
 



 

 

 

THE BREACH 

 

 

The lab was quiet, save for the soft hum of machinery and the occasional beep of a 
monitor. The fluorescent lights overhead cast a sterile glow over the room, illuminating 
rows of neatly organized equipment, petri dishes, and the faint haze of condensation on the 
glass of the containment units. David Kline stood at the center of it all, his tall frame slightly 
hunched over a microscope, his dark hair tousled from hours of work. His lab coat was 
wrinkled, and his sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing faint scars from years of 
working with volatile substances. His sharp, focused eyes darted across the microscope’s 
lens, searching for something—anything—that would confirm their latest hypothesis. 

Karen Kline, his wife and partner in both life and science, stood a few feet away, her auburn 
hair tied back in a loose ponytail. Her green eyes, usually so full of warmth and humor, were 
narrowed in concentration as she meticulously recorded data on a tablet. Her fingers 
moved quickly, tapping and swiping with precision, but there was a faint tremor in her 
hand—a sign of the exhaustion that came from weeks of sleepless nights and relentless 
experimentation. She glanced up at David, her gaze softening for a moment as she 
watched him work. Even after all these years, the sight of him still made her heart skip a 
beat. There was something about the way he bit his lower lip when he was deep in thought, 
the way his brow furrowed in concentration, that made her fall in love with him all over 
again. 

Their connection was undeniable. It wasn’t just the way they finished each other’s 
sentences or how they could communicate with a single glance. It was deeper than that. 
They were two halves of the same whole, bound together by a shared passion for science 
and an unshakable belief in the power of their work to change the world. They had met in 
graduate school, drawn together by their mutual obsession with genetics and their shared 
dream of eradicating cancer. Over the years, they had built a life together—a life filled with 
late nights in the lab, heated debates over data, and quiet moments of triumph when their 
experiments bore fruit. They were more than just colleagues; they were soulmates. 

Alan, their lab assistant, sat at a nearby workstation, his lanky frame hunched over a 
computer. He was younger than David and Karen, fresh out of his PhD program, and still 



adjusting to the fast-paced, high-stakes world of cancer research. His dark hair was 
perpetually messy, and his glasses were always sliding down his nose, but he was brilliant 
in his own right. He had a knack for troubleshooting equipment and a sharp eye for detail, 
which made him an invaluable part of the team. He glanced up from his screen, watching 
David and Karen with a mixture of admiration and awe. He had never seen two people work 
together so seamlessly, their movements almost choreographed, as if they were dancing to 
a rhythm only they could hear. 

The tension in the room was palpable. This was their twelfth attempt at testing the 
genetically altering gas on a lab rat, and the previous eleven had ended in failure. The gas 
was designed to rewrite the genetic code of cancer cells, effectively turning them into 
healthy cells. It was a revolutionary concept, one that had the potential to change the face 
of medicine forever. But it was also incredibly dangerous. The gas was aggressive, and its 
effects were irreversible. If it worked, it could cure cancer in a matter of minutes. If it didn’t, 
the consequences could be catastrophic. 

Earlier in the day, they had administered the gas to the latest test subject—a small, white 
lab rat with a tumor growing steadily on its side. Karen had monitored the rat closely, noting 
its behavior and physical changes. At first, everything seemed normal. The rat had scurried 
around its enclosure, sniffing and exploring as usual. But then, something strange 
happened. 

Karen had noticed a slight change in the rat’s shape. Its body seemed… different. More 
muscular, perhaps, or maybe just slightly elongated. It was hard to pinpoint exactly what 
had changed, but something was off. And then there was its behavior. The rat, usually 
docile, had become aggressive toward the other rats in the enclosure. It had snapped at 
them, its movements quick and jerky, almost predatory. 

Karen had mentioned it to David, her voice tinged with concern. “Did you see that? The 
rat… it’s acting differently. And its body… it looks like it’s changing.” 

David had frowned, his brow furrowing as he considered her words. “It’s probably just a 
side effect of the gas. The genetic alterations might be causing some temporary changes. 
But if the cancer cells are being rewritten, that’s what matters. We’ll keep an eye on it, 
though.” 

Karen had nodded, but the unease lingered in the back of her mind. She trusted David’s 
judgment, but something about the rat’s transformation felt… unsettling. Still, she pushed 
the thought aside. They had bigger things to worry about. 

Now, hours later, the results were in. David straightened up from the microscope, his face 
pale. “Karen,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Come here. You need to see this.” 



Karen set down her tablet and hurried over, her heart pounding in her chest. She leaned 
over the microscope as she peered through the lens. What she saw took her breath away. 
The cancer cells that had once been aggressive and uncontrollable were now… normal. 
Healthy. The gas had done its job. It had rewritten the genetic code, turning the cancerous 
cells into something benign. She straightened up, her eyes wide with disbelief. 

“David,” she said, her voice trembling. “We did it.” 

David’s face broke into a wide grin, and he pulled Karen into a tight embrace, lifting her off 
the ground and spinning her around. Karen laughed, the sound echoing through the lab, 
and wrapped her arms around his neck. For a moment, they forgot about the long hours, 
the sleepless nights, the countless failures. All that mattered was this moment—this 
incredible, earth-shattering moment. 

Alan watched them from his workstation, a smile spreading across his face. He had never 
seen David and Karen so happy, so carefree. It was a rare sight, and one he knew he would 
never forget. He cleared his throat, breaking the spell. “So… does this mean we’re 
celebrating?” 

David set Karen down and turned to Alan, his grin still plastered across his face. “You bet 
we are. This is it, Alan. This is the breakthrough we’ve been waiting for. We’ve just changed 
the world.” 

Karen nodded, her eyes shining with tears of joy. “We did it,” she repeated, as if she 
couldn’t quite believe it herself. “We actually did it.” 

The three of them stood there for a moment, basking in the glow of their success. But even 
as they celebrated, a small part of Karen couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. 
The gas was powerful—too powerful. And as she glanced at the three canisters sitting on 
the lab bench, their nasal hoods gleaming in the fluorescent light, she couldn’t help but 
think of the rat. It’s changes in shape. It's increased aggression. 

But for now, she pushed those thoughts aside. They had earned this moment. They had 
worked tirelessly for years, sacrificing so much for the sake of their research. And now, 
finally, they had achieved the impossible. 

“Karen,” David said, his voice soft but filled with emotion. “We did it.” 

The lab was alive with the energy of triumph. David, Karen, and Alan stood around the 
central workstation, their faces lit with the glow of success. The three canisters of the 
genetically altering gas sat on the counter, their sleek metallic surfaces reflecting the 
overhead lights like trophies. The air was thick with the scent of coffee and the faint tang of 



chemicals, but no one seemed to mind. For the first time in what felt like forever, the weight 
of their work had lifted, replaced by a sense of euphoria. 

David popped the cork on a bottle of champagne he had stashed in the lab fridge for this 
very occasion. The sound was sharp and celebratory, and Karen let out a laugh as the foam 
bubbled over the rim. Alan grabbed a few paper cups from the break area, and David 
poured the champagne with a flourish. They raised their cups in a toast, the liquid sparkling 
like liquid gold. 

“To us,” David said, his voice filled with pride. “To perseverance, to science, and to changing 
the world.” 

“To changing the world,” Karen echoed, her smile radiant. She clinked her cup against 
David’s, then Alan’s, and took a sip. The champagne was crisp and cold, a perfect contrast 
to the warmth spreading through her chest. She looked at David, her heart swelling with 
love and admiration. They had done it. Together. 

Alan grinned, his usual reserved demeanor melting away in the face of their success. “I still 
can’t believe it,” he said, shaking his head. “This is… this is huge. Like, Nobel Prize huge.” 

David chuckled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We still 
have a lot of work to do. But yeah… this is pretty damn amazing.” 

Karen leaned against the counter, her shoulder brushing against David’s. She could feel the 
heat of his body, the steady rhythm of his breathing, and it grounded her. This was their 
moment. Their victory. 

The three of them talked and laughed, reliving the highs and lows of their journey. They 
reminisced about the late nights, the failed experiments, the moments of doubt when it 
seemed like they would never succeed. But through it all, they had persevered. And now, 
they were standing on the precipice of something extraordinary. 

As the champagne ran out and the initial rush of excitement began to fade, David glanced 
at the clock. “We should probably start closing up,” he said, his voice tinged with 
reluctance. “It’s getting late, and we’ve got a big day tomorrow.” 

Karen nodded, though she wasn’t quite ready to let the moment go. “Yeah, you’re right. 
Let’s get everything secured.” 

They moved around the lab, tidying up and shutting down equipment. Karen carefully 
placed the champagne bottle in the recycling bin, her movements slow and deliberate, but 
the alcohol was starting to affect her. She was a bit of a lightweight when it came to 
drinking. "I should sit down," she thought, but before she could, her foot caught on the edge 



of a stool. She stumbled, her arms flailing as she tried to regain her balance. In her panic, 
her elbow knocked against one of the canisters, sending it tumbling off the counter. 

Time seemed to slow as the canister fell, its metallic surface glinting in the light. Karen’s 
eyes widened in horror as she reached out, trying to catch it, but she was too late. The 
canister hit the floor with a deafening crash, the sound reverberating through the lab. The 
nasal hood shattered, and a hiss of gas erupted from the breach. 

“No!” Karen screamed, her voice drowned out by the blaring alarm that suddenly filled the 
room. Red lights flashed, casting an eerie glow over the lab. The gas spread quickly, a thick, 
swirling cloud that seemed to have a life of its own. 

David was closest to the canister, and before he could react, the gas hit him directly in the 
face. He stumbled back, coughing violently, his hands clawing at his throat. His eyes 
watered, and his vision blurred as the gas stung his eyes and burned his lungs. 

“David!” Karen cried, rushing toward him. But before she could reach him, the lockdown 
protocol activated. The heavy metal door leading to the rest of the facility began to slide 
shut, its mechanism grinding loudly. 

Alan, who had been standing near the door, hesitated for a split second before darting 
through the narrowing gap. He turned back, his face pale with fear. “Karen, come on!” he 
shouted. 

Karen instead started toward David, but he grabbed her shoulder, keeping her at arm's 
length. His eyes were wide with panic, but there was a determination in them that stopped 
her in her tracks. 

“Karen,” he rasped, his voice barely audible over the alarm. “I love you.” 

Before she could respond, with a strength born of desperation, he shoved her toward the 
door. Karen stumbled, her heart pounding as she realized what he was doing. 

“No!” she screamed, trying to fight him off. But David was already pushing her through the 
gap, his hands firm on her shoulders. She reached for him, her fingers brushing against his 
lab coat, but it was too late. The door slammed shut with a final, resounding clang, sealing 
David inside. 

Karen threw herself against the glass emergency doors, her fists pounding against the 
unyielding surface. “David!” she screamed, her voice raw with anguish. “No, no, no!” 

On the other side of the glass, David leaned against the door, his body wracked with 
coughs. The gas was filling the room, swirling around him like a malevolent fog. His eyes 
met Karen’s, and even through the haze of pain, she could see the love and fear in his gaze. 



“David, please!” Karen sobbed, her tears streaming down her face. She pressed her hand 
against the glass, as if she could somehow reach him, somehow save him. But she knew it 
was hopeless. The gas was already inside him, its effects would be irreversible. 

David’s coughing grew worse, his body convulsing as the gas took hold. He sank to his 
knees, his hand pressed against the glass, mirroring Karen’s. His lips moved, forming words 
she couldn’t hear, but she knew what he was saying. 

I love you. 

Karen’s knees gave out, and she slid to the floor, her body trembling with sobs. Alan stood 
behind her, his face pale and drawn. He placed a hand on her shoulder, but she barely felt 
it. Her world had narrowed to the sight of David on the other side of the glass, his body 
wracked with pain, his life hanging in the balance. 

The gas continued to fill the room, its swirling tendrils obscuring David from view. Karen’s 
heart shattered as she realized that this might be the last time she ever saw him. The man 
she loved, her partner, her soulmate—trapped in a nightmare of their own making. 

“David,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please… don’t leave me.” 

But David was already gone, swallowed by the gas and the darkness. 

The lab was eerily silent now, save for the faint hiss of the gas still leaking from the broken 
canister. The red emergency lights continued to flash, outlining the shape of the clouds 
inside with each pulse. David’s form was just a shadow now—a vague outline in the mist, 
his voice the only thing tethering her to him. 

"Just wait," his voice called out, steady but muffled by the containment barrier. "The filters 
should kick in now. Chin up, Karen. It's likely that nothing will happen." A pause. "I don’t 
have cancer, so it’ll just pass through my system." 

She swallowed hard, her fingers twitching against the glass. He was right. The gas was 
designed to target malignant cells, to rewrite them. If David was healthy—and he was 
healthy, he had to be—then maybe, just maybe, it would do nothing at all. Maybe his body 
would metabolize it harmlessly. Maybe this was just a scare. A close call. 

For a fleeting second, she let herself believe it. 

Then—movement. 

The gas thinned slightly, the ventilation system finally engaging, sucking away the worst of 
the cloud. The outline of David sharpened. He was standing upright, unharmed, one arm 
raised as if testing the air. Karen’s breath caught. 



"See?" he said, turning toward her. His face was still pale, his eyes wide with adrenaline, 
but he was smiling. "It’s clearing. I told y—" 

His voice cut off. His body stiffened. 

And then the first spasm hit. 

Before she could respond, David doubled over, clutching his stomach. A guttural cry 
escaped his lips, raw and primal, and Karen’s heart lurched. “David!” she screamed, her 
voice echoing through the lab. “What is it? What’s happening?” 

David’s hands clawed at his abdomen, his fingers digging into his lab coat as if trying to tear 
the pain out of him. “I don’t know,” he gasped, his voice strained. “I felt— ARH!” His hands 
flew to his head, gripping his temples as if trying to hold his skull together. “I’m… changing.” 

Karen’s breath hitched. “Changing? What do you mean, changing?” 

David didn’t answer. He tried to stand, his legs wobbling beneath him, but he stumbled and 
fell back to his knees. His breathing was ragged, his chest heaving as he struggled to stay 
upright. Karen slammed her fists against the glass, the sound sharp and desperate.  

“David! Hold on! I’m coming!” She turned to Alan, her eyes wild. “We have to do something! 
We can’t just leave him in there!” 

Alan grabbed her arm, his grip firm but not unkind. “Karen, don’t! If you break that glass, the 
gas will get out. We’ll all be exposed. We have to wait it out. I’m sorry, but… just talk to him. 
Be there for him.” 

Karen wanted to scream at him, to lash out at the unfairness of it all. But deep down, she 
knew he was right. Breaking the glass would only make things worse. She turned back to 
David, her hands trembling as she pressed them against the glass.  

“David,” she said, her voice softer now, though no less urgent. “Stay with me. Talk to me, 
babe. What are you feeling?” 

David groaned, his body convulsing as another wave of pain hit him. “I… I feel… weird,” he 
managed to say, his voice strained. “My… stomach is… shifting. The pain! Ung!” 

Karen’s heart ached at the sound of his voice, so full of fear and confusion. She wanted to 
reach through the glass and hold him, to take away his pain.  

“David, keep going. What else? Tell me everything.” 



David’s breathing grew more erratic, his chest rising and falling in quick, shallow bursts. 
“My head… it hurts,” he gasped. “It’s like… like something’s pressing on it. Squeezing. I 
can’t—” 

Suddenly, his body jerked violently, his back arching as if struck by an electric current. A 
low moan escaped his lips, but it wasn’t a sound of pain—it was something else. 
Something almost… pleasurable. 

Karen’s eyes widened. “David? What was that? What happened?” 

David looked down at his body, his expression a mix of fear and wonder. “I don’t know,” he 
said, his voice trembling. “It was like… a pulse. Through my whole body. It felt… super good. 
It, like, made the pain go away.” 

Karen frowned, her confusion growing. “What do you mean, it felt good? David, what’s 
happening to you?” 

Before he could answer, another pulse hit him, stronger this time. His body jerked again, 
and he let out a louder moan, his head falling back as the sensation washed over him. 
When he spoke again, his voice was different—higher in pitch, softer, almost melodic. 

“I can, like, feel it, whatever it is. Like, little bugs moving under my skin… and whispers 
inside my brain. Mmmmm,” David let out a brief girlish giggle. 

Karen’s eyes widened in shock. “David… why are you talking like that?” 

David looked at her, his eyes wide with fear and confusion. “I… I don’t know,” he said, his 
voice now unmistakably feminine. “It’s like… it’s changing me. My voice, my body… 
everything.” 

Karen’s mind raced, trying to make sense of what she was seeing and hearing. The gas was 
supposed to rewrite genetic code, to turn cancer cells into healthy ones. But this… this was 
something else entirely. It wasn’t healing him—it was transforming him. 

“David,” she said, her voice trembling. “Fight it. Whatever it’s doing to you, fight it.” 

David tried to respond, but another pulse hit him, stronger than the last. His body 
convulsed, and he let out a cry that was equal parts pain and pleasure. Karen could only 
watch in horror. 

David’s body convulsed again, the sound of cracking bones and shifting muscle echoing 
through the sealed lab. Karen’s hands pressed harder against the glass, her nails scraping 
against the surface as she watched, helpless. The man she loved was disappearing before 
her eyes. 



“David!” Karen screamed, her voice raw with desperation. “Fight it! Please, you have to fight 
it!” 

David’s face contorted, his features softening as his jawline narrowed and his cheekbones 
became more pronounced. His once-sharp, masculine edges were melting away, replaced 
by a delicate, almost ethereal femininity. His lips, now fuller and tinged with a natural pink, 
parted as another moan escaped him. “Mmm. That felt, like… good,” he said, his voice 
higher, smoother, and undeniably feminine. 

Karen’s mind raced, trying to make sense of what she was seeing. “What? H-how?” she 
stammered, her voice trembling. “David, what’s happening to you?” 

David stood up a bit straighter, his movements fluid and graceful in a way they had never 
been before. His lab coat hung loosely on his frame, but even as Karen watched, his body 
began to shift beneath it. “Are you listening?” he said, his voice tinged with both panic and 
an odd, almost giddy excitement. “It’s changing me! Oh no! Here comes another!” 

Before Karen could respond, David’s body twitched violently, three rapid jerks that sent him 
stumbling backward. His arms, once muscular and defined, began to shrink, the bulk 
melting away to reveal slender, delicate limbs. His hips, meanwhile, expanded, the bones 
shifting and reshaping themselves with audible cracks. David let out a low, shuddering 
moan. “It’s getting… stronger.” 

Another twitch, and David’s body cracked again, the sound sending a shiver down Karen’s 
spine. His lab coat tightened around his newly widened hips, the fabric straining against 
the sudden curves. “Ung! Ooooh! So… good!” David’s voice was breathy, almost euphoric, 
as his body continued to change. 

Karen’s stomach churned as she watched David’s transformation accelerate. His arms, 
now slim and graceful, hung at his sides as his hips and thighs swelled, filling out with soft, 
feminine curves. His posture shifted, his spine realigning itself with a series of sickening 
pops until he stood with a natural, almost predatory sway. 

“David, stop this!” Karen cried, her voice breaking. “You have to fight it! Please!” 

David’s head snapped toward her, his eyes blazing with a mix of anger and something 
else—something wild and untamed. “No, bitch, I need this!” he snarled, his voice sharp 
and venomous. But as soon as the words left his mouth, his hand flew to his lips, his eyes 
widening in shock. “Oh god, I’m sorry, Karen. I didn’t mean to—” 

Another violent jerk cut him off, his body arching as a wave of pleasure—or pain, Karen 
couldn’t tell—rippled through him. “Oh fuuuuuck,” he moaned, his voice trembling with a 
mix of ecstasy and fear. 



Karen’s eyes widened as two round bumps began to form on David’s chest, pushing against 
the fabric of his lab coat. David looked down, his hands trembling as he reached up to poke 
one of the budding mounds. “It’s turning me into… into…” 

David’s body convulsed violently, his limbs jerking in unnatural ways as the gas continued 
to work its way through his system. The pulses came faster now, each one stronger than the 
last, sending shockwaves of pleasure and pain through his body. Karen could only watch in 
horror, her hands pressed against the glass, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she 
witnessed the man she loved being torn apart and remade before her eyes. 

“David!” Karen sobbed, her voice raw with desperation. “Fight it! Please, fight it!” 

But David couldn’t fight it. His body was no longer his own. It twisted and warped, his 
muscles undulating beneath his skin as if they were alive, reshaping themselves into 
something new. His moans grew louder, more intense, a mix of agony and ecstasy that sent 
chills down Karen’s spine. His voice, already higher in pitch, shifted again, becoming softer, 
more melodic, and undeniably feminine. 

“I’m… burning… up!” David gasped, his hands clawing at his clothes. He tore off his lab 
coat, the fabric falling to the floor in a heap. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his 
collared shirt, his movements frantic and uncoordinated. With a sharp tug, he ripped the 
shirt open, sending buttons flying across the room. 

Karen’s breath caught in her throat as she saw what lay beneath. David’s chest, once flat 
and muscular, was now… different. Two small, round breasts had formed, their nipples 
already thickening and elongating as the gas continued to rewrite his body. David looked 
down at himself, his eyes wide with a mixture of fear and fascination. 

“It’s… rewriting me,” he gasped, his voice trembling. His hands hovered over his chest, 
unsure whether to touch or pull away. “Making me… into…” 

Another pulse hit him, stronger than the last, and his body jerked violently. His breasts 
swelled, growing larger and rounder, their weight pulling at his chest. His nipples darkened, 
becoming more pronounced, and a wave of pleasure coursed through him, drawing 
another loud, girlish moan from his lips. 

“David,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of his moans. “Hold on.” 

David didn’t answer. His body was too busy changing, too consumed by the relentless 
pulses of pleasure and pain. His shirt, already torn open, stretched further as his breasts 
continued to grow, the fabric straining against their expanding size. With a loud rip, the shirt 
gave way entirely, falling open to reveal a pair of full, voluptuous breasts that bounced with 
every convulsion of his body. 



“Ugh! Too… tight!” David gasped, his hands moving to his pants. The fabric was straining 
against his hips, which were widening, his waist narrowing as his body took on an 
exaggerated feminine shape. His ass swelled, his pants tearing at the seams as it 
blossomed into a thick, peach-shaped curve. 

Karen’s hands trembled as she pressed them against the glass, her mind struggling to 
process the sight before her. David—her David—was disappearing, replaced by someone… 
something… else. 

“David, please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Stay with me. Don’t let it take you.” 

But David was beyond hearing her. His body was no longer his own, and his mind was 
slipping away, consumed by the gas and the relentless waves of pleasure it brought. His 
hands moved to his hair, which was growing longer and thicker, spilling over his shoulders 
in soft, silky waves. His face, once angular and masculine, was softening, his jawline 
narrowing, his lips plumping into a full, pouty shape. 

“I’m… I’m…” David gasped, his voice now fully feminine, a sultry, breathy tone that sent a 
shiver down Karen’s spine. “I’m becoming… a… w… w… wo—” 

Another pulse hit him, stronger than any before, and his body convulsed violently. His 
breasts bounced, his hips swayed, and his ass jiggled with the force of the transformation. 
His pants, already torn, finally gave way, the fabric splitting apart to reveal long, shapely 
legs and a perfectly sculpted, feminine form. 

David threw his head back and let out a loud, guttural moan. “Like, fuuuuck!” he yelled, his 
voice dripping with pleasure. His hair, once short and neatly trimmed, began to grow at an 
alarming rate. It spilled over his face in waves, dark and glossy, before cascading down his 
back. The strands lengthened, curling and thickening, until they reached the small of his 
back, just brushing against the curve of his now-voluptuous ass. 

“Ugh! I gotta...!” 

David clawed at the ripped remains of his clothes, his movements frantic and 
uncoordinated. He pulled at his coat and shirt, tossing them aside with ease. He lowered 
and kicked off his mangled pants, landing across the lab. He was now standing in the 
middle of the room in nothing but the tattered remains of his boxers. Only thin strands of it 
were left, which were quickly becoming too tight to contain his inflating ass. Until finally, it 
too gave, and drifted lightly to the floor, leaving David absolutely naked. 

David's penis had shrunk in size, a tiny little mushroom on a mound of flesh. He scoffed at 
it, for some reason it made him sick to look at. His attention moved on to his other, more 
appealing parts. 



“I feel… yyyyyummmy!” David moaned, his voice now a sultry, feminine purr. He stood with 
his shoulders back, his posture shifting into something effortlessly graceful. His hands 
roamed over his body, exploring the curves that were rapidly forming. His hips swayed as he 
gyrated, his new breasts bouncing with the movement, his ass—round and plump—jiggling 
with every step.  

Karen’s mouth fell open, her mind unable to reconcile the sight before her with the man she 
loved. “David,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What… what’s happened to you?” 

David ignored her again, but this time for a different reason. His hands moved to his chest, 
cupping his growing breasts with a sensual familiarity. He squeezed one, then the other, 
letting out a girlish grunt that sent a shiver down Karen’s spine. His other hand reached 
behind him, grabbing a handful of his ass and kneading it with a moan. 

“Shut up, bitch!” David snapped, his voice sharp and venomous. He turned to Karen, his 
eyes blazing with a mix of anger and ecstasy. “You did this to me. So just… let… me… have 
this. Mmmm, yes! I’m gonna… I’m gonna…” 

His words were cut off as another wave of transformation hit him. His naked body 
convulsed violently, his back arching as an orgasm rocked him to his core. His breasts 
swelled, growing larger and rounder until they were now a full DD cup, heavy and filled with 
milk. His ass expanded more too, blossoming into a thick, ghetto booty that seemed to defy 
gravity. His waist cinched in, his spine realigning with a loud crack that made Karen flinch. 
His posture shifted, becoming impossibly feminine, his hips jutting out as he struck a pose 
that was both effortless and obscenely sexy. 

David’s face changed even more, the bones shifting and reshaping themselves into 
something softer, more delicate, infinitely beautiful. His eyes, once sharp and focused, 
now had a heavy-lidded, sultry look, framed by long, dark lashes.  

“I’m a… I’m a… a sexy girl!” David declared, his high-pitched voice filled with a strange mix 
of triumph and disbelief. The words felt true as he spoke them, as if they had always been 
true. He smiled, his lips—now full and pouty—curving into a seductive smirk. 

Karen could only stare and blink. 

David’s smile dropped, his face contorting with a mix of fear and realization. His eyes 
widened as if he could feel the point of no return approaching, a threshold he couldn’t 
cross back from.  

“Wait, wait, wait… ung!” he cried out, his voice trembling and even higher-pitched than 
before. His body jerked violently, his back arching as another final wave of bliss crashed 
over him. 



“Karen… mmm… help… me… yesss… no…” David’s voice was a mix of pleasure and 
desperation, the words tumbling out in a breathy, almost melodic tone. “Karen, it’s 
changing my… mmmm… my mind! Oh no… here it comes. I can’t hold it back. I’m so sorry, 
but I have to… UNG!” 

The orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his body jerking uncontrollably as pleasure coursed 
through him. Karen could only watch in stunned silence as his penis shrunk rapidly, 
disappearing into his body as a perfectly formed, moist pussy enveloped it. The spasms 
finally stopped, and David tripped backwards, but his body was caught by the edge of the 
lab table behind him. His juicy ass cheeks pressed into the corner. His head was bowed, 
long hair concealing his face. 

Karen’s voice was barely a whisper. “David?” 

David raised his head slowly, his hair falling away to reveal a face that was nothing short of 
stunning. Perfect cheekbones, big, pouty lips, a petite nose—he looked like a supermodel, 
his features flawless and radiant. His body was equally breathtaking, with round, plump 
breasts, a tiny waist, and a thick, shapely ass that seemed to defy gravity. She was the 
epitome of feminine beauty, a living fantasy. 

“Mmmm,” David purred, his girlish voice sultry and dripping with confidence. “I, like, don’t 
think I wanna be called that anymore. You can call me… Destiny.” 

Karen’s heart sank as the reality of the situation hit her. David was gone, replaced by this… 
this woman. Destiny stretched languidly, her movements fluid and sensual, as if she were 
completely at ease in her new body. She ran a hand over her breasts, squeezing them 
gently, and let out a low, satisfied moan. 

“Ooooh!” Destiny cooed, her fingers trailing down her body to brush against the folds of her 
new pussy. She shuddered with pleasure, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before 
she looked back at Karen with a mischievous grin. “I need to get fucked.” 

Karen’s stomach churned at the words, her mind struggling to process what she was 
seeing. This wasn’t David.  

Destiny pushed herself off the table, her movements graceful and deliberate. She walked 
over to a full-length mirror on the wall, her wide hips swaying with every step. She stopped 
in front of it, her eyes widening as she took in her reflection. 

“Well, hello, gorgeous,” Destiny said, her voice filled with awe and admiration. She turned 
to the side, running her hands over her curves, her fingers tracing the outline of her breasts. 
She lifted, then released one ass cheek, letting it jiggle. “Mmmm, look at me. I’m perfect.” 



Destiny moaned again, her hands instinctively reaching for her breasts and crotch. She 
looked down at her wet pussy, her fingers brushing against its moist folds, and let out a 
breathy sigh. 

Karen felt a lump form in her throat as she watched Destiny admire herself. Her heart 
ached as she realized the truth. David was gone. And in his place was Destiny—a woman 
who seemed to have no connection to the man Karen had loved. 

Destiny closed her eyes and stood there, really thinking about what had just happened. Her 
hands continue to explore as they trace the curves of her new form by touch alone. She 
really thought about each new part added to her glistening body. Her breasts, she thought, 
felt like they had always been a part of her. Her hips flared out in a perfect hourglass shape, 
her waist impossibly narrow, and her ass was a work of art, round and plump, “begging to 
be touched”, she said out loud in a hushed tone. She ran her hands over her smooth, 
flawless skin, her fingers lingering on the delicate curves of her collarbone, the dip of her 
waist, the swell of her hips. Every inch of her was “perfect”, she whispered, feeling the truth 
of it. 

She pondered more. It wasn’t just her body that felt improved—it was her mind, she 
realized. The gas hadn’t just rewritten her body’s DNA; it had rewritten her sense of self. The 
parts of her that had once been David’s most commendable attributes—the empathy, the 
kindness, the quiet, steady understanding—were gone, erased as if they had never existed. 
In their place was something darker, something sharper. She felt powerful, untouchable, 
and utterly self-assured. The thoughts that now coursed through her mind were 
intoxicating, a heady mix of confidence, cruelty, and unapologetic desire. She was a… 
bitch. The thought made her moan. 

Destiny opened her eyes and looked into the mirror again, her crystal blue eyes wide with 
wonder. Her face was stunning—high cheekbones, a delicate nose, and full, pouty lips that 
begged to be kissed. She saw a flash image in her mind’s eye of those lips wrapped around 
something long and cylindrical. Her hair cascaded down her back in waves of golden silk, 
framing her lovely bitch-face. She was a goddess, “a queen”, she whispered. 

As she assessed herself, a cruel smile tugged at the corners of her lips, as she briefly 
considered the idea of several naked men kissing her feet, worshiping her as she whipped 
them, hurt them. The idea felt… perfectly normal. Ok then. So… she really felt no guilt, no 
remorse for the things she was thinking, the things she wanted to do. The gas had stripped 
away her moral compass, leaving her free to indulge in every selfish, wicked impulse that 
crossed her mind. She realized that she didn’t care about Karen’s pain, about Alan’s fear, 
about the life she had left behind. All that mattered was her own pleasure, her own desires. 



Destiny ran her hands through her hair, tilting her head to the side as she studied her 
reflection. So what did this really mean then? What happened to David…. Dead? She still 
remembered being David—the late nights in the lab, the quiet moments with Karen, the 
dreams they had shared. But those memories felt distant, like they belonged to someone 
else. The idea of being a man, of having a male body, was repulsive to her now. She couldn’t 
imagine ever wanting to go back to that. Yes. This—this perfect, feminine form—was who 
she was meant to be. 

She turned away from the mirror, her hips jiggling, both her ass cheeks really grinding with 
every step. The way her body moved felt natural, effortless, as if she had been born to walk 
like this. She ran her hands over her breasts again, squeezing them gently, reveling in the 
way they felt in her fingers. Yes. She was a woman. She was a bitch. There was no ifs, ands, 
or buts. Morality be damn. Circumstances be damn. It was no use fighting it. 

As she stood there, basking in the glory of her new form, a wicked thought crossed her 
mind. She didn’t just want to enjoy this new body—she wanted to share it. She wanted to 
show the world just how perfect she was, to make everyone see her for the goddess she 
had become. And if that meant breaking a few rules, hurting a few people along the way… 
well, “hurting people is hawt,” she said out loud. 

Destiny smiled, her lips curling into a cruel, seductive grin. This was who she was now, and 
she wouldn’t have it any other way. 

“Ooooh! Sooo yummy,” she said, her voice dripping with desire. "This wonderful gas.” She 
tilted her head and looked at Karen from across the room. "It's making me... what's the 
word?... bitchy. Tee hee! I should care... but I’m a sexy fucking bitch now! Mmmm." Her 
crystal blue eyes sparkled with mischief, and her full, pouty lips curled as she sauntered 
toward the glass door that separated her from Karen and Alan. 

Karen stood on the other side of the glass, her face streaked with tears, her body trembling 
with a mixture of grief and disbelief. She pressed her hands against the cold surface, her 
fingers splayed as if she could somehow reach through and pull David back from whatever 
abyss he had fallen into. Alan stood a few feet behind her, his face pale and drawn, his 
hands clenched into fists at his sides. He looked like he wanted to say something, to do 
something, but he was frozen in place, caught between fear and helplessness. 

Destiny stopped just inches from the glass, her massive breasts pressing against the 
barrier as she leaned forward. Her voice was a sultry purr, dripping with sexual overtones. 

“Awww. Face it. I’m perfect now. Mmmm.” 



Destiny’s gaze flicked past Karen’s tortured face, her predatory eyes locking onto Alan. The 
lab assistant was shifting uncomfortably, his face flushed, his breath shallow. And then she 
saw it—the unmistakable bulge straining against his pants. A slow, wicked smile curled her 
perfect lips. 

"Oh, Alan… you poor, weak little thing." 

Her body responded instantly, a rush of warmth pooling between her thighs. Without 
hesitation, she slid her hand down the smooth curve of her stomach, fingers dipping 
between her legs. She was already wet, her body humming with arousal. The gasp that 
escaped her lips was half-moan, half-laugh. 

“Do you like what you see, Alan?” she purred, pressing her free hand against the glass, her 
breasts flattening even more against the surface. “Open up, and I’ll let you see more of 
me…” She dragged her fingers slowly along her slit, her breath hitching. “I’ll even let you 
touch me.” 

Alan’s mouth fell open, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard. His fingers 
twitched at his sides, torn between horror and desire. Destiny could practically smell his 
desperation, and it sent a jolt of pleasure through her. Every whimper from Alan, every 
ragged breath, fed into the intoxicating high of her new existence. 

"I could get used to this." She arched her back, rolling her hips lazily as she teased herself, 
her eyes never leaving Alan’s. “Come on, baby,” she whispered, voice dripping with false 
sweetness. “Don’t you want to—?” 

“DAVID, STOP THIS!” 

Karen’s scream shattered the moment like a hammer through glass. Destiny’s hand stilled, 
her head snapping toward her former wife. Karen’s face was twisted in disgust, betrayal, 
heartbreak—but Destiny felt nothing. No guilt. No shame. Just irritation at the interruption. 

“Ugh, Karen,” Destiny groaned, rolling her eyes as she straightened up. “Buzzkill much?” 
She flicked her hair over her naked shoulder, shooting Alan a final, smoldering look. “Don’t 
worry, sweetie. We’ll pick this up later.” 

Karen turned back to Alan. Looking him up and down. He returned her glance with an 
expression of fear and shame. Karen shook her head at him, feeling sick and disgusted. She 
turned back to Destiny.  

“Awww, poor Karen. You look so sad. It’s breaking my heart. Well, not really. I don’t think I 
have one of those anymore. Tee hee!” 



Karen shook her head, her auburn hair falling into her face. She brushed it away with a 
trembling hand, her eyes never leaving Destiny’s. “David,” she whispered, her voice 
breaking. “Please just hold on. We… we can fix this. We can—” 

Destiny interrupted her with a laugh, a sound that was both melodic and cruel. “Fix this? 
Oh, honey, no. You know as well as I do that this is permanent. The gas doesn’t just change 
your body—it changes you. And let me tell you, it feels amazing. I mean, look at me!” She 
struck a pose, her hips jutting to one side, her hand running through her luxurious hair. “I’m 
a goddess. A sexy, irresistible goddess. And you…” She leaned closer, her breath fogging up 
the glass. “You could be too.” 

Karen’s knees buckled, and she sank to the floor, her sobs echoing through the lab. “Our 
life,” she choked out, her voice barely audible. “It’s over. We were going to have kids 
together. Start a home. Build a future…” 

Destiny’s expression softened for a moment, a flicker of something resembling regret 
passing over her face. But it was gone as quickly as it appeared, replaced by that same 
predatory smirk. “I know, babe. And I’m sorry. Really, I am. But that life? It’s gone. Poof!” 
She waved her hand dramatically, as if erasing the past. “But hey, look on the bright side. 
I’m still me in here… just… mmmm… better now. Yummier.” 

Karen looked up at her, her green eyes filled with desperation. “David’s still… there?” 

Destiny’s smile widened, revealing a row of perfect, pearly white teeth. “Of course he is. 
He’s just… upgraded. Like a software update, but for your soul. And let me tell you, this new 
version? It’s fire.” She giggled, the sound high-pitched and girlish. 

Karen wiped her tears with the back of her hand, her mind racing. She wanted to believe 
that David was still in there, that some part of him remained. But the woman standing 
before her—confident, cruel, and utterly transformed—felt like a stranger. 

Destiny pressed herself against the glass again, her breasts flattening hard against the 
surface. “Karen,” she said in a sing-song voice. “Karen, it’s okay. There’s no need to cry. You 
can fix everything. You can make it all better.” 

Karen frowned, her brow furrowing in confusion. “What are you talking about?” 

Destiny’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Join me,” she said, her voice low and inviting. “Take 
a hit of the gas. Let it change you, like it changed me. We can be together again. Not like 
before, but different… better.” 

Karen’s breath caught in her throat. “Join you?” 



Destiny nodded, her expression earnest. “Yeah. Think about it. You’ll be young, beautiful, 
powerful. No more pain, no more guilt, no more… caring. It’s liberating, Karen. Trust me.” 

Karen stared at her, her mind reeling. The idea was insane, unthinkable. But as she looked 
into Destiny’s eyes, she felt a strange pull, a temptation that she couldn’t quite explain. 

Destiny leaned closer, her lips almost touching the glass. “Come on, Karen. You know you 
want to. Let go of all that boring, mundane crap and embrace something real. Something 
exciting. We’ll be unstoppable together. Queens of the world. And the best part?” She 
grinned. “This experiment has shown us new possibilities. We can make it do whatever we 
want. Think about it. We could never grow old. Never get sick. Never die.” 

Karen’s heart pounded in her chest. She wanted to say no, to reject the offer outright. But a 
small, traitorous part of her wondered… what if? What if she could let go of all the pain, all 
the fear, all the responsibility? What if she could be free? 

Destiny’s smile widened, as if she could read Karen’s thoughts. “That’s it, babe. Let it in. Let 
it change you. You won’t regret it. I promise.” 

Karen opened her mouth to respond, but no words came out. Her mind was a whirlwind of 
emotions, her heart torn between the life she had lost and the terrifying, tantalizing future 
Destiny was offering. 

Destiny pressed her hand against the glass, her fingers splayed. “Join me, Karen. Let’s be 
beautiful together.” 

Karen looked into her eyes, searching for some trace of the man she had loved. She shifted 
uncomfortably. Her heart ached with the weight of everything she had lost—David, their life 
together, their future. But Destiny’s words, smooth and intoxicating, began to chip away at 
her resolve. She wanted to believe her. She needed to believe her. 

Karen’s eyes flickered over Destiny’s impossibly perfect form—her voluptuous curves, her 
flawless skin, her long, flowing hair. She was stunning, a living fantasy. And yet, yes. There it 
was. Just there, beneath the surface, Karen could still see little traces of David—the way 
her eyes crinkled when she smiled, the faint hint of his voice beneath her sultry tone. Was it 
enough?  

Karen’s head began to nod, almost involuntarily. She was drowning in grief, and Destiny’s 
words were a lifeline. “Be with me,” Destiny continued, her voice a low, seductive whisper. 
“Karen.” 

Destiny leaned forward, pressing her full, pouty lips against the glass. She kissed it slowly, 
sensually, leaving a trail of saliva as she pulled away. Karen’s heart pounded in her chest. 



“Open the door, Karen,” Destiny said, her tone suddenly serious. “And we can be together 
again… forever.” 

Karen’s mind raced. The pain of losing David was unbearable, a gaping wound that refused 
to heal. But Destiny was offering her a way out—a way to be with him again, even if it wasn’t 
exactly the same. Even if it was only a tiny piece of him in there. It didn’t matter. She needed 
this. She needed him. 

Her tears stopped. Her trembling hands stilled. She felt numb, detached, as if she were 
watching herself from a distance. Slowly, she stood up, her eyes never leaving Destiny’s. 

“That’s it, baby,” Destiny cooed, taking a few steps back. She held her arms out, welcoming 
Karen. “Come to me.” 

Karen’s gaze shifted to the computer monitor on the nearby workstation. Without thinking, 
without hesitating, she grabbed it, her fingers tightening around the edges. 

“Karen, what are you doing?” Alan shouted, his voice filled with panic. He lunged toward 
her, but he was too late. 

With a cry of desperation, Karen hurled the monitor at the glass door. The impact was 
deafening, the sound of shattering glass echoing through the lab. The door cracked, then 
splintered, and finally gave way, shards of glass raining down onto the floor. 

A small rush of gas, once drifting idly around the lab, escaped through the breach, swirling 
into the safe room. Karen stood amidst the chaos, her chest heaving, her eyes locked on 
Destiny. 

Destiny smiled, her lips curling into a triumphant grin. “You’ve done a wonderful thing, 
Karen.” 

The lab was a scene of chaos and destruction. Glass shards littered the floor, glinting like 
diamonds under the flashing red emergency lights. The air was thick with the acrid scent of 
the genetically altering gas, its swirling tendrils creeping through the breach in the glass 
door. Alan, his face pale with terror, skidded to a halt as he saw the gas escaping into the 
room. His instincts screamed at him to run, to get as far away from the lab as possible. 
Without a second thought, he turned on his heel and bolted down the hallway, his 
footsteps echoing as he fled toward the exit. 

Karen, however, stood motionless amidst the wreckage. Her mind was a fog of grief, 
desperation, and something else—something she couldn’t quite name. Destiny’s words 
echoed in her ears, a siren’s call that drowned out all rational thought. She stepped through 



the breach, her shoes crunching on the broken glass, and stood before Destiny, her body 
trembling but her resolve unwavering. 

Destiny smiled, her lips curling into a predatory grin. “Good girl,” she purred, her voice 
dripping with approval. She closed the distance between them in an instant, her 
movements fluid and hypnotic. Before Karen could react, Destiny leaned in and kissed her 
hard, her full lips pressing against Karen’s with an intensity that left her breathless. 
Destiny’s tongue forced its way into Karen’s mouth, claiming her, dominating her. Karen’s 
hands fluttered uselessly at her sides before finally settling on Destiny’s hips, her fingers 
digging into the soft flesh. 

Destiny’s body pressed against Karen’s, her massive breasts mashing against Karen’s 
smaller frame. Karen could feel Destiny’s nipples, hard and insistent, poking through the 
thin fabric of her lab coat. 

When Destiny finally pulled away, Karen was left gasping for air, her mind reeling. Destiny’s 
eyes sparkled with mischief as she traced a finger along Karen’s face. “Now… shall we?” 
she said, her voice low and sultry. She motioned at the faint clouds around them. “This 
little bit of gas won’t do the trick, I don’t think. Let’s give you a big hit of it… like I did.” 

Karen nodded, her willpower crumbling under the weight of Destiny’s presence. She felt 
like a puppet, her strings pulled by forces she couldn’t comprehend. Destiny took her hand, 
her grip firm but not unkind, and led her toward the remaining canisters. Karen followed 
without protest, her mind numb, her body moving on autopilot. 

Destiny picked up the nasal hood connected to one of the canisters, her movements 
deliberate and unhurried. She turned to Karen, her eyes locking onto hers with an intensity 
that made Karen’s knees weak. 

“We’re going to have sooo much fun together,” Destiny whispered, her breath hot against 
Karen’s ear. “Think of all the dicks we’ll fuck. All the men we’ll bend to our wills. I’ll be a 
queen, and you’ll be my slutty bestie.” 

Karen’s breath hitched, her mind struggling to process Destiny’s words. But before she 
could respond, Destiny placed the nasal hood over her face, the cool plastic pressing 
against her skin. Destiny leaned in, her lips brushing against Karen’s cheek in a kiss that 
was equal parts tender and possessive. 

“Now… breathe it in,” Destiny commanded, her voice a seductive whisper. 

Karen hesitated for a fraction of a second, somewhere deep inside her, a piece of her was 
screaming at her to stop, to pull away. But the weight of her grief, the allure of being with 



something, anything, like David, was too much to resist. She took a deep breath, the gas 
flooding her lungs with a cold, tingling sensation. 

The effect was immediate. Karen’s body stiffened, her eyes widening as the gas coursed 
through her veins. She felt a strange warmth spreading through her, starting in her chest 
and radiating outward. Her skin tingled, her muscles twitched, and her mind began to fog 
over, the edges of her consciousness blurring. 

Destiny watched with a satisfied smile, her hand creeping down to her needy vagina. 
“That’s it, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with anticipation. “Let it take you. Let it make 
you perfect.” 

Karen’s body began to convulse, her back arching as the gas took hold. She gasped, her 
hands clawing at the air as waves of pleasure and pain crashed over her. Her vision blurred, 
her thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind. Like David, she was being erased and 
rebuilt. The last thing she saw before the darkness claimed her was Destiny watching her, 
sitting naked on a table, legs spread, fingers deep inside her tight new pussy. 

 


