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		Bimbo Zero

		

		“T he B-Virus has breached containment,” Beck said. He had a worried look on his face.

		Alice’s heart hammered in her chest at the news. Could it be true? Had their creation really broken containment? Was the B-Virus out in the wild?

		“Are you sure?” Alice said, still hopeful that her life’s work had not blown up in her face. Despite all the people who worked on the virus in the lab, studying its effects on human tissue, the research had been her baby and she ultimately felt responsible for whatever happened with it.

		“Look,” Beck said, pointing out the window. It was obvious, the signs clear.

		A woman stood outside the window. Her clothes were barely able to contain her curves, not because she had such substantial curves, which she did, but because her clothing had never been designed to contain such curves. Her body had practically exploded, her breasts and butt growing to large proportions.

		But it was not her body that so specifically made it clear she had been infected with the B-Virus. The woman’s body could have been created through other means and she could have dressed herself in clothing that wanted to rip apart at the seams. Some people were into that sort of thing. No, it was the vacant, glassy-eyed stare that made it clear what had happened. And it meant the B-Virus was affecting people outside of the lab, people who had never stepped foot inside the research areas.

		“This is bad,” Alice said, having just come in from outside herself.

		The B-Virus was supposed to be a safe virus to research. It had strange ways of spreading and usually required direct contact. As long as the research scientists Alice and Beck oversaw maintained their anti-exposure protocols, everything would have been fine. But clearly something had happened. The virus had somehow escaped the lab and now it could spread unimpeded by the safety protocols Alice had put in place to prevent just such an event.

		Alice immediately pulled out her phone. This was a call she had never wanted to make before. When she first got hired at the research laboratory, she had programmed a series of phone numbers into her phone. Her reason was to always be ready should something at the lab breach containment. Her finger was already moving toward the call button.

		“Wait,” Beck said. “Maybe there’s still time for us to fix this. You know as well as I do that some of our research wasn’t authorized.”

		Alice paused, knowing Beck was telling the truth. In fact, the B-Virus research, while supposed to be safe, had already been banned by the federal government. But the discovery of the B-Virus was like Pandora’s Box. It could not be taken back. Once it was known, it was only inevitable that it would attract people interested in researching it.

		It had been easy enough to obtain a sample on the black market. From there, the virus was easy to replicate, making sure they would always have an adequate supply. The government never needed to know that they had broken the law. That was, until now. However, Alice had already crossed the ethical line of partaking in illegal research. If there was a chance to avoid jail time, the only way to do it was to keep the feds out of their business. They had to deal with this themselves.

		“Okay, you’re right,” Alice said. “Now let’s go. We need to get the woman off the street and into the lab.”

		Alice and Beck acted swiftly. The woman had yet to move when security, dressed in full hazmat suits, approached her. They found it easy to guide her into the lab. She went with them willingly, unable to argue with their obvious logic. They did not even need to make false promises to her.

		The B-Virus did one thing. It turned women into bimbos. When the virus had first been discovered, its effects were considered to take a long time, transforming the woman into a bimbo over weeks, if not months. But as Alice, Beck, and the rest of the lab started their research, a new variant emerged. This variant was significantly faster. It only took minutes for the women to transform now. The whole process could take less than an hour.

		And what was more, the new variant was considerably stronger than the original. The body modifications were more severe, resulting in larger breasts, a larger butt, plumper lips, and all the rest. The mental effects were stronger too. What started as a basic memory suppressant and libido booster now turned the woman into a bit of a zombie. The infected women would just stand there, staring at nothing until something grabbed her attention. Usually that required a man or the promise of some sort of sex.

		In the case of the infected woman outside the lab, all the security team had to do was place a hand on her ass and guide her off the street. She went willingly, although it was pretty clear she only had one thing on her mind. She was horny and desired sex. Nothing else mattered. She was so easily compliant, because she understood going with the security team, even dressed as they were, could lead to sex. It was that simple.

		As soon as the infected woman had been brought in off the street, Alice tried to figure out who she was.

		“Ma’am,” Alice said, still wearing the hazmat suit. She did not want to get infected herself. That would be a disaster. She did not want to be a bimbo. “Can you tell me your name?”

		The woman briefly looked toward Alice, but she showed no sign of understanding what Alice had asked. Instead, she just giggled. And once she started giggling, there was nothing anyone could do to stop her, except from giving her something new to attract her attention. But she was so far gone the only way to stop her from giggling would have been for one of the men to pull out his cock and show it to her. Not that any of the men were willing to do that. They all knew it would lead to getting fired.

		“Check her purse,” Alice finally said, realizing she was not going to get anything out of the infected woman. She was too far gone. The B-Virus did not just turn people into bimbos, it almost made them into sex-obsessed zombies. Or at least that was what the research indicated. However, the behavior of this woman made that reasonably clear. She responded to men, but not to women. And the way she licked her lips and looked reverently toward anyone she recognized as male made it more obvious.

		Of course, the B-Virus did not seem to have any effect on men. There was something about the male chromosomes that fully repelled the B-Virus entirely. They could not even carry it. Luckily, it appeared that infection did not last long in women. A few hours after transforming, they were free of the virus. Alice’s only hope was that any break of containment burned itself out quickly. For all Alice knew, this woman was the only person infected. And in a few more hours, everything would be fine and back to normal.

		And even better, the company that funded Alice and Beck’s research had deep enough pockets and had always been willing to operate within the gray area when it came to moral and ethical behavior, the woman was certain to be well taken care of. The company PR people would find a way to spin the woman’s transformation without it causing suspicion.

		“Her driver’s license says her name is Jennifer Davis,” one of the security guards said. “We can run a background check on her to figure out what kind of trouble she might cause us.”

		“Call me Jenni,” the woman suddenly said after hearing her name. Although it seemed to almost be an involuntary response. There was no signal that she understood who she was or what had happened to her. She just existed now.

		“Okay, Jenni,” Beck said, taking charge of the situation. “Let’s get you situated. Follow me and I’ll take you to your room.”

		They did not have rooms set up for patients, but there were bedrooms at the lab. They were routinely checked out by staff when their work required them to remain at the lab for long periods of time. It was easier to keep tabs on an experiment when naps could be taken in a nearby room than to require the researcher to drive back and forth between work and their home so that they could fit in an hour of sleep here and there. And it was clear much of the staff would be using those rooms until the potential containment breach had been resolved.

		As soon as Beck left with Jenni, Alice returned to her office. Once alone, she pulled off her hazmat gear. As far as she knew, she was safe. She always found the hazmat suits to be hot and confining. It did not help that she was looking at having to wear it a lot more until the outbreak was resolved. Anytime she was in a situation where she could be exposed, she would need to wear it. The men might have been able to get away without it, but none of the women at the lab were so lucky.

		Alice took several deep breaths, enjoying her freedom from the hazmat suit. Her body was tired, a result of the adrenaline boost she got from seeing Jenni. The knowledge that her research project was out in the wild scared the hell out of her. As much as she had done everything right, she was certain the company executives would find a way to blame her if knowledge of the B-Virus escaping became public.

		Of course, Alice knew there were some men who would welcome the B-Virus running rampant through the world’s population. To Alice, those men were sexist pigs and did not deserve to breathe the same air as she did. They were gross and she hoped the world would move on from them completely, stamping out their existence as women continued to make improvements in their lives and to the world as a whole.

		Alice looked back outside. She had been standing here moments earlier when Jenni had first been spotted. There was no one there now. The street was empty. But the fact Jenni had contracted the B-Virus made it clear that something bad had happened.

		Suddenly the phone rang. It was her office phone and not her cell phone.

		“This is Dr. Terrapin,” she said, answering the phone. She tried not to let her worry creep into her voice. She knew she needed to sound confident and in charge.

		“It’s Rose,” came the familiar voice on the line. She was one of the researchers on the B-Virus project. “Dr. Sinclair just told me another infected woman has been discovered.”

		Alice’s jaw dropped open. There was another one? It did not seem possible. And how had Beck found out about it while he was dealing with Jenni? It did not make sense. But if anyone was going to know more than her, it was Dr. Beck Sinclair. He was her right hand man in the research of the B-Virus. If he said something, she trusted him that it would be true.

		“Do you have an address?” Alice asked.

		“Yes, Dr. Sinclair gave it to me,” Rose answered.

		“All right, we’re going to go deal with this. Bring your hazmat suit. We’re going on a field trip.”

		It was only a few minutes before Alice and Rose found themselves in a black company SUV on their way to a suspected second B-Virus case. It was apparently far enough away where they needed to drive. That was not good as far as containment went. Not that they knew how the B-Virus was spreading. Their research had been difficult to ascertain that information without purposefully infecting people. They might have operated in a gray zone, but that was too far, even for them.

		Rose sat behind the wheel, driving. She knew the address. Alice rode shotgun. They wore their hazmat suits, but left their helmets off. Wearing them would have made driving difficult. Plus, they were pretty sure neither of them were contagious. The chance of spread was almost zero.

		But as soon as Rose pulled over to the side of the street, parking along the curb, Alice knew something was wrong.

		“What?” Rose asked, seeing the worried expression on her boss’ face.

		“This is my neighbor’s house,” Alice said. “My house is right back there.”

		It was true. Had Rose shared the address before they got in the car, Alice would have behaved differently on the drive over. She might not even have gone at all. Something strange was going on. The problem was Alice could not understand it. She was worried about trying to chase down the containment breach, stopping the spread of a bimbofying virus. But she was beginning to wonder if something else was going on. She just did not know what it could be.

		“Put your helmet on,” Alice ordered. “I may need your help in collecting Diana. She’s my neighbor and if she’s been infected, there’s no telling who else could be.”

		Fully protected with their hazmat helmets on, the pair walked up the front walk of Alice’s neighbor’s house. She had known her neighbor ever since she moved in. Diana was a nice woman, if not a little strange at times. Alice had always thought of her neighbor as a hippie. Her yard was wild with plants. They were all well cared for, but the yard always looked overgrown.

		Alice looked over to see her own house standing there. It did not make sense how the virus could have spread here unless Diana had been near the lab. Alice was disappointed she would not be able to stop at home. As soon as they found Diana, they needed to bring her into the lab for further testing. Although if what Beck had said was true, Diana had already transformed and was probably no longer contagious.

		“Make sure your air supply is turned on,” Alice said, warning Rose, just in case. The last thing they needed was a surprise.

		“I’m good,” Rose said. She sounded more calm than Alice did. Then again, Rose might not fully understand what the B-Virus could do to a woman. She had not seen Jenni.

		Alice led the way up onto the porch. Then she reached out and rang the doorbell. There was no telling what would happen next. Would Diana answer the door? If she were fully transformed, she might not respond at all. It was impossible to know. Technically, Alice had a key, just in case. The neighbors had exchanged keys early on, just in case one or the other got locked out or there was an emergency while one of them was away. Neither of them had any pets, so at least that would not be an issue.

		Alice could hear the doorbell ring on the other side of the door. It was loud enough to wake the dead. Hopefully that would entice Diana to come to the door if she was infected. She certainly would if she was her normal self.

		Despite wearing her helmet, Alice could still see into the house a little bit. The front door had a large window in it, although the glare of both the glass and the clear plastic cover on her helmet made it difficult to get a good view. But there was movement. That much Alice was certain of. Someone was inside.

		It took a few moments, but the door finally started to open. Alice gave a sigh of relief, believing that meant Diana was fine, that this had been a false alarm. But the moment the door opened fully, giving Alice a view of her neighbor, she knew all hope had been lost. Diana had been a petite woman, but that was over and done with. Her body had been massively transformed. Her chest was massive, her butt equally big, her lips barely able to open to make sound. There was no doubt that she had been infected.

		Jenni had clearly had the worst of it as far as mental side effects went. She had practically turned into a zombie. Diana, on the other hand, still seemed to retain a little of the intelligent spark that she had once had fully. It was significantly dulled, but it was still there, barely.

		“Hi,” Diana said. “My name’s Didi.”

		Alice inwardly groaned at hearing her once intelligent neighbor sound like a complete airhead. Diana had once been smart. She was a writer, specializing in technical writing. Alice had forgotten the company her neighbor worked for, but it had been a big one making computer chips or something like that. But that Diana was gone. She had been replaced by Didi, a bimbo.

		“Diana, I’m your neighbor, Alice. Do you remember who I am?”

		“Oh, hi, Alice,” Didi said. “I didn’t, you know, recognize you and stuff with that funny suit you’re wearing. And you should call me Didi. That’s a much funner name.”

		“Okay, Didi,” Alice said. “I’m glad you remember who I am. This is my coworker, Rose. We need to take you to the lab I work at. We have reason to believe you’ve been infected by a virus.”

		“Well,” Didi started to say. She was clearly torn. “I invited the pizza boy over for some fun. He’s really cute.”

		“If we go now, you might be able to get back in time to meet with him,” Rose said.

		Alice looked over at her coworker and was impressed by the logic Rose had just used. Yes, that was the way to persuade a bimbo to do what they wanted.

		“And there are lots of men at the lab,” Alice added.

		“I like men,” Didi said before she broke out into a fit of giggles. “Do you know why? It’s because they have cocks.”

		“Yes, yes,” Alice said. “Now come with us and we’ll make sure you get all the cock you need.”

		Didi showed no hesitation or trepidation at being led away from her house. She was easily persuadable when it came to things like men.

		The street was empty, making the trip back even easier. First, there was no one out when they led Didi down the front path and loaded her into the back of the SUV. Then it was a quick trip back to the lab itself. Before they knew it, they had Didi loaded into one of the extra rooms at the lab. It was done.

		However, the whole way Alice found herself wondering how Didi had been exposed to the B-Virus. It was clear to anyone with any knowledge about the virus what had happened. The only question was how it had happened.

		“Am I the vector?” Alice asked herself as she drove back to the lab.

		“What was that?” Rose asked from the passenger seat. They had switched jobs for the drive back. But this time they had kept the hazmat helmets on, not wanting to risk infection from Didi, just in case she still had the virus circulating in her system. They both doubted it based on how lucid Didi not seemed. She was still very much a bimbo, but she seemed less zombie-like than Jenni had.

		“Nothing,” Alice said. “I was just talking to myself.”

		The truth was, Alice was going through her mind, trying to think about what interactions she had with Diana recently. Their schedules rarely lined up. Alice was the type of person to work late and come into the office a little later than most people. In comparison, Diana had always been an early riser. However, Alice suddenly remembered running into Diana as they both grabbed the mail from the mailboxes on the street. Their mailboxes were only a foot or so apart. It meant they were briefly in close proximity to each other. But that should not have been enough for transmission, especially since Alice had been infected. The breach had not happened until today.

		Alice shook her head, not believing it was possible. There had to be another explanation. That was all there was to it. The breach had been today. That’s when they saw the virus do its thing. Not that Didi would be able to fill them in on her travels earlier in the day. She was too much of a bimbo for that. But maybe Beck might be able to reason with her better and get additional answers out of her. The bimbos definitely responded differently to men than they did women. It had to be a sex thing.

		“You were right about the spread,” Alice told Beck the next time they saw each other. Didi had been placed in a room in the lab with Jenni. It was obvious they had both contracted the B-Virus. Their symptoms were unique to this particular virus. But that did not explain how the virus had breached containment.

		“I almost always am,” Beck said. He seemed cockier than usual, beyond confident.

		There had been a time when Alice might have considered Beck as a romantic partner, but after years spent together in the lab, those chances were long since past. As far as Alice knew, they had both moved on with their lives. Not that either of them had much luck in the romance department. The long hours tended to do that, making dating difficult. But the benefits included the chance to be on the cutting edge of virology research. That seemed reasonable in Alice’s mind.

		The pair sat back in Alice’s office. They each needed a break. The hazmat suits had come off and Alice had put her feet up on her desk, sitting back and taking a breather. Beck sat across from her. Even though his feet were planted on the floor, he still had a casual air about him. Although he kept looking at Alice as if he expected something to happen. But Alice did not notice anything untoward. She was just tired after picking up Didi.

		Her mind raced as she tried to figure out the path of the virus. Unfortunately, the bimbofied women provided poor information when it came to their recent activities and movements. They fully cooperated with the questions asked of them, there was no deceit or subterfuge, but the information that remained in the brains seemed impossible to access. The women could not describe what they had been doing moments earlier, let alone what they had been doing over the course of the past 24 hours.

		“So we have two infected people with no known connection to the lab,” Alice said, trying to go over the information they had collected for what felt like the fifth time. No matter how much she wanted to completely take a break and relax, her mind was still fixated on the problem they faced. There was no other way forward until they solved the breach.

		“Jenni was found outside the lab, so that is tangentially connected,” Beck said as a reminder.

		“True. And we caught her right after it happened, so her exposure was still fresh. It happened today.”

		Beck nodded his head in agreement. There was nothing more he needed to add.

		“So it means she could have come into inadvertent contact with almost anyone from the lab,” Alice continued, working the problem out loud. “But there’s no guarantee that she even was a close contact to someone who works here. She could have picked it up elsewhere and it just happened to be a coincidence that she was outside this office when her transformation took place.”

		“It’s Didi that has you most worried, isn’t it?” Beck asked. They had both started using her preferred name, although Alice still thought of her neighbor as Diana in her head.

		“Yes,” Alice said, nodding absentmindedly. “I don’t know how she could have gotten it. If I had been infected, then I would have already transformed. It means she couldn’t have gotten it from me. Someone else either ran into her somewhere or she was specifically targeted.”

		“You really think someone is targeting people you know?” Beck asked. It was a simple question, but one with far reaching implications. If there was someone targeting her, it meant there was someone stalking her.

		“I can’t believe that,” Alice answered. “I can’t rule it out, but I can’t believe it either. Yes, my role in the B-Virus research is significant, but in the big picture, I’m a minor player.”

		This time it was Beck nodding his head, agreeing that Alice’s role in the research was limited. Yes, she oversaw much of it, but she rarely got her hands dirty with it all. She spent far more time delegating tasks and writing reports.

		“You’re probably right,” Beck said. “But we’re still at a loss about how it happened.”

		“I guess we just need to wait to find out who’s next. If the B-Virus is still out there, someone else will surely get it. I hate to say it, but we need more data. Two women coming down with the B-Virus is two too many, but we’re going to need more spread before we can find patient zero.”

		“More like bimbo zero,” Beck said quietly, just loud enough for him to hear himself. He did not need Alice to hear that. She probably would have laid into him, gotten angry and screamed at him for such a sexist comment, even if it was true.

		Even if Alice had heard him, she could not say anything, because the phone started to ring.

		“Dr. Terrapin,” Alice said, answering her phone, sounding as professional as she could given the disruptive circumstances.

		She listened for a moment, her jaw going slack. Then she hung up the phone without saying another word.

		“What is it?” Beck asked with a knowing smirk on his face. Alice was too shocked with the news she just received to notice.

		“Rose has contracted the B-Virus,” Alice answered.

		“Uh oh,” Beck said. “We need to get you in a containment room right away. Back into the hazmat suit. I’m joining you. You were probably exposed from Rose.”

		Alice nodded her head, knowing it had to be true. As much as she hated donning her hazmat gear again, she saw nothing else she could do. It was for the good of everyone, both in the lab and outside, for her to go into containment. Even if she had wanted to, there was no going home for a while.

		Alice found herself thankful that Beck was joining her in containment. It had already largely been proved that men were immune to the B-Virus, but with the breach in containment, it was best for them both to be careful. Alice had no idea what the B-Virus could ultimately do to a man, but if it only did half of what it did to women, the results would be catastrophic.

		As soon as they both had their gear on, they stepped out of Alice’s office. The route they were to take had already been cleared of people. The corridors they followed would all be thoroughly sanitized before anyone would be allowed to enter those spaces without hazmat gear of their own. Alice’s office would also be completely sanitized. Even if Alice had not been exposed, there was no reason for anyone to take a chance. The containment protocols were as secure as could be.

		The moment Alice stepped into the containment room, she knew something was wrong. The idea had been that each subject would spend their time alone in their own room, cut off from everyone else, completely quarantined. But When Alice and Beck entered the room, they were not the only ones there. Rose, or the woman who had once been Rose, stood in the middle of the room giggling to herself.

		“We’re in the wrong--“

		Beck cut her off, pushing Alice deeper into the room. He shut the door behind her.

		“You really aren’t that smart,” Beck said as he started to remove his hazmat helmet. “This whole time you’ve ignored the fact that you have been the common factor.”

		Rose turned and giggled at the sight of familiar faces. Her mind had already gone through a significant alteration, but the process was only just starting with her. Her body had not yet developed the bimbo curves that she would soon be known for.

		“What are you talking about?” Alice practically screamed. She refused to take off her helmet, just in case she had not yet been exposed like Rose had.

		“First you infected Diana, your neighbor,” Beck explained. “I’ve had men watching you since you left the lab yesterday. They kept their distance, but they saw everything, how you briefly greeted your neighbor at the mailbox. She became Didi because of you.”

		“And what about Jenni?” Alice cried. “I’ve never seen her before in my life.”

		“You don’t remember seeing her, but that’s just because you aren’t particularly alert before you’ve had your morning coffee. You ran into her at the coffee shop. My men tracked you there as well. Luckily, no other infections have resulted from your coffee habit.”

		“And then Rose got it from me when we drove to pick up Didi,” Alice said. “It all makes sense now. But why didn’t I transform? If I’m patient zero, shouldn’t I have shown signs of my infection?”

		Beck shrugged his shoulders. “It turns out you’re either asymptomatic or you are a carrier. There was Typhoid Mary. You might just be Bimbo Virus Alice. Although I still have hope for you.”

		“What do you mean?” Alice asked, now suspicious of her coworker.

		“I was the one who dosed you. That’s why I had men follow you. I expected you to turn into a bimbo. Only you didn’t. I always thought we needed forced trials with the B-Virus. We can only do so much with cell cultures and computer simulations. Sometimes you need to see how a virus actually responds to people.”

		“You’re a monster,” Alice cried.

		However, before she could further lay into Beck, her attention was drawn back to Rose, who still stood in the middle of the room giggling away as if she did not have a thought in her head. But the physical transformation had started. This was the first time the lab researchers had been able to watch a B-Virus transformation take place in person. There were cameras all over the room, currently all aimed at Rose.

		It started with her chest. It was hard to see at first, her blouse and sweater doing a good job of minimizing the appearance of her chest. But with each passing moment her chest got bigger and bigger, almost as if balloons had been inserted into her breasts and someone was filling them up with an air pump. Only Rose’s breasts had no balloons in them and they were not filling with air. It was the B-Virus doing its work, beginning the transformation that would forevermore leave her as a bimbo.

		Once Rose’s chest growth started in earnest, other parts of her body changed as well. Her butt started to expand in much the same way as her chest. Soon her pants were pulled tight across her ass, giving the appearance that they had almost been painted on. Rose’s lips plumped up too, giving her the cocksucking lips that would forevermore define the type of woman she was. Their purpose was clear and no one would ever listen to what came out of her mouth again. All that mattered was what went into her mouth, with cum being the primary condiment.

		As Rose’s body growth finally started to slow, there was no doubt what she looked like. No one would assume she had a thought in her head. Her whole body had been remade with sex in mind. It would be almost impossible for her to continue in her job as it were, her whole body now calling out to her with new directives. Even if her mind had not been simplified, it would only take a few weeks before she gave into the demands of her body, becoming the slut that she now appeared to be.

		But it was the mental changes that now became most prevalent. Alice watched in horror as whatever was left of Rose’s intelligence simply sank away. Her eyes became glassy, unseeing. It was because there was nothing left going on in her mind. Rose was not brain dead, but she was as close as could be without actually being dead. She had fully become one of the bimbo zombies, still alive, but with nothing going on in her head beyond the most basic of functions.

		“Master,” Rose said the moment her eyes fixated on Beck. She dropped to her knees and looked up at him reverently, as if he was a god to her. And in a way, she was.

		“Good girl, Rosie,” Beck said as he stepped forward and petted the newfound bimbo on the head like she was a pet.

		“This is sick,” Alice said. “You infected all of these women just because you wanted to get to me.”

		Beck shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll admit, I just wanted you when I started, but I can’t complain about having a little harem of my own. Four bimbos who only have eyes for me. How can I pass that up?”

		“Who are the other three?” Alice asked, still seething.

		“Let’s fix that,” Beck said. He pulled out a walkie talkie and pushed the talk button. “Open the door and bring in the other two.”

		Alice looked toward the main door for the room, but it did not move. The containment rooms were set up similarly to hotels with doors between individual rooms. There had been a reason for that at some point, but they were rarely used anymore. But they came in handy as the side door opened to reveal two busty beauties. Jenni and Didi sauntered into the room and made a bee-line toward Beck.

		The duo dropped to their knees beside Rosie and looked up with awe in their eyes. They really did see this man as a god. He was their master.

		“Good girls,” Beck said, patting both of their heads in turn.

		The women’s clothes looked like they were about to pop. What remained of their previous normal outfits had nearly been shredded from the expansive effects of the B-Virus. And Alice was certain, no matter what she did, they would not pull their attention away from Beck. They only had eyes for him.

		“This is how you wanted me to be?” Alice asked, almost spitting with fury.

		Beck turned and smiled. “Don’t they look happy like this? There’s not a thought in their heads except the overwhelming desire to please me. This is how it should be. This is how all women should be.”

		“I hate you, you sick pig,” Alice screamed before she ran for the door. She tried to open it, but the locks had been engaged from the outside. She was stuck. There was no escape. She was trapped with the three bimbos and their master, a man who she had once considered a colleague, even someone she might be romantically interested in. But all of that was past. He had shown her his true colors. Knowing what she knew now, she would turn him down even if he was the last man alive. Nothing could bring her to succumb to his desires.

		However, as Alice struggled with the door handle, even going so far as to bang on the door and hoping someone would release her, Beck used the opportunity to make his move with her back turned. He approached silently from behind. But Alice felt Beck’s approach and she tried to spin out of his grasp. Only he was not trying to grab her. He was trying to grab her helmet. He succeeded.

		As Alice spun away from her captor, her helmet twisted off, coming free entirely. Her safety had been compromised. She could not assume she would be safe from infection any longer. Just because she carried the virus, it did not mean she was immune. It just meant that the level of virus in her body was not high enough to cause infection, even while she managed to spread the virus to others.

		“It’s probably safe to hang around Didi,” Beck said, “but I wouldn’t be surprised if Rosie’s recent transformation meant you were exposed to enough of the virus to start your transformation. But we’ll see. I’ve got nothing but time before we find out if you will get infected by the B-Virus like the rest of my girls here.”

		Alice sank back against the door and dropped to the floor. This was it. She had been exposed, actually for a second time. She could only hope her body could hold off an infection. If she could, it meant she would have plenty of time to kill Beck. If not, then she supposed she would join the other women on their knees as they worshiped Beck.

		Alice remained surprisingly stoic in the face of her imminent bimbofication. She found herself in a binary situation. She either turned into one of those bimbo zombies or she remained as she was. As much as she wanted to remain Alice, she knew that if she did transform, it would not be long before she was happily worshiping Beck. At that point, it did not matter anymore.

		It took nearly an hour before Alice started to feel different. She had kept her eyes closed as the other three women took turns sucking on Beck’s cock. They were loud and obnoxious about it, but Alice had been able to tune them out. But by tuning out the bimbos, it meant Alice was even more observant of her own body. She paid attention to every sensation, wondering if it could be the precursor to a full blown infection.

		No one had done any research on the transformation itself. No one, except the three women worshiping Beck’s cock, had gone through a full transformation. The computer simulations had given a good approximation of what might happen, but considering they had never predicted a carrier like Alice, they all had to be taken with a grain of salt.

		Alice could feel the heat building up in her body. It was a familiar sensation, one she experienced in the past when she got the flu or other serious illness. It was her body building up an immune response. It had found an enemy to fight. Only, this enemy could still replicate as it wished to. She had no immunity.

		Beck had been involved in developing a vaccine for the B-Virus. That had been his area of expertise. But now Alice was beginning to wonder if he had actually been doing his job. Clearly he had planned to make Alice into a bimbo. And the other employees at the lab, other than Rose, seemed to be going along with it.

		Suddenly Alice started giggling. It was the strangest feeling. There was nothing to prompt the giggling outburst, but it happened nonetheless. Rose had done the same before her physical transformation started. She had stood there giggling for minutes on end, completely ignoring everything else going on around her.

		Alice still managed to look up and see Beck smiling at her. He knew what had happened just as well as Alice did. She had finally been infected. She had gone from carrier to infected and that meant she was going to turn into another one of those stupid bimbo zombies.

		The heat inside Alice’s body continued to build, except, more and more, the heat seemed to build up deep in Alice’s belly, right above the junction between her legs. She wanted to reach her hands down and touch herself. Even being in a room with other people could not dampen the arousal she felt. But try as she might, she could not move her hands. She could not move her body. She was completely frozen in her place, leaving her unable to attend to her needs.

		Alice kept giggling, but really, she wanted to scream. But the giggling had become involuntary. She could not stop herself. And could not speak or make another noise of any kind. There was just more giggling.

		Her mind was starting to break. That much was sure. The more Alice tried to fight her confinement, the worse it got. She could feel it coming. It was a bit like approaching a cliff. As long as she kept her feet on the ground, she remained safe and able to think. But as soon as she made the leap off the cliff, there would be no more ground. There would be nothing to support her at all. She would forevermore be in free fall, stuck in her own mind, trapped and unable to actually think for herself anymore. She would be a bimbo then.

		But before her mind could completely break, her body started to transform. Beck left his three bimbos to watch Alice more closely. He picked her up off the floor and stood her on her own feet. Somehow, she could not move herself, but that did not stop Beck from repositioning her however he liked. He even managed to find her balance point so that she did not fall down.

		The heat that first built up inside of her started to move around her body. It congregated in her chest and around her butt most, but she could feel it all over her body. Not being able to move, Alice could not watch her body transform, but had she been able to watch herself in a mirror, she would have seen her breast blow up larger than any of the other bimbos. Her tits, for at that size, they could no longer just be considered breasts, grew to such a size that they were bigger than her head.

		Alice’s ass expanded almost as much to provide counter balance to an otherwise top-heavy frame. Her pants stretched beyond their breaking point, the seams splitting to reveal shredded panties over perfect skin. Her blouse also suffered, with buttons popping off and her bra simply breaking under the pressure of her expanded assets.

		Of course, none of this was visible beneath the hazmat suit. Beck would have loved to see it all more closely, but even he was denied that. But he did get to enjoy watching Alice’s face rebuild itself. Her lips were the most noticeable change with how they plumped up until it was no longer clear if Alice would be able to speak again. Her mouth opened slightly, creating a natural O shape between her lips. She was set to become the perfect receptacle for cock.

		But it was not just her lips that changed. Alice’s whole face went through a transformation. Her nose shrunk down into a perfect button nose. Her cheekbones rose and became more prominent. Then her eyes grew bigger and her eyelashes grew longer. Her eyebrows thinned and grew higher, becoming high arches that would forever leave Alice looking like she was confused.

		Alice’s skin became perfectly smooth, every imperfection disappearing as a deep tan formed all over her body, every inch of her skin sporting the same color. And then there was Alice’s hair. With the other women, the B-Virus had left their hair alone. But Alice had received a second dose. Once her ability to act as a carrier was overcome, she had too much virus in her body and it had to do something. Her once short dark hair lightened and lengthened until she sported a long blonde mane of hair that would forevermore help define her as a dumb blonde bimbo.

		Throughout all of this process, Alice had tried to mentally fight against what was happening to her, but to no avail. There was nothing she could do. She could not move. She could not speak. All she could do was ride the wave of the transformation process. Some of what happened to her she could guess at. She could feel the change in her center of gravity. She could feel how her tits pulled her forward. That improved a little when her ass expanded to match, but she still felt a gentle pull forward nonetheless. But the rest remained a mystery.

		But as the physical transformation finished, Alice felt herself approaching the mental cliff. She had assumed the world beyond the cliff edge would be dark and scary, but instead it looked pink and fluffy, like she would be wrapped up in warm and comforting clouds. Even as she knew the inevitability of her future as a bimbo, Alice acted for the first time with the virus. She ran and leaped off the cliff and out into the open air. The pink clouds caught her and carried the woman that had been Alice away. In her place was just another bimbo.

		To Beck’s eye, he watched Alice’s eyes fade. Her intelligence was gone. There was only the bimbo left. The virus had finished its work.

		“Welcome, Ali,” Beck said.

		The newly minted Ali looked up at Beck and smiled as best she could. Her face was not designed for many expressions. It remained largely frozen. But it was nonetheless clear that Ali was happy and looking forward to serving her master.

		“Hi, Master,” she responded with a heavy lisp. No matter how long she lived like this, she would never be able to overcome the effect of having such prominent lips. The lisp was permanent.

		“Ali, I want to welcome you to my harem by fucking you while you take turns licking the other girl’s pussies.”

		“Yes, Master,” Ali said. She started stripping off her clothing without a second thought. First the hazmat suit came off, revealing her new curves for the first time for all to see. Then she pulled off what remained of her regular clothing. Beck enjoyed every step as she disentangled herself from what had been a fully professional outfit once. Now it was but a shadow of its former self. He knew that his bimbo would never wear anything like that again. None of them would. He just needed to take a few measurements and order new outfits for her and the others.

		As soon as Ali was nude, she climbed up on the bed and positioned herself on her hands and knees, presenting her ass toward her master. The other three bimbos followed orders and positioned themselves on the bed in front of Ali, their own clothes now discarded as well. They spread their legs, giving access to Ali so that she could begin her work.

		However, Ali did not start right away. She looked back over her shoulder to see Beck approaching. His pleasure came first. It always came first. She would happily never cum again if it meant it kept her master happy. But the moment Beck slid his hard cock into Ali’s wet and waiting pussy, she set to work.

		Rosie was the first of the bimbos to receive a tongue lashing from Ali. Jenni was next. And then finally Didi. They all came quickly, their bodies always primed for sex. Ali was cumming too, over and over again as Beck railed her from behind, filling her pussy with each and every thrust. Ali might not have known that this was going to be her future, but now that she was here, she could think of nothing better. Then again, she did not have a thought in her head. Almost everything she did required an order from her master. Luckily, Beck was there to make sure she and the other bimbos always knew what they needed to do.

		Afterward, once Ali’s pussy had been packed full of cum, Beck sat on the edge of the bed. He had managed to put pants back on and had even managed to pull his shirt over his shoulders, but had not yet gotten around to buttoning it up yet. Ali sat on his right hand side as his senior and chief bimbo. She looked up at him with awe and sexual reverence. The other bimbos surrounded him, giving him similar looks. This was who all four women were now. They no longer had thoughts of their own. Only their master gave them thoughts.

		When the door to the room was finally opened, a young man stepped inside. Beck looked at him and smiled, but the bimbos did not look away from their master. They only had eyes for him.

		“The quarantine is over,” the man said. “You can all come out now.”

		“Great,” Beck said with a knowing smile. “I think I’m going to take my ladies home with me. When I return, we can get started on figuring out how to release this into the general public. This is how women should be from now on. Don’t you think so?”

		The young man nodded his head enthusiastically. There was an intern working in another part of the lab that he had his eye on. He thought she would make a perfect bimbo. Little did he realize that the success of the B-Virus ultimately came down to Alice, patient zero, or as Beck preferred to think of her, bimbo zero. Alice may not have thought life as a bimbo was for her, but Ali could not imagine a better life than she now lived. And that was all that really mattered.
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