. The red cross was back and he was condemned to yet another forfeit.

“Unlucky Kelly. The answer was actually D, Israel. The name Negev is actually derived from the Hebrew word for dry. How interesting. I’m sure though you and our audience are a lot more interested to see what’ll come in our next round of Ask the Audience!

It’s the speech round. We’ve all missed that girly voice you were putting on at the start of the show. This time we’ll give you one for good!”

Kelly gulped. He’d resorted to his, not exactly masculine but still normal voice after being discovered, but now this next round would go ahead and overwrite it with the audience voted choice.

“So folks fingers on voting pads. Vote A if you like a Lisping Lily. Vote B if a British Beauty is more your tastes. Vote C if you support Viva la Francais and vote D if you like them Better Seen Not Heard. Any preference Kelly?”

“Probably B would be the best one maybe?”

“Oh come on, doesn’t D sound like it could be fun?”

“No!”, he whined out. D would mute him unless he was addressed directly. He at least wanted to keep the ability to talk by himself, even if he had to do it with a lisp.

“Well the votes are in and it’s not D, but it’s not B either. In fact they’ve decided to do with C, Viva la Francais.”

This particular option was one that would change his voice into a recognizable accent from France which meant that as Kelly’s throat tingled he was being blessed with a sensual, girly, French accent.

The accent itself could be considered as the stereotype accent with a heavy ‘z’ sound and the such but many did consider it to be a very sexy accent, it was no wonder it was chosen really.

“Come on Kelly, let us hear that new voice. I’m sure the audience is just dying to hear it.”

“I guess I don’t really have a choice?” Kelly rolled off the tongue in a heavy French accent. He was by no means fluent in French now, or even knew any of the language, it was simply his voice which changed.

A wolf whistle sounded out from within the audience as Jim let out a small chuckle.

“Well seems you’ve got some admirers thanks to that lovely new voice of yours. They say Paris is the city of love and they just seem to love you.”

Once again he wasn’t too interested in all of this, glaring at Jim as he tried to cover his tanned, bikini clad body the best he possibly could.

“Just get on with it please.”

“Okay I get the picture. Onwards to question number eight. I guess that’ll be huit now for you.”

“On with it I said, on with it.”

There were a few chuckles from the audience by just how strongly his accent had changed, the entire way he pronounced his words being completely different.

“Alright, alright. Question number eight. Which language was spoken by the ancient Romans? Was it A, Arabic? Was it B, Greek? Was it C, Latin or was it D, Sanskrit? Sadly French is not an option for you.”

“Ha ha,” Kelly said sarcastically, “So funny I almost forgot to laugh.”

“I’m glad I could entertain but seriously do you have any idea?”

“Well I don’t think it’s Arabic but after that I don’t really know, I don’t know anything about the Romans. I’ve heard of Greek and Latin before though but not that last one. So maybe it’s that one then?”

“So you want to say D, Sanskrit?”

“Yeah sure, go with zat one.”

“Okay you’re saying D, let’s see if that answer is correct. Oh unlucky Kelly that was incorrect. The correct answer was of course Latin. I thought that everybody knew that?”

“Well I didn’t!”

It was hard for Kelly to remember if he actually did know that before he came onto the show or not. Every wrong answer, and there had been a few now, had sapped away more of Kelly’s IQ points. His head was a lot fuzzier than it had been when he first arrived. Who knows how much knowledge he’d lost?

“Sorry Kelly that means that once again we have to go ahead and Ask the Audience! Okay folks let’s look out our newest category and it’s the kinks round. Seems like things are about to heat up in here.

So everyone fingers on the buzzers. Vote A if you’re a fan of Anal Ambitions. Vote B if you’re partial to Sensual Spanking. Vote C if you’re into Once You Go Black and vote D if you’d like, get this, All of the Above!”

“What!?” Kelly squealed out. All of the Above was a rare option. A very rare option. So rare that it’d only ever been used in the surprise round and never in the kinks round. The cynical could say that they only included it this once to punish him for coming on the show to begin with.

“Wow, look at that,” Jim chuckled out before Kelly could properly protest, “In what could be the record speed for a voting All of the Above has rushed straight to victory!”

Of course it did, it was always going to win because it meant three for the price of one. Kelly was going to receive a triple dose of lewdness.

Anal Ambitions and Sensual Spanking were very self explanatory changes, Kelly’s head throbbing as the mental changes took over. The former was a fetish for anal sex while the latter was a desire for being spanked.

Once You Go Black was more centralized as a love for interracial sex, all three of the changes being inflicted to Kelly at the same time, making his body squirm while his mind throbbed and the changes were rooted deeply into him.

Kelly began to pant as he was given a triple dose of lewdness, the fresh thoughts being very prominent in his mind whether he wanted them to be there or not. He didn’t want to get aroused on national television, that’d be too embarrassing.

“Feeling any different?” Jim asked to the show’s squirming contestant who was grinding his teeth together.

“Not really,” he lied through his teeth as he bulged into his bikini bottoms, his nipples stiffening in light arousal.

“Oh well I guess that we’re fine to move onto question nine. Which US car manufacturer revealed the Charger concept car in 1964? Was it A, Buick? Was it B, Dodge? Was it C, Oldsmobile or was it D, Plymouth?”

The questions were getting to the point where Kelly should definitely know them. However his IQ had been robbed away by a series of wrong answers and it was getting a lot harder to think about anything. Apart from his new kinks, they were very easy to concentrate on.

Kelly rubbed his fingers across his temple, groaning out as he tried to think it through.

“Having trouble Kelly?”

“I said to be quiet, I am trying to zink. If I remember I zink zat maybe Dodge Charger rings a bell?”

“So you think it may be Dodge?”

“Zat is correct, I will say that.”

“He’s saying B, Dodge. Let’s see if those bells are ringing loud.”

In what could be considered something of a shock, if everybody watching at home and in the audience didn’t already know he had it correct, a big green tick flashed up onto the screen.

“Congratulations Kelly that is totally and utterly correct! Seems that you know about you cars.”

“Well I try do my best.”

All Kelly needed to go now was get the next answer right. Having four right answers wouldn’t be the worst and most importantly of all he’d avoid the dreaded round ten, the personality forfeit round.

Personality was always the final Ask the Audience segment and it was just what it sounded like, a chance to the contestant’s very being. It couldn’t get more serious than that.

“You know Kelly we have a special gift for you to, to say congrats for getting that last question correct.”

“Oh?” this was unusual. It wasn’t standard to give prizes for right answers. The right answer was the prize itself, “What is it?”

“Well you’re about to find out as we say hello to Elijah.”

From the back walked a tall, incredible muscular, topless black male. Unlike when Kelly first walked onto the stage there was no pretenses about this being a woman. This was a man, a real man.

The cynical could once again point out that to already have someone ready to appear like this that the show had specially set up the previous round to meet certain conditions, but that’s a debate for another time.

The large, muscular, black man positioned himself right next to Kelly’s seat, draping his arm around the back while the tanned, blonde haired, boy took small glances up at the hunk.

“What do you think? Just your type isn’t he?”

Thanks to that last forfeit he was just his type, the sorta guy who made him feel weak at the knees. But of course he didn’t want to admit that, even as his cheeks flushed.

“Of course not. What’s he even here to do?”

“Nothing just keep you company. Must be scary being the first male competitor we’ve ever had. Feel free to take advantage of our hospitality.”

Kelly didn’t want to share with Jim, nor the audience, the thoughts which were currently running through his head. They were strictly for adults only.

“While you enjoy your prize let’s move on with the quiz. Question number ten. In The Simpsons, what was the name of Krusty the Clown's sidekick? Was it A, Sideboard Bob? Was it B, Sidecar Bob? Was it C, Sideshow Bob or was it D, Sideways Bob?”

An easy question about The Simpsons. Kelly should have been jumping with joy but instead he was trying to rack his brain. The answer had totally gone from his head. Yes he could remember Side-something Bob but that was every answer. Which could it be?

It was hard for Kelly to concentrate with his intelligence lowered and his dream guy standing so tantalizingly close to him, Kelly unable to stop himself from glancing over to admire his large, muscular body.

“If you could take your eyes off of Elijah so you could think about it, that’d be great.”

Kelly twisted his head, lips curled up into a thick pout, “I am zinking, I’m zinking. Hmph, it’s just been so long since I watched it and… it’s so hard to zink right now.”

His body was heating up, his mind was longing to be distracted but he knew he needed to remember the answer otherwise he was going to lose his mind.

“Come on Kelly, stop drooling and give us an answer.”

“Well I zink the answer might be D, Sideways Bob.”

“He’s saying D, Sideways Bob. Let’s find out if that’s the correct answer.”

Of course it wasn’t the correct answer and a large red cross only went ahead and confirmed it.

“Amazingly you got that wrong. The correct answer is actually C, Sideshow Bob. I didn’t think anybody would be able to get that question wrong.”

“Be quiet it’s been a long day,” he whined out. Getting something so easy wrong. Stupid, stupid.

“Well, for the final time today everybody it’s fingers on your voting pads time as we go ahead and Ask the Audience! And as always it’s the personality round which means time to reveal the answer to who we want to be a bimbo; Kelly.

So everybody here are your options. Vote A for Hyper Happy. Vote B if you like some Sophisticated Slutiness. Vote C if you like them Hot and Spicy and Vote D if you like a Girl Next Door.

Any personal preference Kelly.”

He shook his head from side to side, his long, platinum locks shaking and bouncing around.

“No no no, I didn’t want this. I didn’t zink this would work on me. Please don’t do zis to me,” he whined out helplessly as the votes came in.

“Sorry the audience seem to have made up their mind already and the one that has came out in top is a bit of Sophisticated Slutiness.”

A powerful throbbing took over Kelly’s mind as the mental changes began to warp his very being. He squirmed around on his seat as the changes slowly started to take shape, the boy squealing loudly.

“Sadly folks we’re running short on time so if you want to see how this change will affect our contestant you’re going to have to join us back here after this final commercial break. Don’t go anywhere!”


“Welcome back folks, hope you had a good break. We’re joined here with Kelly, our first ever male contestant on the show who has managed to get through with three correct answers. How much brain power does he have left going into our grand prize question? How are you feeling Kelly?”

His posture had changed. Rather than being slumped back on his seat, using his legs to cover his bulge he was now sat up completely straight, head held up high with one leg crossed over the other, hands resting down over his lap, still dressed in the same white bikini.

“My current state is of little importance. If you’d ask me that question again once I’ve tackled this next question I’d be able to give you a better answer.”

“Golly folks, he sure sounds a lot smarter now but let me put your mind at rest, he definitely isn’t.”

Kelly puffed his cheeks out as he pouted his lips, “How rude, don’t you dare speak to me like zat.”

“Better watch your tongue around this one folks. But more importantly are you ready for your half a million dollar question?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be I suppose.”

“Dim the lights please, it’s time for our grand prize question.”

The studio lights dimmed as a dramatic tune played through, a single spotlight projecting itself down upon Kelly who remained posing in place in his seat.

“Kelly, for five hundred thousand dollar, how many letters are in there in the alphabet? Is it A, six? Is it B, sixteen? Is it C, twenty six or is it D, thirty six?”

It was a very simply question that at the start of the show Kelly would have been able to easily answer but alas seven IQ sapping forfeits later and his mind had been turned to mush.

This time he wasn’t making the same clear head rubbing motions as he racked his brain for an answer, he simply rested his hand onto his chin and rubbed slightly, humming in consideration.

“Quite a pickle I find myself in.”

“Feel free to take your time Kelly. This is a big question for you.”

“I know I know, I want to win after all. I am determined now to go home empty handed, just let me zink for a few more moments. I know it is not six but as for the others…”

People who had only watched the show and never experienced it wouldn’t truly be able to fathom just how hard hitting the intelligence loss was on the contestants, especially for those who weren’t the smartest to start with.

“I zink if my memory serves me right that the correct answer is twenty six?”

“Twenty six. Is that your final answer?”

“It is, it is.”

“Well, Kelly, I can now reveal that you have just… got that absolutely correct!”

The studio lights flashed back up as Kelly nailed the question right on the head, causing the tanned, bimbo boy to smugly chuckle to himself, the audience wildly cheering.

“However,” Jim added, “I’ve been informed by the men upstairs that our prizes are only actually available to female contestants which means as a guy you are not eligible to win our cash prize. So unlucky. You probably should have read that contract before you signed it.”

If his face hadn’t been permanently made a crisp, golden shade then all the colour probably would have drained out of his face .

“Wait, what do you mean?”

“Exactly what I said, as a guy you aren’t eligible to win our prize money but still thanks for playing, I hope you had a lot of fun.”

“Zis cannot be!” Kelly screamed out, “I did all zat work, you cannot do zis to me!”

“See we thought you may have reacted this way so Elijah, please do your thing.”

The large, muscular, black male who was standing in position next to Kelly reached to his bottoms and peeled them down, revealing his thick, hard, ebony member. Instantly the bimbo boy’s eyes were hooked and his mouth hung open.

“Well I...erm…” he was lost for words at the majestic sight before his eyes. He was just his type.

“Lost for words are we? That’s new. Well I’m sure Elijah here won’t have any problem with consoling you a little. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

He nodded his head, a trickle of drool running down over his lips, “Huhuh.”

“Well then we’ll leave these two lovebirds to get acquainted. Today I think we proved not to believe every rumour you hear and I think we gave a great show in the process. I’ve been Jim Harris, this has been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? We’ll see you again next week!”

Jim waved to the camera as the audience applauded, Kelly twisting around and wiggling his large ass for Elijah.

“So, how are we going to do this?”


“We’re done today Kelly, great job.”

“I know, I was zere.”

Kelly wiggled his fingers as a wave as he placed his sunglasses back on, grasped his bag and strutted his curvy, feminine body, dressed in a silvery, gem encrusted swimsuit.

Since being spotted on the show, Kelly was quickly scouted as a swimwear model and became a miniature celebrity due to his beautiful looks despite being a guy. Even though he wasn’t given the prize money he hadn’t done too bad from the show. He was now a stunning girly boy who could get work flaunting his body wherever he wanted.

The added charm of his strong French accent and his sophisticated manner, despite the fact he was really a ditzy slut, only helped to add to his appeal with some.

It was very fortunate for him that was he was now doing well for himself because since that show he’d became a boy of expensive tastes. All his swimsuits were now designer models, only the type which celebrities wore or those encrusted with gems. Only the very best for Kelly.

He made his way back to his luxury car were Elijah was waiting for him. Since the show he’d been been employing Elijah as his personal assistant which meant a lot of work. Driving him places. Looking after his finances and mainly railing his ass with that huge, black, cock.

“Elijah. Have you prepared yourself?”

Taking part in a photoshoot always got him feeling very horny so as soon as he came out he always wanted the same thing. To be bent over the bonnet of his car and fucked with that huge, black dick.

“Yes sir,” Elijah said as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick manhood, “I’ve also set up to the orgy you requested for later.”

“Hmm excellent,” he purred out, bending over the car's bonnet, wiggling his way out of the bikini bottoms to reveal his thick, tanned behind, “Zen you may now get started.”

Once again, despite what the result might have been, another very happy contestant.

On a side note that show only increased the amount of male applicants for the show. Seems there are a lot of boys who wouldn’t mind being a bimbo after all.


Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? - Halloween Special

It’s that time of the year when the ghosts and the ghouls come to play and every show on the air gets in the occasion, and Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? was no exception. It’s time for the Halloween special.

The studio has been given a special Halloween touch-up which meant decorations everywhere. It didn’t exactly look like a horror film with the white, glossy, stage and the pink, tacky, set pieces still present but some novelty ghost cut outs, pumpkins and hanging toy bats at least got everything into the holiday mood.

Speaking of holiday moods it was Jim Harris, the host of the show, who strutted himself out onto the stage to the sound of the opening music and the clap and applause of the audience. He’d ditched his usual conventional suits and had taken on a more vampiric approach. Being close to his sixties really helped bring some authenticity.

“Hello everyone, I’m Jim Harris and welcome to a very special episode of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? It’s the Who Wants To Be A Bimbo Halloween Special!”

The audience let out a showy whoop as he made the big announcement they all already knew in the first place.

“Tonight our lucky contest will try and win five hundred thousand dollars, and all they have to do is answer one question correctly, a question so easy even a child could answer it. However, there is a catch. Before that they have to answer navigate their way through ten tricky questions, and in each one they put their body and mind on the line. Can they get to the end with their mind in tact and win our grand prize? Let’s find out as we welcome our spooky guest for the show, Maggie.”

That crowd put their hands together as Maggie made her way to the stage. She was an attractive woman who looked to be in her late twenties with long, dark hair flowing over her shoulders. Her outfit was a standard red dress, with matching heels, but she still found room to go along with the festivities by wearing a pair of novelty devil horns.

Maggie settled herself down into the black, leather, seat in the middle of the stage, getting herself comfortable as Jim leaned over his glossed desk.

“Hello Maggie it’s good to see you. Will you tell the viewers a little about yourself?”

“I’m Maggie, I’m twenty eight years old and I’m a veterinary from Seattle, Washington.”

“What a devilish veterinary we have here. Helped out any three headed hounds lately?”

“Nothing like that,” she chuckled, “But I have helped a lot of other pets in the Seattle area.”

“And if you won our cash prize today would you be planning to treat yourself?”

“With that much money I think I could find room for a few of treats. A holiday would definitely be on the cards.”

“Seems Maggie is ready and eager to go folks. Shall we move onto the questions? It’s time to play Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?!”

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo was a unique take on the game show. Most game shows involved answering questions either to survive to the later stages or to build up a cash accumulator. This show was a little bit different but definitely leant towards the former. Instead of answering correctly to stay in the game the contestants answered correctly to save their intelligence and dignity.

Every incorrect answer the contestant gave would force them to take part in a forfeit in which they would lose a slice of their intelligence and have to go through a transformation, as voted for by the audience.

At the end of the ten questions there would be a grand prize question for five hundred thousand dollars. Any contestant would have a chance but naturally those who had been answering correctly and still had most of their IQ in check would have the best opportunity of winning the prize; especially as the last question was so simple even a child could answer it.

“Okay Maggie, question one. What type of creature is a three-bearded rockling? Is it A, a bird? Is it B, a fish? Is it C, a mollusc or is it D a reptile?”

“Well I think it might be a type of fish.”

“This an area of specialty for you Maggie?”

“Well I am an animal lover so this question is right up my alley.”

“She’s saying B, let’s see if that is a correct answer.”

All focus was taken to the big screen on the main stage. The big screen had two purposes in the show. One was to show the subject of the forfeit rounds and the other was to show whether or not the contestant had answered a question correctly; a big green tick being correct and a big red cross being wrong.

For the first question of the show a large green tick flashed up onto the screen, drawing an applause from the audience as the first difficult question was easily and effortlessly slain.

“That was absolutely correct. Well I suppose that’s what we get for serving up an animal question to a vet. I can promise you though our next question will be completely animal free. Think you have what it takes to get that one correct as well?”

“I guess we’ll find out shortly.”

“I guess we will. Question number two. The Bofors anti-aircraft gun was developed in which country? Was it A, Czechoslovakia? Was it B, Germany? Was it C, Russia or was it D, Sweden?”

Just as he promised not another question on animals, that would just make things too easy and the producers wanted their contestant to struggle, especially on the Halloween special to show off all those fresh, fancy, transformations they had just for the occasion.

“You know I wish you’d just kept it on animals,” Maggie joked as she clearly didn’t share the sentiments of the producers.

“Animals your specialty. Anti-aircraft guns I’m guessing not so much.”

“Not so much no. See you watch this show at home and you seem to know every answer and then as soon as you get here you end up with questions like this and… well I’ve never even heard of a Bofor before.”

“Trust me,” Jim chuckled, “You’re not the first contestant to say that.”

“Yeah I guess I’m not but when you’re back at home you just think they’re exaggerating… I’m going to have to guess, aren’t I?”

“Well unless you think you know the right answer or would rather just forfeit the question.”

“No chance. If I’m going down I’m at least going to go down fighting. I suppose I’ll go ahead and say that sounds like Russia?”

“Okay she’s saying C, Russia. Let’s take it to the board and see if that is a correct or an incorrect answer.”

Unlike the first question where the board flashed up a large green tick which was greeted joyfully by Maggie a big red cross appeared on the board to condemn her to a wrong answer.

“Unlucky Maggie, that is an incorrect answer. The correct answer was actually D, Sweden. Who would have thought it, right folks? However we all know what an incorrect answer means on this show, don’t we? It’s time for Ask the Audience!”

The audience cheered along to their favorite part of the show, the forfeit round. A category would be flashed up onto the board and the audience would be given four choices to vote from. Whichever choice received the most votes would be inflicted to the contestant who before the show had been pumped with body changing nanobots which meant any chance, physical or mental, was possible.

“As this is a special Halloween edition of the show we’re going to have some very special Halloween choices for you, the audience, to choose from. However our categories themselves are still the same as ever which means a tasty new haircut is about to be coming your way.

So audience, vote A if you’d like some Long Vampire Locks. Vote B if you’re a fan of the Bride of Frankenstein. Vote C if you like it Menacing Medusa or Vote D if you’d like to give Maggie a Horned Surprise.”

Usually the contestants at least went into the show knowing what the changes would be, having seen them taking place on and off every week. But this was the very first Halloween special which meant that the choices had never been seen before.

For that reason the audience had actually been given extra information about the potential choices that would be coming up, but Maggie was completely blind to it all.

“So Maggie,” the host of the show asked, “Got a particular choice you’d prefer.”

“I don’t even know what these choices have in store for me Jim.”

“Of course there are all new special choices after all. Don’t worry we’ll move swiftly to the result which is just coming in now. It’s been a tight one but Horned Surprise has just managed to squeeze to victory. I’d take those toys off your head if I was you, they’ll just be getting in the way.”

What he said made a lot of sense, with it being a hair transformation but she couldn’t help but wonder about the actual name of the change. When her hair began to curl together on the top of her head and began to build up into two horn shapes she began to get the picture.

A gasp fluttered from her lips as her hair wrapped up like a cotton candy machine and curved into demon shaped horns similar to the novelty ones she had been wearing. They hardened up and changed to a shade of red as they formed into two actual horns; after all horns are made from the same material as hair is.

“What is this?” Maggie asked as her hands reached up to squeeze at the horns. They were firm but she could still feel the force of her hands. They were really attached to her.

“Well it was a horned surprise and there is the surprise, a pair of horns. Not really a surprise when you think about it. You won’t be needing those fake horns any longer.”

When they say some special themed changes they weren’t kidding. She looked like a true devil. That may have been pushing it a little bit but the change was definitely there.

“You’re kidding me? All the changes aren’t going to be like this are they?”

“If you get anymore questions incorrect I’m sure you’ll find out. Moving on to question number three!”

“I don’t know what’s worse. This or being a bimbo,” Maggie’s sighing voice flowed in softly from out of shot.

“What type of weather phenomenon is a Fata Morgana? Is it A, a blizzard? Is it B, a cyclone? Is it C, a mirage or is it D, a sandstorm?”

Maggie wasn’t even getting time to get used to her new adornments before she was being forced straight into the next confusion and once again it was a tricky one for poor Maggie.

“Fata Morgana? Hmm, never heard of it. Ah and I did so much research for this show as well but you never know what is going to come up… I’m going to have to make another guess won’t I?”

“Well that’s how it’s looking at the moment.”

“That was a rhetorical question. Just gimme a moment to think about it.” Maggie sighed as she rubbed her fingers across her temple, trying to concentrate. “I really have no idea. It sounds like it could be some sort of cyclone?”

“So do you want me to accept cyclone as your final answer.”

“I suppose I’ll have to.”

“She’s saying B, cyclone. Let’s see if that was the correct answer.”

There was another wait for the result to flash up on the large board, Maggie hoping for a big green tick while the audience awaited a red cross. The audience were the lucky ones as the cross sprung onto the screen.

“Unlucky Maggie that is incorrect. The answer was actually C, mirage. The phenom is actually named after Morgan Le Fay, the half-sister of King Arthur, rather interestingly. But I’m sure you’re more interested at our next round, aren’t you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well let’s not leave you in suspense for any longer. It’s time to Ask the Audience!”

As always the audience cheered along with every word for their favorite part of the show. Not only did every wrong answer mean that Maggie had to go through this humiliating charade it also saw her get a chunk of intelligence snatched away so avoiding these rounds was essential to winning; as well as simply saving face.

“It’s the facials round. What spooky surprises do we have in store for this one? Vote A if you like a Fanged Fancy. Vote B if you’re into Vampire Visions. Vote C for Nuts and Bolts and Vote D for Stitched Up.”

Maggie wondered if maybe she’d made a mistake coming onto the Halloween special. Most of the choices sounded very unusual. At least if she turned into a bimbo she could go about her normal business, just looking a lot sluttier. But with horns and whatever these choices would do to her? She could be a walking freak show.

“Any preference Maggie?”

“I don’t even know what they do, I told you this.”

“Oh Maggie you don’t wanna know but I’m sure our audience does and they have voted. Something nice and simple for you to sink your teeth into, it’s Fanged Fancy!”

She felt a sudden surge in her teeth, Maggie opening her mouth up as she could feel the sensation of her canine teeth growing in length. It was just as she expected, she was growing a pair of large fangs, the type one would picture on a vampire or werewolf.

Maggie would at least be able to hide them in her mouth as they didn’t do the novelty act of hanging out from her lips but it wouldn’t change the fact that she had them now and they weren’t going anywhere.

“Wow that’s a nice look for you,” Jim cheerfully commented, “If you ever wanna give up that vet job I’m sure you could be a dentist with teeth like them.”

“Well I suppose there could have been worse things in store for me there.”

“I guess we’ll never know… not until next year anyway. But we don’t have a year we wait, we only have around forty five minutes to go so let’s not waste too much time and we’ll jump straight to question four.

Which Biblical prophet had a vision of a valley of dry bones? Was it A, Ezekiel? Was it B, Jeremiah? Was it C, Hosea or was it D, Zephania?”

Maggie let out a loud sigh as she rubbed the side of her temple, those large horns still jutting out from the top of her head.

“Ah I know this one but I just can’t seem to remember it. What was it, what was it, what was it?”

“Afraid I can’t answer that one for you Maggie.”

“I was talking to myself don’t interrupt. These intelligence hits really do make you feel fuzzy, so hard to concentrate.”

It was one of those things the people watching at home couldn’t really get a grasp on, just how light headed and stupid all those IQ sapping rounds left the contestant. It was no wonder by the end they were getting some very simple things wrong.

“I think it could be Ezekiel?”

“You’re saying A, Ezekiel. Is that your final answer?”

“Final answer.”

All attention was taken back to the board which flashed up the long awaited sight for Maggie or a big green tick.

“Correct! Well done Maggie you got that question spot on. So I guess you did know after all?”

“I guess I did.”

“We’re getting close to the halfway point now and you’re sitting at a split record. Taking in a positive one to the second half of the show could be a real boost to your chances. Think you have what it takes to answer this next one?”

“I hope so. Guess I’ll find out in a moment.”

“I guess you will, question five. How many stars appear on the flag of New Zealand? Was it A, four? Was it B, five? Was it C, six or was it D, seven?”

Maggie folded her arms as she leant her head backwards, her horns resting themselves across the top of her chair as she thought through the answer, letting out a long sigh of breath.

“I’ve been to New Zealand before as well, I just can’t remember how many stars there was on the flag.”

“Suppose you were too busy taking in the wonderful country to be paying that much attention to the number of stars on a flag.”

“Yeah something like that. I think though maybe it was six stars?”

“Shall I take six as your final answer?”

“Yes please.”

“She’s saying six, is that correct?” he brought all attention back to the screen where sadly a red cross was waiting to spring itself on the unfortunate contestant. “Oh how unlucky, the correct answer is actually four. There are six stars on a flag but it’s actually the Australian flag. It wouldn’t be a surprise if you were getting confused between the two. Sadly for you Maggie it means you have to sit tight and watch up as we play Ask the Audience!

Okay audience the next category is the body morphing round. What fun stuff do we have in store for Maggie this time? Vote A if you think our contestant would look dashing Fuzzy and Feisty. Vote B if Tale of a Tail is more up your alley. Vote C for Stone Cold Gorgeous and Vote D if you’re a fan of Salaciously Scaley.”

“Wait what sort of weird choices are you letting them vote on?” a concerned Maggie interrupted with.

“No need to worry all our transformations are one hundred percent safe.”

“That wasn’t the thing which was worrying me!”

“It’s not worrying our audience either as their votes are in and they’ve selected Tale of a Tail as the winner.”

There was another surge of tingles coursing through her body but this time it was mainly directed down at her lower back. Sadly for Maggie she couldn’t exactly see it this time she could only feel the sensation, a sensation which felt like stretching. It felt like her entire body was stretching in that direction.

Her hands reached back behind her body and began to rub around to see what was causing that sensation; she already had a very good idea what it would be.

Maggie’s fingers touched along something that was long and thin, sprouting from close to her behind. There was no way around it this was a tail. She may not have been able to get a good look at it, being hidden away in her dress, but it was a tail there was no use denying that.

“No way, this can’t be real can it?” she complained in shock at the swirling accessory. When she squeezed down it made her body jump, it was definitely connected to her.

“Well we have to take a quick commercial break. We’ll let Maggie here get accustomed to her new toy and we’ll see you all back here after these messages. Don’t go anywhere folks.”


“Welcome back folks. I’m Jim Harris and this is Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Hope you had a great break. Today we’re joined by Maggie for our Halloween special who as you can quite clearly see hasn’t been doing the best so far.”

During the break a small change had been made to Maggie’s outfit in the form of a hole being cut in the back of her dress so her tail could slip through.

It may have been attached to her but it didn’t share the same fleshy tone as the rest of her body. The tail was a deep red colour, similar to her dress, clearly trying to match the theme that the tail was going for. It was long, it was thin and it had a spaded end. It was clearly based around a demon tail and it was the newest addition to Maggie’s body.

She hadn’t actually had a choice in this outfit change, it had been forced upon her by the show’s glamorous bimbo assistant, dressed in a sexy nurse outfit for this particular show, who had sneaked up and cut through the outfit with some scissors to let that tail wiggle free. The producers didn’t want to hide their viewing pulling tools after all.

“This is humiliating,” Maggie complained, “I just thought it was going to be some Halloween based questions. I didn’t think it was going to be themed transformations.”

“Don’t you worry. As long as you answer the next five questions correctly you won’t have to worry about any more forfeits.”

“That’s a big if!”

“Well at least you’re still full of energy and raring to go. Let’s get this show back on the road then as we move onto question six. Which small uninhabited island is located in the middle of Niagara Falls? Is it A, Buffalo Island? Is it B, Goat Island? Is it C, Hog Island or is it D, Moose Island?”

As Maggie thought about the question, trying to work out the answer, her tail swished from side to side like she was a feline waiting for some treats, the contestant humming to herself as she gave it her careful consideration.

“I think it might be Goat Island.”

“Straight out of the park with a direct answer. You sure about this one?”

“Sure enough for my liking. Let’s go with Goat Island.”

“She’s saying B, let’s check to see if that’s a correct answer. Wow, that’s the right answer! Straight away you don’t just hit it out of the park you swung it to the next town over. What a great return to the show.”

“Well it’s almost an animal question and I already said I’m an animal lover.”

“That’s right, the island is named after a herd of goats which were once kept there. Fantastic stuff Maggie. See that five correct in a row situation doesn’t look too bad. You only need to get through four more.”

“Well if they’re all about animals I think I’ll have a shot.”

“No promises Maggie. Ready for question seven.”

“Ready.”

“Question number seven. Which pseudonym has been used by the author Stephen King? Was it A, Richard Bachman? Was it B, Richard Bannerman? Was it C, Richard Bateman or was it D, Richard Bateson?”

As soon as the question was asked Maggie already had a sour look on her face.

“Hey come on this question isn’t fair at all. That’s basically the same answer four times.”

“They’re different answers Maggie.”

“Yes but even if I sort of know it I’m not going to be able to work it out from four almost identical answers unless I definitely know it.”

“Well this is a quiz Maggie. It wouldn’t be a very good quiz if we made it easy to answer the question without knowing the answer.”

“That’s not the point… no, I’m not going to let you wind me up like this. Let me think for a bit.”

She slumped back into the chair with her arms folded tightly across her body, her face being turned into a scowl as she released some low growls below her breath, taking the question into deep consideration.

“Shit there is no way I’m going to be able to think about this when the answers are this similar. I’m just gonna have to take a punt at it, it could be any of the four.”

“So which way are you going to go?”

She took a deep breath, running her fingers through her hair, bypassing those pointed horns, “C sounds the most correct to me, if any.”

“Okay folks she’s saying C, Richard Bateman. Let’s see if that is a correct answer.”

This was the one Maggie really needed to see come up as correct. She crossed her fingers hoping for a big green tick to get her through this cheap question. A big red cross wiped away that slight hope.

“How unfortunate. The correct answer was actually A, Richard Bachman.”

“See that’s like a two letter difference!”

“I know, from A to C, that’s how the alphabet works Maggie. Sadly being close doesn’t earn you anything on this show. Well in a way it earns you the same thing every other incorrect answer does, a one way trip to Ask the Audience!

Hello, it’s the surprise round. With this Halloween special who knows what kind of fun choices it could throw up. Audience fingers on those voting pads, let’s see what special seasonal treats are in store. Vote A for Need for Treats. Vote B for Brain, Brain, Brains. Vote C for Childish Chicken and Vote D for Dominating Demon.”

Surprise round was one of the shows most popular rounds as it went against the usual convention of items from one category and allowed a wide range of choices that could go from the subtle to the extreme and the simple to the bizarre.

Even now there were some weird choices. A candy obsession. A zombie acting mod. A fear of monsters which would trigger at their own reflexion and a dominatrix transformation. A wide range for the audience to vote on.

“The votes are in,” Jim announced, “And the winner, by some margin actually, is D, Dominating Demon.”

They seemed to be sticking to a certain theme. Horns, fangs, tail and now this. It was becoming a very demon themed show, appropriate with the outfit she’d worn on the way in.

This time it was a mental chance which was inflicted onto Maggie. A throbbing began deep in her head as her mind was warped by the swirling nanobots which imprinted the new thoughts into her head. They were thoughts of domination, control, power; thoughts she’d never felt to strongly before.

Once the transformation was complete it was like she had been struck by a revelation. The whole world appeared before her in a new light.

“So, how are you feeling Maggie?”

“Quit you worm,” she snarled back to Jim, rather suddenly, “Don’t you speak to me in that same condescending tone you talk to all the other contestants, trying to shame me for your entertainment. If I wish to tell you how I am feeling I will do it on my own terms, not yours.”

The audience let out a long, dramatic, ooo sound as they heard Maggie suddenly snap at Jim and his usual teasing routine.

“Wow look who got their panties in a twist all of a sudden.”

“Do not test me old man. I am here to win this show, not to put up with crap from a geezer who is thirty years past his prime.”

“Well hasn’t she turned feisty folks?”

“Do not suddenly go and talk to the audience, ignoring me. What I want you to do is your job, asking me the next question so we can hurry up and finish this crappy show.”

Most contestants got pissy but had the atmosphere of a bratty child throwing their toys out of the pram, fun to tease. Not Maggie, she seemed dead serious and looked like she could snap fully at any moment. It sapped all the fun from the activity.

“A-alright, onto question number eight. In Norse mythology, what weapon did Freyr use to kill the giant Beli? Was it A, the antler of a hart? Was it B, the horn of a bull? Was it C, the jawbone of an ass or was it D, the thigh bone of a reindeer?”

Maggie sat up straight, arms crossed as she thought through the answer with a stern expression on her face, clearly not wanting any bother from Jim.

“So, would you consider this to be an animal question?”

“Mouth shut,” she commanded, giving him a glare before she went back to contemplation. “I am going to say it is B, the horn of a bull.”

“Horn of a bull, she’s saying horn of a bull. Let’s check to see if that is a correct answer. Unlucky Maggie that is incorrect. The answer was actually A, the antler of a hart.”

“Do not take that tone with me like it was obvious. I know you’d be stumped if you couldn’t read it from your screen.”

She certainly had a lot more venom to her tongue than she had earlier on in the show, making the atmosphere between host and contestant a lot more uncomfortable.

“Well… shall we just go ahead and Ask the Audience? I think so. Okay folks it’s over to you guys. The category this time is clothing. Time for us to give our Maggie a whole new wardrobe. So audience vote A if you want Curse of the Mummy. Vote B if you prefer some Mistress of Darkness. Vote C for a Trashy Trick or Treater and finally vote D for Queen of the Hunt.

So Maggie, any preference on a style of outfit for yourself?”

“If you’re asking if I will be pleased if this audience dares to put me in something labeled as trashy then no I will not.”

“Well then I have good news for you as the votes are in and it’s not C. The winner is B, Mistress of Darkness. Now Maggie if you’d please follow our glamorous assistant here to the back and we’ll get out a change of outfit.”

This was another mental change, the audience seeing nothing just yet apart from the reintroduction of the show’s glamorous assistant, dressed in her lovely slutty nurse outfit.

“Oh it’s you,” Maggie snarled towards her as she rose from her seat, “The same bitch who cut up this outfit. I think we’ll be having words once we arrive in the back.”

“Okay folks Maggie will be right back as will I after a quick word from our sponsors. Don’t go anywhere.”


“Welcome back everyone. Jim Harris here rejoined by Maggie who is now done with her small wardrobe change and is looking very foxy.”

She did look very stylish in her new outfit. The Mistress of the Darkness was a desire for tight, black, domineering clothing which meant big boots and a lot of leather and latex.

Maggie had squeezed her body into a tight, revealing, latex outfit. Her chest was pushed up to form a rather splendid showing of cleavage by a tight black corset which formed down into a pair of modesty covering panties. Her legs were packed down into a pair of high heeled, leather, boots.

“I’d prefer if you could use a term that wasn’t dripping in such obvious chauvinistic qualities.”

“Sorry Maggie sometimes you just end up speaking with the heart, not the head.”

“You really are a weed of a man. Just hurry up and and ask the next question so I can hurry and get out of your company.”

“That tongue, I love it. Question number nine. In what year did the USA purchase Alaska from Russia? Was it A, 1857? Was it B, 1867? Was it C, 1877 or was it D, 1887?”

“Another range of incredible similar questions. How cheap of you; to be expected really.”

“Oh no folks, I don’t think she’s too happy with us.”

“Zip it and give me some time to think without having to hear your cretinous tones,” Maggie tapping her fingers on the arms of the tacky hairdressing style chair she’d been seated in.

“Perhaps, no… I cannot be too sure. I will go ahead and give my answer as A, 1857.”

“You’re saying A. Is that the correct answer? Unlucky the answer is actually B, 1867. We bought Alaska for seven point two million dollars. Wonder if we’d get it for that much today; that’s just mindless speculation though. I know what you’re all really excited before and that’s another round of Ask the Audience!

Next up is the kinks round which means things could be about to get saucy. Audience fingers on your voting pads. Vote A for Succulent Suckling. Vote B for Roles Reversed. Vote C for Primal Desires and Vote D for Dungeon Dominatrix.”

Before she even had to be asked any silly question about which she would prefer, from a range of options she didn’t know, the demanding Maggie hissed out.

“Kinks, how disgusting. This damn audience best not try to turn me into some slut.”

“No, they’d never do that Maggie. In fact this time that definitely haven’t as here are the votes and the winner is D, Dungeon Dominatrix.”

It was by far the most appropriate to go along with her new more dominating personality, a desire for bondage and not as the receiver either. Maggie was being turned into a true demon dominant.

“Hmm, acceptable.”

“Is that all you have to say?”

“I have said everything I need to now proceed to question ten.”

“Wow, what a boss. Okay, moving onto question number ten. Which sign of the zodiac is represented by a crab? Is it A, Aries? Is it B, Cancer? Is it C, Capricorn or is it D, Libra?”

This was the point where the intelligence drains would really start to show, when they got to question number ten. The forfeit for this round was always the same, a personality transformation which was the strongest and most condemning of all the changes. Getting this question correct was seen by a lot as the best way to win the show.

Despite the fact a Maggie from ten questions earlier would answer this in a heartbeat she now had to rack every brain cell around the problem to try and remember her zodiac signs.

“Hmm, if I remember correctly, which I do hope I do, I believe the answer to be B, Cancer.”

“You’re saying B, Cancer. Is that your final answer?”

“It is now finish this.”

“She’s saying B, let’s see if that is the correct answer.”

All attention was brought to the board. At this stage the audience were well aware if the answer was correct or not, it was just the contestant left in suspense. Maggie was very relieved when a big green tick flashed up on the screen.

“Correct! Stunning work Maggie! That means you avoid our final Ask the Audience round and can move straight on to our grand prize question and thanks to your wardrobe change earlier there are no commercial breaks to go which means no interruptions. So Maggie, are you ready to play for our grand prize of half a million dollars?”

“Bring it on.”

“It’s time for our grand prize question.”

The arena lights flashed as the studio darkened, the entire arena being plunged into blackness over then the black wearing Maggie who was illuminated by a spotlight which was cast down upon her being, all the attention being drawn onto her.

“Maggie,” the host of the show said, “For five hundred thousand dollars, on what date does Halloween take place? Is it A, the 1st of October? Is it B, the 11th of October? Is it C, the 21st of October or is it D, the 31st of October?”

Once the question was asked a grin spread across Maggie’s lips.

“I’m sure you were hoping at this point my intellect would have taken such a beating that I would be stumped by your question but I am afraid I have bad news for you. The answer is D, the 31st of October.”

“Is that your final answer?”

“Do I sound like a person who is uncertain? The answer is D, now I wish for you to confirm my victory right here, right now.”

“Maggie, you are completely correct. You just won half a million dollars!”

The contestant winning was an uncommon occurrence on the show, especially in such a confident manner. The audience went wild seeing Maggie nail the final question down to win herself the show’s grand prize.

“Amazing stuff Maggie, how are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling good Jim. I suppose this payment will make up for these changes you’ve forced on me.”

“Does that mean we’ll be forgiven?”

“I wouldn’t go that far, just that I won’t need to take any further actions.”

She had a dangerous glint in her eye. She was completely serious. A shiver ran up Jim’s spine thinking what she was planning if this final round had gone pear shaped. It was probably time to wrap it up and get out of there.

“Well there you have it folks, Maggie here is walking away with our grand prize today. You think you have what it takes as well? Then check out how to apply on our website and tune in next time to see if our next contestant has what it takes to go all the way as well. I’m Jim Harris and this has been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? See you next week folks!”


Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? had a nasty habit of trying to trick contestants out of their money once they’d won the show, something they’d done a lot in the past but sometimes they were between a rock and a hard place with their contestants and had to play it fairly by the books. Maggie was one of those cases who walked away from the show half a million dollars richer; along with all the body and mind modifications she’d gained across the show.

That much money meant that Maggie was set up rather nicely. She had purchased herself a new place, a luxury apartment, and was now living a stress-free life.

Having all that money meant she could give up her job as a vet and spend some time living comfortably off her earnings for the show, but she wasn’t doing that. Maggie had found another way to make money, a very profitable and enjoyable one that she could do right from home. She had become one of the internet's most popular adult stars as a world famous dominatrix.

Videos of Maggie dominating both men and women in her own personal dungeon where a hit online and was drawing her a considerable amount of money. With her large horns, long tail and her fierce personality she wasn’t exactly subtle after all.

She didn’t even need to do it for the money, she’d have willingly done it for free but if there were people willing to pay she wasn’t foolish enough to turn them down. Half a million dollars and all the tools to stay rich for much longer afterwards, the show really had given Maggie a lot of aid for the future.

Once again another very satisfied contestant.
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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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