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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Happy as I’ll ever be.”

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

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

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

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

“I’ll definitely keep that in mind.”

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

Kate rubbed her chin and hummed out softly.

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

“Good on nautical terms?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Got any personal preference Kate?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keeping it light hearted aren’t we?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He is actually, cheering me on hopefully.”

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

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

“No gut feeling again.”

“Not an expert on South America?”

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

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

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

“You’re saying Buenos Aires?”

“Yeah, go for it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Keeping it on a cliffhanger. Typical television.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was a bit harder for Katie to concentrate now that she knew she had a room full of lustful men eyeing up her practically nude body. Also as far as Jim’s earlier question was concerned the studio wasn’t very warm either, her goosebumps were popping and her stiff nipples were tenting out the star shaped pasties on her chest.

“Well, it’s B isn’t it?”

“I can’t answer that, unless you’re trying to say that you want to select B as your answer.”

“Of course that’s what I’m saying. Just hurry up with it and get it over and done with.”

“You’re saying B, the CN Tower. Let’s check the board to see if that’s correct.”

Almost like the game was teasing Katie the screen which flashed up the answer was taking a long time to react. There was no real reason for such a suspenseful pause, it was obviously just to make her feel ratty.

Finally, while her scowl was in its full effect, the board flashes up that big red cross that the contestants hated but the fans loved.

“Oh how unfortunate Katie, that was incorrect. In 2010 you would have been correct but the tallest building is now A, the Burj Khalifa in Dubai. Unfortunately for you that means you’re going to have to play another round of Ask the Audience!”

Katie just wanted to get out right now. In what possible way could this get any more humiliating?

“And it looks like we’re onto the name round. Katie was such a lovely name but I’m afraid you’re going to have to give it up. Audience, fingers on keypads and let’s help Katie choose a new name to work with.

Vote for A if you think Katie would be better as a Barbie. Vote B if you think Bubbles is the name to go with. Vote C if you’re partial to a bit of Candy and vote D if you think Kitty is simply adorable.

So Katie, the last time I’m gonna be calling you that actually, any preference?”

There was no reply as she was keeping up her current pose of having a face like thunder. The name round was an interesting one as not only would the show itself handle a name change by law but the nanobots would warp the contestants mind into using the name for themself; there was no escape.

“Well the votes are in folks and it was a close one but let me introduce to you our newest contestant, Bubbles!”

Katie’s head throbbed as the machines got to work and overwrote the part of her mind which thought of herself as Katie, transforming her into Bubbles in a matter of moment.

Her body and the rest of her remained the same, apart from the intellect hit which came with every forfeit, but now she saw herself as Bubbles.

“So Bubbles, do you like your new name?”

“How should I know? I can’t remember my old one I just remember I was called something else but… I don’t know what it was.”

“Aw what a poor girl. Well I wouldn’t want to confuse you too badly, I’d rather just move onto question seven. Would you like that Bubbles?”

“Yes yes, just hurry up and move on with it.”

The less time Bubbles could spend being broadcast all around the nation, and to a further sixty countries around the world, in such a skimpy outfit the better.

“Okay, time for question number seven. Which Apollo mission landed the first humans on the Moon? Was it A, Apollo 7? Was it B, Apollo 9? Was it C, Apollo 11 or was it D, Apollo 13?”

Katie wasn’t actually doing too badly on the scoring front. Three questions out of six wasn’t too bad but it was still taking its toll on her intellect as she tried to rack her brain around the question.

“Hmph, which one was it again.”

“Come on Katie you need this or you’re going to fall behind in right answers.”

“I know, I know. It’s just, it’s getting annoying,” she growled out in frustration at the increased fuzziness in her head. She gave a loud sigh as she tried to relax and shake away the cobwebs, not too easy while she was shivering in her practically naked form. “Okay, I think it’s D.”

“You’re going to say D, Apollo 13?”

“Yes, I think that’s right. I hope it’s right.”

“Okay let’s take it to the board and check that answer. Oh no, that’s incorrect. I’m sorry Bubbles the actually correct answer was C, Apollo 11. To think kids these days don’t even know one of the greatest days in this countries history. Well as punishment it’s that time again. Let’s Ask the Audience!

And this round will be the kinks round. Oh, things could be getting naughty. Okay folks, let’s see just how naughty a girl Bubbles is going to be. Vote A for The More the Merrier. Vote B for Orgasmic Oral. Vote C for some Lesbian Loving and vote D to give her a second touch of Exhibitionist Experience. You must be hoping for that final one, mustn’t you Bubbles?”

“I don’t want any of this,” she growled out. This round was give her a major desire for a certain type of sex of pleasure. With her current outfit choice, D would be a disaster.

“Well you’re getting it as a landslide has decided to give you the D, the second half of Exhibitionist Experience.”

This particular choice gave the contestant a desire to expose themself in public, to be seen showing off their skin and looking naughty. Seeing as those were the only kind of outfits, hardly even outfits in all honesty, that she could wear it meant arousal was impossible to ignore.

Her head throbbed as the changes took over her body and straight away her heart began to pound and her cheeks began to glow a hot shade of red. There was an audience full of people eyeing her up and millions more watching her at home and she was dressed in a few pasties and nothing more. Arousal began to bubble up in her body as her breathing increased.

“You okay Bubbles? You’re looking a little under the weather.”

“No, just fine. Please, continue on before it’s too late.”

“As you wish. Please let us know though if you need any assistance. But with right answers desperately needed, let’s move on to question number eight. Oceans hold what percentage of the Earth's surface water? Is it A, sixty seven percent? Is it B, seventy seven percent? Is it C, eighty seven percent or is it D, ninety seven percent?”

Bubbles wasn’t in much of a state to think. Her heart was throbbing in her chest as heat enveloped her entire body as she felt a warmth and wetness growing between her thighs, only being covered by a thin, heart shaped cover which stuck over her dampening pussy.

She writhed around in her seat, thighs grinding together as her fingers scratched down along the arms of her seat, unable to calm her body down.

“Come on Bubbles we’re gonna need an answer today please,” Jim called out to her as she panted heavily.

“Erm, B. Yeah B, I think it’s B.”

“You’re saying B. Is that your final answer?”

“Yes yes yes!” she hurried out, her body uncontrollably hot.

“Let’s check to see if that’s correct… oh unlucky. The answer was actually D, ninety seven percent. I fear you were getting confused with how much of the Earth is water which is actually seventy one percent. Sadly this means another wrong answer and another round of Ask the Audience!”

The changes were just getting worse and worse for Bubbles. She needed to hope, for her own sanity, that this round was going to be something gentle for her.

“It’s the surprise round and a surprise to see it now. Let’s see what surprising choices it has in store for us today! Vote A for, oh boy, Orgasmic Experience. Vote B for Fountain of Youth. Vote C for Race Remodeling and Vote D for Filthy Flirt. Already I have a good idea where this one is going to go. Bubbles?”

She didn’t really look like she was paying much attention, a hand having found itself fitted down between her clamped thighs, body rocking itself forward and back as she firmly bit down upon her bottom lip.

“Okay, that’s something. The votes are in though and I’d watch that touch if I was you Bubbles as the winner by some distance is Orgasmic Experience!”

She was getting a lot of ‘experience’ today and all of it was doing its best to give her one that she’d never forget. Once the nanobots had done throbbing around in her brain the touch on her own pussy became like an electric shock, making her breath squeal out and her body jerk in place.

“Oh god, I can feel it coming. It’s coming, it’s coming out!” Bubbles began to scream out as she rocked into her own hand, back arching as she forced herself to an orgasm, her last transformation making them a lot easier and with her current arousal already at the limit it was going to be an eventful evening.

“Come on Bubbles, we have a show to get on with. Please try and act appropriate for the remainder of the quiz.”

Her face was burning crimson as her eyes were hazy and her tongue hung over her panting lips, hand sliding back down between her thighs as she rubbed in circles over her wetness with a moan.

“So many people can see me, it’s too good.”

“Okay… moving on to question number nine. Who plays Lara Croft in the Tomb Raider series of films? Is it A, Angelina Jolie? Is it B, Minnie Driver? Is it C, Nell McAndrew or is it D, Jennifer Aniston?”

Bubbles didn’t even look like she was much interested in the quiz anymore. The lust from having so many people watching her in such a revealing outfit, combined with the increased sensitivity leading to more orgasms was chaining her into an endless loop of orgasmic bliss followed by more lust and more bliss. Her juices were even soaking the seat beneath her and dripping down onto the floor below.

“So Bubbles, do you know this one?” Jim tried to ask, being blanked by the moaning exhibitionist.

“Yes, look at me more. Judge me with your eyes,” she moaned out, her hips held up high as she pleasured her own body.

“Bubbles, we’re going to need an answer.”

“So good, amazing.”

“Bubbles…”


“I’m cumming again, cumming again.”

“If you don’t answer I’m afraid you’re going to have to forfeit this round.”

She just kept on jerking her hips around and squealing out to the room as she dripped down onto the floor, “Amazing, amazing!”

“I’m afraid time is up for you Bubbles. It’s rare to see somebody actually fail to answer a question. I hope you don’t think this will save you from a forfeit because… and you’re not even listening to me. What are we going to do with her folks? I guess we’ll just give me some new changes through Ask the Audience!

And it’s the job round. Well there wasn’t much more we could really do to her here, time to give her something fun to go back to. Mr. Bubbles if you’re watching in the audience, hope this doesn’t mess with your income too much.

Okay folks go ahead and vote for A for a Slutty Stripper. Vote B for a Buxom Babysitter. Vote C for Pornstar Paradise and Vote D for Trusty Teaching Tool. Bubbles any… well she’s probably not paying me much attention anyway.”

She was not, she was still deep in her lustful ways, her crotch completely soaked and her nipples tented hard through the thin pasties which covered her modesty, the same modesty she was so openly throwing away.

“While she’s having her fun let’s see how the voting came through. It seems you’ll be seeing a lot more of this girl as you’ve voted for C, Pornstar Paradise. Seems the split between A and D allowed your porn fantasies to leap through to the lead!”

This change would be a lot more subtle now, in fact it wouldn’t make an appearance until later as this round was exactly what it said on the tin, Bubbles would be forced into a new job. Her days as an event planner were over and that of a porn star were just beginning. She was already giving an impressive audition.

“Should I even bother with question ten?” a snarky Jim asked to the audience, “I don’t think she’s in much state to answer anymore of our questions. Should I just move on to the next forfeit round?”

The audience began to chant their decision in unison. Yes, yes, yes! They wanted more forfeits, Bubbles was too lost in lust to do anything now.

“Sorry folks but apparently we have rules to follow and need to play this last round. Okay Bubbles, question number ten. What are embedded in the sidewalk along Hollywood Boulevard and Vine Street in Los Angeles? Is it A, crystals? Is it B, lights? Is it C, mirrors or is it D, stars? So what do you think Bubbles, actually planning on answering this question or not?”

She didn’t look to be. She was still slumped backwards with her hips pushed up, pussy juices leaking down from her body into a hot, musky puddle below her on the seat, pouring onto the floor. It was probably one of the more seductive images the show had ever produced.

Jim pushed a finger into his ear, “Okay producer how long do we actually have to wait with her moaning like this? I doubt she’s going to answer, she’s totally exposing herself as a pervert already. Okay… yep I understand… okay I’ll tell everybody.

Bad news Bubbles, I just spoke to the producer and you’ve only got five seconds to answer this question before we move onto the next round. You ready? Count down with me everybody. Five!”

She was still busy moaning and playing with her body.

“Four!”

Even with the audience counting down she was too busy satisfying her own needs.

“Three!”

Being watched by an audience and on live TV like this was the ultimate exhibitionist desire, it was too much to handle.

“Two!”

She could feel another one building up inside of her. She was going to cum on live TV again for the… she didn’t know how many times it’d been now.

“One!”

That was it, it was here. A toe curling, body shuddering, scream causing orgasm for the new porn star.

“And you ran out of time. What a shocker this is, you couldn’t even answer correctly. Obviously they’re stars but instead you decided to see stars instead. This means it’s time for our final round of Ask the Audience!”

Round ten was always the same, the most devastating round of them all. The personality round. This round totally hardwired the brain to give a new personality to the contestant and avoiding this round was seen as a key step to winning the whole thing. However Bubbles was far too gone already and had walked straight into it.

“Okay folks, fingers on your voting pads for the last time. Vote A for Nymphomania. Vote B for Night of the Nerd. Vote C for Hot and Spicy or vote D to make Bubble’s a Daddy’s Girl. Vote now!”

There was no more room for any ‘banter’ between host Jim Harris and contestant Bubbles as she was lost doing her perverted actions and if this vote went a certain way she was going to be completely lost for a long, long time.

“Okay voting is now closed and I can reveal that Bubbles is now going to be spending the rest of her life as a Nymphomaniac!”

That throbbing, it again and it hit hard as the nanobots got to rewiring her mind with a strong desire for sex. Today’s votes by the audience had been very perverted and sex based, even for this show, for what they’d done to Bubbles.

In all honesty right now Nymphomania wouldn’t be a big concern for Bubbles, she was already rubbing needily between her legs while moaning out hotly, having the time of her life. The look on that face was of a woman who had gotten lost in pleasure and only saw the light of a sheet of whiteness washing over her vision everytime ecstasy ran through her veins.

“Cock, cock, I need it so bad,” she began to moan out as her juices shimmered under the studio lights, making a mess all across the stage.

“Try and control yourself Bubbles, we’ve only got one question left and then you can go and get all the men you want.”

“I’m so hot, I need them, I need them inside of me.”

Jim sighed out as he turned back to the camera, “See what I have to put up with? Well we’ll try and keep her calm for now. There is only one question left. Will Bubbles be able to stop rubbing herself for long enough to win half a million dollars? Find out after these commercials. Don’t go anywhere.”


“Welcome back folks, hope you had a good break. I’m Jim Harris and I’m joined by Bubbles who got off to a good start but due to a double dose of exhibitionism has now finished with seven questions incorrect. However even someone who gets ten wrong still has a chance at winning half a million dollars. Are you ready for this Bubbles?”

The camera panned back to Bubbles who had gotten herself into some state. Instead of rubbing against her hand she was now rubbing against one of her ankles which was pressed up onto the chair, her wrists handcuffed to the arms of the chair.

“No let me go, I need it, I need it so bad,” she moaned out hotly.

“Now for those wondering why Bubbles is suddenly in handcuffs we were having a small problem with her refusing to stay in her seat and heading off to the audience so we had to take some emergency precautions to keep her in place. This is for her our own good though, for her chance at five hundred thousand dollars. All you need to do is answer this one question. Are you ready Bubbles?”

Her head rolled back as she went back to pleasuring herself, moaning lustfully as wetness gushed out.

“I said are you… should I just ask her the question? Okay.”

The studio lights dimmed and cast a spotlight on the squirming contestant as dramatic music chimed through the speakers to signify this was it, this was the big moment they’d all been waiting for.

“Bubbles if you get this question right you shall win half a million dollars. New York City is made up of how many boroughs? Is it A, three? Is it B, five? Is it C, seven or is it D, nine?”

As a resident of one of those boroughs that should have been an easy question for Bubbles to answer. But her mind had been warped, her intellect had been drained and her libido was on the rampage and could not be sated in front of all of those people and those cameras.

“I don’t care, just let me go. I wanna have sex. Sex, sex, lemme go have sex.”

“Bubbles this is your chance for half a million dollars and you’re more interested in sex than winning?”

“Yes! Just lemme go, I need it now!”

She grinded her hips up and down, rubbing her moistness up along her own leg, moaning sensually, lost in lust.

“So you’d rather us let you out of those cuffs than give you the money?”

“Yes of course, I want it now. I’m feeling so hot.”

“You hear that folks? She wants to forfeit the money to instead have fun with all of you. Her fiance mustn’t be pleased about this one. Sorry sir but we have to accept her offer. Bubbles has decided to forfeit this question. Someone bring the keys and let this girl go.”

Her eyes watched eagerly as the glamorous assistant returned with the keys to release her from her shackles, uncuffing her wrists and lettings her wobble off towards the audience with juices dripping down her inner thighs.

There was no shortage of people who were interested and she was pleased to find a lot of men happy to help her with her current issue.

“Well what a twist folks, bet you all didn’t see that one coming. Bubbles didn’t manage to win our cash prize but she still seems happy enough and at the end of the day isn’t that what really matters? I’ve been Jim Harris, this has been Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Join us next week, same time, same place. Until then, have a good one.”

Jim Harris waved to the camera as the credits started to roll as Bubbles buried herself into debauchery with the audience as her desperate boyfriend tried to catch up with her.


“So did you remember to get the money this time?”

Bubbles nibbled on her bottom lip, averting her gaze off to the side, “Maybe.”

Rob, her boyfriend and fiance, sighed out, “That’s the third time this week alone. I told you you need to make sure they pay you for your jobs. You can’t let them take advantage of you like this.”

It was hard to adjust at first but somehow Rob and Bubbles managed to make their relationship work, even if Bubbles wasn’t the same person who’d gone onto the show. She didn’t even have the same name.

The wedding was still planned for the future but had been postponed while they adjusted fully to their new life and they got Bubbles sorted with her new job.

With her giant breasts, her plentiful orgasms, pretty looks, eagerness and added exposure of having been on television, Bubbles was getting a lot of bookings to make porn films. She was currently filming one, maybe two, rarely three, a day. The only issue was sometimes she got so horny and needy she ended up forgetting to get payment after the job was done.

“They didn’t take advantage of me, it felt good.”

“That’s not the point. You need to make sure they pay you for making movies.”

She pushed out her tongue and giggled, “Okay I’ll make sure to remember next time. Don’t worry it’s fine.”

He sighed. It may have been the third time this week but she’d been doing it a lot longer than a week now, and this wasn’t a rare occurrence. She was so needy for sex they couldn’t even charge the top prices either as she’d end up begging to do the job. Plus her particular fetish meant she got turned on a lot more with strangers and before cameras than only with her boyfriend.

“Anyway some men were ogling me on the way out on I got turned on. Can we have some sex please before we get home?”

Again Rob sighed, “Fine let me go find a quiet place to pull over and I’ll take care of it.”

“You’re the best, love you!”

“Love you too.”

It wasn’t the way he imagined their relationship would go but he’d decided to stick by her and support her and that’s what he was going to do. Plus she seemed happy and that was a-okay with him.

If only he could keep up with her in the bedroom.
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