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Chapter 1: The Announcement
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I sat on the big sectional in our suburban home just outside Dallas, Texas, the kind of place with strict HOA rules, wide streets, and brutal summer heat that made the asphalt shimmer. My name is David Thompson, 42 years old, a logistics driver who spent long hours on the road in my trusty 2012 Chevy Traverse hauling parts for the oil fields and warehouses around the Metroplex. Lisa, my wife of fourteen years, was curled up beside me, her head on my shoulder, a cold beer sweating on the coffee table. Our kids—Alex, ten, and Emma, eight—were sprawled on the floor with their tablets, the ceiling fan spinning lazily overhead.

The red “GLOBAL EMERGENCY” banner pulsed across the TV screen like a warning siren. Elena Vargas, the WorldNet anchor, looked rattled as she introduced the feed from Dr. Helena Voss and the Daughters of Gaia Collective.

The whole family watched in stunned silence as this serene, silver-threaded scientist in a white lab coat explained the Venus Virus. Airborne. Already everywhere. No cure. Men transforming into healthy, peak-condition 18-year-old women over twelve months. Women rejuvenated to their prime with a fully functional retractable penis added. The kids thought it was some wild sci-fi prank at first, giggling, but Lisa’s hand tightened on my thigh.

“David... this has to be fake, right?” she whispered, her Texas drawl thicker with worry.

I stared at the screen as reactions flooded in—panicked streets in Houston, experts arguing in Austin studios, even local Dallas news crews scrambling. Marcus Hale, the co-anchor, looked pale as a ghost when he joked weakly about seeing everyone on the other side.

I muted the TV when it finally cut to commercial. The room felt too still, the hum of the AC the only sound.

“Kids, go play in your rooms for a bit,” Lisa said gently. Alex and Emma scampered off, whispering about turning into superheroes or something.

We sat in heavy silence, the ceiling fan clicking slowly overhead like a ticking clock. The kids’ footsteps had faded upstairs, their excited whispers about “turning into superheroes” drifting down the hallway. I pulled Lisa closer, wrapping my big arm around her shoulders. At 6'1" and two hundred pounds of solid working-man muscle—honed from years of loading trucks and long hauls in the Texas heat—I felt solid. Unshakable. “It’s probably blown way out of proportion, darlin’. These things always are. Government hype, media panic. We’ll be fine here in Texas. Nothing ever stays bad for long in the Lone Star State.”

Lisa looked up at me, her pretty face lined with the kind of bone-deep exhaustion that comes from raising two kids while working part-time at the local school district. She was 38, still beautifully curvy and warm, the woman who made our house a home with endless pitchers of sweet tea, Sunday barbecues on the back patio, and the kind of quiet strength that held our little family together through layoffs and Texas storms. Her hand rested on my chest, fingers tracing the familiar fabric of my t-shirt. “What if it’s real, David? What if you start... changing? Losing height, your voice, your... everything? What about the kids? Alex is only ten. Emma’s eight. They’re just babies.”

Her voice cracked on the last word, and it hit me harder than anything on that broadcast. I tilted her chin up gently with my callused fingers and kissed her forehead, lingering there, breathing in the faint scent of her vanilla shampoo mixed with the warm Texas evening air drifting through the cracked windows. “Even if it hits us—and I’m not saying it will—we face it together. I’m still your husband. You’re still my wife. Alex and Emma are tough little Texans, just like their mama. We’ve weathered worse than some fancy science experiment. We’ll get through it like we always do—praying, loving, and sticking close.”

She searched my eyes for a long moment, then nodded slowly, a small, brave smile breaking through. “I love you, David Thompson. Big stubborn man that you are.”

“I love you more,” I murmured, pulling her fully into my lap on the couch. Our mouths met in a slow, deep kiss that quickly grew heated. Her hands slid under my shirt, tracing the hard planes of my chest and stomach like she was memorizing them. I cupped her full, soft breasts through her thin tank top, thumbs brushing her nipples until they stiffened. She moaned softly into my mouth, grinding down against the growing bulge in my jeans.

We didn’t make it upstairs right away. The worry and fear from the broadcast had twisted into something hotter, more desperate—an urgent need to feel each other, to remind ourselves that we were still here, still us. Clothes came off in a frantic trail across the living room floor—her thin tank top, my faded work t-shirt, her cotton shorts, my worn jeans. I laid Lisa back on the big sectional, the cool leather a sharp contrast against our heated skin.

I worshipped her body with my mouth and hands like it was the only thing anchoring me to the world. I kissed down her neck, sucking gently on the sensitive spot that always made her shiver. Then lower, capturing one full, soft breast in my mouth, swirling my tongue around her stiff nipple until she was arching and whimpering beneath me. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me there as I moved to the other one, giving it the same devoted attention.

“David... oh god...” she breathed, her Texas drawl thick with arousal.

I kept going, kissing down her stomach, over the gentle curve that had carried our two children, until I settled between her thighs. I spread her legs wide, inhaling the sweet, familiar scent of her, and dragged my tongue slowly up her slick folds. Lisa moaned loudly, hips bucking. I licked deeper, tongue delving into her wet heat, tasting her thoroughly as I circled her swollen clit.

That’s when she started talking, her voice husky and breathless between moans.

“Fuck, baby... your tongue feels so good. But just imagine... if this virus is real... if you start changing into a girl...” She gasped as I sucked her clit between my lips. “Then one day soon... I’ll be the one doing this to you. Spreading your pretty new thighs... licking your brand-new little pussy...”

The words hit me like lightning. My cock, already rock-hard and leaking against the leather, throbbed violently. For some reason I couldn’t explain, the image flooded my mind—me with soft curves, a slick, needy cunt where my cock used to be—and it made me even harder. Hornier. A deep, shameful surge of arousal rolled through me.

I growled against her pussy and ate her out with renewed hunger, tongue fucking her deeper, two thick fingers sliding inside her while my lips sealed around her clit. Lisa cried out, thighs clamping around my head.

“Yes... just like that,” she panted, grinding against my face. “I’d bury my tongue in you, David... or Dana... whatever you become. I’d make my big strong husband-turned-wife cum on my mouth. Sucking that pretty clit until you’re shaking and gushing all over me...”

I moaned loudly into her soaked folds, the vibration making her shudder. The fantasy—her dominant, me soft and feminine—should have terrified me. Instead it turned me on more than anything ever had. My cock ached painfully, twitching with every filthy word.

Lisa’s fingers tightened in my hair as she rode my face. “You’d look so fucking pretty spread out for me... tits bouncing while I eat your new pussy... Would you like that, baby? Knowing I’d take such good care of my girl?”

I couldn’t answer with words. I just devoured her, sucking and licking frantically until she came hard on my tongue—thighs trembling violently around my head, her pussy flooding my mouth with sweet slick as she cried out my name.

Before she could even catch her breath, she pulled me up by the hair, eyes dark with lust. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass. I buried myself inside her in one slow, deep thrust—her familiar, clenching heat enveloping me completely. We moved together unhurriedly at first, lovingly, the warm Texas night air carrying the wet sounds of our bodies and her filthy whispers through the open windows.

Her nails raked down my back as I drove into her harder. “Don’t stop, baby,” she gasped. “I need to feel you... while you still have this big cock. Soon I might be the one fucking you.”

I fucked her slow and deep, then faster, more desperately as our need built. Her pussy clenched around me like she never wanted to let go. The images she’d planted refused to leave my head—me as a woman, her tongue between my legs, my future moans filling this same room. It pushed me over the edge.

When I finally came, it was with a deep, guttural groan, burying myself to the hilt and filling her with thick, hot pulses. We stayed locked together afterward, kissing softly, hearts pounding in sync, bodies slick with sweat.

As our breathing slowed, Lisa stroked my hair gently, a soft, knowing smile on her lips. “That really turned you on, didn’t it?”

I buried my face in her neck, still buried inside her, and whispered hoarsely, “Yeah... I don’t know why... but fuck, it did.”

Later, after we had caught our breath and cleaned up a little, we moved upstairs to our king bed. The windows were still cracked open, letting in the warm Texas night breeze that carried the distant hum of cicadas and the faint scent of blooming jasmine from the backyard. The room was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp.

This time we made love slower, more reassuring—like we were both trying to memorize every familiar touch before the world could steal it away. I laid Lisa down gently on her back and settled between her thighs. She welcomed me with open arms, her legs wrapping around my waist as I buried myself inside her familiar, welcoming heat in one long, slow thrust.

“David...” she sighed, her voice soft and full of love. Her walls clenched around me, hot and slick, pulling me deeper.

I moved with deep, rolling strokes, savoring every inch of her. Her hands roamed my broad back, her nails lightly scratching as she moaned beneath me. For a while it was perfect—comforting, grounding. Her body was the one constant I could hold onto in a world that had suddenly gone mad.

But as the pleasure built, unwanted images started flashing through my mind.

I pictured myself on my back in this same bed, legs spread wide, soft new breasts jiggling with every thrust. Lisa—rejuvenated and equipped with a thick, hard cock—hovering over me, pushing slowly into my brand-new pussy...

The fantasy hit me like a lightning strike. My cock throbbed violently inside her, suddenly harder than it had any right to be. I groaned, hips stuttering for a moment.

“You okay, baby?” Lisa whispered, tilting her hips up to meet me.

“Yeah... just feels really good tonight,” I rasped, thrusting deeper to cover the lie. But the image wouldn’t leave.

In my mind I saw myself as smaller, softer, feminine curves glistening with sweat. Legs wrapped around Lisa’s waist as she filled me completely, stretching my new cunt in ways I’d never felt. The thought of being entered, taken, claimed by my own wife... it should have horrified me. Instead it sent a dark, shameful rush of heat straight to my groin.

I fucked Lisa harder, trying to lose myself in her familiar body, but the fantasy kept returning—stronger











d2d_images/cover.jpg
.
. . @ L7 1
. & ub\‘

. | Cﬂfe : - 4
VENUS VIRUS:.
THE FAMILY MAN

‘ ‘ ’
\ "
s
By JENNIE SNOOK 4





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





