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Disclaimer:

This\workimay/contain(depictionsor;fantasiesjinvolvinglanimal{ ==, <

transformationjand|beastialityjTheselelementsiarelintended
solely;for;fictional'storytelling/and(entertainment’

‘Author’sinote:;
Currently,therelisianlexodusjofiadulticontentiacrossyvarious;

platforms:|Please/reachlout to)your;favorite/artistsi(actual
artists)iandlinquire;about'how,youlcanisupport them|moving!
forward:
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My father was a SC|ent|st ﬁm’a company,that focuses on genetical alteration. As far as he
— knew, all of, hlsonly gomgﬂto be used for medical treatments.
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Wednesday/morning

Happy
birthday
honey-

Thisrathast
beenigivena
second
chanceand!
thought he’d
bethe
perfect gift.
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My father had rescued a rat from the lab, that had|been given(one of the for&ihla‘s. For somejreason)
the formula didn’t seem|to havelany/effect onit. '
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petafter m‘{/ fatherhadgotten usial|

|rst rat butit\was too late! now
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My father had left for work hours ago and|ljwasialone at home. A strange fever be ell me and|ljwas
atiallylifell

barely able to move unconscious notlong after.
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When | woke back{up, l\'was still sfalbit'strangefbutthelworst seemed to be over. M"lgody
didn’t hurt’asimuchlanymoreiandithefeverihad/seemingly,went.down.




Minutesilater™

It was clear as day that something haglippe’ned to'me. I felt a weird'new api:)enda\f‘ge-dragging on
the floor, was apparently;tiny now;and|liwasnit able to.talk. anymore.‘Sure there had been more
changes, but | was 'soloverwhelmed thati/l/barely noticed/more than that.
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As | looked at my own reflection, | couldn’t believe what | was seeing. At first | thought thatl m-u'st be
dreaming. None of this was possibly real, right?/But it sure was. | was a rat. As the shock slowly
faded, it dawned on me that thls must’ve happened because Mr. Squiggels bit me!




remembered ‘the'pancakesimy;/d ﬁﬂﬂﬂ{]ﬁﬁbmﬁm breakfas ‘gnd cr’gbvled my. |
Inbetween theldellmous smeIISvall around me, another slowly began to creep |nto the foreground Gﬂ !
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| curiously fol}o}v,e.djthe smell.and-noticéél'th'at'it came from my'bedroom. Even thoughilialready.
starteditorealize)what that'smell’s' source hadtobe,licouldn’t/help/but/get.closer;anyways:.\With
every,;step,litookiit became more .and more clear, that,thejinfatuating’'smell'i was sensing...




Was that of a male...
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| felt how my'bodynwas starting to react to the strong scent of; g_itutable partner The transformatlo'n -

that hadiseemingly/,come to,aihalt,;suddenly, started to/commence melagaint:s
e A ———
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Suddenly a\wave :)f’s'trange ideas began tojoverwh
= trymg tolwinfoverimy;a




think=yYoufshould
gojas faras)youlcan
fromithisiroom®™You
need|dadjtolcome

home®youfarejin
heat ™
| tried to fight back. | knew that giving injwas goﬁgto lead to the point.of no return. But no/ matter,

how hard I tried, | wasn’t able to)walk/out of theJroom. My heat demanded'me to stay,and take injthat

delicious smell...



Getlitlout(of;

)your{system®=
AYou/needto)

getlitiout™

| tried to fight back. I'knew that giving in was going to lead to the point of no return. But;no matter,
how hard | tried, | wasn’t able to\walk out of the room. My heat demanded me;tOgstay‘aerit‘a'.keiin.

delicious smell...
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It didn’t help. My heat demanded more than fingers.
| told myself that I’d be able to withstand. That | was just exploring options, but deepjinside!lfal
knew what all of this was leading to.
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* Ilknew,what,was about to/happeni|but;the,voice that wanted me to fight was not gone yet..
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Iineed|it®s
Ineed|this!







'was'not orllyng my;apparent fat.?, |,reveled|inlit§Evenmy,wish to be turned back into a
human was'slowly/pushed|intoialback corner of my mind.
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All' that mattered\was ensuringithat.there\was/goingto/be a'new generation of my kind...



Shelhad been of-th

ve found myself inBtj

Inthat moment | noticed myj/catiwasglaringatiusifromithe/doorframe:
house all day and until now|l hadnitlevenithoughtfabouttheldanger;l{could;
now,therelwasstillitime for;anlescape’






With|Mr.iSquiggels/right behind me, there was only one thingl was able to think of.to get out of this
situation. Jump out of.the window and hope for.the best.



As | fell down into an open sewage, | realized that my last hope of/seeing my father had just gone out
of the window. Postponed for at least'a'few'days.
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Down in'the sewers/l hadto,getiused to my new sur?our?dings'. Mr.'SdUig”g’el’; gg!emleldffo,-belfin'ﬁe!For a
n"faoT'é'élr:.ﬂ.

moment | wonldere!dl Iow to get bac?ﬁp to the,s‘urfe;%ég?am, butthatthought'soo fa
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10 days later...
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llwas starting to swell and'lready felt the puppies insideimy belly,moving§With'every,fleeting day,

grew more%d more accustomed\with(thelifelof \!lﬂté][ﬁﬁ,




Another 10 days later...
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As the gestatlon period came close to)it’s end I d|d thlngs andate thlngs, I never: would wve deemed
posmble before Thingsil/donit.even,want;to spell ou here!l'awas neccessary;for.the survwal of my
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.ch|ldren and mysel
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One month later...

\

n

I'stillrememberedjwho)l had once been but it barely mattered,anym
10 and‘another onelwasjalready/onlit:sjway}l(stilllwondered|how my ad
me,gut the'satisfaction{of{my,physicalineedsiwas of hlgr% rjpriority.




25 days later...
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-we!fl rstiencountered another, clanats downlin th*‘fsewers Mr. Sqmggels was beaten mTTflght

and,chased;away”His woundsihad/been'severeXbutillhad nomme\to carelabout his well;being...
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liwasinow,the|property/of the’clam{l:{eader jThefappropriate prize for,the'stronger/male. A trophy, not|
pausing for.a secondjtowonder,how my,former;owner.was/doing’Luckily,heleveniallowed most£

‘ childrenlinhis{clanfand[our/groupsimelded into,one:




1 year later...
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| had long lost.count of how many rats/| had given birth to. All 1 knew was that | barely spendany, time

not being pregnant. | had distant memg{les of;bspast butinone of.that matteredianymorefjliwas a
T ratinow, nothing more:




Meanwhile backinome

Back when | had first disappeared, my, dad and the pollce looked everywhere for me. Untll
remembered the small camera he had hidden many,years;ago;to] monltor our. housekeeper Itlhad
recorded the bite and my following transformation on the sofa. He tried to fi nd clues;about\wherell
could’ve went, even going as far as testing our cat’s droppings. All he knew was that/hisidaughterywas
now a rodent... | - |
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When my dad first found one of my offspring in our hng’:g‘,hli(st bit'of hope to gain me back started
to crumble. Even before testing my son, there was only one explanation forjit’s fur color. Wherever, |
was, | was probably never going to be the same...



2 years later...

| had grown old... | was trying to look'back:at my life§Tryingitolprepare myself for what was soon to
come without any"_g'grets:hwas hoplng that I\wouldfat/least/get tolbirththe pupples1|n5|de of me.

ek Eetoorir
h
After everything(llhad(done/down|herejin the dark,l,never wouldhave,been able to llveSW|th|myself¢as
«-Mhe terrlblelthln:gsil|had‘done||nlorder toisurlvw; e‘




Iiscurry,wherelthelights grow,thin,
I/gnaw;the'crumbs, the bone) the'skin!
The gnawing/sounds your.ears.deny,
Are teeth on bones that darkness hides.

| was lying in the dark, surrounded by my kin... all waiting for my end... all waiting for their fair share...




5 years later...

Dr..Gray,
Mrs:|Rosa,
Blackthorne,
Mr.Blonde...

darkness forever. He allowed aq‘&l fed as many of'ﬁoffsprigg in his house as they came.
He had quit his job shortly after | h"é"gﬁ_gpne-missing and had lost{himself to alcoholism and guilt for.

A——

some years. That was until he learned some'unsettling informa;tion: élassified documents,aboutiwhat
his research had been used for... 4 : | END®?,



