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Chapter 1: Breaking News – The Announcement

The red “GLOBAL EMERGENCY” banner pulsed across every screen on the planet like a digital heartbeat.

Elena Vargas sat behind the anchor desk of WorldNet News, her usually impeccable makeup unable to hide the faint sheen of sweat on her forehead. The studio in New York was unnaturally quiet; even the crew had stopped whispering. Outside the glass walls, the city lights of Manhattan flickered as if the power itself was uncertain.

“Good evening, world,” Elena began, her voice lower than usual. “This is not a drill. This is not a hoax. At 4:17 p.m. Eastern Time, the World Health Organization confirmed what had been circulating in private channels for the last forty-eight hours. A highly engineered, airborne retrovirus—now designated VV-1, or the Venus Virus—has been released into the global atmosphere. It is already present on every continent.”

She paused, swallowing. “Its creators have just issued a public statement. We are going to play it in full. After that... we’ll try to answer what comes next.”

The feed cut to a pristine white amphitheater bathed in golden sunlight. A gentle breeze moved through flowering cherry trees planted in perfect rows. On a low stage stood twelve women in crisp white lab coats over flowing silk dresses. Their ages ranged from late twenties to early fifties. Every one of them looked calm—serene, even.

Dr. Helena Voss stepped forward. She was fifty-three, silver threading through her dark auburn hair, with the kind of sharp, intelligent beauty that made cameras love her. She didn’t smile. She didn’t need to.

“Hello, humanity,” she said, her voice carrying the quiet authority of someone who had spent twenty years planning the end of an era. “My name is Dr. Helena Voss. For the last seventeen years, I and my sisters here at the Daughters of Gaia Collective have worked in secret on the most ambitious act of liberation in history.”

Behind her, a massive holographic display shimmered into existence, showing elegant double-helix strands twisting and reforming.

“The Venus Virus is not a weapon. It is a key. It rewrites the human genome at the deepest level while preserving consciousness, memory, and personality. It is 99.997% safe. It is painless. It is airborne, waterborne, and self-replicating. There is no vaccine. There is no cure. And by the time you finish watching this message, every human being on Earth will already have been exposed.”

A soft murmur rippled through the newsroom in New York. Elena’s co-anchor, Marcus Hale, pressed a hand to his mouth.

Dr. Voss continued, her tone almost gentle.

“To every man watching this: over the next twelve months, your body will transform into that of a healthy, peak-condition eighteen-year-old woman. The process is gradual. You will lose height, muscle mass will redistribute, facial features will soften and refine, reproductive organs will reconfigure. Your skeletal structure, cardiovascular system, and immune response will all optimize to female norms—stronger immunity, greater longevity, faster healing. You will not lose your mind, your memories, or your soul. You will simply wake up one day in a new form that matches the beauty and vitality your species has always envied.”

She let the words settle.

“To every woman: you will be restored to the physical prime of your eighteenth year. Any damage from age, childbirth, illness, or time will be erased. And yes—one final gift. You will develop a fully functional, retractable penis while retaining all female reproductive capacity. Sensitivity, fertility, and pleasure will be enhanced, not diminished. You will become complete in ways biology never allowed before.”

The camera panned across the other women on stage. Some were crying quietly with joy. Others stared straight into the lens with fierce, unapologetic triumph.

Dr. Voss raised her chin.

“We tried petitions. We tried laws. We tried protests. We tried waiting for men to simply be better. Nothing worked. The patriarchy was not a social construct—it was written into bodies, hormones, and evolutionary history. So we rewrote the code. This is not revenge. This is evolution accelerated. This is the end of one-sided power. This is balance.”

She smiled for the first time—small, almost tender.

“In one year, there will be no more men. Only women of different histories. Some will carry the memories of having been sons, brothers, fathers, husbands. Others will carry new anatomy and new confidence. All of you will be stronger, healthier, and freer than you have ever been. The age of dominance through brute biology is over. Welcome, sisters—and future sisters—to the world we were always meant to inherit.”

The video ended on a wide shot of the women standing together under falling cherry blossoms.

Back in the studio, the silence was deafening.

Elena Vargas stared at the teleprompter as if it had betrayed her. Her co-anchor Marcus—six-foot-three, former college athlete, father of two—had gone completely pale. His hand trembled as he reached for his water glass.

“We... we are receiving reports from every major city,” Elena said, forcing herself back into professional mode. “Beijing, Moscow, Lagos, São Paulo, Riyadh—hospitals are already seeing the first wave of early symptoms: mild fever, strange dreams, heightened sensory perception. Governments are urging calm. Borders have been closed, but experts say it’s too late. The virus is already everywhere.”

A split-screen appeared. In London, a panicked reporter stood outside Buckingham Palace. “The Royal Family has been moved to a secure location, but sources say the King himself has already shown early markers...”

In Los Angeles, a famous action star stumbled out of a gym, clutching his chest as his voice cracked mid-sentence during a livestream.

A feed from the Pentagon showed generals in a crisis room, several of them already loosening collars as their faces looked subtly softer under the harsh lights.

Elena turned to Marcus. “Marcus... do you have any thoughts?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, then managed a weak smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “I... I guess I’ll see you on the other side, Elena.”

The control room cut to a commercial for a prostate medication that suddenly felt bitterly ironic.

Elena faced the camera again, voice cracking for the first time.

“To our viewers at home: breathe. Stay with your loved ones. Document everything. We don’t know what tomorrow brings, but we will keep reporting as long as we can. This is Elena Vargas, WorldNet News. God help us all.”

The broadcast continued for six more hours straight—scientists arguing, religious leaders denouncing or celebrating, psychologists offering coping strategies, and parents holding their children while staring at their sons with a mixture of terror and strange, protective love.

By midnight, the first confirmed physical changes were being reported: a slight softening of jawlines, a faint shift in vocal registers, the beginning of dreams that felt far too real.

Humanity had been given one year.

One year until the world would never be the same.

And somewhere in a sunlit Swiss valley, Dr. Helena Voss turned off the monitors, poured herself a glass of champagne, and whispered to the empty room:

“It’s done.”

Chapter 2: The First Year – Shockwaves Across the World

The first month was pure pandemonium.

Governments tried everything. China sealed entire provinces. The United States activated old pandemic protocols and declared martial law in forty-two states. Russia threatened nuclear retaliation against an enemy that no longer had a face. None of it mattered. The Venus Virus moved through jet streams, ocean currents, and handshakes faster than any border could close.

By day nineteen, every human on Earth carried it.

In Washington D.C., President Elena Ramirez (the irony of her first name was not lost on anyone) addressed the nation from the Oval Office. She was fifty-one, sharp, and already showing the earliest signs—her voice had softened half a step, and the skin around her eyes looked strangely refreshed. She urged calm, promised support, and then quietly signed an executive order allowing federal employees to update their legal documents in advance. The order was titled “Dignity in Transition.”

The military fractured fastest.

Fort Bragg became a surreal scene. Entire companies of elite soldiers stood in formation while their drill sergeants’ voices climbed in pitch. One Marine colonel, a twenty-eight-year veteran built like a tank, broke down in front of his unit on day forty-three when his shoulders narrowed and his hands became delicate. He kept his uniform on for three more weeks until the fabric no longer fit. Then he burned it in a quiet corner of the base while crying in a voice that no longer sounded like his own.

Wall Street lasted longer than expected. On the trading floor of the NYSE, brokers screamed buy and sell orders in cracking voices. By month four, the “Brooks Brothers” dress code had been replaced by whatever people could still wear. One legendary hedge-fund manager known only as “The Wolf” rebranded as “Luna Wolfe” and tripled her portfolio by betting on women’s fashion, hormone research (ironically), and therapy apps.
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