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    THE SISSY VIRUS 
 
    A probe that was sent into outer space has returned to earth, and a small team of scientists has been brought in to research the strange new virus that it has brought back with it. Among the crew is Dr. Robert Andrews, a researcher specializing in viruses and bacteria.  
 
    Just a few days into his research, Robert accidentally infects himself with the alien disease, and over the next couple of weeks, he begins to notice some changes: the shrinking of his manhood, the growing of breasts, and a peculiar attraction to well-endowed men. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Robert Andrews was only called in when the situation was of the utmost seriousness. In fact, in the twenty years Robert had been a member of the government-sponsored American Biohazard Control Team, he’d never been called in at all, until that early April morning.  
 
    There were only five members in that government sponsored team, nicknamed the ABC’s—all top members in their respective fields. Robert had met the other members back when the group was started, back when Bill Clinton was still the president of the country (a country he hadn’t lived in for fifteen years). It was the only time Robert ever got to meet Bill Clinton. As far as Robert was concerned, Bill seemed like a bit of a weirdo. When the six of them were in private (Bill Clinton, Robert Andrews, and the four other team members), Bill started going off on some alien conspiracies, claiming he suspected his advisors weren’t telling him everything. “If there ever is an alien attack, it will be with a virus,” Bill Clinton said, and Robert did his best not to laugh. Robert didn’t believe in aliens—especially evil aliens, like in the old movies he used to watch late at night with his brother. 
 
    When the army officials came to pick Robert up from his home that early April morning, and they said that it was an important matter concerning the American Biohazard Control Team, Robert’s heart sank into his gut. Was there an alien threat? That was the first question he asked General Smith at the airstrip, before they got onto the plane destined for the secure, underground laboratory in Nevada. The general shook his head. “No, not exactly. We will brief you on everything once we’re at the lab.” 
 
    Robert wasn’t able to relax much on the fourteen-hour plane ride, knowing that whatever he was being sent to look at was serious—a threat to human life. The ABC protocol could only be enacted by the president himself, which meant he was about to be dealing with something a lot more deadly than the cold virus he’d been researching for the past decade at his quaint university laboratory. He wished he would have had some warning. He would have at the very least gotten his hair cut, and maybe he would have bought some new clothes. He worked alone at his lab, rarely disturbed by students or other researchers. Rather than wasting time getting his hair cut every few months, he just kept his long hair tied up behind his head, and rather than buying new clothes, he just kept his old, ratty ones covered up by his lab coat.  
 
    “You know, as part of the ABC Team, you really should live in the United States,” General Smith said. 
 
    “To be honest, I forgot I was part of the team fifteen years ago,” Robert said. He’d moved to Poland in 2005, where research grants were better and more plentiful—not to mention, the cost of research was far less, and access to specialty equipment was beyond easy. 
 
    As they flew over the Colorado mountain range, Robert couldn’t help but nervously wonder if he really was the best man for the job. He was put on the ABC team twenty years ago—surely there have been more qualified virus researchers since then. Seeing as the program dealt with matters of national security, shouldn’t they be updating their teams at least every decade?  
 
    The plane brought Robert and General Smith to an air force base, an hour drive away from the secret lab. They drove a jeep right up to the door of the base. “We’ll need to go through decontamination,” General Smith said. Decontamination consisted of six empty rooms. They spent over thirty minutes in each room, changing their clothes, showering, sitting in plumes of various gasses, showering again, and so on. By the time they were in the actual laboratory, fifty feet underground, Robert was exhausted and ready to go to sleep. He’d been awake for nearly twenty hours—but General Smith insisted that the briefing happen before Robert got some shuteye.  
 
    General Smith brought Robert into a large, white room, where the other four members of the team were hanging out. He hadn’t seen those guys since that day at the White House, twenty years before. Now, he didn’t recognize any of them, as if he’d never met them at all in his life. But they all looked up at him as if he was the most familiar face they’d ever seen. “Dr. Andrews finally decides to show up!” one of the men said, springing to his feet.  
 
    As he stepped up to greet Robert, Robert vaguely recognized the man. He was the youngest of the group, only eighteen when the team was put together. Robert remembered thinking he looked even younger that day at the White House, like he was a fourteen-year-old child, with clothes that were too baggy for his small body and a soft face that any grandmother would love to pinch. Now, he was tall and muscular, but he still had that unmistakable baby-face. “Leonard, right?” Robert said, taking his hand for a shake. Leonard was much taller than Robert, but most people, women included, were much taller than Robert. He’d always been short and thin, but he hadn’t cared the slightest bit since his high-school days.  
 
    “That’s right, Dr. Leonard Frank. Nice to see you again. We’ve got quite the discovery to show you.” 
 
    The other men stood up and re-introduced themselves, but within five minutes, Robert had forgotten all of their names. He had always been terrible with names. Most people had to remind him a good five times before their name stuck in his memory. Robert probably only remembered Leonard’s name because he’d introduced himself to Bill Clinton at least five times—his face was so red, and his mother was there with him, before they all went into the Oval Office for a private meeting. Or maybe Robert remembered him because of how impressive he was at such a young age, programming software that can quickly analyse molecular compounds, far more accurately than any existing software at the time. Come to think of it, Robert still used that software at his lab in Poland. 
 
    Along with General Smith, the team went into the next room over. The room was lined with cages, filled with mice, rabbits, and chimps. “So what was so important that I had to fly all the way from Poland?” Robert asked. 
 
    “We have a real-life alien, here in the lab,” Leonard said with a long grin on his face. 
 
    Robert felt his heart stutter. An alien? He looked around but could only see mice, bunnies, and monkeys—nothing that looked anything like an alien.  
 
    “The probe that just returned from Mars’s moon, Phobos, brought back a little surprise—take a look,” Leonard said, motioning towards a microscope. Robert took a look. 
 
    In the viewfinder, he could see them swimming around: little tiny red circles, with green dots in the middle. To a normal person, the little virus cells wouldn’t look all that interesting. To Robert, they were mind-blowing, unlike anything he’d ever seen before. They multiplied so quickly—each cell splitting every dozen seconds or so—and they moved so peculiarly, as if the little cells were hunting in packs, floating around until an unaffected cell was nearby and then they would lunge and attach themselves. It reminded him of HIV, but acting much, much quicker. 
 
    “The probe landed in a small field, which has been quarantined to the best of our abilities,” General Smith said, “but these guys tell me that no amount of quarantining can stop a virus that duplicates this quickly. It’s just a matter of time before the virus is picked up by animals and then, eventually, humans. Before that happens, we need to figure out what the virus does and how we can stop it. Leonard ran some scenarios through a simulation.” 
 
    “If we’re lucky, we’ve got two months before this is an epidemic—whatever it is,” Leonard said, his face suddenly very serious. The whole team looked at Robert as if he was their only hope, as if he would have something world-saving and profound to say now that he’d seen the virus for himself.  
 
    Robert had nothing to say. He was speechless. There had only been two viruses in history that had been successfully eradicated. It took many decades to come up with treatments for some of the nastier viruses, like HIV, and there were still viruses that had no functioning treatments. And they were hoping Robert could come up with something in a couple of months? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Robert spent the next week with his eyes glued to a microscope, skipping lunch most days and skipping breakfast every day. The pressure was tremendous. They still didn’t know what the virus did to the host. They had ten chimps, twenty bunnies, and over one-hundred mice infected with the strain from the mysterious Martian moon. So far, none of them seemed to be acting any differently, even once their blood samples showed a complete takeover.  
 
    A week into the experiments, Robert realized the team had mislabelled the chimps’ cages, getting their genders wrong consistently. It wasn’t the biggest deal in the world, but it was still a mistake better left unmade. What if the virus had an effect on reproductive systems? What if it sterilized the host? In such cases, getting the animals’ genders correct was important. But Robert couldn’t blame his teammates, all of whom were taken by surprise when they were picked up by army officials at their homes, and all of whom were under a tremendous amount of pressure—possibly the future of humanity resting on their shoulders. It’s easy to make mistakes under that kind of pressure.  
 
    It’s also easy to make mistakes when you have to wear heavy contamination suits that cover the entire body. Robert’s plastic mask kept fogging up whenever he tried to get a close look at something, and the fingers of the gloves were a half-inch too long, and kept scrunching up every time he tried to pick anything up. He had to be exceptionally careful, seeing as he was dealing with potentially deadly virus samples. 
 
    Trying to collect samples using syringe needles was especially difficult in the suits. Robert held his breath every time he pulled a sample from a petri dish and brought it to one of the animals to infect. One little slip, and that needle would have no issue going through the contamination suit. And given how fast the virus multiplied under the microscope—one little prick was enough to be contaminated.  
 
    He went to infect one of the rabbits, who had its back turned to him, while narrating his every move into a voice recorder (which was how he kept his notes). He took a deep breath in. As he brought the needle down, his visor began to fog up. He should have stopped and waited for the fogginess to clear, but with just a few weeks left before a potential global catastrophe, he decided there was no time to wait. He pushed the needle down. The rabbit jumped up, startled, kicking back. The rabbit’s little paws pushed the needle back, spinning it around. Robert felt a prick in the palm of his hand.  
 
    His heart stopped for a moment. He dropped the needle and jumped back, looking down at his hand. Now his visor was really fogged up—he could see nothing. And the fog wasn’t going away as his breathing rate accelerated. Had he actually been pricked or was it just in his mind, his paranoia getting the better of him? There was no pain in the palm of his hand—maybe the needle didn’t actually break through the suit. And even if it did, it was just a tiny prick; the virus wouldn’t necessarily be able to transfer that quickly.  
 
    Heart now slamming rapidly into his ribcage, he made his way into the decontamination room. He needed to get out of his suit and inspect his hand. Once he got into the second decontamination room, he threw off his suit and raced into the shower, staring closely at his hand. There was a tiny red dot, but he wasn’t entirely sure it was from the needle, and as far as he could tell, it hadn’t broken skin. It could have just been a little rash, or maybe he’d poked his hand on the plane ride from Poland…  
 
    There was only one way to know for sure: a blood sample. But before a blood sample could prove anything, he needed to wait a full day. If he was infected with that fast-acting virus, within a day, he would be able to see it in abundance under the microscope. Until then, he had to wait—and the wait was torture, especially as he tried to play it cool around the others.  
 
    He shouldn’t have left the contamination zone until he was certain he didn’t have it. If he was infected, he could easily be spreading it to the others, putting their lives in danger as well as his own. He didn’t want that. But if he was infected, what would they do? Would they lock him up in the contamination zone until there was a cure—if there ever was a cure? He didn’t want that either.  
 
    Understandably, Robert didn’t sleep at all that night. He couldn’t go more than five minutes without flicking on the light and staring closely at the palm of his hand, at that tiny red dot, which could have been nothing at all, or it could have been certain death. It kind of looked like the small remnants of a pimple, or maybe a tiny bug bite—or maybe a mark from a penetrating needle…  
 
    When five in the morning rolled around, Robert realized he wasn’t going to get any sleep until he knew whether or not he was infected. So he got out of bed and quietly made his way through the facility to the lab where he took a quick blood sample. And sure enough, under the microscope, he could see the little red circles, quickly taking over every cell in his body. He was infected with the strange Martian virus. He ran to the bathroom and threw up.  
 
    It was hard to believe he had very long to live, considering how aggressive the virus was. All of the animals were still alive, and still in surprisingly good health, but that could change at any moment—and as far as anyone knew, the virus acted differently in humans than it did in other animals, just like with many other viruses.  
 
    Robert stared at himself in the mirror. His face was pale—likely just from the shock, and not from the infection. He tried to gather his composure, but it was easier said than done. He had so much he still wanted to do with his life. He’d never been married, he’d never had kids, he’d dedicated his whole life to his work, and now that his life was possibly reaching its end, he wondered if that was the right decision. Was he really that dedicated to his work, or was it just something he’d been good at, something to pay the bills, something to justify the life he never ended up having? Now, looking back at his life, it all seemed so meaningless. He’d spent nearly two decades researching the cold virus, trying to think of ways to eliminate the common cold—but who cares? The common cold is annoying, sure, but no one ever dies from it; it wasn’t worth a man’s lifetime to eradicate.  
 
    Robert considered removing himself from the equation—committing suicide. It was bad enough he’d gotten himself infected. He wouldn’t have been able to live with the guilt of getting others infected. But he couldn’t do it—he wouldn’t even know how to do it. But he had to do something—there were another six scientists arriving at the lab later that afternoon to assist with tests and experiments, which meant there would be eleven possible victims. That was a lot of potential blood to put on one man’s hands. 
 
    As he stood in the bathroom, staring at himself, he heard someone in the halls. He wasn’t the only one awake. His heart started to race. He needed to avoid any possible contact. Carefully, he poked his head out and made sure there was no one in sight. Then, he jogged across the hallway, into the decontamination room that led into the laboratory. If he was in the lab, in a contamination suit, he couldn’t possibly infect anyone else.  
 
    Leonard walked past the window and waved at Robert. Robert forced a smile and waved back. Leonard was walking to the shower room, with nothing but a towel around his waist. He was impressively built, his chest stacked and his arms bulging with muscles. He was surprisingly handsome for a scientist. Even his back, which Robert was now watching, was impressively defined. Robert shook his head and turned around—why was he so distracted by Leonard’s hard body? Since when had he even noticed another man’s muscles before? It must be some delusion from lack of sleep, he thought, and then he went to check on the animal test subjects.  
 
    He took blood samples from all of them, lining all of the samples up to be inspected under the microscope. The animals all seemed perfectly normal, which gave Robert a tiny bit of relief. If the virus hadn’t killed them right away, then there was a good chance it wasn’t going to kill him right away—though it was no guarantee.  
 
    A real wave of relief washed over him when he started to inspect the blood samples. The virus was almost completely gone in all of them. Where did it go? Did it just pass through their systems overnight? Were they possibly dealing with a harmless infection that only lasted a few days? Even though he had no definitive proof, Robert wasn’t just feeling relieved, he was feeling excited, as if he’d received a new lease on life—as if the whole world had just received a new lease on life. A virus as aggressive as that one could have easily wiped out all life on the face of the planet, but instead it was seemingly benign. But if it didn’t do any damage, then what exactly did it do? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Over the next few days, Robert made sure to wake up a few hours before everyone else, going into the lab to run a few tests on himself, to make sure he wasn’t reacting negatively to the virus. He checked his heart rate, his blood pressure, his urine, and a small blood sample before his teammates’ morning alarms went off. As far as he could tell, the virus did nothing.  
 
    There were a few small differences that he’d been noticing, but he hadn’t attributed them to the virus. His skin and hair felt strangely soft, which he assumed was just a by-product of the warm humidity in the facility. On his fourth infected morning in the facility, as he looked in the mirror, he noticed his breasts were slightly larger—as if he was developing man-boobs—though he blamed that on his poor diet over the weeks spent in the lab. They were spoiled in that underground facility—the kitchen and all of the personal rooms were stuffed with junk food, and General Smith had brought in an incredible chef, so no one would have to waste any time cooking or preparing meals. Robert couldn’t help but notice a bit of weight in his butt, too.  
 
    But it was on his seventh day infected with the virus that he realized he hadn’t shaved in a few days—nearly six days, to be accurate. Usually he shaved once every two days, but now, he didn’t have a single hair on his face. Even the hair on his arms and legs seemed to have thinned out. He ran his fingers across his face. His skin was strangely smooth, not even a tiny bit of stubble. He stripped down and took a good look at his naked body in the mirror. His breasts had grown even more. He wasn’t putting weight on anywhere else, so could he really call them man-boobs?  
 
    He quickly noticed his cock appeared much smaller. The whole facility was temperature controlled at seventy-degrees, Fahrenheit, so he couldn’t blame shrinkage. Upon closer inspection, his ball sack was empty and it seemed to be shrinking—his testicles had receded back into his body. A panic he hadn’t felt in almost a week returned to him. His body was changing rapidly, there was no question about it. 
 
    When he returned to the lab and continued his experiments on a pair of rabbits, and he started speaking to his voice recorder, he noticed his voice was different: higher, softer. He tried clearing his throat and speaking again, but nothing changed. He couldn’t even realistically force his voice back to normal. He played the tape back. His voice sounded like that of a woman. 
 
    His heart started racing. He couldn’t think straight. He tried running a few more experiments, but he kept screwing up his samples, mixing up his notes, becoming tongue-tied, so he called it a day. He returned to his room and locked himself in, flicking the ‘do not disturb’ light on.  
 
    In the animals, the virus ran its course within about twelve days, which meant Robert only had four or five days left. But his body was changing quickly, and given the course of his changes thus far, he would be a full-blown female after the five remaining days, unless things started to revert back to normal as his antibodies started to fend off the virus. He looked at his cock again. In just a few hours, it seemed smaller, as if it was shrinking into his body. Hopefully those antibodies start working soon, he thought. 
 
    Luckily, all of the other scientists were too busy with their own experiments to notice Robert’s absence. He decided it would be best to let the virus run its course in the isolated safety of his own bedroom until he was back to normal.  
 
    He drank as much water as he could and he took a sleeping pill. In his years of research into the common cold, he’d discovered that the only way to speed up the healing process was by drinking plenty of fluids and getting lots of sleep. After countless very expensive drug trials, nothing had come close to the benefits of sleep and water.  
 
    But when Robert woke up in the morning, after sleeping for nearly eleven hours, things weren’t any better. They were much worse. He pulled the covers away as soon as he was awake. His penis was nearly gone entirely. On his chest were two C-cup breasts that had all the characteristics of real breast tissue, and there seemed to be a hole forming where his ball sack was receding: it was obviously the beginning of a fresh, new pussy. As he reached down to feel the forming slit, his hand trembled. How was it possible? How could a virus change the human physiology in just the span of a few days? 
 
    He waited nighttime before sneaking out from his room to go and check on his test subjects, to ensure they were still healthy and normal. None of Robert’s t-shirts would fit properly over his growing bust and his pants suddenly looked terribly unflattering, and even with his belt, they wouldn’t stay up, as if his hips had shrunk considerably. So he made a trip to the supply room where there were plenty of sterile clothing options. The selections were dated, and had been stored in that room since the 90’s, but Robert needed something until his body returned to normal.  
 
    All of the male clothes didn’t fit quite right on his body. The shirts were all too baggy (there were no sizes smaller than a medium, which would have fit Robert fine a week before), and the pants were way too big. Opening up a box of female clothes, Robert sighed. It wasn’t ideal, but it didn’t really matter. He just needed something he could wear around the facility at night, so he wasn’t naked (the decontamination rooms were cold because of gas requirements). Besides, he would be wearing a lab coat over whatever he picked out anyway.  
 
    He found a blue, knit tank-top top that fit just fine (and there were twenty replicas of the same shirt). His forming tits were plainly visible through the shirt, so he dug around for a bra, finding one at the bottom of the same box. There were a few pairs of full-legged pants, but nothing that fit him right. In one of the boxes, he found a skirt that he was reluctant to put on. He held it up to his body with a sigh. He had no other choices, so he put the skirt on. He checked himself out in the window reflection. He actually looked kind of cute in the outfit. He did a little spin, watching his skirt lift gently off of the ground. 
 
    He didn’t look half-bad as a woman. In fact, he couldn’t help but feel as though his new feminine features complimented his smaller stature.  
 
    He looked around to make sure no one was watching before doing a series of small hops, watching his tits bounce up and down. It was strangely fun. He cupped his tits and gave them a firm squeeze. They were sensitive, but it felt nice with the right amount of pressure. His nipples were so sensitive, they almost hurt to touch. He looked around again to make sure no one had been watching, and then he threw on his lab coat, covering up his feminine attire in the off chance someone woke up and decided to see what he was up to. 
 
    Once in the lab, he decided to check the labelled genders of all the infected rabbits and mice, and then he checked the animals themselves to see whether the genders were correct. The labels, which had been printed before the animals were infected, were consistently wrong. But it was no mistake—the virus changed the animals’ genders. 
 
    Robert couldn’t believe it was possible, even though he himself was living proof. There were men and women on the planet who would pay a lot of money for a virus like this, he thought to himself—assuming it could be contained and controlled. Sex reassignment operations would be a thing of the past, going under the knife would be totally redundant. All Robert needed to do was find away to make the virus controllable, and non-contagious.  
 
    And he needed to make sure it was reversible. He took samples from the animals, ensuring the virus was no longer in their systems, and then he re-infected them. In a week or so, he would know if the contagion could reverse itself, or if the animals were stuck with their new gender—if he was going to be stuck a woman for the rest of his life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    By the twelfth day of his infection, the virus had worked its way out from Robert’s system, but it didn’t take his femininity with it. He was left with a pair of tits and an extremely realistic vagina where his cock and balls used to be. He didn’t have the equipment or the knowledge to see whether his testicles were indeed still inside of his body, or if they’d somehow changed into ovaries. He had no way of knowing whether he was capable of becoming pregnant without impregnating himself, which was not an experiment he was about to undertake. 
 
    So whether or not the virus had made him a fully biological woman, he couldn’t be sure, but he certainly looked like a woman. Even the shape of his face had changed slightly: enough that he wasn’t sure others would easily recognize him. He had to look closely to recognize himself.  
 
    His tits had grown further, into D-cups, and his waist had shrunk further. His hourglass figure was actually quite adorable. There were plenty of women who would have killed for a figure like that—it was a shame it was wasted on him.  
 
    But unless he wanted to keep working strictly at night, doing his best to avoid the other scientists and General Smith (who had left for the Pentagon for a few weeks), he needed to come up with a disguise. He found himself back in the supply room, digging through boxes, seeing what he had at his disposal. He found a few more outfits that fit nicely, but he was going to need more than just outfits.  
 
    Two of the new scientists that had arrived were women; perhaps they had something he could use. He snuck into their bathrooms and dug through their things. One of the women had a large makeup kit. Robert stole a few things from the bottom of the kit, hoping she wouldn’t notice them missing. They looked unused: mascara, eye shadow, and eyeliner. 
 
    He crept back into his own bathroom and tried the makeup supplies out, needing a few trial runs before he was able to make himself look good. The makeup made a big difference, making him look even less recognizable, and even more feminine. For the first time outside of the shower, Robert let his long blonde hair down, letting it fall over his shoulders. And as he looked at himself in the mirror, he realized he wasn’t a him anymore. There was nothing male about him, aside from his male memories and possibly some internal organs (though he had yet to confirm that). Until he figured out whether he could be switched back, he needed to get used to being a her. 
 
    But what would she call herself? The first name that came to mind was Valerie. She spent a few minutes trying to think of other options, but Valerie kept popping back into her head, so Valerie it was—her new name, until further notice, was Valerie. 
 
    She figured she could tell the others she was Robert’s sister, which would explain the similar facial features, weight, and height. Valerie Andrews. If anyone asked, Robert had to fly home for personal matters for a couple of weeks. It’s not like anyone knew Robert didn’t have a sister who worked in the same field of study. Besides, she would continue to do her best to avoid the others, and avoid the possibility of being recognized, but at least now she could operate during the day, and she had the option to be out during regular hours.  
 
    She took her new clothes and her little stolen makeup kit to a new bedroom. She hid her male clothes neatly away in the supply room, at the bottom of a box in a far corner, where no one would ever think to look for them. Then, she took another look in the mirror. Now that the shock was starting to wear off, she could finally come to the reality that she was a woman, that the woman staring back at her in the mirror was her.  
 
    She watched herself as she felt her body, running her hands over her tits and then down her sides. Her skin was so incredibly soft, and her tits were so supple. She loved the way they felt when she gently bounced them, squeezed them, and fondled her nipples.  
 
    She slipped out from the tiny pair of panties she’d nabbed from the supply room, taking a closer look at her pussy. How was it scientifically possible, within just the span of a couple of weeks? She ran her finger down the length of her slit, sending a warm pulse through her body; it was tremendously sensitive. But how on earth was it possible? 
 
    Using both of her hands, she carefully spread open her pussy, gently touching the inside with the tips of her soft fingers. Another series of warm pulses were sent buzzing through her body. As far as Valerie could tell, there was nothing abnormal about the pussy—it was a biological replica—it was completely real. She sunk her finger down her tight hole, wondering how the hole was able to form, and was it just a hole, or was it really a vagina? 
 
    As she pulled her finger out, her knuckle gently grazed her clit, sending a powerful jolt through her body. Her eyes opened wide. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt—nothing on the male body is nearly that sensitive. She carefully tickled it, making her knees tremble. She had to take a seat on the edge of her bed. My God, she thought, this really is the real thing. Drawing small circles, she carefully rubbed her clit. Jolt after jolt filled her, culminating between her legs, filling her with a euphoric warmth. With her other hand, she gently stroked the length of her slit, slipping in deeper and deeper until her finger was in her hole. She was suddenly wet, dripping slightly on her bed sheets. Valerie ran her finger through the stray dribble. It wasn’t cum or any other bodily fluid a male could produce. And if it really was natural lubricant, then maybe she really was a full-blown female, quite possibly capable of having a period and becoming pregnant. 
 
    She continued to rub her clit, partially out of curiosity and partially because it felt amazing, the warm euphoric jolts becoming stronger and stronger, making her legs tremble. She sighed as she let her head fall back, her knees rising up. She continued rubbing her clit with one hand, penetrating herself over and over with the fingers of the other. As she closed her eyes, the image of a handsome man came to her mind. He was laying on his back, naked, with his big, hard erection in his hand. Staring right into Valerie’s eyes, he began to stroke his throbbing cock. His muscles were big and bulging— 
 
    Valerie stopped abruptly. Why was she fantasizing about a man? She didn’t like men—at least she never had before. Was that a by-product of the viral transformation? Did her brain change physiologically as well?  
 
    She reached down to rub herself again, but that image just came back, as if it refused to leave her mind. Too disturbed by the mental picture, she decided to call it quits and leave her lady-bits alone for the night. She had more important things to concern herself with, after all, like figuring out how to keep the virus from infecting the whole world, finding out whether there were damaging side-effects to the viral transformation, and whether it can be reversed or not.  
 
    But before she could get to the bottom of her big issues, she needed to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Valerie woke up to the red light of her alarm clock, blinking 12:00. There must have been a small power outage in the night, resetting all of the digital clocks. She looked around for her watch, and then realized she’d left it in her other room: in Robert’s room. With the clocks reset, there was no easy way of knowing what time it was; the only windows were up a long elevator and on the other side of multiple decontamination rooms. There was, however, a security camera at the facility’s main entrance, which could at least determine whether it was day or night. 
 
    Valerie slipped on her blue tank-top and a pair of panties and quickly walked down the hall to the security room and checked the camera’s feed. It appeared to be early morning, the sun just barely gracing the desert horizon. The facility was quiet—it must have still been early enough that everyone was still asleep. So assuming she had the place to herself, she made her way to the dining room to grab a quick bite to eat. 
 
    She froze momentarily as she entered the dining room. There were six people sitting at a table, all becoming silent and turning to look at her. She pulled the base of her tank-top down to cover her panties, her cheeks quickly turning red. “I’m sorry,” she said, feeling tremendously exposed. Among the group of scientists was Leonard. He looked at her curiously, his head tilted slightly.  
 
    “Can we help you find something or someone?” someone asked. 
 
    One of the men, an older fellow with grey-tinged hair, was checking Valerie’s body out. It was in that moment that she realized she wasn’t wearing her bra and her knit tank-top was see-thru, especially now that she was tugging it down and stretching it thin. “I’m okay, I just—I didn’t think anyone was awake.” She backed out of the room awkwardly, her face becoming even redder. Her first public act as a woman, and she’d practically shown everyone her tits. God, she felt stupid. She ran back to her room with her hands behind her back, covering her butt in case anyone was watching from behind. 
 
    Luckily, she still had her makeup on from the night before, and she was still hardly recognizable. She knew that any embarrassments she endured as a woman would be erased and nullified as soon as she transformed back into a man, assuming such a thing was even possible. 
 
    But still, the incident was so embarrassing, she couldn’t help but consider hiding out in her bedroom until her gender was reversed and things were back to normal. After giving the redness in her face a few minutes to flush out, she got properly dressed and decided to skip breakfast, heading for the lab to start work for the day. 
 
    Outside of the decontamination room, she ran into Leonard, who was walking in the other direction. “Hello again,” he said. 
 
    She couldn’t stop her face from turning red again, remembering the humiliating encounter in the dining room. “Hi,” she said softly. She tried her best not to make eye-contact. Her physiology was almost entirely unfamiliar, but her eyes were still the same. She didn’t know whether Leonard would be able to recognize her eyes, and she wasn’t interested in finding out. She did have very distinct hazel eyes with a thin blue ring around the edge of her irises.  
 
    “I’m Leonard,” he said, reaching out his hand.  
 
    Valerie had no choice but to look him in the eyes—it would have been rude not to, during a greeting. “Valerie,” she said.  
 
    “What’s your field of study?” Leonard asked. 
 
    “Microbiology. I’m filling in for Dr. Andrews. He had to go home to deal with some personal matters. I’m his sister.” 
 
    A smile came upon Leonard’s face, as if that was the clue that had been teasing him since he first saw Valerie in the dining room—that was why she looked so familiar. “Ah, I can see the resemblance. You aren’t twins, by any chance, are you?”  
 
    “No, but we got that a lot growing up,” Valerie said. She bit the edge of her tongue in an attempt to control her rapidly beating heart. It worked a little bit. As far as she could tell, Leonard seemed to believe everything she was saying, and now she didn’t have to worry so much about him picking out her familiarities. “I should be getting to work,” she said, turning towards the lab door. 
 
    Leonard opened the door for her. “By all means,” he said. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you,” Valerie said, looking over her shoulder with a smile.  
 
    “Well I hope you aren’t sick of me, because I’m coming into the lab myself.” He followed her into the decontamination room. Valerie’s heart sunk into her gut. The casual hallway encounter felt risky enough—now she had to spend thirty minutes in decontamination with Leonard? There was nothing to do in the decontamination rooms, so thirty minutes felt more like three hours. And to make matters worse, in order to get through decontamination, you need to strip down and shower before slipping into a contamination suit, and the shower area was big and open, and there was no male and female separation. Scientists don’t generally care about trivial matters, like seeing one another naked, and whoever had designed the shower room cared even less.  
 
    Leonard didn’t hesitate. With his back to Valerie, he pulled his shirt off and then slipped out from his pants, placing them in one of the storage bins. Valerie found herself frozen, staring at Leonard’s naked body, the tip of his long, flaccid cock dangling between his muscular thighs. She wondered why a scientist needed to be so fit and so buff, and she wondered why it was such a mesmerizing sight. He reached his arms in the air and stretched out, his many muscles flexing and bulging. He looked like a Greek god, like he was a statue that came to life.  
 
    Valerie spun around as Leonard began to turn. Her heart was racing. As Robert, she’d stripped down with others around in decontamination rooms many times, but this felt different. She felt suddenly vulnerable and overly exposed, even before she had her shirt off. She looked over her shoulder. Leonard was respectfully looking away from her, waiting patiently. They couldn’t get into the shower room until her clothes were sealed securely in a storage bin. 
 
    Carefully, she pulled her tank-top over her head and then she unclipped her bra, letting her perky tits hang loose. She reached down and undid the button of her skirt, letting the little skirt fall down to the floor. As she bent over to shimmy down her panties, she saw Leonard in the window reflection, staring at her perky butt, his cheeks a shade of rose. He bit the corner of his lip. He had no idea she could see him.  
 
    After a deep breath, she pulled the panties down, exposing her bare bum and her tight pussy. Valerie, as Robert, had been in many decontamination rooms with women before, and she’d never been tempted to stare at them, but then again, the women she’d shared decontamination showers with had never been quite as stunning as Valerie was now, with her thin, curvy frame, and her big, perky tits. Even when she caught her own reflection in a nearby window, she couldn’t help but stare for a moment, still surprised by how good she looked as a lady. And in Leonard’s defence, Valerie was taking every chance she could get to stare at Leonard’s chiselled, naked body. 
 
    Valerie and Leonard made their way into the shower room. They each went to opposite ends, out of mutual respect, and began showering, keeping their backs to one another. Valerie couldn’t help but throw the occasional glance Leonard’s way, watching the warm water running down his rigid muscles. At one point, he was turned towards her, his eyes closed as he washed his face. She could see the entirety of his cock—it was long and thick, and even flaccid it looked rigid and heavy. His abs were an impressive sight—He opened his eyes and Valerie looked away quickly. 
 
    As she ran her bar of soap between her legs, she felt a familiar warm buzz pulsing through her body. She still couldn’t believe how sensitive her pussy was, how good it felt to rub her clit. Just rubbing the soap off of her wet slit, she was starting to feel that familiar euphoria filling her body. Her nipples became hard. It’s a good thing women don’t show their arousal the way men do, by getting erections, she thought, otherwise this would be a very awkward shower session. 
 
    She looked up and realized she could see Leonard in the window reflection, his impressively-toned back to her. She watched him as he rubbed suds all over his hard body. Keeping a close eye on him, she began to rub her clit—this time for recreation and not for cleaning-sake—ready to pull her hand away at a moment’s notice. Her legs trembled slightly. Leonard was built just like the man from her previous fantasy. She wondered how big his cock was when he was hard, whether it would fit in her tight snatch, and how good it would feel to be plunged mercilessly. With muscles as big as his, he probably fucked hard and relentless.  
 
    She slipped two fingers into her warm pussy. Leonard bent over, picking up a dropped bar of soap. Muscles she’d never seen before on a man flexed sharply. God, he was handsome—why did a scientist need to be so handsome. She pushed her fingers deeper into her wet cunt. “Fuck,” she muttered gently under her breath. The trembling in her legs became stronger.  
 
    Leonard turned around and she pulled her fingers out quickly, running her hands casually down her legs as if she’d just been washing off suds. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, tingling, begging her to rub herself for just one more minute. She resisted, finishing up her shower and making her way into the next sector to put on her decontamination suit.  
 
    They sat together for twenty minutes in the temperature-controlled decontamination room as different gasses were filtered in and out, killing any bacteria on their bodies that the showers couldn’t kill. Valerie asked Leonard what he was doing in the lab, also asking (and pretending she didn’t already know) what Leonard’s field of study was.  
 
    “I’m just checking on some things,” he said. “I ran some data through my system, and I came across some irregularities. I have a theory that I know what the virus might be doing, but I can’t be sure until I see it with my own eyes.” 
 
    Valerie’s heart stuttered. He had a theory? What theory? If his theory ended up to be correct, then would he suspect that Valerie wasn’t who she seemed to be—that she was really the infected version of Robert? “What’s your theory?” Valerie asked. 
 
    “I’d rather not say, in case it’s wrong. I wouldn’t want to have you wasting any of your time looking into my crazy ideas. Besides, what my data is showing doesn’t seem biologically possible.” He was being too vague to know for sure, but it sure sounded like he was on the right track, Valerie thought. She forced a smile and then tried to change the subject. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    All of the animal test subjects that were infected a second time were starting to show signs that they were turning back into their natural genders. It was a major relief for Valerie, knowing that she could return to being Robert—though she was going to wait to make sure the re-infected animals all made the transition safely before re-infecting herself. Better safe than sorry.  
 
    While she was drawing blood samples from one of the rabbits, she noticed Leonard opening up one of the cages, taking a rabbit out, and checking out its genitalia. Valerie’s heart skipped a beat; why would he be checking out its genitalia unless he suspected the virus had something to do with gender swapping? “Very interesting,” Leonard said, putting the rabbit back. 
 
    “What’s that?” Valerie asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I don’t want to say anything until I confirm the data,” Leonard said with a smile. “Thanks for sharing the lab with me this morning.” Leonard made his way back to the decontamination room.  
 
    At some point, Valerie thought, they were all going to need to find out, whether they found out themselves or whether Valerie broke the news to them. She was hoping to have made the full transition back to being Robert before she broke the news, so that no one would suspect anything was awry, but with Leonard close to finding out, she didn’t have that luxury.  
 
    And if Leonard broke the news, would everyone wonder where Robert went? Especially seeing as he was the one working with the animals, surely they would wonder why it wasn’t him that cracked the case first. 
 
    But Valerie had an idea. Once she was finished drawing and testing blood samples (including a blood sample of her own), she wrapped up her work and made her way into the decontamination room. She wasn’t proud of what she was about to do—delaying scientific research to serve her own personal problems—but it needed to be done, or else everyone might find out that she was knowingly infected, walking amongst them and potentially endangering their lives.  
 
    After changing out from her decontamination suit, showering, waiting through the series of gas plumes, and changing back into her skirt and her blue tank-top, she went to track Leonard down. She found him in an office at the far end of the facility, working alone, eyes glued to a computer screen. “Hey, do you have a minute?” she said. 
 
    Leonard smiled. “Sure, c’mon in,’ he said. 
 
    She entered the room. “I just thought I should let you know, that rabbit you were looking at—I didn’t realize until after you’d left—I had it in the wrong cage. I was running some tests and I got them mixed up. The rabbit you were actually looking at was R0088.” She’d memorized that serial number before leaving the lab, knowing it was the identifier of a rabbit of a different gender. Leonard repeated the number out loud and then looked at his computer screen, repeating the number again a few times until he located it on his screen. 
 
    “Ah,” he said, “that makes much more sense. We almost had a false alarm on our hands.” He smiled again, looking slightly disappointed, as if she’d just stomped on a week’s worth of work. “I guess it’s back to the drawing board,” he said. 
 
    “What was your theory, if you don’t mind my asking?” Valerie asked, stepping further into the room. 
 
    “Well, I spent some time looking through the data of R0078, the rabbit I thought I was looking at, and it looked like it had male DNA, even though it was labelled as a female. I didn’t really have a lot to go on—it takes a long time to search through the genetic sequence and find abnormalities like that. Had you not told me you mixed the rabbits up, I probably would have spent the next month looking through the DNA sequence of every other animal in the lab, looking to see if their genetics matched their labelled genders.”  
 
    Valerie’s plan had worked—Leonard was off her trail. He was slightly disappointed now, but she had a feeling he would feel more vindicated when she broke the news as Robert in a few weeks. Sure, he might be somewhat angry with Valerie, realizing her rabbit mix-up cost him the breakthrough, but Valerie would no longer exist, so it wouldn’t matter. 
 
    Leonard leaned back in his chair. He looked exhausted, as if he’d been up working for days. “Why don’t you take a break?” Valerie asked. “Take the rest of the day off.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he said, and then he looked back at his computer screen. “Ah, but there’s still so much to do.” 
 
    “You would be able to do it so much more efficiently if you were rested,” Valerie said. She needed to buy as much time as she could, which meant getting Leonard away from his computer for as long as possible. If he took the rest of the day off and remained out of sight, she could spend the afternoon moving around the animals, swapping their tags to hide their swapped genders. She walked around behind Leonard and placed her hands on his shoulders. She started to rub. 
 
    “Oh man, where were you two weeks ago?” he said, letting his body sink into his chair. 
 
    Rubbing his shoulders was like rubbing two hard stones. There couldn’t have been a single ounce of fat on his muscular body. She had to push down hard so he would feel anything. It didn’t help that her own muscle mass was much less since she’d turned into a woman. Everything felt heavier—even the decontamination suits felt uncomfortably heavy on her body. 
 
    She rubbed deep, reaching forward and rubbing as far down as his chest. She would have never admitted it, but she really just wanted to feel his pecs, see if they really felt as big and hard as they looked, and they did. As she rubbed up and down his shoulders and chest, she felt his perky nipples. He let out a long, elated sigh. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe I should take a break for a bit,” he said. 
 
    Standing over his shoulders, Valerie could see the bulge of his big cock between his legs. Oh, what she would have given to rub that, to feel it getting hard in her hands, throbbing warmly. She bit her lip, resisting the temptation to just reach down and rub it—resisting the temptation to even fantasize about it. She wasn’t trying to seduce Leonard, she was just trying to distract him. 
 
    But when he turned his head to look back at her, she couldn’t help herself: she kissed him, and he kissed back without a moment of hesitation. Her heart started racing with excitement. Her brain was screaming, ‘What the hell are you doing, you idiot?’ but her body wasn’t listening. Their tongues intertwined, and her hands began to explore his chest and abs, feeling out the edges of his thick, sharp muscles, her fingertips running through the deep gaps between his rigid abs.  
 
    He spun his chair around and plopped her down on his lap, reaching up and cupping her tits in his hands. She had big tits, but his big hands made them look surprisingly small. He squeezed firmly, eliciting a soft moan from the gender-swapped beauty. She knew she was acting out of line, but she couldn’t help herself, no matter how hard she tried to pull herself away. She wanted him so badly—even though there was a good chance he would find out her real identity once the news of the virus’ reality broke. But as she ran her hands down his impressive muscles, she decided she was willing to take the risk. 
 
    She reached down the front of his pants and slipped her fingers around the bare flesh of his meaty cock. She could feel it throbbing and growing. It was warm and already hard. She stroked it gently, tightening her grip until she had a strong hold on the impressive rod. They continued to kiss. After a minute, Leonard looked into her shining eyes and then lifted her up with ease, placing her down on the edge of his desk. He reached up her skirt and pulled her panties down with a swift tug, exposing her moist pussy. He ran his thumb up the length of her slit. His cheeks were red, and all of his muscles were bulging, as if testosterone was surging through his veins. 
 
    He dropped to his knees and nestled his face up between her thighs, pressing his nose into her soft pubic hair, and sliding his tongue up and down her plump lips. She had to grab tightly onto the edge of the desk to balance herself as pulses of warm euphoria surged through her body. “Oh shit,” she muttered as his tongue sunk in deeper, penetrating her slightly as it explored the inside of her warm cunt. “Just like that.” 
 
    He held her thighs firmly in place while he ate her out. The trembling euphoria was growing stronger and stronger, taking over her body. Clinging onto the edge of the desk was no longer enough. She started to squirm, reaching in every direction for something more secure to hold onto. She ended up sinking one of her hands into Leonard’s hair, her other hand firmly grasping his shoulder. “I’m going to come,” she said, biting down on her tongue. She tried to close her legs tightly together, but Leonard’s hold was too powerful. 
 
    With a little flick of her clit, she was coming, moaning uncontrollably. She leaned back and took a deep breath in, her breasts heaving. 
 
    Leonard slid back up, taking her and firmly flipping her over, pressing her chest down against his desk. She was too weak from the pulsing ecstasy to resist—not that she wanted to resist. She was completely content surrendering to his impressive strength and his huge cock. 
 
    What would he think if he found out he was actually fucking a man—his own colleague? Would he become angry? Enraged? Would he become violent? Valerie knew she was going to have to be careful with what she said from now on, around all of the scientists, and she was going to have to be careful with what she said once she was Robert again—which meant spending some time and creating a convincing alibi, to keep everyone as far away as possible from figuring her true self out. 
 
    Leonard pressed his long, hard cock up against her soaking-wet pussy. “Ready?” he asked as the bulging tip teased her damp hole. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said.  
 
    He pushed in, stretching her tight cunt wide. “Oh God,” she moaned, her vision blurring for a moment as the euphoria was too overwhelming to handle. She found herself reaching for something to hold onto once again, this time reaching forward and gripping the far end of the desk, her fingers curling tightly around the wooden lip. 
 
    Leonard pounded her pussy with speed and force, grunting with every deep penetration. She was so wet; she could hear her own cunt gushing with each tight entry. After just a few seconds, she was coming again, every muscle in her body contracting momentarily as her pussy puckered against Leonard’s impressive cock. “Harder,” she demanded, and then she got what she demanded. 
 
    His muscular pelvis slapped hard against her ass. She could feel his hard rod bloating and becoming impossibly harder. “I’m going to come in your fucking pussy,” he said. 
 
    “Come inside of me, baby,” she said back, gripping the desk tighter.  
 
    He grunted loudly and pounded down hard, and then she felt it, his warm load filling her up deep. “Holy shit,” she said sharply before biting down on her tongue. His load was never-ending, seemingly filling her up until there was no space left to fill. When he pulled out, she felt the whole hot load rushing out of her, running onto the desk and down her legs. It took a moment before she had the energy to move. 
 
    “Damn, where were you two weeks ago?” Leonard said with a laugh, helping her up from the desk. She looked into his eyes. That was going to be hard to give up—the female orgasm. The male orgasm was absolutely nothing in comparison. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Over the next few days, as she waited for the virus to leave the systems of her test subjects, she realized there was a lot she was going to miss about being a woman: the incredible sex, of course, but most of all, just the feeling of being sexy. Men, with the exception of a few male models and movie stars (and maybe Leonard, with his big muscles), don’t get to feel sexy. Women don’t obsess over men they see in the street, they don’t stare, they don’t compliment, they don’t buy men drinks in bars. It was nice, feeling sexy, even just in that isolated lab facility. The few men that were there were consistently so polite to Valerie, and she’d caught them a few times staring at her. 
 
    She found herself in the supply room once again, trying to find new clothes to wear. There was so much that looked so good on her. Looking at the male clothes in that supply room, the thought of changing back seemed depressing. The clothes all looked the same, standard shirts with limited options: short-sleeved, long-sleeved, or collared. Then you could wear pants or shorts. And that was it—that was being a man. 
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror, lifting up her shirt to check out her perky rack. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them. She couldn’t pinpoint why, but she loved having breasts. She loved the way they made her figure look, the way they sat so prominently on her chest. Staring at her breasts now, she thought: I don’t necessarily have to change back into Robert.  
 
    A chill ran down her spine. If she remained Valerie, what would she tell people? When they asked her what happened to Robert, what would she say? When they went looking for him, when another ABC protocol was launched, what would people do when they couldn’t find him? How long before they realized he was really Valerie? 
 
    She went back into the hallway with a pile of new clothes she was excited to try out, and then she stopped when she noticed Leonard staring at her. “Valerie?” he said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” She could tell there was something off about him, something on his mind. She followed him into his office. He closed the door behind her. “I was analysing blood samples from the lab. I think my original theory is right—I think the virus is changing the genders of the subjects.” 
 
    Valerie’s heart sank into her gut. She forced a smile. “Really?” 
 
    “I think there was some mix-up. You see, I was looking at one sample from R0066, and it said that the rabbit was male and black. And yes, the rabbit was male, but it wasn’t black. I started looking at other tags, and I realized the tags were all wrong—someone mixed them all up. And then I was looking at one of your samples, and I realized it wasn’t from a rabbit at all… It was human—a human female.” 
 
    Valerie felt a lump in her throat. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Most concerning of all is the fact there were traces of the virus in the bloodstream. Now, you’re the only woman who’s been in the lab as far as I know…” There was nothing she could think to say. She was caught. If he hadn’t figured out her true identity yet, he was about to. “I’m sorry if this is about to sound absolutely crazy, but you’re Robert Andrews, aren’t you?” 
 
    She nearly fell over, oxygen hardly reaching her brain. She tried to think of some excuse, some way to prove him wrong, but she had nothing except for, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You’ve known for a while, and you didn’t say anything. You risked infecting everyone by leaving that decontamination room—and me, when we…” 
 
    “The virus is harmless,” she said, “and the effects are reversible.” 
 
    “If they’re reversible, then why are you still—still a woman?” he said, keeping his voice low in case anyone was nearby.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. She’d known for days that the effects were easily reversed by re-contamination, but she held off on re-infecting herself. She told herself it was because she wanted to make sure it was safe, but she knew just fine that it was safe. She held off on re-infecting herself because she liked being a woman and she didn’t want to give it up. “I’m not contagious, and I haven’t been for a week already,” she said. 
 
    “So why are you still a woman?” 
 
    “Because I want to be, okay?” she said. Her eyes began to tear up. She felt so stupid and so embarrassed. She’d had the opportunity to put an end to an emergency of national security but she chose her own needs instead. “I’m going to go. I’m sorry for what I did—I couldn’t help myself, but that’s no excuse. Please don’t tell anyone—just tell them I got sick and had to leave.” 
 
    She started towards the door but Leonard stopped her, putting his hand on her side and turning her around. He looked down at her, inspecting her body. He shook his head. “You really are a woman. Your genetic code didn’t have a trace of male DNA anywhere in it… Incredible,” he said. 
 
    “I’ll leave all of my notes in my room for you to look over. I think the virus can easily be controlled with a simple—” Before she could finish her sentence, Leonard kissed her on the lips. It took a moment for her to compute what was happening before kissing back. 
 
    Leonard, like everyone in that facility, was a scientific mind. He didn’t let his emotions dictate his actions. He only cared about facts and statistics. And according to the biological facts, Valerie was a woman. Leonard didn’t care that she used to be a man, that her memories were still mostly from her male life. “You should come forward with your findings later,” Leonard said as he broke their kiss for a moment. “And then we can wrap things up here, and we can all go home.” 
 
    “Okay,” Valerie said.  
 
    “We can continue research at my lab in Houston—you and I,” he said, looking into her eyes. 
 
    Valerie never did re-infect herself with the virus. In fact, at Leonard’s lab in Houston, she was able to create an artificial antibody that stopped the virus from being able to work or spread. Once the antibody was in her system, there was no going back to being Robert—and she couldn’t have been happier, as if it was finally official, she was officially Valerie Andrews.  
 
    The virus and the antibody were then sold to a major pharmaceutical company, who packaged and sold it to people wishing to undergo sexual reassignment. First the patient was to take the virus, contained in a small pill, and then two weeks later, they took the antibody, finalizing the transition. It was considered one of the biggest medical breakthroughs in modern medicine, and it would have never come about had Valerie not accidentally infected herself with the sissy-virus in that laboratory.  
 
    THE END 
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