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Chapter 1: The Announcement in Chains
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My name was James Harlan. Convicted rapist. Thirty-year sentence in maximum security, with no chance of parole. I deserved every single day of it—or at least that’s what the judge, the jury, and the victims’ families screamed at me during the trial. In here, behind these concrete walls and iron bars, I was just another monster in Block C. Big. Mean. Untouchable. Six-foot-four of solid muscle honed from yard workouts and pure rage. The other inmates gave me space. The guards watched me with wary respect. I ruled my corner of hell with fists and fear, the same way I’d taken what I wanted on the outside.

Until the day the world ended.

It started like any other lockdown evening in the common area. The ancient TV mounted high on the wall flickered to life under the harsh fluorescent lights. We were all chained to the benches or standing in clusters, the air thick with sweat, cigarette smoke, and the constant low hum of tension that never left a place like this. The red “GLOBAL EMERGENCY” banner pulsed across the screen like a digital heartbeat, and Elena Vargas, the WorldNet anchor, looked more rattled than I’d ever seen a reporter.

“Good evening, world. This is not a drill...”

When Dr. Helena Voss appeared—calm, serene, standing under perfect rows of flowering cherry blossoms in her white lab coat—I felt the whole block go dead silent for the first time in years. Twelve women behind her. All of them radiating that same quiet certainty. She explained the Venus Virus. Airborne. Already everywhere. No cure. Men turning into healthy, peak-condition eighteen-year-old women over twelve months. Women getting rejuvenated and gifted with cocks of their own.

The words sank in like a shank between the ribs.

I laughed. Loud, ugly, barking laughs that echoed off the cinderblock walls. “Feminist bullshit!” I roared, slapping my knee. “Ain’t no virus turning me into a pussy. This is some liberal hoax to make us all soft.” A few of the guys joined in, jeering at the screen. But the female guards—there were more of them every year even before this—stood along the walls with strange little smiles. Officer Reyes, tall and built like she could bench half the block, crossed her arms and smirked right at me. Officer Kane, her usual partner, licked her lips slowly.

By the time the broadcast ended, the common area exploded with laughter and crude jokes. The whole block roared at the screen. “Turn us into bitches? Yeah right!” I barked the loudest, slapping my knee. “Feminist fantasy bullshit. Ain’t no magic virus rewriting my dick.” The other inmates joined in, catcalling the TV, throwing insults at Dr. Helena Voss and her cherry blossom speech. Even some of the female guards smirked and shook their heads, though a couple exchanged knowing glances I didn’t catch at the time.

“Whole world’s gone soft,” I muttered as they marched us back to our cells. The idea was ridiculous. Me? A woman? Laughable.

Back in my cell that night, I stripped down on my bunk like always. The broadcast kept replaying in my head—men becoming soft, curvy, horny little sluts. I wrapped my big hand around my thick cock and started stroking, thinking about the power I used to have. But the fantasy twisted. For some fucked-up reason, the image of myself changing... smaller, softer, with tits and a dripping pussy... started turning me on. I imagined myself bent over, moaning in a high voice while a strong woman took me.

“Fuck...” The thought should’ve disgusted me. Instead it made my cock throb harder than it had in months. I stroked faster, rough and desperate, picturing my own body softening, breasts bouncing, legs spread wide as I got fucked like the girls I used to hurt. The shame mixed with raw heat and pushed me over the edge.

I came harder than I had in years—thick ropes splattering across my abs and chest while a deep, guttural groan tore out of me. My heart hammered as I lay there panting, staring at the ceiling. What the hell was wrong with me? Getting off to the idea of becoming a girl?

I shook it off. Just prison doing weird shit to my head. The virus was still a joke.



Weeks Later

Life in the block went on. Most of us had laughed off the Venus Virus announcement as elite propaganda. No one here was changing. No voice cracks, no shrinking dicks, nothing. Just normal prison bullshit.

But I started noticing something strange with the guards.

Officer Reyes looked... different. Her skin glowed, smoother and tighter. She moved with a new confident bounce in her step, her uniform fitting her curves better than before. Officer Kane looked younger too—fresher face, fuller lips, an energy that made her seem ten years younger. Other female guards were the same: rejuvenated, stronger, radiating health and quiet power.

At first I thought it was new makeup or better lighting. But week after week it became impossible to ignore. They looked like they’d stepped out of a fucking magazine while the rest of us inmates stayed the same ugly bastards we’d always been.

One evening during count, Reyes stopped in front of my cell, leaning against the bars with that hungry smirk. Up close, her skin was flawless, her eyes brighter. She looked like a woman in her prime.

“See something you like, Harlan?” she purred.

I grunted. “You been hitting the gym or some shit?”

She laughed softly, the sound low and confident. “Something like that.”

It took me longer than it should have, but eventually the pieces clicked. The female guards had already been infected. They were Venus+ now—rejuvenated, enhanced, and carrying those new cocks the announcement had promised. They’d known what was coming. They’d probably been laughing at us the whole time.

And if the virus had already reached them here in this locked-down fortress...

It was only a matter of time before it found me.
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Chapter 2: The First Heat (Months 1–2)
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The first weeks after the announcement were pure denial mixed with something hotter, more confusing.

At first, nothing seemed different. I laughed it off with the rest of the block, calling the Venus Virus a hoax and a feminist fever dream. But then the changes started creeping in, subtle enough that I could pretend they weren’t happening.

The old aches and pains that had become part of prison life simply vanished. The busted knuckles from years of yard fights no longer throbbed. The constant knife scar tightness on my side disappeared overnight. My lower back, which always screamed after sleeping on the thin, lumpy mattress, felt loose and strong. I woke up one morning and rolled out of my bunk feeling like I could run a marathon. Energy surged through me like I was twenty years old again—sharp, restless, and powerful.

“Must be the shitty food finally agreeing with me,” I muttered to myself, shaking it off. I didn’t notice that my prison scrubs hung just a little differently on my frame. I didn’t notice that I had to adjust the height on the weight bench in the yard. I was still the biggest, meanest bastard in Block C as far as I was concerned.

But at night, alone in my cell after lights out, the heat hit hard.

My cock stayed rock-hard for hours, throbbing and hypersensitive. Every brush of the rough prison blanket against my chest made my nipples ache in a way they never had before. One night I couldn’t take it anymore. I lay on my bunk, stripped down, and experimentally rubbed a thumb across one stiff peak.

“Fuck...” The spark that shot straight down to my groin was electric. My cock twitched violently and leaked pre-cum onto my stomach. I pinched harder, rolling the sensitive bud between my fingers, and a low groan escaped me. The pleasure was sharper than anything I’d felt before. I wrapped my other hand around my throbbing cock and stroked furiously, the dual sensations driving me wild.

I came so hard I saw stars, thick ropes painting my chest while my mind flashed with forbidden images—soft curves, a dripping pussy where my cock used to be, strong hands pinning me down. I woke up the next morning soaked in sweat and cum, heart pounding.

The dreams got worse. Soft, feminine bodies. Wet heat. Being taken. Being filled. I’d wake up humping the mattress like a desperate animal, cock aching.

The female guards started noticing something was off. Officer Reyes, tall, dominant, and already carrying herself with even more confidence these days, lingered during counts. Her eyes dragged over my body slowly. “You’re looking... different, Harlan. Softer somehow. Suits you.” She smirked like she knew a secret.

“Fuck off,” I growled, but my voice cracked halfway through the words, jumping higher for a split second. The whole block roared with laughter. I played it off, but inside my stomach twisted.

I still felt like a man. Mostly. Big, strong, in control. But the heat kept building. My libido was insane. I jerked off constantly in my cell—sometimes three or four times a night—chasing that sharper, deeper pleasure that left me shaking and unsatisfied. The fantasies grew darker and more vivid: me with tits bouncing, pussy wet and needy, getting fucked by the very guards who used to fear me.

By the end of month two, the prison scrubs hung noticeably looser on my frame, but I told myself it was just losing a bit of water weight or the new energy making me leaner. I dominated the yard workouts like always. I was still James Harlan. Still the monster.

But the Bloom was already sinking its claws in deep.

And the guards—especially Reyes and Kane—were watching me with hungry, knowing eyes. They looked better every day too: skin glowing, bodies tighter, movements full of fresh power. They knew what was coming for me long before I did.
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