
The paramedics rushed their patient into the isolated room, laying the patient on the floor before fleeing the room. The wolf was unconscious, groaning quietly. Doctor Martin Peterson, a white mouse, peered at him over the camera system, making sure his condition didn't worsen.


"No symptoms visible as of now, continuing to monitor," the white mouse noted, never taking his eyes off of him. The wolf stirred, sitting up and staving the fog off in his mind. He looked around the isolation chamber in confusion, and saw the camera at the top of the room.


"Hey! What's going on? Where am I?" the wolf interrogated, standing up.


"You're in isolation, we believe you've been infected with an extremely contagious disease, and we cannot take any chances," Martin informed, adjusting his glasses.


"I don't know what you're talking about, I don't feel any different," the wolf commented, looking himself over. "I'm fine!"


His nose started to turn blue, and he looked at it, cross-eyed and confused. The blue started to slowly spread, until the grey wolf was completely azure. "What..? What's happening to me!?"


"That's not good..." the mouse said, dropping his pen from shock, running into the hallway. "Nurse! Nurse!!"


"Weird..." the wolf said, looking at himself, before his belly gurgled ominously. He felt heavy, and his belly started swelling slowly. He put his hands on it, and his paws sank in as it expanded. Soon, he was unbalanced, and he waved his swollen arms in a futile attempt to keep upright.


"Whoa whoa whoa WHOA!" the wolf cried as he fell over. He continued swelling until he was perfectly spherical. He rolled into the door, knocking it out, and rolled through, doctors and nurses alike fleeing from the wolf helplessly barreling through the hospital.


"Help me!! I'm out of control!!" he shouted, rolling on top of a couple unfortunate furs. They slowly stood back up, brushing the dust off themselves, before succumbing to the same fate, becoming blueberries. The doctor had fled into a secret room, full of monitors hooked up to the security cameras.


He observed furs blimping up into blueberries much like the wolf, some leaking blueberry juice from their mouths and other orifices. "Oh my word... it's an epidemic!" he screamed, locking the door, and trying to pry open the vent, succeeding by punching through.


The door was broken down, an infected cat nurse having rolled through. "Help, doc!" she shouted, paws flapping in vain. Martin quickly crawled into the vent, trying to escape. He crawled on his knees and elbows, until he saw a light from another vent, and felt fresh air coming in.


"Bingo!" Martin exclaimed, punching through, and crawling out. He was outside the hospital, on the roof. He looked over into the city, observing the catastrophe as it unfolded. A blueberry lion rolled through the front door, bumping into a canary woman.


"Hey, I'm walkin' here!" she complained, before turning blueberry. A bull boy saw her, and poked her curiously, only spreading it further. Martin had to warn everyone! He jumped down, bending his knees slightly to cushion the impact, then sprinted down to town hall. Perhaps they could issue a warning broadcast...


Martin burst through the doors of town hall, running into the mayor's office. The mayor, Rupert McConnick, a donkey, was startled by Martin's unexpected entrance, but regained his composure quickly.


"Ah, Doctor Peterson! What a pleasant surprise. Do you need anything?" he asked, critically unaware of the situation at hand.


"Mayor McConnick, there is a virus epidemic in the downtown area! We need to warn everyone!!" Martin shouted frantically.


This got the mayor worried. "Oh my! Is it spreading quickly?"


"Rapidly! Contact with an infected individual spreads it instantaneously, please, issue an emergency broadcast!"


Rupert did as Martin asked, grabbing his microphone. "Warning, a dangerous virus outbreak has been reported in the downtown area! An emergency quarantine will be issued shortly." Rupert said into the microphone.


Suddenly, a deer woman entered, panicked. "What is happening? People are turning blue and swelling! My sweet daughter was already affected, and I'm scared!" she cried, sitting down on a chair, sobbing.


"Don't worry, we'll get this under control, I just need to figure out a cure. You didn't come into contact with anyone infected, did you?"


"No..." she said, with a sniff. "Please hurry. Her name is Caroline, my name is Dorothy."


"We will find her. Don't worry, Dorothy," Martin reassured. "Mayor, please come with me. I feel you'll be an invaluable assistant."


"Okay," the donkey responded. The mouse put on a medical face mask, and handed one to his assistant.


"What do I need that for?" Rupert asked.


"Precautionary measure. We don't know if, or when, the virus will become airborne."


The door opened, and a squirrel guy came in, tripping and falling on the floor. "Help... me..." he pleaded, before his face turned blue. He began inflating, and became spherical much like the others before him, blueberry juice leaking from his mouth. Martin quickly tossed a face mask to the deer, who fumbled with it for a second, before getting it on. She carefully moved around the bloated squirrel, and followed Martin and Rupert.


The three of them rushed outside, going back to the hospital. "Why are you taking us here? This is where the virus broke out!" Rupert interrogated.


"I need to get to my lab, in order to analyze the virus and hopefully find a cure," Martin explained. "You two should really put these on," he continued, handing them a box of sterilized gloves. They put on some gloves, and covered any bit of exposed fur. They reached the abandoned hospital, sneaking around to make sure they wouldn't be infected.


Several furs were there, blue and bloated with juice. They groaned and sloshed with every movement, bobbing back and forth. Martin, Rupert, and Dorothy made their way to the lab, avoiding contact with the infected. Martin grabbed a tool from his lab, and looked at Rupert.


"I need you to go out and collect a sample of blueberry juice from a patient," Martin stated, handing him an eye dropper. "Use this, and make sure not to let it touch you."


"How am I going to do that? I don't know about this," Rupert said, eyeing the dropper. "Are you sure I'll be okay?"


"As long as you don't make contact, you should be fine. Now go, the town will need you."


Rupert started toward the door, before Dorothy stopped him. "Please be careful, Mayor."


With that, he stepped out, and began searching for a victim. He found one with ease, and carefully collected a sample, taking exceptional care not to touch any with his bare fur. He ran back to the lab, closing the door behind him.


"Got it," Rupert said, handing the eye dropper back to Martin, who carefully dripped it onto a microscope slide. He looked at it through the scope, and gasped at his discovery. 


"What is it, doc?" the mayor asked.


"This is not any particular virus, but three working together. One turns the victim blue, another weakens the immune system, and the third causes them to bloat up with blue fluid."


"I've never heard of viruses working in unison," the mayor said.


"I only heard it in theory, but I've never seen it in action. They must have something to gain from this partnership, otherwise it wouldn't happen. In theory, anyway," Martin explained.


"Do you know how to cure it?" Dorothy asked.


"It seems the viruses in the blue fluid are weakened. If I in inject it into a healthy individual, it should work like a vaccine."


The deer and donkey were amazed at Martin's knowledge in the field of medicine.


"Now, I just need one of you to volunteer as a test subject," Martin continued.


"I volunteer Dorothy," Rupert said hastily.


"Come this way, Rupert," Martin said, looking at the mayor.


"Fine," the donkey said, defeated.


Martin took Rupert to a small, isolated room, then took out a syringe with some of the blue fluid in it. He prepared Rupert's arm for injection, then carefully inserted the needle, pushing the plunger down slowly.


Rupert had his eyes shut tightly, not wanting to watch, as he was afraid of needles. He winced as it was inserted, and felt relieved as he felt Martin apply a bandage.


"That was it?" Rupert asked, looking at Martin.


"Yep, you're all set," the mouse responded. "You should be immune now."


Rupert stood up, rubbing the injection site with his hand. The spot was tinted a very slight blue, but that was the only side effect. 


"So, I'm good to go?"


"Presumably yes, but we should test it out, before making that assumption."


"How?"


"For a field test, touch an infected individual."


"Alright, seems simple enough."


"Yes. If you remain mobile, it works. If you become immobile, then it's back to the drawing board."


Rupert gulped. He slowly stepped out of the safe room, without safety equipment. He found the victim he took the sample from, and carefully touched them. He had his eyes glued shut, expecting the worst. He felt his stomach gurgle, becoming intense in moments, then subsiding just as quickly as it started.


He looked himself over, seeing his fur tinted blue, but his stomach wasn't swelling, much to his relief. He strode confidently into the safe room again, Martin and Dorothy looking at him in surprise. Martin ran up to him, and looked him over.


"You're blue! But... you're not inflating! It worked!" Martin cheered, jumping excitedly.


"We have the cure!" Dorothy exclaimed happily. "Now to distribute it to the public, and save my daughter."


"Alright, let's do it."


Two weeks later, the virus was contained, and everyone was inoculated, giving them immunity and a bluish color. Caroline was cured, and reunited with her mother, much to their shared relief.


Back in the hospital, Martin was performing tests on a patient before he was called up on the PA system.


"Dr. Peterson, please report to the hospital administrator," it rang in its robotic voice, and Martin walked to his office, the administrator holding a medal.


"Dr. Peterson, for your help in ending the epidemic, I reward you the medal of outstanding performance in medical advancement," he said, putting the medal around the mouse's neck.


"Thank you, administrator. Now, I will need to get back to my patient." With that, Martin walked out, putting the medal in his pocket. He went back to his patient's room, a dog girl, and asked her mother what was wrong.


"I need her protected from the virus, do you have a solution?" she asked."


"Yes. She just needs a simple vaccine."


"Is there another way? I want her to be all-natural."


"No, this is the only way."

The end.

