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Make sure you don’t miss out on part one for the full bimbofication tale!

I Think I Caught The Bimbo Virus!

I Know I 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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