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I Think 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 bra 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.
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