
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Venus Virus: The Bloom

By Jennie Snooks
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Dr. Helena Voss – Private Journal Entry 001 Swiss Alps Research Facility – 17 Years Before Release

My name is Dr. Helena Voss.

For seventeen years I have worked in shadow, along with eleven of the brightest and most visionary women the world has ever silenced. We called ourselves the Daughters of Gaia. The world will one day call us something far more dangerous.

They will call us the end of history.

Tonight, the final piece falls into place.

The Venus Virus—internally designated VV-1, affectionately known among us as The Bloom—is complete. It is airborne, waterborne, self-replicating, and irreversible. It rewrites the Y chromosome with merciless elegance. In twelve months, every man on Earth who carries it will be remade into a healthy, fertile, radiantly beautiful woman in the physical prime of her eighteenth year. Those already born women will be restored to that same prime, their bodies renewed and gifted with a fully functional, retractable penis while retaining every ounce of their female reproductive power.

Balance. At last.

No more brute strength deciding the fate of nations. No more testosterone-fueled empires rising and falling on the broken bodies of the gentler sex. No more half of humanity condemned to live in bodies that age faster, heal slower, and burn hotter with violence. The patriarchy was never a social construct. It was biological. So we have answered biology with superior biology.

I sit now in the observation room overlooking the sealed transformation suite. The lights are low. Cherry blossoms drift across the holographic walls—our private symbol of what is coming. Soft pink. Delicate. Inevitable.

On the other side of the one-way glass, my older brother sleeps under heavy sedation.

Dr. Elias Voss. Fifty-one years old. Brilliant geneticist. Arrogant. Misogynistic. The man who once laughed in my face when I first spoke of this vision. The man who told me a woman’s place was beneath great men, never among them.

He is Patient Zero.

Tomorrow morning he will wake with a mild fever and the first strange, vivid dreams. In a year’s time he will stand beside me as Elena Voss—my sister, my equal, my greatest proof that the Bloom does not destroy. It liberates.

I have no illusions. Many will suffer before they understand. Many will rage, grieve, and break. Some will never fully forgive us. That is the price of evolution.

But I have seen the simulations. I have watched the early test subjects in animals bloom into healthier, more vibrant forms. I have felt the virus’s elegant code sing through my own veins during calibration.

This is not revenge.

This is correction.

This is mercy wrapped in necessary cruelty.

I close this journal for now with fingers that do not tremble. In seventeen years of planning, tonight is the first time my heart truly races.

The Bloom begins.

And with it, the world ends as we have always known it.

Welcome, brothers.

You are about to become something far more beautiful.

— Dr. Helena Voss



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The First Bloom
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Dr. Helena Voss – Private Journal 

Entry 001 

Swiss Alps Research Facility – Day 0

“Today we have our first subject. If this works, everything changes. His name is Patient Zero.”



Dr. Elias Voss woke to the taste of copper and cherry blossoms.

The observation suite was silent except for the low hum of medical equipment and the soft whisper of filtered air. He lay naked on the reinforced examination bed, wrists and ankles secured by padded restraints—not tight enough to bruise, but firm enough to remind him he was no longer in control.

His head throbbed with a gentle, almost pleasant fever. Strange, vivid dreams still clung to the edges of his mind: soft hands on his chest, a warm mouth between his legs, breasts brushing against his skin. He shook the images away with a low growl.

“Helena,” he rasped, voice still deep and commanding. “You psychotic bitch. Let me out of here.”

A soft click echoed through the speakers. The one-way mirror in front of him shimmered, becoming transparent. Dr. Helena Voss stood on the other side in a crisp white lab coat over a silk dress the color of moonlight. Her dark auburn hair was pinned elegantly, silver threading through it like starlight. She looked calm. Serene. Victorious.

“Good morning, Elias,” she said, her voice warm through the intercom. “How do you feel?”

“Like I’m going to rip your fucking throat out when I get free.” He strained against the restraints, muscles flexing. At fifty-one he was still powerfully built—broad shoulders, thick arms, the physique of a man who had never accepted limits. “This little revenge fantasy of yours ends now.”

Helena smiled gently. “The virus is already inside you, brother. It began its work the moment you inhaled the aerosol last night. There is no going back. Only forward... into something new.”

Elias laughed, harsh and disbelieving. “Bullshit. You expect me to believe your little science project—”

A sudden wave of heat rolled through his body, cutting him off. His skin prickled, every nerve lighting up at once. He gasped as a strange, liquid warmth pooled low in his belly and spread outward. His cock twitched hard against his thigh, thickening rapidly into a painful, throbbing erection.

“What... the fuck...” he muttered.

Helena leaned closer to the glass, eyes bright with clinical fascination. “Stage One has begun. Heightened sensory response. Emotional amplification. Increased libido. Your body is preparing itself.”

Elias tried to ignore the growing ache between his legs, but the more he fought it, the stronger it became. The sheets beneath him felt impossibly soft, almost teasing. Every breath sent cool air ghosting across his suddenly sensitive nipples. He looked down and saw them—small, dark, and stiff—standing out against his chest.

“No,” he growled. “This is psychosomatic. You drugged me. That’s all.”

But even as he spoke, the changes deepened.

His skin began to soften. The rough, weathered texture he’d always been proud of—the product of years in labs and fieldwork—smoothed like warm wax. He could feel it happening. His chest felt strangely heavy, tender. When he arched against the restraints, the motion dragged his swollen nipples across the fabric and a sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shot straight to his cock.

“Fuck—!” The word cracked halfway through, jumping half an octave.
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