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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 gnoocchi? 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 girls 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 meant 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?
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