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I Think I Caught The Bimbo Virus!

It just came out of nowhere one day. Nobody knew where it had came from, why it had appeared, anything about it. The only thing we did know was what it could do and that was infect unsuspecting women and quickly change who they are and what they thought.

The world was suddenly struck by a virus that turned women into bimbos.

Nicknamed the Bimbo Virus, or the Slutties, the mysterious condition affected ten percent of women and sapped away all of their intellect and flooded their mind with desires for sex, all while changing their body into that of a walking sex doll.

While the Bimbo Virus was a very real thing to science it was a total mystery at the same time. While the effects were very real no scientist or doctor was able to put their finger on just what the Bimbo Virus was, how it was spread, how to cure it, how to stop it.

Simply sometime after turning eighteen a woman could one day simply change into a bimbo out of nowhere with nothing beforehand suggesting a transformation was on the cards. It was sudden, it was shocking but it was highly apparent.

However I knew that I was completely safe. I was just too smart to suddenly turn into a bimbo all of a sudden.

The name’s Jean. I’m a first year college student and was right at the top of my class. Heck I reckon I was probably the top of the year. My IQ score listed me as a bona fide genius and I was the crown jewel of the science club. To say my future was bright would be an insult to my future.

I’d seen girls who caught the Bimbo Virus in my final year of school and it never caught me as much of a surprise. Who would have thought that Tracey, the school bike, would have gone ahead and caught the Slutties? Big surprise I know.

What about that lil rich girl Vicky? Nobody was surprised when she started showing off her tits at every possible chance either.

They claimed that nobody could tell who was carrying the Bimbo Virus until the day it began to show but I called bullshit on those claims. All the girls I’d ever known to had caught it were already any combination of stupid, vain or slutty.

I on the other hand was a genius who cared more about my future career than my appearances and would rather go to lectures than go out with boys. If there was one person who didn’t have to worry about the Slutties it was me.


Anyway, one day on a day that started out completely normal and as ordinary as always, things started to go a little shaky for me.

The lesson was going along as it always did. Miss. Foster was reading off some formulas and ideas she’d jotted down on the blackboard while some brats would be talking at the back of the hall, trying to whisper but everybody would be able to hear them mumbling something.

I’d try to block out the sound of the guy over to my side snoring as he fell asleep in lessons, again, and tried to concentrate while the girl sitting in front of me decided now was a good time to play Candy Crush on her phone rather than concentrating on the lesson.

Looking around over all the miscreants in the hall who weren’t even paying attention to the lecturer left me wondering if I was the only one who was actually trying to learn anything in this class and if everybody else had just emptied their bank account so they had somewhere to catch up on their beauty sleep and play some games in peace.

I rolled my eyes as the sound of the bratty girls at the back of the room got a bit too loud and I could hear them talking about make up tips and shopping. I sighed and shook my head as I copied down the freshet formula on the board into my notes. Why did I have to go to a college that was populated with nothing but morons?

Then suddenly I sneezed, loud.

In a moment the room had gone quiet and all the eyes on the room where focused on me. There was a good reason for that though. Ever since the Bimbo Virus had appeared some thirty years ago the sneeze of a young woman had become a warning sign that somebody had gone ahead and developed the Slutties.

It wasn’t a cut and dry thing of course. Colds still existed, people still had their nostrils tickled however whenever a young girl sneezed everyone always said the same thing.

“Oh no,” one of those brats from the back of the room called out, “looks like somebody is going through the Slutties.”

“Am not!” I called out, feeling my nose tingling a bit, “It’s just a cold!”

“Sure it is,” the same girl sneered back to me, the sort of girl who looked like she’d already been infected by the Bimbo Virus long ago, “and when your titties start getting bigger I guess you’ll just be feeling under the weather.”

“Hey don’t let her near me, I don’t wanna catch the Slutties too,” another of her pack complained, covering her face up with a scarf.

I even noticed that the girl who had been sitting in front of me on her phone had moved away from me towards the other side of the room.

In a hoof I jumped up onto my feet, slamming my hands down into the desk in front of me, screaming out, “I have not caught the Slutties!”

As I stood up making what could only be described as a stellar defense another sneeze slipped out of me, causing the girls at the back of the room to crack up in laughter.

The teacher sighed as I was right on the edge of cracking up in rage, pointing at the door, the exit to the lecture hall.

“Go see the doctor and stop distributing my lesson,” she ordered me as small snickers rained down on me from the back of the hall.

In a huff I packed up my things and stormed out of the hall, insulted at the insinuation that me of all people could possible catch the Bimbo Virus, that a genius like me could have her intelligence drained away by some stupid, giggly, illness.

Sure I was sneezing but it would be nothing more than a cold; every girl would catch a cold sooner or later it didn’t mean they’d suddenly be strutting around in a mini skirt and high heels constantly.

I had no need to visit the doctor, I knew there was no way I had the Slutties. However if nobody would shut up teasing me about it until my cold went away I had no option but to call it quits from college for the day and return to my room until everything blew over. Me of all people getting the Slutties, it was absurd!


It was hard to keep my sniffles stifled while I was getting back to my room. At one point I let out a loud sneeze and had to quickly escape once the girls began to mock me about the condition that I clearly did not have.

The reason that those going through the Bimbo Virus began to sneeze was due to the feeling of a suddenly ramped up sense of smell that bimbos would find themselves with but I wasn’t feeling it at all. It wasn’t my fault if the guys were putting on too much aftershave and the girls insisted on dosing themselves in far too much perfume.

I was just glad when I finally got back to my room so that everybody would stop judging me and labeling me for having something as simple as a small cold. It wasn’t just that either, I could feel my body starting to get warmer as time passed; there was no doubt about it, it was just a simple fever.

Needing to cool myself the first thing I did on returning to my room was begin to strip out of my clothing. I’d dressed warm for a moody day and it was coming back to bite me on the ass; suddenly a sweater and jeans felt like I was walking around wearing a portable sauna.

Quickly I began to strip myself down out of my clothes before I ended up passing out from heat stroke. It felt so much better to feel the nippy air brush against my skin rather than being confined into a festering, warm, shell.

I looked over at myself in the mirror. I may not have been a vain girl but I certainly wasn’t an ugly girl. My features were very soft and feminine, even if I kept my hair quite short to make it easier to manage and I certainly didn’t have a bad figure. Sure I wasn’t an hourglass and I had nothing to wiggle for the boys but that didn’t stop me being kinda pretty, and the fact that all that was missing was just further proof that I didn’t have the Slutties.

First the girls would start sneezing her brains out, not literally of course that was just the joke, and then suddenly their body would be bulging out like they were some sort of living barbie doll, the rest of their body changing to further that likeness.

The fact that my body was still completely fine was proof that I was right on all those judgemental bitches were wrong. My underwear was still fitting me just fine.

Despite the fact that I was feeling a bit hot, and my nose still felt tingly, I didn’t feel all that ill. I wasn’t about to sit in my room feeling sorry for myself. Even if they were going to throw me out of their lessons it didn’t mean I couldn’t continue to further my education without them.

Pulling up my chair I took a seat at my desk and pulled out my notes. I had an essay coming up and there was no need to squander precious time when I could steal a march on my rivals, not that anybody in my class could rival me for grades anyway.

Proving that I wasn’t another woman overcome by the Bimbo Virus I jumped straight into my essay, putting finger to keyboard as the changing world now dictates as I began to type up my soon to be A graded piece. I’d never known a bimbo to be able to write a science essay, they were all too busy reading gossip rags and sharing hair care tips.

My progress was as strong as always. It was no surprise, I was a total natural, a genius in my field and a genius full stop. There was no way a woman as smart as me could just suddenly become a brain dead hussy.

After a good writing session of around fifteen to twenty minutes I lifted my arms with a stretch, a page filled with text before my very eyes. I’d started to get a little tired at the end but that was common if you’re working with a fever; the sneezing had stopped at least. I deserved a break for all of my hard work.

Changing from work to pleasure I switched tabs from my essay over to the internet where I decided to divulge in a little bit of fun.

A quick internet query later and I could begin to relax, leaning back in my seat with a soft moan slipping from my lips as my fingers went wandering down my body.

The tips of my fingers crawled their way under the waistline of my panties and ventured lower until they nestled against the softness of my bare pussy, my fingers starting to caress over myself as the sound of sex and the matching scenes flowed from my laptop.

It took longer than it probably should have done for me to suddenly realize just what the hell I was doing!

Sharply I pulled my fingers out of my panties and snapped my laptop shut before anymore of the pornography on the screen corrupted my mind. I had no idea what had gotten into me doing something as stupid as watching porn all of a sudden. It wasn’t that I’d never done it before, I was smart not a saint. However I’d never in my life treated to a mid-essay masturbation break before.

It had to be the stress getting to me, there was no other explanation. All those brats who had been teasing me, mocking me, claiming I’d gotten the Slutties was getting to my head.

For a smart girl I’d been so stupid! Doing something as silly as touching myself had made me feel even more stressed. The next thing I knew I was feeling even hotter my remaining clothing was feeling uncomfortable. My poor underwear felt like it was constricting me.

I squirmed my hands around my poor body as it felt like my bra was cutting into my skin making me squirm around on my seat. I had no choice I had to go full birthday suit.

Relief only returned to me when I slipped myself out of my underwear and lounged back in my chair completely in the nude. I didn’t actually feel any cooler but at least I didn’t feel restricted.

Sadly I had business I’d started but refused to finish and that business refused to go away, my pussy still glistening with juices and throbbing in place, in need of some quality attention, all because I’d had a little lapse in judgement and my fingers had gone wondering.

I shook my head from side to side and tried to remove any lingering, sexy, thoughts out of my brain. I wasn’t a Slutties victim, I was a smart, confident, young woman, I refused to be tormented by thoughts of sex.

Needing to occupy my minds with thoughts that weren’t about big throbbing, pulsing, hard dicks… no that was bad of me; needing to occupy my minds with things which weren’t sex I opened my laptop back up and closed down all the other adult content while covering my face, navigating awkwardly back to my essay.

Just because I was naked it didn’t mean I couldn’t finish my work. A bit of science was the perfect way to steer my head off impure thoughts and with all the gusto I could manage I got to typing.

To my disappointment with my pussy bubbling in need I couldn’t manage to achieve nearly the same amount of gusto. I wasn’t filling the screen with elegant, well written, scientific jargon and theories at a substantial pace. I was dithering about, struggling to follow up on my earlier work, finding it rather tricky to actually put together a proper sentence.

Slowly I awkwardly managed to spell out some words that weren’t exactly to my usual ability, my legs still squirming and grinding my thighs together. Writing an essay naked wasn’t an issue, writing one horny was a nightmare.

I slapped my cheeks with my hands as I grumbled to myself, “Come on Jean you can do it. You’re smart you can do anything. Don’t let some stupid fever put you down.”

It was easy to give myself a prep talk but hard to actually put my motivation into practice. It was hard to think about science when my body wanted me to think about sex.

My pussy must have been jealous of that video I was watching. Seeing that hot blonde being pushed down over a desk, having her wet pussy filled with a big, thick, veiny cock that pounded deep into her puffy cunt, making her squeal in total pleasure.

The next thing I knew I was shaking myself out of a daze and was looking down at the screen to see just what I’d been writing and found a paragraph and a half of sexual fantasies being spelled out in black and white. It was like I’d given the essay up and had decided to begin practicing as an erotic writer.

With my cheeks blushing I quickly deleted my newest comments in shame. God what was wrong with me, I just couldn’t seem to concentrate on a damn thing. I wasn’t going to be able to do anything until I took care of my body.

As far as I could see it the only choice I had was to give in to my bodies desires and masturbate to completion, to give myself the pleasure of an orgasm to calm myself down.

I went back to the internet and opened up another adult video, the air of my room once again being filled with the hot moans and filthy talk of a adult flick as my hands wandered back down my body.

A small, sharp, squeaking gasp popped from my lips as my fingers brushed over my wetness. I shuddered in joy as my soft touch stroked over my engrossed clit and danced across my glistening lips.

My body squirmed around in my seat, hips rolling, as I began to masturbate my body to the heights of pleasure, moaning out with hot, deep, panting breaths. It was the relief my body had been craving.

I rubbed faster, pushing in tighter as my moaning got louder as I felt myself approaching the edge. Never before had masturbation felt so intense, my body was tingling all over as I squealed out in pleasure, toes curling and body tensing up as the moment of orgasm finally arrived.

It was so powerful, it was so intense; I was shaking all over as pleasure raced through my loins. My heart pounded and my eyes fluttered as the strength drained away from my body. I wasn’t used to orgasms that strong. It was incredible.


The next thing I knew I was waking back up, still sitting in my chair with the air carrying a strong scent of sex and me in a total daze.

I was confused, bewildered when the scent of my own juices struck me in my sensitive nostrils and made me sneeze, almost sending me clean over in a flip off my seat!

That sudden burst from my navel had at least helped to make me up a little. Everything had seemed to go black, I wasn’t exactly sure when; it was like I’d dozed off. It was easy to see what I’d dozed off doing with my laptop still open onto an adult site, my body still naked and my hands, and my seat, coated in messy juices.

I’d at least managed to settle down on my annoying lust but I’d masturbated myself to hunger, I could both feel and hear my belly rumbling.

I peeled my body off of my computer chair where I’d slowly found myself making a mold in the fabric with my weight and trotted over to my own personal mini fridge so that I could grab a quick bite to eat without having to go out and subject myself to anymore teasing. If other people were as smart as me they’d store snacks in their room too to give them that energy boost for studying.

Anyway so I open my fridge and lean down to take a look at what I’ve got in there to tide over my munchies for a bit but I can’t help get distracted by my hair swaying and fluttering in front of my eyes, getting in the way.

Annoyed I brush away the dangling locks, thinking nothing of it as I go digging through the fridge to see if I had anything good before I’d have to resort to chip hunting. Then once the strands came dangling down again forcing me into brushing it up more it hit me like a knockout punch. I never had that problem before my hair was too short.

Without even finding some nibbles I dashed over to the mirror and grasped the sides as I looked in deep. It was just as I feared, locks that should have been barely brushing around my neck were tickling along my shoulders.

Oh if only it’d been an impromptu hair growth that had been the issue. Where I was usually carrying a small pair of an A cups two perky mounds stared back at me. I wasn’t one of those women he could give you a size and a cup at a stare but I could at least tell that those were bigger than what I was usually carrying.

I kept on staring closer at my body. I could swear that my body looked more shapely than usual, my hips a little bit wider, my body a tiny bit curvier. My lashes looked a little longer and my lips a bit thicker.

When I pushed on them with a finger I could feel they were a bit softer as well and that aided me in noticing my nails. Long nails just got in the way of work and typing so I’d kept them real short but they’d at least grown an inch. Either I’d been asleep for a lot longer than I initially thought or something was seriously wrong with me.

“There is no way,” I gasped to myself, my body shaking on the spot as I stared back at my reflection, “there is no way I caught the Slutties!”

I racked my brain. There had to be some other explanation, there just had to be. I was a prodigy, a genius, I was a girl destined for great things I couldn’t just have all that wasted by the damn Bimbo Virus.

Perhaps my fever was just playing tricks on me? A little bit of hallucination wouldn’t be unheard of after all. Or maybe I was just going through a growth spurt? Sure it was late but it wouldn’t be unheard of in science.

“Of course!” I proclaimed to myself, “If I had the Slutties I’d have been turned into some sort of bubbly, braindead bimbo but I can still feel it all going on upstairs.”

I grinned smugly from ear to ear as I tapped a finger against the side of my dome. I was totally right, those who went through the Bimbo Virus didn’t just get sexier bodies they also got slutty minds. Their intellect would be sapped away and replaced with desires for sex and boys. I however still had science on the brain.

“Yeah there is nothing to worry about,” I continued to tell myself as I returned to my seat, my hunger taking a back seat, well out of my mind, as I closed down that filthy website and went back to my essay, “I’m still a genius, I can still crack out this essay, just you watch!”

Sure those mocking bitches who I was saying that too in my mind weren’t actually in the room to watch but I could at least prove to myself that all of everything, the sneezing, the sudden horniness, the growth spurt was just one giant coincidence.

Filled with gusto I went back to typing up my essay, to demonstrating why I didn’t have the Slutties and never would!

“Alright,” I babbled to myself, “got down my method so now I gotta get right to that hyp-hyp… erm… hypothesis!”

Woops, a little brain fart but nothing to worry about, I told myself anyway even as I started to type and found that the words just weren’t coming to me.

Oh sure it wasn’t like I couldn't think of anything. I could join my sentences up with all the little joiners. I could manage a the and an and but as soon as I was getting up to my big, juicy, scientific terms I was steering sharply into a mental wall.

Once again I began to tap my head, well it was closer to a slap this time, as I tried to get my brain jogging into life.

“Come on you stupid brain get to thinking!” I commanded it, “Hurry up and wakey up. I’ve got an essay to finish!”

The gears in my head were turning but they weren’t turning the tune I wanted. I was trying to concentrate on scientific theories and my research but instead my mind was wandering around towards how damn good it felt to touch myself earlier, and how sexy I looked in the mirror before.

Sharply I shook my head from side to side and hissed out, “Get out of my head stupid dirty thoughts! Stop contami… contmo… con-something… stop making me weird!”

It had nothing to do with the Slutties why I was getting so distracted, why I was having such a hard time thinking and putting together long words. I was simply still feeling the effects of the fever, the heat must be what was making me feel horny as well.

While I was distracted by my musings I found my hand had wandered back down towards my pussy and my other hand was in the process of looking up other adult movies, making me drag myself away from the laptop sharply, my whole body tumbling down onto a pile on the floor.

There was no way I could have the Bimbo Virus, no way in heck but I was still ill. I’d have to go to the doctor after all for a check up. She’d be able to make me feel better, I hoped, but most importantly she’d be able to put to bed this silly notion that I of all people had the Slutties.

I’d have to masturbate a bit more before I went though to calm my body down. I wasn’t going to touch myself because I wanted to, it was because I had to! That’s what set me apart from those dumb bimbos, I was in total control of myself.

After all I was too smart to catch the Bimbo Virus.


I Know I Caught The Bimbo Virus!

“So what seems to be the problem?”

The doctor inspected me as I sat in her room, fidgeting around in a thick hooded sweatshirt so that I could hide my sudden growth spurt from anybody who I recognized.

In my condition I didn’t really enjoy having to leave my room to do anything really. I was still burning up bad which meant that adding a layer of cloth over the top wasn’t doing me many favors. My nose was still tickling something fierce from all the strong smells hitting it and it was hard to muffle my sneezes to stop all eyes focusing on me. Plus my brain didn’t feel all there, I kept falling into a daze.

However going for a check up was necessary. I mean who suddenly ignores the fact they’ve just bumped up a cup size or two? I couldn’t even fit on a bra; panties were a struggle.

“Well,” I explained to the doctor, “see I’ve got this fever and this cold and it’s making it hard to do work.”

The doctor lowered her glasses as she inspected me closely, her eyes narrowing on me. I could see instantly where she was going to try and go with this.

“When did this begin? Are there any other symptoms showing?”

“It’s not the Slutties,” I sighed out. It was bad enough getting it from those snobs in my class, I didn’t need to be getting it off the professionals too.

“And what makes you say that?” she asked.

“Well there is just no way that I could get the Slutties. Me. I’ve put in too much work to just catch bimbo. I was the top in high school, I’m the top in my classes now. Someone like me doesn’t just simply get the Slutties.”

She sighed herself, rubbing the bridge of her nose with two grasping fingers, “The Bimbo Virus can happen to any young woman. Being clever doesn’t simply make you immune.”

“I do not have it!” I squealed out, slamming my curled up fists down into my legs as I began to tremble. I was right, she was wrong.

“Why are you wearing that sweatshirt? Are you cold?” she asked me cooly.

“Erm… well…” my body actually burning up something fierce now that I’d decided to add a portable sauna to my already roasting body.

“Are you cold or are you trying to hide what’s beneath Miss. Falker?”

Defensively I grasped my fingers tightly into the front of my dark green sweatshirt, trying to cover my body with my arms. Sure I was hiding something but it was just a bit of swelling.

Before I even answered the doctor rose to her feet and strolled across the room, collecting a small kit from one of her draws.

“You know this isn’t my first rodeo. As a college doctor I’ve seen a lot of girls who have just began going through the Bimbo Virus. Fever, concentration problems, body growth,” she said as she pointed a finger at my covered body, “Have you been sneezing today Miss. Falker?”

A gulp got caught in my throat as I nodded my head before quickly asserting, “Yes but that doesn’t mean I’m turning into a bimbo.”

“You’re right it doesn’t, however now we’re going to see whether you’re a carrier or not. Here I need to take your temperature. Please put this into your mouth.”

She handed me a thermometer to use. Now if you’re picturing in your head a little white and red thing that you could comfortable slip between your lips to leave hanging like you were nursing on a cigarette or posing with a toothpick then you’re off the mark this time. What she handed me was thick and rounded. What she handed me was practically a sex toy.

“Hey what’s the deal,” I whined as I held a phallic thermometer in my hand.

“Trust me I’m a doctor, that will give us the best reading. We’re in no rush so place it in your mouth when you’re ready.”

Did it say anything about my mind that rather than seeing a banana or a cucumber the image that popped into my head when I saw the object was a cock? No that’d be wrong, it was her fault for giving me such a weirdly shaped thermometer. Was she trying to put weird thoughts into my mind? Was she trying to make it look like I had the Slutties?

Thermometers were supposed to be little sticks but this was a thick column. It was so wide, it was so girthy, I wasn’t even completely sure I’d be able to fit it in my mouth.

Then again if I could eat a banana, slurp in a popsicle, if the girls in those videos could fit a cock in their mouth then surely I’d be just fine.

I closed my eyes, not wanting to watch the doctor’s face inspecting me, and parted my lips open. Slowly I moved the measuring device in closer, pressing its firmness against my mouth and slowly inwards.

It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be, was I getting myself into a huff over nothing? Sure it was a bit of a squeeze, I had to stretch my mouth open and the device was pretty thick but as I pushed its inches vanished between my lips.

I made sure to push it in nice and deep so that it could get a proper reading. I couldn’t see it but I could feel the firmness, the size of the thermometer pushing deep into my mouth until it nestled against my throat. Now how long did I have to hold it for? Was this what it was like to suck on cock?

Raw dick was never something I’d tasted before, I’d never even done it with a toy but feeling the size in my throat reminded me of those girls I’d seen in those adult movies, moaning and drooling as the worked their mouths over a thick, hard, dick.

If this was a movie the guy wouldn’t let me stop here. He’d have held my head and pushed me down deeper to get himself into my throat until I began to gag and drool.

He probably wouldn’t even let me up until he was satisfied. He’d keep me pinned down, gagging, gargling, struggling to breath as my face began to turn purple and my throat clenched around his dick.

I would be trapped, pleasuring him, worshipping him until he began to spray into my throat. Until he began to cream my mouth with his hot, thick, cum--

CLAP!

The daze I’d been lost in was suddenly broken when the doctor approaching me and slapped her hands together nice and loud, the ringing clap snapping me out of it and bringing me back to reality, thermometer still deep in my mouth.

“You can take it out now dear,” she instructed me as I slowly began to drag the thick device from out of my sloppy mouth. It was pretty much coated in saliva.

“Sorry I must have gotten a bit spaced out,” I told her, embarrassed.

However she didn’t respond back to me, she sighed and removed her glasses as she looked down at me.

“I have bad news Miss. Falker. I’m diagnosing you with a case of the Bimbo Virus.”

I was in shock. One shocked that she actually had the nerve to claim I had the virus and two to tell me before she actually finished testing me!

“You haven’t even measured my temperature yet,” I told her in annoyance, shaking the phallic thermometer at her, specks of slobber swinging off and flying onto her front.

“I don’t need to, that was just a placebo of sorts so that I could use the real test, a test you passed with flying colors.”

“No, there has to be some sort of mistake!” I protested wildly.

“You put the device into your mouth and began to sucking on it, including going into a daze, stroking it in your hand, trying to push it into your throat,” she stated, reading off a stack of documents as my cheeks exploded in the color of embarrassment.

But there was more as she continued, “you began moaning. You slipped a hand between your thighs and started touching yourself and didn’t even seem to know you were doing it. In fact you’ve been doing it for a while and haven’t seemed to notice.”

I looked down and saw that she was right! My hand was pressed down between my legs, entire hand buried into the front of my bottoms, fingers rubbing over my pussy, tantalizing my clit. How hadn’t I noticed I’d began masturbating so openly? Sharply I pulled my dripping fingers out in shame.

Yet she still wasn’t done as she continued reading. “Of course there is the sneezing, the high temperature, concentration issues, the sudden growth spurt. I’m guessing you didn’t dye your roots blonde yourself.”

The hair was a knew one to me. I even tried to subconsciously cover it up with a hand, still trying to run away from the truth.

“I’ve seen a lot of girls come in just like you, I’ve been doing this job a long time and I’ve never been wrong yet. You may not want to believe me but you do have the Bimbo Virus.”

My entire world was grinding to a sudden hault. It was impossible, right? I was too smart to catch the Slutties, right? My entire education, all my hard work, it all couldn’t go to waste just because of some condition, right?

While I’d been stuck in another daze the doctor patted me on the shoulder and leaned in close to me.

“Look I know this sucks for you, I know this isn’t what you wanted, I’ve seen a lot of girls like you devastated once they learned the truth. I’m sorry but there is nothing I can do for you, that anyone can do. You’re going to become a bimbo and you just need to accept that. Now I have some toys--”

“Accept it?” I growled out as I pushed her hand away and jumped onto my feet, “I’m not accepting anything. You don’t know me, you don’t know a thing!”

The next thing I knew I was running out of the room and back through the halls. I knew it the doctor was totally useless, I shouldn’t have gone to her in the first place. I’d be just fine on my own, there was no way the Slutties would be able to beat a girl as smart as me.


As soon as I returned to my room I jumped back onto my laptop. I was still burning up, my body was still sweating but I ignored it and remained fully clothed. I was refusing to surrender to the Slutties. Maybe I did have it after all, but that didn’t mean I was about to become its victim. I was going to beat it back.

I opened up my essay and blocked out all distractions and instantly began to type. I showed that damn virus who’s boss by proving by scientific prowess, by showing off my genius by continuing on with my advanced thesis.

Even when my brain tried to drift away I stopped it, when my fingers begged them to let me stop typing I ignored them. I was a woman possessed and I wasn’t going to stop until I was done or I dropped, whatever came first.

It took some time, my body was dripping with sweat, my clothes were soaked and my head was pounding, fingers aching, but after the long trek I did it, I managed to get to the very end of my essay in one piece.

The screen was covered in those red squiggly lines, the type you get when you spell a word incorrectly. Nothing that wouldn’t happen when typing in a rush with your head throbbing, temperature rising. It wasn’t something that couldn’t be fixed by going back over the work; I’d have to check it again anyway.

Filled with pride I inspected my word so that I could correct all those annoying mistakes. The moment I looked closely though my pride instantly vanished.

The first word I’d tried to correct turned out to be the word threesome, or freesome as I’d managed to call it. The rest of the words around that, correct or incorrect, also didn’t paint a pretty picture either. I just read back the sentence I was hanging over back to myself.

“I mean I wouldn’t mind trying a threesome with Zara and Nicole. I mean they’re both kinda hot and if I was gonna try it with girls… what the hell is this!?”

Disgusted and horrified I scrolled back up through the essay I’d written, or at least the parts I’d been writing since my diagnosis. Everywhere I looked there was similar stuff.

I’d like to get on my knees under my professor’s desk to take care of him why he works.

I’d like to offer my body up to help the football team celebrate their victories.

I’d like to hit up some seedy clubs and get fucked by a brutal thug.

My mind had been so focused on making sure I was writing something that it didn’t even stop and bother to pay attention to what it was writing. As I scrolled up to the very point where I’d returned to my writing I could see the difference. I could see the way that my poorly written, baby science quickly turned into self assertion fan fiction, with me spelling out all my lustful desires in black and white.

Line after line spelled out my wants and my needs, making me sound like I was some damn slutty bimbo. It wasn’t just what was written that was making me angry, it was that reading it back was really turning me on.

Reading over all the ways I could be plowed, that I wanted to be plowed; reading about big, throbbing cocks plowing my tight pussy, my wet throat and even my taboo asshole made my pussy throb in lust and need.

It wasn’t the doctor which broke me, it was this.

First I denied I had the Slutties. I did. Then I simply denied that it would work on me, that it was something I could overcome. I couldn’t. I’d went to my last resort to keep a hold of my sanity and I had lost, I’d been beaten fair and square.

“Dammit!” I screamed into the sky as the fight was drained away from me, “Okay I admit it, I have the fucking Slutties! Are you happy now!? You win!”

I’d kept myself covered just to prove a point but now I didn’t have a point to make, I’d already admitted my defeat. I stripped myself down out of the baggy bottoms, out of the thick sweatshirt and exposed my naked body, my breasts even larger than the last time I’d seen them. Looking in the mirror I could even see what the doc meant about the roots, my brown hair was turning blonde from the very core.

“What does any of this matter if I’m going to become some bimbo?” I complained to myself as I went over to my wardrobe and began flicking through my clothing, looking for the sluttiest, skimpiest thing I owned, “If I’m a bimbo now I may as well accept it, get on with it. If I wanna go to some shady clubs they why shouldn’t I? I’m just a bimbo after all, it’s what I want apparently.”

Over the years I’d revised so hard, done all the homework, extra credit. It didn’t matter anymore. If I had the Bimbo Virus there was only one option left for me. To accept being a bimbo.


Despite the fact that I’d talked myself up so big I didn’t head over to one of the town's local clubs, any of the seedy joints which anybody knew about. Instead I made my way over to the next town over where nobody knew me, where I could descent into the bimbo life in piece.

I may have been on the good girl side of the divide before I was incapacitated but that didn’t mean I’d never gone to parties and wore something a bit risque before. I’d dove back into my wardrobe and picked out what I had to help me look the part.

With my breasts swelled up, increased in size, there was no way I was able to wear a bra. That increased bust size along with the added shape to my hips made my little red dress seem that much smaller and tighter too. I was almost bursting out of the damn thing. It made me look very slutty which was fortunate because during the journey to the joint I’d found myself getting really damn horny.

By the time I pushed the doors open and was hit in the face with the strong scent of fading smoke, cheap booze and stained in sweat my pussy was already dripping lustful juices down across my soft inner thighs.

The moment I walked in, my heels tapping against the beer stained floor the greedy, perverted, eyes of a bar full of daytime drunks stared to look at me. None of them were that attractive. Meat arms and beer guts, the type you’d imagine to have been drinking from eight onwards.

Still though I ventured in, my heart pounding and my pussy throbbing. I’d looked in the mirror before I’d walked in, my hair had gotten even blonder and my lips even fuller. They’d all know what I was.

Faining confidence I strutted over to the bar and into the den of the perverse, my cleavage showing and my ass almost hanging completely out.

As soon as I made it to the center one of the drunks wrapped his thick arm around me and moved in close, his drunken breath slapping me across the face.

“Hey girl, what’s a pretty little thing doing in a place like this.”

My legs trembled. What the fuck was I thinking coming into a place like this? I wasn’t ready to be hit on by a bunch of ugly drunk freaks!

As I tried to search my brain for an escape route, it unhelpfully just being stuffed to the brim with fantasies of cock and giggly little bimbo thoughts, a guardian angel came to my aid.

From the other side of my body another arm approached. This one wasn’t soft and pudgy like some sort of shaved bear it was strong, it was firm, it was hard. I looked up to see who it was who had claimed me with his body and I found a huge, black, muscular thug wrapping around me.

“She’s with me,” he said, his voice deep, commanding. Still my legs trembled but for a very different reason. This guy was really speaking to my new desires. I could feel the heat bubbling in my loins.

Naturally the drunk backed off when a tall strong black man claimed me and the next thing I knew he was leading me away from the counter by my arm, back over to his booth where I discovered he wasn’t alone.

Packed around one table was a group of men, all dark skinned, all with their strong arm muscles on display, all of them making my mind cloud over, my heart thump and my pussy tingle.

His hand had moved from resting on my shoulder to groping onto one of my large, swollen tits, his fingers casually tugging on my erect nipple, no bra to hide it so it pushed and tented into the tight red material covering my body.

“Hey look what wandered in guys,” he said to his crew, “we got a sexy little bimbo in the house.”

I’d been horrified at being pictured as a bimbo an hour ago but when he called me one it made me feel all giggly and warm. I squirmed around and released those emotions outside as a girly giggle.

“Like thank you,” I said to him, the pitch of my voice even sounding softer than it usually was. Another affect the Bimbo Virus had on the body.

Before I knew what was happening I was being pulled into the middle of a booth with muscular black thugs sandwiching me from both sides. In the past I would have been horrified but now I was panting in excitement, my cheeks burning pink.

“Hey dog, I think this bitch is getting excited,” one of them said, god I didn’t even know their names and I was letting them rub their hands over my body, thick fingers brushing up along my inner thighs.

“Of course she is, she’s a bimbo. All bimbos get hot just by talking dirty to them, ain’t that right slut?”

A part of me wanted to deny it but my brain was snorting up the words, my nipples were hard, my pussy was drooling. There was no way that I could deny the simple truth.

“Like yeah I’m so hot right now,” I confessed, moaning to them.

“Did we make your bimbo pussy start to leak?” he asked as he took the liberty of shoving his huge hand down between my thighs, groping my soaked pussy.

“Oh my god yes!” I squealed out. Giving in to this virus was just making it take me stronger, I swear I could feel my brain cells dying off one by one

I’d walked into the bar with my body barely contained in the tight dress and after letting them rub their hands all over me it had almost been completely removed.

My breasts were hanging out, one of my nipples was fully exposed and like the slut I had quickly become I’d spread my legs wide open to allow access for those big, strong, black hands to rub up against me.

The more they rubbed me the more vacant I became, my mouth hanging open as the hot breath from one of those studs brushed against my ear.

“Well how about we head over to somewhere where we can all get a bit more comfortable?”

There was only one of me and there was four of them. That’s right four of them, four huge, black studs versus one little me. I wouldn’t be able to survive an encounter like that which meant there was only one response I could give.

“Totally!” I said in excitement, my entire body buzzing.

They didn’t even hide it when they all grinned from ear to ear. Sure there were plenty of bimbos going around, one in every ten women would become a bimbo after all, but that didn’t mean that men liked finding a pretty little thing to mess around with any less than they used to.

“Well then sexy, let’s go,” the one who had claimed me, the one who I could only assume was the troop’s leader, said as he and the boys all rose up from their seat, that strong male wrapping his arm around me and taking me with him.

Earlier that day I’d been an enthusiastic science student who had been eager to learn and go onto bigger and brighter things. Now I was dressed like a slut and being led out of a seedy club by four strong, black, brutish thugs. My transformation was almost complete and there wasn’t much I could do to fight it anymore.

They led me out into the car park and guided me towards a small silver vehicle. It looked like just the four of them would be a tight squeeze, nevermind me predictably sandwiched right in the middle. At a joint this run down I wasn’t exactly expecting to be stepping into a sports car the beat up old vehicle they had seemed just right.

In I went first my little ivory body being sandwiched by two bulging black bodies who instantly began to rub their hands all over me, molesting me before I even got back to their place.

The more they touched the hotter I got, the hornier I got, the faster the Slutties took me. The Bimbo Virus was never a slow burn kind of condition, the moment it struck it was going to tear through its victim like a wildfire and mold her into a bimbo in almost an instant. I’d thought I was immune because of my brains but with my horniness increasing as my tits grew, my hips widened and my hair changed from brown to blonde it became very clear I was just another woman.

And after they were finished with me, after those four stallions had used me up I was just going to be another dumb, slutty, bimbo.


I Totally Caught The Bimbo Virus!

So where was I now? In some little run down house, paper peeling off the walls, a smell not entirely pleasant lingering in the air. To be coming into a place like this, accompanied by four huge, black, thugs meant I’d really given up on fighting against the Bimbo Virus. After all I hadn’t came in for dinner and a movie.

Pretty much as soon as I walked through the opening, before they’d even closed the front door, a hand was stripping me out of my barely covering dress, ripping it off my slutty body to expose my bimbofied form.

I could hear their growls of appreciating and I could feel their hard, throbbing bulges pushing up against me and my body wanted them. My fuzzy brain wanted them stripped too and wanted their big black dicks inside of me.

“Hey haven’t her titties been getting even bigger?” one of the thug pack said.

“Yeah, her hair wasn’t this blonde when we first picked her up,” another said, brushing a hand through my locks.

“Maybe she’s just a baby bimbo. Hey bitch when you get the Slutties?”

I giggled as the answer was something shameful, “Like today.”

From around me there were snorts of laughter, and rightfully so too. I hadn’t even reached my one day anniversary of the Bimbo Virus affecting me and already I was letting some strangers grope all over my body.

One of them decided to fully take control of me as he wrapped his arm around my body and hoisted me up onto his shoulder.

“Come on, let’s get this bimbo the bedroom,” he said with a deep chuckle as they carried me through the run down place into a bedroom that was all you’d imagine. A dump of a room with a mattress lying in the center, definitely not what I was used to.

Like a piece of meat I was dropped down onto the creaky mattress as the thugs began to strip down out of their clothes, exposing what they hide hiding in those pants. They were big, muscular boys to begin with and their cocks matched the rest of the model.

I looked on in awe, my eyes glued to the sight of four huge dicks throbbing all around me. Long, thick, intoxicating.

Without me even realizing it my puffy lips had begun to hang open and a glistening rope of drool was slobbering down over my chin.

“Check it out boys,” one of the brutes said, I not even knowing their names and them not knowing mine, “she’s drooling over our cocks.”

“Yeah I think she likes us. Why don’t you show our dicks some love?”

While I wasn’t totally innocent I was still a virgin and I’d never tasted a dick in my life. The closest I’d gotten was actually during my medical exam for the Slutties when the doc make me suck the thermometer like it was a cock. This was the first time I was seeing the real thing in the flesh, and there were four of them to see.

They decided to give me an even closer look as those throbbing members as the four of them approached and pretty much sandwiched me as their little piggy in the middle, black pythons rubbing against my pale skin.

The close rub of their fat dicks against me sent the strong scent of real men burning into my nostrils and made my pussy weep in need once again. Show them some love? Now that I was becoming a bimbo it was easy because I was finding it a simple job to really love cock.

I puckered up and kissed my full, fat lips against one of those dicks on offer, the action coming so naturally to me. I’d only just seen a cock in the flesh for the first time and I was already kissing one. However there wasn’t just one to kiss.

As I put my attention into one of their dicks the others rubbed against me and I heard their voices calling down to me.

“Hey you can’t pick a favorite yet,” one of them told me.

“Yeah girl you gotta taste us all before you start getting sloppy. You’ll make us feel left out too.”

Why was the thought of making any of them feel left out such a shocking feeling to me? It was almost like dread that I would make of their pulsating dicks feel left out.

“Sorry!” I gasped out, my brain feeling completely jumbled as I peeled my lips off one dick and applied it to another, taking it in turn to show each of their dicks a little bit of love.

An hour ago I was ashamed to be called a bimbo and now I was happily servicing four strangers at the same time. It was incredible what an impact the Slutties could have.

Due to my diligent work each of their dicks had messy, glistening, trails of saliva decorating the underside of those long ebony cocks and they were all feeling a little happier which in turn made me feel happy.

However the more I kissed over their bodies the more I got used to it, the more it spoke to me, appealed to me. It didn’t take long until kissing became something more, until kissing turned to sucking.

Even if my mind stored all the information when I used to do my essays and scientific work it was simply my body which would act and spill out words and theories, like I’d go into autopilot and would work without much thought. Now was basically the same.

I barely registered what I was doing, my body was simply doing what came naturally to it and my ditzy brain was going around for the ride. It barely dawned on me that I was suddenly giving blowjobs, that I was working my thick lips down along the inches giving my throat a workout.

Their moans were like music to my ears as my hands had moved from resting between my thighs to wrapping fingers around the waiting, drool coated dicks, jerking them off in my hands as they waited for a turn with my mouth.

Like a well oiled machine I moved from one dick to the next, working up their excitement, making their cocks pulse and throb. I knew what they wanted to happen, I knew they wanted to cum and I wanted it too. Just picturing their sprays of white, thick, warm jizz shooting over my face and body was making my heart throb.

My aim today had been to turn my bimbo fantasies into reality and it was about to happen as I heard one of them growl down at me, “Fuck I’m gonna blow.”

Another one said the same, “Yeah me too, I’m so close.”

“Let’s all cum together, let’s cover this bitch in jizz.”

Those words were the greatest encouragement that I could have received, they kicked me into overdrive as I used every trick in my very limited, amatuer, move set to get them spraying all over my face.

Within moments I was being blessed with their cum, all four of them grasped a hold of their hard dicks and stroked off until ropes of cream were spraying over me from all sides, my face a convenient target for them to aim for.

Once their orgasm of unity was complete my face was basked, painted, buried under a thick, dense, sticky layer of cum which clung to my skin, the radiating warmth flowing into me, making my body squirm as the strong scent it carried gushed up into my nostrils.

Of course seeing as I’d never seen a cock before in the flesh I’d never seen cum either, nevermind had it all over my face. I’d seen it, I could feel it, I could smell it; the next natural progression was obviously to taste it.

Pushing my tongue out of my lips I found plenty of samples for me to be able to taste, the jizz of four guys dripping slowly down my features.

The moment my tastebuds came into contact with the cum my entire body tensed up and shivered as I released a squeal, my sexy little bimbo body jerking in place; it was another effect of the Bimbo Virus.

To bimbos, to those girls who had gone through the Slutties, the taste of cum was like nothing else. It was like a drug when it came into contact with the tongue, when it introduced itself to the tastebuds. It made the body tremble in joy just from a taste; cum was a delicacy to those turned into sluts.

Once I was given my first taste of seed, once I was introduced to that delightful flavor that sent bimbos wild I became another of those greedy cum guzzling trollops. I licked my lips clean, I licked as far as my tongue could reach spotless and then I began to wipe my fingers across my face, scooping up all the tasty jizz I could before greedily slurping it down.

“Damn all bimbos turn into pigs when they get a bit of cum,” one of them snorted in a mocking tone.

“Yeah sluts can’t get enough of it. Hey you want some more. You gotta do after eating all that up.”

It wasn’t surprising to see some hot guys knew the ways of a bimbo well, I’d learned all about it back in college and it was one of the few things I did remember, probably because it was now natural to my body. Not only did cum taste delicious it also kicked the lust into overdrive; it worked like an aphrodisiac.

I nodded my head as I dropped down from my knees and onto my back, spreading my legs open to reveal my juicy, throbbing, pussy, aching with need.

“Please,” I begged them, my soft, giggly voice dripping with lust, “give me more of your cum. Fuck me with your big black cocks.”

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” one of the studs snarled down at me as they quickly began to grow erect again from the sight of my begging bimbo body.

“Don’t worry, we’re gonna fill you up” another told me. I could tell I was in for a long day.


When I’d first left that shady bar and followed those thugs back to whoevers home it was the sun was still bright in the sky, it was still quite early in the afternoon. By the time we were approaching the end of our sex session the sky was black.

With four guys taking turns with my body, or sometimes not and simply deciding to double or triple team me at the same time, making sure all my holes got a proper workout, our session lasted a long time.

When you always have one guy resting, waiting, watching that’s one body in reserve ready to tag in at any time. When one of the studs was done fucking me the next had recovered and gotten hard by watching the lustful look on my face as fat black dicks stirred me up.

As for me I had no complaints with them wanting to go for a second time, or a third, or a fourth, or a fifth. After that numbers started getting a bit tricky for me when all my mind wanted to think about was even more sex. That’s why I didn’t tell them no, that’s why I didn’t try to stop them, one taste and I was obsessed.

I had given my first time to one of them. I didn’t know which one that detail was too fuzzy. I didn’t know his name we’d not introduced but yet I allowed them to pop my cherry just because I was too horny to resist.

Some people could tell you the full details of their first time. Partner. Setting. Time. What color socks they were wearing. What meal they had afterwards. I’d only just been taken and it was already a total blur for me. All of the hot, lustful, sweaty sexy was murging into one pleasant sexual memory.

If it hadn’t been for the light outside showing me the world had gotten darker I wouldn’t have even realized I’d been fucked for so long. Sure I could feel the soreness in all of my holes and I remembered faintly feeling orgasm after orgasm but with my head in musky clouds it just felt like one big dream to me.

Blurry snapshots cascaded over my mind of my body being pressed into all sorts of positions as I was taken in all sorts of angles.

Of course I was pinned down on my back with a strong body pushing into me from above, slamming those hips down and making the mattress below creak.

I was rolled onto all fours and used like a bitch in the signature pose, drilled from behind as my ass wobbled and my growing chest swung around.

My body was hoisted up into the air, my soft thighs gripped hard as they used their superior strength to suspend me off the floor, pummeling my juicy cunt with hard, thrusting, pounds.

I was made to ride them like their black dicks were stallions, working my hips up and down, bouncing in place as I pleasured them and myself.

When they got bored of just using the mattress I found my body pinned over a table, my fat tits squishing out as my large ass was put on display. They really liked spanking me in that position.

It was a slideshow of sexual memories all rolling into one and it still wasn’t over, they were still going, they were still using my bimbo body to satisfy their lust.

I’d been tasked with riding again as one of the men presented himself for me to sit on, his pulsing ebony shaft my throne, my saddle.

While my juicy mound was occupied with one shaft the rest of the studs still wanted servicing. They were giving my backside a rest my body now being well versed in anal sex after only a short amount of time, each of them spending a round pounding into my tight little pucker.

Instead of my ass one of them had decided to feel the pleasure of my mouth while another two felt the touch of my soft hands. After hours spent getting sweaty, getting dirty, letting them use my every hole, there was no talk or feelings of favoritism.

The hours of fucking had just made my body that more sexualized. My hair was blonder, lips fuller, tits bigger and my craving for sex even larger which was why I could withstand so much. It was more surprising that they’d managed to last all that time

That squad of thugs were still going, were still pounding me. Their cocks still throbbed, warmed my hands and my insides as my hips rolled and my body jerked.

“It’s getting late,” I faintly heard one of them say, my mind pretty much turned to mush.

“Yeah we’ve been fucking this bitch all day. I hope none of you had plans.”

“Pff plans. I’d drop them all to tap a fine piece of ass like this.”

“Fuck am I tired though. How about we give this bitch a send off and get done with it?”

“I’m cool for that.”

“Me too.”

So many different voices and I didn’t know who they belonged to. I didn’t even know they had moved on from the main event and was hitting into the conclusion.

With my body spit roasted on their cocks and my hands full they began to pound and push into me for one last rush, their fat, sweat stained nuts slapping against my flesh as their thick rods stroked into me and onto me.

Hot, wet, messy moans slipped from my mouth as my throat was stirred up and from down below the stud thrust up into me and hit the depths of my wet, dripping, needy pussy with his long, thick, length, sending waves of pleasure surging through me.

Again my body was close. I’d felt the blissful sensation of orgasm time after time in this position and I could feel that same build up beginning as they used me as their sex toy. I was getting close to my edge, I was about to squirm and squirt once more.

However they too were close, their veins pulsing along their large slabs of black meat which I pleasured with everything I could give. We were about to reach one hot and messy shared climax.

I could feel them throbbing, I could feel their cocks approaching the edge as I stroked and teased them in my hands, sucked with my fat lips and rolled my hips to match up against that wild pounding.

The moment finally arrived as the sound of groans turned to growls as the studs tried to contain themselves but were unable to hold back any longer.

“Shit I’m gonna cum,” one of them snarled out.

“Me too, cumming!” another responded as the four of them began to cum, their orgasms hitting like a truck and gushing out, spraying and shooting over my body and deep into my holes.

As they came I came, my orgasmic juices spraying out like a fountain as I trembled in place, pleasure coursing through my veins as the warmth filled me, covered me, made me feel like a true bimbo. After all I was now, I was a bimbo and I could no longer deny it.

I dropped down to the floor with cum coating me, leaking from me as I panted hotly, drool dribbling down my chin from my gasping lips.

“Ain’t no fuck better than a bimbo,” one of them said. I guess that’s a compliment, but I was a bit exhausted to actually appreciate it.

“We should do this more often,” another said down as all that exhaustion started to strike me. After all I’d been fucking non-stop for hours even a bimbo couldn’t literally go all night long without feeling the effects. Slowly I began to nod off to a well deserved sleep.


Did I actually need to bother with college anymore? Not at all, bimbos weren’t expected to do exams and laws had been put in place to give any student who developed the Slutties their money back if they dropped out.

However just the day after I’d spent the entire afternoon being screwed by four, huge, black thugs I was turning back to college, back to lessons like nothing had changed. Lemme assure you a whole lot had changed.

It wasn’t hard to notice what exactly had changed when I walked into the lecture hall. I’d been unassuming in appearance yet passionate student who didn’t look anything special but was always eager to learn.

A day later I strutted into the hall with my hips wiggling, dressed up like a street walking slapper.

Not owning much in the way of sexy clothing, and not having any money to do a little bit of pre-college shopping I had to squeeze myself back into the same red dress I’d worn to the bar, the same one that was carrying a strong scent of sex about it and looked even smaller now that my body had grown even more emphasized in the bust and ass. My pussy and areola weren’t even fully hidden, peeking out at either end.

That slutty outfit was enough to make me stand out from usual but that didn’t mean that I ended things there with my blonde hair, thick makeup, full lips and high heels. Overnight I’d turned full bimbo.

I could hear snickers as soon as I entered the lecture hall, radiating from the back of the room, the domain of those girls who had mocked me when I first started sneezing. Well it’d turned out they were right!

“Oh look who decided to show up,” I heard being called down to me as I trounced in, dumb and happy.

My teacher looked the most shocked to see me as I took a seat, my usual seat close to the front. I may have took the same seat as always but I sure didn’t sit the same way.

Feeling no shame I lifted my feet up and rested them on the desk, spreading my legs open as I revealed my pussy, giving it some air, letting it breath, rubbing a hand down against my inner thighs, scratching openly.

The professor cleared his throat as he looked over at me but I didn’t get any sort of hint. I just kept on chewing my strawberry bubblegum as I looked back to him. Then I asked the question that only a girl like me, one who’d turned into a bimbo could think.

“Like do you wanna fuck me or something?” I asked him in all seriousness, “Like old people aren’t usually my style though.”

He let out a sigh, “What are you doing here? Lecturers are no place for a bimbo.”

“Like who are you calling a bimbo?” I protested!

“You, you’re a bimbo,” he helpfully reminded me, it all coming back to me. Not only had my body completed its transformation my mind had as well.

“Oh yeah!” I proclaimed happily as I remembered, I was a bimbo now, “So like I don’t need to come and learn and shit?”

“No,” he said sternly as he pointed to the door, “take your feet off that desk and please leave before you derail this class any further.”

“God alright,” I groaned out, “like keep your hair on I’m like going.”

The girls at the back of the class were having a whale of a time seeing what I had become. I sorta remembered the first time I saw a girl suddenly transform into a bimbo, it was pretty darn noticeable; that must have been what I looked like to them!

“Hey hey hey, goodbye,” I heard being sung at me from the back of the room by those same girls. However with my mind a bit frazzled, okay a lot, I couldn’t pick up on the mocking tone as strongly as perhaps I should.

“Bye!” I called back to them cheerfully, waving a hand over to the back of the room.

“Leave, now,” my lecturer said in his best scolding tone, quickly driving me out of the door.

The last time I was thrown out of a lecturer, which was actually just yesterday, was devastating. I was trembling with frustration, boiling with rage. Now I couldn’t give a shit, in fact I was pretty damn pleased. Not needing to go to lessons anymore meant more time I could go out and hook up with guys. Oh and go shopping as well. And get my hair done. And my nails too! It was getting better and better the more I thought about it.

No more learning and stuff for this little lady, I had a bright new future ahead of me, a bright new future as a bimbo!


Obviously I dropped out of college, it had no use to me anymore and lecturers didn’t like having bimbos in their classes, disrupting with their posing and sex talk.

However being a bimbo pretty much meant my life was set anyway. Due to all traditional employers refusing to hire bimbos and sexual jobs such as stripping and prostitution on a major decline due to the amount of easy bimbos applying their trade happily for free the government had no choice but to provide support for all the women who suffered at the hands of the Slutties, as compensation for not finding a way to beat the virus. That meant me too!

With my education useless and my brain pretty much done I had no job prospects going for me, however that didn’t mean I was miserable.

As soon as I left college I began to enjoy myself more than I had throughout my entire education. There was no more late night tedious study sessions or long boring lecturers to listen to. I didn’t need to lose sleep wondering how I did on that test and I didn’t need to make my fingers ache typing up long essays.

My life became a hedonistic fantasy, filled with shopping, glamour and of course sex; lots and lots of sex.

Just a few weeks after I was struck and my life had totally changed. I’d moved into a small apartment and had totally transformed my wardrobe, getting rid of all my old stuff and replacing it with high heels, mini skirts and anything else sexy that exposed lots of flesh.

My skin had grown naturally darker into a permanent tan and I’d helped emphasize my blonde hair with some dying. I’d even gotten myself a tramp stamp too on my lower back, it just appealed to me that much.

No more studying or lessons for me. Instead I went out every day and hooked up with a new guy. Sometimes they even gave me some money as well, I was feeling super lucky!

I wasn’t sure why I used to be worried about the Slutties. Well not worried as I was stupid and thought I was immune, more why I looked down on it. Being a bimbo is awesome and I’ve never been happier. Who would want to be some sort of scientist when they could be a slut instead?

All things considered I’m totally happy that I ended up catching the Bimbo Virus! Now time to go out clubbing again.
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Complete Collections
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NEW ~ From Bully to Bimbo: The Complete Series

Bimbo Land Chronicles

Welcome to Bimbo Land
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Bimbo Maker

The Bimbo Maker: First Job: The Office
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The Bimbo Maker: Third Job: The Twins

Voice Warp

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Mother Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Sister Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Teacher Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Clerk Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Popstar Into A Bimbo
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App Warp
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Level 6: The Artist

Level 7: The Neighbor

Level 8: The Dancer

Level 9: The Farmer

Level 10: The Demon
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