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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m actually a scientist Jim.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy, D, Peresus.”

“You sure sound confident, are you sure?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hmm, I know I know this one.”

“You ever visited the Taj Mahal Maria?”

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

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

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

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

Humouring laughter, the kindest kind there is.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So not a soccer person are we?”

“Not a sports person in general.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Time for ask the audience?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maria let out a small sigh of relief.

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

“Are you certain with C?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Film buff Maria?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure about that answer?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything you’d rather avoid Maria?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Think this is a good choice for you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nyaaa, this transformation is totally unfair!”

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

“Now Maria those are the rules.”

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

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

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

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

“Everything alright Maria?”

“N- fine. Just fine.”

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

“I think that answer is B, Mozart.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not a fan of musicals.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m gonna go with B then, nya.”

“You’re saying Guys and Dolls?”

“That’s what I said, nya!”

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

“Nya I’m twenty nine!”

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

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

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

“Hey don’t make me anymore of a pet!”

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

“Nya, that’s good.”

“Instead you’ll get some Hopeless Humiliation.”

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

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

“Are you okay kitty cat?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And you do keep purring like a cat.”

“Nyaaaa, shut up!”

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

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

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

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

“Nya, it’s Maryland.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes!”

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

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

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

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

“O-of course I do. It’s C, Sardinya.”

“Did you mean Sardina?”

“That’s what I said, Sardinya.”

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

“No.”

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

“That’s not it at all!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nyaa, totally I do!”

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

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

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


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

“Nya I totally do.”

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

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

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

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

“Nya, understand!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you’re stuck between B, C and D?”

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

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

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

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

“That sounds totally awesome, nya!”

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

“Nya, totally. I’m so super happy!”

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

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

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


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

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

“What are you doing now Kitten?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nyaa I know, hehe.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another happy contestant.
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