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My dog's forgotten who I am.

No, I'm just not the guy Jonesey used to
know, the one that Bio Integri--that Bio Integrilia Trans--that the
BIT virus turned me into.

Better get off this bench and head home.
Jonesey’s waiting.

He won’t be the first to forget me. When we
found out I had BIT, Celia swore it didn't matter. It’s not like I
looked that different, even with the extra body hair. I just
wasn’t quite myself. We never talked about the virus after that
first weekend, but it was always there--the gorilla in the
room.

It was hard for her, with my DNA changing me
into who knows what. She worked late more often, went out with her
friends, and was at our place less and less. I hated being treated
like I wasn’t there, especially when I was trying to pretend I was
still me.

She was offered a job in Seattle, and God, I
hated her when she left. I focused on how she’d abandoned me, but
not for long.

I felt more and more like I wasn't myself. As
the virus messed with my chemistry, it affected my motor responses.
My walk turned into a lope. It was like my body wasn’t sure how to
make all the parts work together. Things I used to do on autopilot,
like walking up stairs, became exhausting because I had to
concentrate on what I was doing.

Like now. Why am I just standing here?

Keep walking.

You wouldn't think I’d feel a virus tweaking
my DNA, but I did. Or maybe it was knowing what BIT was doing that
made me stop shaving my arms, look in the mirror, and say "Who are
you?"

When Dr. Pearson called and told me there was
a new treatment, I said, "Let's do it." That's when I knew I was
different. The old me would have just moped around feeling sorry
for myself, but the virus had changed my thinking. I wasn’t going
away without a fight.

They’d engineered a retro virus--one that
would undo the changes from BIT. For all I know, the gene-hackers
who made BIT were the same people who made the retro virus. I don't
care if they get absolution for inventing a cure. I just want to be
me again. They took some of my original DNA and fed it to the retro
virus, to key it for

































































cover.jpg
What are you

willing to give up
to be cured?






