
The Dangers of GMOs 
© 2018 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 1 of 7 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

You open the door to the security room and frown at the package of smoked meat on your desk. 

“Idiots,” you grumble, shove it into the refrigerator, and plop down at your desk, a donut in one hand and 
a cup of coffee in the other.  

Both are essential to your waking up. Geez, this job is boring. 

You switch on the recording of the previous day’s security footage and begin to review it. Nine screens 
pop up on the monitor: the incubation room, the lab, the slaughterhouse, one each for the processing, 
cooking, and packaging assembly lines, the cleanroom atrium, a hallway, and the security room. You 
increase the speed on the footage; it’s almost always the same. The place runs pretty much like 
clockwork. Workers always get in within a couple of minutes of the same time every day, go into the 
cleanroom the same time every day to get scrubbed in, the shift-change bell sounds at exactly the same 
time every day, the workers all trade places, and other than that, it’s just the monotonous hum of 
conveyors as they move hatchlings from the incubation room to the slaughterhouse to the processing 
plant, to the cooking plant, to the packaging line, and out the door. Day in, and day out, that’s all this 
place does: hatch fowl so they can be killed, cooked, and packaged as holiday meals. 

The only thing that ever seems to differ, and the screen you watch most intently—albeit still with a good 
measure of boredom—is the lab. 

Incidents don’t happen all the time, but the roughly monthly occurrence can make an otherwise boring 
day a little more palatable. You and the other security guards have been putting up pools ever since you 
started working here to see how many days you go without an incident. So far, you’ve never made it 
longer than 32 days. It’s been 30 so far, and you’re mildly hopeful that today will end the streak.  

The lab looks normal; the white-coats are in there doing whatever it is they do like usual. You sigh and 
glance at the other screens. All of the operations and hallways are normal. Something flashes out of the 
corner of your eye, and you hastily pause the recording, back it up an hour, and resume playback at half 
the previous rate. 

There. In the incubation room, you see it: it’s just a blip, but you see an egg suddenly drop from its 
cradled shelf onto the ground. You frown; that’s unusual. Not enough to write a report about—thank 
goodness!—but unusual anyway. The egg rests there on the ground, and you shrug and speed up the 
playback. 

Suddenly, the egg cracks open, and the strangest-looking chicken you’ve ever seen pokes its head out. It 
has a little tuft of feathers on the top of its head, but the feathers immediately disappear, replaced by… 
scales?! You do a double-take and lean forward to pause the playback for a better look. Your abrupt 
movement spills your coffee onto your chest. 

Damn! But no time to mess with it now; your eyes are glued to the screen. Pressing a few buttons on the 
console, you enlarge the incubation room view to take up the full monitor. You press the play button to 
resume in normal time. Before your eyes, the chicken eats its way out of its egg, exposing its chest.  

Your jaw drops, and your head cocks. 

There aren’t any feathers on its chest, either! Yet its breasts are well-defined, sitting atop a wrinkled, 
featherless belly. If you didn’t know any better, you’d say the critter looked almost like a tiny dragon, but 
with that silly-looking tuft of feathers on its head. 

You start to turn around to call your fellow guard over, but the creature is growing before your eyes. You 
do another double-take and look at the console. There’s no way you’re playing back at normal speed! Yet 
as the seconds tick by at the usual rate, the creature eats the rest of its shell and stands for the first time. 

“Uh…” you say aloud. 

Beneath the critter’s belly are two little, wrinkled orbs, and between them, a wrinkled, tan sausage. You 
can’t help but chuckle; chickens aren’t supposed to have penises, but you’re absolutely certain that’s 
what you’re seeing. You turn once more to call your coworker over, but then the critter opens its mouth, 
and you jerk backward in shock, dropping your donut on the floor. Unlike the literal millions of chickens 
you’ve seen hatch out over the years, this chicken’s mouth is full of small, sharp points! You hastily pause 
the playback and stare in shock at the critter’s mouth of unmistakable teeth. 
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“Jerry!” you call, finally turning around. “Jerry, get over here! Look at this!” 

Your coworker looks up from what he’s doing. 

“Aww!” he says, sighing. “Is it an incident? Man, I was off by a day!” 

You shake your head. “I dunno, yet, but this is way better! Get a load of this!” 

He steps over and jerks in surprise as he looks at the screen. 

“What the fuck is that?!” he asks. 

You shake your head again. “I dunno. An egg fell to the ground and lay there for about, I dunno, half an 
hour, and then all of a sudden, it springs up and this pops out of it!” 

“Weird!” he says, pressing the play button, then frowns. 

“Hey, why do you have it fast-forwarding?” he asks. 

“I don’t; look at the time.” 

“But it’s growing before my eyes!” he protests. 

He’s right, too; the critter has quadrupled in size in just the last half hour, and its…erm…genitals seem to 
be outgrowing the rest of it. It’s growing so fast that it doesn’t seem to want to move. It just stands there, 
seemingly stunned, as it grows and grows. It’s already over two feet tall and growing still. The tuft of 
feathers remains on its head, but its body becomes more and more muscular, and dusky green scales 
cover its back and ever-lengthening neck. Its tan belly remains wrinkled, but muscles grow under the 
surface of its skin. 

And then you can’t see its belly anymore. About the time the critter grows to four feet tall, its cock and 
balls loom so large in front of it that you can only see the top of its pecs. 

“Geez, it’s a dick with wings!” Jerry laughs. “What the hell did those idiots cook up?” 

And it’s still growing. You shrink the view to split the screen between the lab and the incubation room. The 
scientists are still doing whatever they’re doing, completely oblivious to the critter. 

“Okay, I’m bored,” Jerry says, pressing the fast-forward button. 

It looks like a time-lapse camera; the critter swells in front of you, quickly surpassing six feet, then seven, 
then eight, his body bulking out all the while but his genitals constantly outpacing the rest of him. Just as 
the critter hits 12 feet tall, his growth abruptly stops, and he remains there, hardly moving. Suddenly, he 
turns his head and bangs into one of the shelves. The solid steel girder dents and crushes hundreds of 
eggs while others begin rolling towards the dent. 

“Now it’s an incident,” you say wryly as the eggs crash to the floor. 

The creature recoils in fear as the eggs crash all around his dick, some of them bouncing off of it before 
hitting the ground. In his abrupt movement, he crashes into the shelf behind him, destroying hundreds 
more eggs. 

“Shit…are there even any chickens for them to package today?” you muse aloud. 

But Jerry’s eyes are fixed to the screen. The creature’s neck swells, and it appears to scream. In the lab, 
the scientists abruptly stop what they’re doing and look towards the incubation room and then each other. 
Two cautiously approach the door and look inside. 

On seeing the light from the door, the creature whips its head to look and then scrambles towards it, but it 
trips on its dick and falls forward, splatting on the floor. The scientists, meanwhile, nearly fall over 
themselves backing out of the room. In the lab, all of the scientists are scurrying around, and one grabs 
an Electric Field-Accelerated Antimatter Gun (EFAAG for short) off the wall. The EFAAG charges, and the 
tip glows red when it finishes. 

“Those idiots,” you say, shaking your head. “Why didn’t they call us?” 

Jerry shakes his head. “I dunno; why do they do anything they do?” 
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The critter, meanwhile, has gotten back up and now stands with his back to the camera, shuffling forward, 
but his dick keeps rolling up under him and knocking him on his face. Perhaps “shuffling” is the wrong 
word. “Rolling” or “tumbling” might be better. 

The door flies open as the critter bursts through it. The scientist with the EFAAG pulls the trigger, and a 
pulse of red light shoots across the room. Yet to everybody’s dismay, nothing happens! 

Jerry frowns. “Weren’t those guns supposed to be checked for expiration once a month?” he asks. 

You nod and sigh. “Those idiot scientists think they know better. They told us to quit interrupting them to 
check it, so we let it slide. It’s been…hmm, a bit over a year, I guess.” 

He starts to open his mouth, but you cut him off. “I have the documented instruction,” you say. “Don’t 
worry; they’re not gonna pin this on us!” 

Jerry nods, and you both turn your attention back to the monitor. The scientists have evacuated, dropping 
the EFAAG on the ground in front of them. You pause the playback and back-track. 

“Whoa, shit!” Jerry gasps. 

As soon as the failed antimatter grenade hits the critter, he spreads his wings and stretches out his neck 
in what is obviously a furious screech. 

“That’s no chicken!” Jerry says. 

You shake your head. “No.” 

“What the hell is it?” 

You stare at the screen. Huge, webbed wings with sharp bones for supports, a reptilian tail, huge talons… 

“I’m pretty sure that’s a cockatrice,” you murmur. 

“A cock-a-what?” Jerry asks. 

You chuckle. “A cock with wings.” 

“Hey! That’s what I said!” 

It’s a pretty good description; the cockatrice’s cock is about ten feet long and three feet wide, situated 
between two massive balls, each about three feet in diameter. His teeth are each now about a foot long, 
and his claws are easily two feet long each. His body is nothing but muscle, scales, and genitals. 

And he’s really pissed off. As you restart playback, he whips his tail around and smashes through several 
tables. Broken glass and colored chemicals fly through the air as the cockatrice walks forward towards 
the exit, dragging his genitals on the ground. A big chunk of glass drives itself into his cock just as a 
beaker of strong potassium hydroxide empties itself on the top of his shaft. You can see his skin 
immediately begin to bubble furiously. The cockatrice reflexively shrieks and whips his tail out again, 
hitting a table. The table flies through the air, bounces off the wall, and lands squarely on the cockatrice’s 
left testicle. 

“Ow!” Jerry cries, holding his crotch. 

You wince and see the cockatrice stumble a little bit before shaking his head and yanking backwards, 
freeing his tortured cock and backing into the table on the other side of the lab, only to leap forward 
abruptly as a lit burner sears him under his tail. But his enormous cock trips him, and he falls flat on his 
face, crushing his poor cock under himself and pressing his skin against the large chemical burn. He 
screeches again, his leg kicking out reflexively and punching through the wall behind him and getting 
stuck. 

You suddenly notice the room getting cloudy and see smoke or steam or something coming from the 
floor. 

“Oh, no! Those chemicals must have gotten mixed up!” Jerry gasps, echoing your thoughts. “I can’t look! 
It’s too awful! Poor guy!” 
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The cockatrice, meanwhile, has stood bolt upright, doing anything to get himself off of his burned dick. He 
seems completely oblivious to the bubbling mess behind him. There’s a sudden explosion, and some kind 
of liquid flies into the air behind him. You have no idea what it is, but either the sound or the feeling of it 
lights a fire under the cockatrice’s ass, and he bolts from the lab. 

“Quick! The hallway!” Jerry cries, reaching around you on the control panel to show the hallway on the 
monitor just as the cockatrice runs by. 

You gasp: the cockatrice’s face is burned, and you can’t swear to it, but he might be blind in one eye. He 
runs a few feet before once more tripping on his dick. 

“Ooh,” you groan, seeing his talon dig into his testicle and slice it open as easily as if it were butter. 

“Shit! How horrible!” Jerry groans. 

But to both of your surprise, the cockatrice seems to finally learn his lesson. He’s back on his feet and 
running backwards down the hallway. Then you see the real reason: a forklift carrying a stack of crates 
full of chickens ready for processing is barreling towards him. Without enough space to turn around, what 
else can he do? 

“Wait, why doesn’t he fight?” Jerry asks. 

You shake your head and shrug helplessly. “Maybe he’s just freaked out in general; the lab was pretty 
traumatic for a critter only a few hours old!” 

The cockatrice bursts through the door onto the factory floor. You quickly switch cameras to see workers 
fleeing as the screaming cockatrice whirls wildly around and runs headlong into the stunner. His whole 
body twitches, and veins on his cock suddenly bulge as the electrical current intended to knock chickens 
unconscious instead acts like an e-stim device to the hapless creature. His balls contract, pulling the 
embedded glass deeper into them, and his cock erupts, spitting a huge bolus of thick, white cockatrice 
cum all over the equipment. 

“Ugh!” Jerry says, grimacing. 

You shudder. “I sure hope the cleanup crew got that taken care of!” 

But the cockatrice seems suddenly calmer, as if getting off soothed him some. He stumbles a bit, right 
toward the exsanguination blades. 

“Oh, no! Nono nonono!” Jerry groans. 

You both cringe as the cockatrice slices the side of his dick open. He recoils and slams into the 
beheading blade, cutting his scrotum wide open, too. One of his testicles peeks out from the gash, and as 
the cockatrice blindly charges forward, it falls right out. He scrambles past it and begins dragging it behind 
him on the ground. It slides under one of the processing lines and gets caught on one of the legs that 
keeps the conveyor system upright. The cockatrice lurches forward and falls on his face as his 
surprisingly strong testicular tendon pulls taught but doesn’t break. He scrambles to his feet and yanks 
backwards, his razor-sharp claws flying everywhere until one of them nicks his tendon. Under immense 
strain, his tendon whips back into him while the other end flies back towards his caught testicle and wraps 
itself around the table leg. 

Suddenly relieved of his testicle, the cockatrice pitches backwards, trying desperately to regain his 
balance on the slippery floor, and crashes headfirst over backwards into the scalder—the hot water bath 
used to prepare chickens for plucking. Upended with his legs and wings flailing helplessly, he tries 
desperately to get his head out of the scaling hot water as mechanical plucking machines beat 
mercilessly about his face. 

He at last succeeds in pitching himself out of the plucking machine and topples over face-first, his sliced 
cock making a growing pool of blood under him as his chest heaves.  

And the poor guy’s had the only feathers on his body plucked clean off his head. 

“That’s just adding insult to injury,” Jerry says, shaking his head. “The feathers were kinda cute.” 
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“Why didn’t anybody shut down the plant?!” you bellow, feeling bad for the poor cockatrice. 

“They panicked, Boss,” Jerry says, shrugging helplessly. “People do stupid things when they panic.” 

You sigh. He’s right, but this poor cockatrice wouldn’t have had to suffer if they’d just shut down the 
factory like the safety protocols mandated. His face is now bloody and bruised; one of his eyes is hanging 
by its optic nerve, and despite his fearsome appearance, he looks exhausted. 

Exhausted or not, though, a sudden crash makes the cockatrice leap to his feet, and he takes off running 
again, trips on his dick, and falls end-over-end, landing with his butt up against one of the processing 
machines. 

“Oh, come on!” you groan just as an automated drill with a nasty-looking, tapered drill bit about 3 inches 
in diameter used for cleaning out the chickens after evisceration plunges into his ass. 

The cockatrice screams in agony as the malevolent teeth on the drill bit rip out a sizable chunk of his flesh 
and remove his anus entirely. He desperately whips his tail, knocking the cleaning machine over. The 
conveyor system attached jams, and there’s a loud whine as the entire line comes to a screeching halt, 
sparks flying as metal grinds against metal, driven by a powerful motor. 

As the cockatrice struggles back to his feet, he trips and knocks over a trough of offal. He takes a step 
forward, slips on a piece of chicken intestine, and slides towards the other, still-operating processing line. 
He skitters and tries to come to a stop, but the floor is covered with slimy chicken bits. He slides into the 
line, and a chicken carrier manages to hook into the sliced-open side of his dick and begins dragging him 
forward. 

“No! Fight it!” Jerry cries. “Get off of that thing!” 

But it’s all in vain. The cockatrice can’t get footing, and he’s dragged along for the ride, skiing on chicken 
byproducts right towards the cropping machine, another drill-like machine with a long bit as big around as 
your thumb and about as long as your arm, designed to push the crop out of the bird’s neck. 

“You gotta get off of there!” Jerry screams. 

“Jerry,” you say, “Get ahold of yourself! This happened yesterday; that poor thing is hopefully dead by 
now!” 

A whimper escapes Jerry’s lips as he realizes that you’re right. He falls silent and watches helplessly as 
the cockatrice is dragged towards the nasty drill bits. One after another plunges into his cock as he gets 
pulled around the machine, making a nasty line of holes that spurt blood the second the bits are 
withdrawn. Only then does the awful chicken carrier let go of him. He collapses in a heap, bleeding, 
anguished, and exhausted. 

He lays there for some time, long enough that you begin to fast-forward. 

“Geez, does he die there?” Jerry asks, swallowing hard. 

You shake your head. “I dunno. It sure seems like he could, with all that blood coming out of him.” 

“Seems like that might be the kindest thing for him,” Jerry sighs. 

But just then, the cockatrice stirs. 

Stay down, you think to yourself. Just let the scientists end you. 

But it was not to be. The cockatrice gets back to his feet and begins trudging towards the door, dragging 
his injured cock and remaining testicle along one side of his body as he enters the processing area. He 
makes it no more than ten feet in when his claw catches on his scrotum and sends him sprawling into the 
meat grinder. The spiral screw in the grinder quickly bites into the tip of his dick before he can react and 
traps him. He pulls back, shrieking in agony, but the grinder doesn’t turn loose until it’s yanked a chunk of 
his cock off. Ground cockatrice cock streams out of the grinder and heads down a conveyor as the 
cockatrice flails backwards, crashing into a control panel.  

The skinning line powers on, and to both of your horror, the cockatrice falls over on his back just in time 
for the automated vision system to identify his cock as a large turkey carcass! You try to look away, but 
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your eyes are glued to the monitor as four large arms come down to clamp the cockatrice’s malehood in 
place and two razor-sharp saw blades come down on either side of it. The blades actuate inward, cutting 
deep into the cockatrice’s cock as he flails under the machine, and then the four arms grasp his skin at 
the base of his cock and yank upward. 

You both suck in a breath as the arms rip the skin off the cockatrice’s prick, revealing the crimson, 
glistening, spongy material underneath. 

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Jerry groans, rushing off. 

You yourself have to fight down nausea as the machine finally lets the cockatrice go, and his now 
degloved penis flops over, getting blood everywhere. But the cockatrice is now desperate to get away. 
Though he must be in indescribable pain, he quickly rushes down the line seeking egress. He suddenly 
sees the door from across the room and hobbles towards it, leaving a bloody trail behind him. He’s almost 
there when his claw catches on one of the equipment feet, spinning him around and unbalancing him. He 
topples forward, and his remaining testicle falls into a vat of marinade. A screw conveyor grabs him and 
slides him down towards a tumbler, which beats and batters his testicle alongside hundreds of pounds of 
marinating chicken. The pain at first makes the cockatrice double over, but desperation finally wins out, 
and he throws himself backwards.  His testicle is now bruised black and blue underneath a ruddy, golden 
layer of marinade. 

The hapless creature falls into the door of the cooking room, wrenches around to catch himself, and 
manages to flop his testicle into the deep fryer. Boiling-hot grease splashes everywhere, and the 
cockatrice’s scrotum instantly becomes crispy. He struggles to get out, but between the weight of his 
testicle pulling it down into the fryer and his lying on his side not giving him enough leverage to pull it out, 
it’s too late by the time he takes the precious seconds needed to get to his feet. He finally pulls back with 
enough force, and his testicle falls off of him and plunges deeper into the fryer. The cockatrice reels in 
agony as his testicle quickly gets fried to a crisp. 

And then it catches fire. The deep fryer bursts into flames. Emergency alarms go off all over. All of the 
screens show flashing red lights. 

“Oh, no,” Jerry says. 

“I thought you were gonna be sick,” you say. 

“I was sick,” Jerry says wanly, sighing. “And now I wish I’d stayed away.” 

As if on cue, the fire suppression system activates, dumping wet chemical all over and around the fryer. 
The strong base reacts with the burning grease and quickly suppresses the fire, but with a pH of 13, it 
almost immediately begins burning the cockatrice’s skin all over. It gets into his good eye and soaks his 
bad one, dissolving it as you and Jerry watch in horror. The cockatrice’s skin seems to melt as he 
screeches in agony, letting out a long, breathless cry. He tries in vain to escape, but even his feet are 
melting into slippery puddles beneath him. His cock seems to shrivel before your eyes, and you watch in 
horror, realizing that his cock isn’t shrinking; it’s dissolving. As soon as the acid eats through the outer 
layer of his spongy tissue, his cock deflates like an empty fire hose. In his agony, the cockatrice loses 
control of his bladder, and a bloody stream of piss spurts out the end. His acidic urine reacts violently with 
the wet chemical, exploding like firecrackers in the air and drenching him in even more of the corrosive 
liquid. 

His once-smooth belly is not spared from the cruel chemical, either. His skin dissolves and falls away 
from him in a sheet of slimy goo, revealing his viscera beneath. You watch helplessly as more and more 
skin disappears, and his vitals abruptly spill onto the floor with nothing left to hold them in. All that’s left of 
his penis disappears, and what was originally a stream of piss is now little more than a weak spray that 
explodes over and over on top of his body, blowing little pockets of flesh-eating chemical into his 
abdomen. 

The alkaline solution reaches his muscles and begins eating through them, too. The cockatrice’s body 
convulses as the fire suppression system stops. The chemical on him continues to eat at his muscles and 
tendons, his cock now an unrecognizable, chemically-cauterized stump.  

When the chemical finally stops dissolving him, you can see bits of his skeleton.  
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You stop the playback, and you and Jerry sit there in stunned silence for some minutes. 

“That poor critter,” you say, shaking your head. 

“What a miserable life,” Jerry agrees. 

You get up heavily and stump over to the refrigerator, taking back your wish for there to be an incident 
today. You need some water to settle yourself. You feel sick with remorse over what happened to that 
once-proud-looking cockatrice, cut down most disgracefully and cruelly by terror. 

As you reach for the pitcher of chilled water, your gaze falls on the strange packet of meat. You take it out 
and look at it suspiciously. 

“Boss, what are you…?” Jerry asks, trailing off when he sees what you have. 

You put the package down and slice it open, then recoil in disgust. 

Inside is all that’s left of the cockatrice: the ground-up tip of his cock. 

 


