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Chapter 1: The Announcement and the Wait
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My name is Alex Rivera. I’m thirty-four years old, and I’ve spent the last decade hiding inside lines of code.

I live alone in a modest one-bedroom apartment in south Minneapolis. The blinds are almost always closed. Three monitors glow on my desk like portals into safer worlds. Mechanical keyboards, noise-canceling headphones, and the constant low hum of computer fans are the soundtrack of my life. As a senior backend developer at NexusPay, I build the invisible plumbing that moves money across the country. It’s good work—quiet, focused, and respected. No one expects me to make small talk or go to happy hours. I deliver clean code on time, and that’s enough.

Social anxiety has been my constant shadow. Crowds make my chest tighten. Eye contact feels like exposure. I’ve never really dated. The few attempts I made ended in awkward silences and relief when they fizzled out. Deep down, I’ve always felt... misplaced. My shoulders too broad, my voice too low, my reflection never quite matching the person I sensed I was supposed to be. I told myself it was normal. Just introversion. Just life.

I buried the discomfort in routines. Long coding sessions. Late-night energy drinks. Anonymous forums I’d read and then quickly close. I convinced myself I was fine.

Then the world ended in the most beautiful, terrifying way possible.

It was a warm Tuesday evening in late June 2026. I was deep in a stubborn microservice refactor when every device in my apartment lit up with a priority global alert. The red “GLOBAL EMERGENCY” banner flashed across all three monitors.

I paused my music and leaned back.

Dr. Helena Voss appeared on screen, standing serenely beneath rows of blooming cherry blossoms. Her voice was calm, almost gentle, as she explained what was coming.

The Venus Virus. Airborne. Already everywhere. No cure. No escape.

Men would slowly transform into healthy, fertile women in the physical prime of their eighteenth year over the course of twelve months. Women would be rejuvenated to their physical peak and gifted with a fully functional retractable penis. The changes would be gradual, sensual, and irreversible.

I sat motionless long after the broadcast ended, staring at the frozen image of cherry blossoms drifting across the screen. My heart hammered so hard I could hear it in my ears. Terror. Disbelief. And underneath it all... a fragile, trembling spark of something that felt dangerously like hope.

For the first time in years, the idea of my body changing didn’t fill me only with dread.

It filled me with quiet, terrifying possibility.



The next three weeks were a strange limbo.

The outside world spiraled. News channels replayed the announcement on loop. Grocery stores emptied. Online forums exploded with panic, conspiracy theories, and desperate prayers. My company sent a carefully worded email about continued remote work and “wellness resources during this unprecedented global event.” Minneapolis stayed relatively calm on the surface, but the tension was palpable even from my window.

I barely left the apartment.

I threw myself into work instead. Long coding sessions helped quiet the racing thoughts. I optimized queries, fixed long-standing bugs, and shipped features faster than I had in months. My team noticed my focus during video calls and chalked it up to dedication. No one suspected the real reason.

But inside my body, something had already begun.

It started so slowly I thought I was imagining it.

The first change was energy. I’d always fought a low-level fatigue from years of poor posture and screen-staring. One morning, about a week after the announcement, I woke up without the usual stiffness in my shoulders and wrists. I felt... lighter. Clearer. I powered through an eight-hour coding sprint without the usual afternoon crash. My skin looked a little brighter in the mirror, smoother under the harsh bathroom lights.

I told myself it was better sleep or reduced stress.

Then came the subtle height shift. I noticed it when I adjusted my chair a little lower one afternoon. I’d lost maybe half an inch. Nothing dramatic. I blamed it on finally sitting straighter with the extra energy.

The chest sensations came even more gradually.

It began as a faint, warm tenderness behind my nipples. Not pain—just awareness. In the shower, the water running across my chest felt slightly different. A little more sensitive than usual. When I pulled on a clean t-shirt afterward, the soft cotton brushing against my nipples sent the tiniest, almost imperceptible tingle through me. I paused, frowning, then shook it off.

Over the following days, the sensitivity increased in tiny increments.

By the end of the second week, I’d catch myself absentmindedly brushing a hand across my chest while thinking through a problem. The nipples would tighten slightly against the fabric. A soft, warm spark would bloom and fade. Nothing overwhelming. Just... persistent. Teasing. Like the body was waking up one nerve at a time.

I’d lie in bed at night, staring at the ceiling, and lightly run my fingertips over my shirt. The sensation had grown from almost nothing to a gentle, pleasurable warmth that made my breath catch. My cock would harden in response, but the pleasure felt deeper now, spreading through my chest and low into my belly.

I didn’t masturbate more than usual at first. But when I did, the orgasms felt slightly longer. A little more satisfying. Waves instead of sharp peaks.

The dreams started around the same time.

Soft, confusing, beautiful dreams. I had curves. Long hair brushing bare shoulders. A body that moved with natural grace. I’d wake up flushed, breathing hard, my chest warm and my nipples stiff and sensitive against the sheets. My cock would be aching, but the real heat always seemed to come from deeper inside.

Three weeks after the announcement, on a quiet Thursday night, the waiting finally ended.

I was debugging at 2 a.m., headphones on, when a slow, rolling wave of warmth bloomed across my chest. It wasn’t sudden or shocking — just deeper and more insistent than before. My nipples tightened noticeably, sending slow, delicious ripples of sensation through me with every heartbeat.

I pulled off my headphones and stood up. In the bathroom mirror, my skin looked flushed and glowing. My nipples were visibly darker, slightly puffy, standing out against my chest. When I brushed my thumbs across them experimentally, the pleasure was stronger than it had been even a few days earlier — a warm, electric tingle that traveled straight down my spine and settled low in my groin.

I leaned against the sink, breathing harder.

The Bloom had finally begun in earnest.

I returned to my desk, heart racing with a mixture of fear and something far more dangerous — excitement. For the first time in my life, the shy programmer who had always felt trapped didn’t want to run away from his body.

He wanted to see what it was becoming.
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Chapter 2: Lines of Code and Quiet Longing

[image: ]


The first month after the virus finally reached me passed in a strange, hazy blend of routine and awakening.

I still woke up every morning, made my coffee, and sat down at my desk like nothing had changed. The code didn’t care that my body was slowly rewriting itself. Bugs still needed fixing. Deadlines still loomed. NexusPay kept paying me, and I kept delivering. But everything felt... different.

The energy surge was the most obvious at first. I’d always been someone who needed two cups of coffee and a nap to get through the afternoon. Now I was powering through twelve-hour coding sessions with a clear head and steady hands. Old wrist pain from years of typing had completely vanished. My skin looked healthier, smoother, with a faint glow I noticed in the bathroom mirror each morning. I’d lost another inch in height — I was down to about 5'10" now — but I told myself it was nothing.

The chest changes were slower. Much slower.

It started as that faint, warm tenderness behind my nipples in the weeks after the announcement. By the beginning of Month 1, it had become a constant, gentle awareness. My nipples would tighten against my shirt when the AC kicked on, sending soft little ripples of sensation through my chest. Not overwhelming. Just... present. Every day they seemed a fraction more sensitive. A fraction more responsive.

I’d catch myself absentmindedly brushing a hand across my chest while thinking through a complex query. The fabric dragging across my nipples would make me pause, breath catching slightly. The pleasure was quiet, insidious — a slow-building warmth that lingered long after I pulled my hand away.

At night it grew harder to ignore.

I’d lie in bed after a long coding session, the room dark except for the faint glow of my phone screen, and lightly run my fingertips over my shirt. The sensitivity had increased noticeably over the past two weeks. What once felt like almost nothing now sent warm, electric tingles straight down my spine and into my groin. My cock would harden almost instantly in response. The orgasms that followed were deeper, longer, rolling through me in slow waves instead of the quick, sharp peaks I was used to.

I still tried to pretend it was nothing. Stress. Hormones. Anything but the Venus Virus actively reshaping me.



It was a rainy Thursday afternoon in mid-July when Sarah knocked on my door.

Sarah had been one of the few people in my life I could tolerate in person. We’d worked together on several projects at NexusPay before she moved to the frontend team. She was bright, funny, and never pushed too hard when I got quiet. We’d grab coffee sometimes during better days, back when I could manage short outings. She’d texted me a few times since the announcement, checking in. I’d given short, reassuring replies.

Today she showed up unannounced.

I opened the door in my usual hoodie and sweatpants, hair messy from running my hands through it while debugging. Sarah stood there with two iced lattes and a concerned smile. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she wore a simple blouse and jeans. She looked... radiant. Healthier. Like the virus had already started working its magic on her.

“Alex. You look like you haven’t left this apartment in weeks,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “I brought reinforcements.”

I closed the door behind her, suddenly self-conscious. “I’ve been working. You know how it is.”

She set the drinks down on my kitchen counter and turned to study me. Her eyes lingered on my face, then flicked down to my chest for a fraction of a second before returning to my eyes. I wondered if she could see the subtle changes I’d been noticing.

“How are you holding up with... everything?” she asked gently.

I shrugged, leaning against the counter. “Same as always. Coding. Waiting. Trying not to think about it too much.”

Sarah stepped closer. “You can talk to me, you know. I’ve been feeling... changes too. It’s weird. Good weird, mostly. But weird.”

As she spoke, I felt it again — that slow, warm bloom across my chest. My nipples tightened noticeably against the soft fabric of my hoodie. The sensitivity had been building steadily for days. Now, with her standing so close, the sensation felt sharper. Warmer. I crossed my arms self-consciously, trying to hide
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