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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 weeks 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 weeks 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 heart strings 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 soundes 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.
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