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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.
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