

Chapter One

The AD

“This is a waste of time. What am I going to do?” I say to myself as I comb through the job applications online. Every job listed is looking for qualified candidates or post-graduate students. With my high school education and waitressing experience, I fail to meet either of those criteria.

My last job had to let me go because we had too many staff and not enough customers. I was only working there a few months and waitresses have been there for years, so it was only fair to keep the senior staff and let the newer ones go.

It puts me in a tight spot financially, and if I don’t find a job that pays well before the end of the month, then I’m going to be homeless.

I’m already a month behind on rent, and my landlord is an asshole. When I explained my situation, the sleazy guy had the gall to offer me another way to pay my rent. There’s no way I’m sleeping with his flabby ass to stay in this shitty one-bedroom apartment. The body odor coming from him is enough to make me gag. I’d rather be homeless.

I slammed the door in his face that day, and since then, I’ve been avoiding him as much as possible. If he can’t hand me an eviction notice, then I’m not really evicted. I’m going with that idea, but I know he’s going to catch me soon enough, and once I’m served those papers, I’ll have to leave.

Until then, I’m going to scour the whole damn town and online for a job I qualify for. If I can come up with enough money this month, then he can’t say shit, and I’ll get to stay.

I sigh in frustration and I’m about to give up when an ad catches my eye. It’s not a job listing. It’s some lab looking for test subjects for scientific research. As I scroll down, I read the amount offered, and my jaw drops. That kind of money would set me up for a few months!

“Looking for a female test subject ranging from twenty to thirty years of age. Must be healthy, and have no hereditary illnesses.” I read out loud.

“I’m twenty-two and relatively healthy.” There is no known illness in my family tree that I know about. “What else does it say?”

“Also, have no outside obligations like a relationship or job that would interfere with the research.”

I have no job and no boyfriend. God. I’m pathetic.

“The subject will be required to live on sight for the length of the experiment. If you would like to apply, please fill out the form in the link below and if you are selected, you will be contacted by email for further instruction.”

I frown at the ad. “It doesn’t even say what the experiment is. Someone would have to be crazy or desperate to apply when they don’t know what the experiment evolves. I don’t want to be someone’s guinea pig.”

I stare at the amount of money offered again, but then quickly shake my head. “Nope. I’m not that desperate yet.”

I close my laptop and lean back on the sofa in defeat. Looking at the clock on the wall, I groan when I notice the time. Another day wasted. “I’ll have to try again tomorrow. It’s getting late.”

I take a few minutes to tidy up and grab my phone before heading down the hall to my room. I don’t make it two feet before there is pounding on the door to my apartment.

“Open up Heidi! I know you’re in there. I saw you come home this evening.” My landlord shouts.

Shit!

I’ll just ignore him until he goes away.

“You need to pay up, bitch!” He shouts, and I scowl at the door, wishing he could see the pissed off look I’m giving him now. Does he have to be such a jerk?

The pounding stops when I don’t respond, and I think I’m safe again, but then a white envelope is shoved under the door.

“Have it your way, then. You’ve been served. You have seventy-two hours to vacate the promises or I’m calling the cops.” He shouts before I hear him walking away.

My heart rate increases as I freeze in place and stare at the envelope like it’s going to jump up and attack me.

I bend down and gingerly pick up the envelope. I know what it’s going to say without even looking, but I open it anyway.

The document enclosed is signed by my landlord and notarized by his lawyer. It’s official. I’ve been evicted.

Tears gather in my eyes before the last words are read. This is what I tried to avoid. Now what am I supposed to do? I still have no job, and soon I’ll have no home.

I try to take deep calm breaths and think about where I could go. I have close friends I can stay with. They are all busy with their own lives and boyfriends.

Asking my parents for help is out of the question. I’m an only child and my parents barely acknowledged my existence my entire childhood. I was a burden to them, and once I was old enough to survive on my own, they took off to travel the world. There’s been no communication between us and I haven’t seen or heard from them since.

I sit on the sofa and stare numbly at nothing. Seventy-two hours. That’s not much time to get myself prepared.

I mindlessly open my laptop again, and the post for the ad is still on the screen. The enormous sum of money offered is staring me right in the face. I wasn’t desperate before, but I am now, and I’ve got nothing to lose.

I click on the link below the ad and fill out the form. It’s basic and the questions are easy. They require a headshot, so I attach a recent photo of me along with the form. Here goes nothing. I hit the send button and hope for the best.

They only need one test subject and the odds of me being picked are slim, but I needed to try. Now all I have to do is pack and wait.


Chapter Two

Accepted

The first thing I do when I wake up in the morning is check my emails. Disappointment hits me when I don’t see a response from the ad.

My shoulders slump and I stand up. I guess it’s time to pack.

The ping of an incoming email has me sitting back down quickly.

“Yes! I got accepted.”

The email is from a Dr. Baxter.

Thank you for applying to be part of my newest research project. I have looked over your application and you are exactly what I’m looking for as a test subject in my experiment.

This project is very time sensitive and I would like to begin immediately. I need you to arrive at the address written below at exactly 1:00pm today. Bring only the essentials. The lab will supply the rest.

Please send a confirmation email confirming your agreement to take part in the project. Also, provide your banking information in the email, so I can deposit half the funds stated in the ad. When the trial is complete in three months, the rest will be deposited into your account.

Keep in mind that transferring the funds to you will be considered as an agreed contract between myself and the participating party.

Do not reply to this email if you are having doubts or not willing to commit wholly to this trial.

Once it has started, you will have to see it through to the end. Any disruptions could be detrimental to the finished results. I need someone dedicated and reliable. I hope that someone is you.

I look forward to receiving your reply.

Kindly, Dr. Baxter,

(Phd. in Genetics, Scientist of Molecular Biology and Biochemistry, CBPB)

Three months! My leg bounces nervously as I contemplate spending three months in some lab. It seems like a long time. What will they do to me?

Can I really do this?

A knock on my door interrupts my musing. When I open it, my landlord is standing there with a nasty smirk on his face.

“Did you get my letter?” He asks.

“Kind of hard to miss since you shoved it under my door.” I glare at him.

“I can’t have you living here for free, and if you don’t have my money, then you have to go.”

I think of Dr. Baxter’s email. “What if I could get you the rent money I’m behind on and also pay you two months in advance? Would you let me stay?”

He laughs. “Where are you going to get that kind of money? On a street corner?”

I wrinkle my nose in disgust. “No, of course not. I got a new job, and they are giving me a starting bonus. I’ll have the money before lunch. Please, Mr. Winters, I don’t have time to look for another place to live.”

“Harrumph…fine but I want that money by noon and not a second later or I follow through on the eviction.”

I force myself to give him a pleasant smile instead of giving him the finger. The dirty fucker deserves it.

“You’ll get it.”

He just nods and walks away, grumbling under his breath. I shut the door and quickly type out my email confirming that I accept the doctor’s terms and I’ll be at the address for one. I add my banking info before hitting send.

I don’t expect a reply, but the response to my email is instantaneous. This one is short though. Just one line.

Transfer has been sent.

That was fast!

I sign into my online banking to check. I had a hundred dollars in my account yesterday and I smile in glee when I see the new balance. $5,100. I’ll be okay for a while.

Nervous excitement bubbles up inside me as I prepare to meet Dr. Baxter this afternoon. There’s no backing out now.


Chapter Three

The Laboratory

“Are you sure this is the right place?” I ask the taxi driver as I look at the brick building in front of me.

“Yes, ma’am. 6921 Birchwood Dr.” He responds.

The address took us to the edge of town, away from the shopping areas and homes. This side of town is more industrial.

We passed a few factories and warehouses before arriving here. The building in front of me is two stories with no windows, at least not in the front. A steel door is the only thing that breaks up the brick pattern.

“Do you want me to wait for you?” The driver asks me.

“No, thank you. I’ll be awhile.”

Three months, to be exact.

I hand the driver his fee before climbing out of the cab. He drives off while I stand and stare. My nerves have returned worse than ever, and I contemplate turning around and running far away from here.

The only thing holding me in place is the look of shock on my landlord’s face when I handed him a wad of cash to cover my rent.

The asshole didn’t think I was serious, but he greedily took the cash and voided the eviction notice. Now I’ll have a place to go home to after this.

I square my shoulders and shake off my worries. I can do this. It’s only three months and I’m sure whatever project this is about, I’m going to be okay.

The hinges of the heavy steel door screech when I open it. I step into the building and look around. I’m standing in a reception area. A young woman sits at a desk and smiles when I approach.

“Good afternoon, miss. Can I help you?” She asks politely.

“Hello. I’m here to see Dr. Baxter.”

“Oh! You must be Heidi. We’ve been expecting you.” She smiles widely and hands me a clipboard and pen. “Please fill these out. On the last page, you will find the contract stating you are willing to let Dr. Baxter use your body for his research. That is your copy to keep.”

My lips tip down in a frown when she puts it like that. “I don’t even know what type of research he does here. I know I agreed and accepted the money, but I refuse to do anything that would be dangerous.”

The young lady looks at me with concern. “Oh. I’m so sorry for scaring you. That was not my goal, but don’t worry about a thing. Dr. Baxter is very professional, and he would never endanger a test subject.”

That makes me feel better.

“I know you’re very nervous, but you’re in excellent hands.” She winks at me. “Plus, the money will be worth it.”

I have to agree with her and her glowing praise for Dr. Baxter has settled my anxiety. If she thinks so highly of Dr. Baxter, he must be good at his job. There is no way they would put people in danger.

“Take a seat and fill out the top page, and then someone will be out to get you shortly.”

I nod and take a seat in the waiting area, and begin to fill out the paperwork. The questions are simple at first.

It asks for my age, height, and weight. Eye color and hair color. When it gets to my body measurements, I pause. I’ve never actually measured myself.

“Is there a problem?” The lady asks me.

“I don’t know my body measurements. I know my clothing size, but not the exact inches.”

“No worries. Come with me.” She jumps up from her chair and heads to a closed door. “I can help you with that.”

I follow her into a small exam room. “Please remove your clothing, and I will take the measurements for you.”

She takes the clipboard from my hands and sets it on the counter beside her, then opens a drawer and grabs a measuring tape.

She looks at me expectantly when I don’t move. “Dr. Baxter is very thorough and needs a baseline on all subjects prior to the trial. It’s all in the contract.”

I didn’t have time to read what I’ve agreed to yet, so I sigh and start undressing. “You can leave your bra and underwear on.”

That gives me some comfort.

Once I’m undressed, she asks me to hold my arms out to the sides and begins to measure every inch of my body. She starts with my legs from ankle to knee, then knee to thigh. She moves to my arms and does the same. Next, she measures the circumference of my thighs, biceps, waist, neck, and head before she finishes with my chest.

She jots down every measurement on the form.

“What is your shoe size?” She asks.

“7 ½” I answer, even if I find it odd that the doctor wants that info. He must be pretty thorough.

“Bra size? I’m guessing by your measurements that you’re a 38 B.”

“36 C actually.”

“Nice. I’m a little jealous. I’m stuck with these.” She laughs and points to her flat chest. “A measly old 34 A.”

“Thanks.” I chuckle along with her and take it as a compliment. I’ve always been proud of my breasts. They are not massive, but big enough to show off a considerable amount of cleavage while still remaining perky.

“Okay, we’re almost done. You just have a few questions left. I’ll just ask you quickly and write them down. Then we’ll be done.”

“Sure.”

“Are you sexually active?” She asks.

“Um… yes.”

“When was your last sexual encounter and is there any chance you could be pregnant?”

“Six months ago and no, I’m definitely not pregnant.”

“Good. That would have been a problem.” She smiles at me. “You’re all set.”

She opens a cupboard and hands me a hospital gown. “Put this on and Dr. Baxter’s lab assistant will come get you. Welcome to the project. You’ll do great.”

She smiles warmly at me before leaving the room.

I dress in the gown and wait. A nervous energy fills me. I wonder what’s going to happen next.

There’s a knock a few minutes later, and the door opens. A young man walks in and smiles when he sees me.

“Hello, Heidi. My name is Zack. I’m here to take you to Dr. Baxter so we can begin.” His gaze roves over my body in a less than professional way, but I was doing the same thing to him when he walked in, so I can’t be offended.

This man is handsome with blonde hair and dimples when he smiles. His forearms that are visible in his shrub shirt are tanned. This man looks like he just stepped off the beach with his sun-kissed skin.

I can tell he’s fit underneath his clothes. His shoulders are wide and the scrub shirt conforms to his chest.

My body heats the longer I look at him. I’m going to enjoy working with him.

“Heidi, are you ready?” He smirks and I realize I was lost in dirty thoughts of us naked in a laboratory. I’d like to play doctor with him and he can experiment on me any time he wants.

“Yup!” I say a little too quickly, and he winks at me. I think he can read my thoughts or better yet, he’s having the same ones.

I follow him into the waiting area again and we pass the receptionist, who waves at me and gives me a thumbs up.

She points at Zack when his back is to her and waves her hand in front of her face, telling me he’s a hottie. I smile and nod in agreement.

Zack leads me down a hall and stops at a set of steel elevator doors. He pulls out a plastic id card and taps it against a reader on the wall.

There’s a beep, and the light turns green. The doors slide open and Zack ushers me into the elevator. There is only one button which he pushes and the elevator descends. “The lab is underground. Dr. Baxter likes to keep a controlled environment and his research is kept secret down here from prying eyes.”

It stops a minute later and I wonder how far underground we are.

The door opens and I’m staring at another long hallway lined with doors. We walked past them all until we stopped at the last door at the end.

“Are you ready to meet Dr. Baxter?” Zack asks.

“Yes, but I’m kind of nervous.” I say to Zack.

“Don’t be. You’ll do great. You’re in expert hands, and I’ll be with you the entire time.” He’s still a stranger, but his presence brings me comfort, and I straighten my shoulders in determination.

“I’m ready.”

The door opens and Zack places a hand on my lower back to guide me into the room.

“Oh great! The subject has arrived.” A tall gray-haired man with a bushy mustache and thick-lensed glasses steps forward eagerly. His hair is sticking up in places like he’s been pulling on it. He’s wearing a white lab coat that dwarfs his thin frame.

His appearance is odd, and his smile is too big, showing all teeth. It makes him look a little crazy.

“Nice to meet you, Doctor.” I say politely.

“Yes, yes. Good. Time is of the essence, so let’s get started.” He brushes off my greeting with a wave of his hand. “Take a seat on the exam table.”
 I look around the room and see a steel table in the center of the room with lights overhead. A bunch of machines surround the table. A few monitors are on and lines of code appear on the screens.

I stare at all the equipment and get a little worried. It looks like an operating room. I look at Zack for support, and he gives me an encouraging smile.

“What is taking so long, miss? You agreed to become my test subject for this research project. You agreed to the contract, and the receptionist provided you with a copy when you arrived.”

Shit! I still didn’t read it, and the receptionist took the clipboard with the contract still on it when she left me in the room.

I’m an idiot.

The doctor prattles on. “It stated that canceling the contract now will hold you liable to pay back the money you received, plus fifty percent.”

Dammit. That’s a lot of money to owe if I quit now.

“Yes, I understand.” I lie to him. Pretending I read it. There’s no way I can back out now. I don’t have the money to repay him for breach of the contract.

It’s too late to change my mind. The only thing left to do is comply.

Zack helps me onto the exam table. “What kind of research is this?” I ask the doctor.

“I study genetics and biochemistry. This is a study of human and animal DNA comparatives. This study will show how close human DNA make up is to other mammals.”

I don’t understand everything he just said. “Like how we’re related to monkeys?” I ask in confusion.

He chuckles. “There are studies to prove that is true. We share some genetic markers with primates, but this study will prove how only a sliver of change in a DNA strand separates us from that of an animal. By studying human and animal DNA. I will prove that we are lucky to be on top of the food chain.”

“Whatever you're going to do won’t harm me, will it?” I ask.

“No. You won’t feel any discomfort. I promise. Now lay down.” The Dr. says and Zack grabs my shoulders and guides me down onto the table.

“I will start by taking a blood sample. I’ll need to reference the genetic markers in your DNA. Blood will be drawn from you often during the experiment.” I feel the pinch of the needle as the doctor does his thing.

“Jack, start an IV. We will give you fluids to keep you hydrated and vitamins and other medications to keep you at optimal health. You’ll get some fluids now while I run this sample through the computer.” Dr. Baxter says before moving away to fiddle with one of the high-tech machines.

I watch as Zack inserts a catheter into my arm and hooks up a clear bag of liquid. He opens the valve and I watch the fluid flow down the line and into my arm.

I shiver as coldness runs up my arm.

“Are you cold? I’ll get you a blanket.” Zack says, and he’s quick to cover me up.

The doctor approaches from the other side of the table. “We have a baseline and everything looks good, so let’s move on to the next step. Take deep breaths.” He says before suddenly placing a mask over my nose and mouth.

I think about struggling, and knocking the mask away from me, but then decide to do what he asks. After all, I did agree to this even if I didn’t know all the details.

As I breathe in and out like he directed, the room becomes fuzzy and my eyes droop before I fall unconscious; and I wonder not for the first time if I made the wrong choice.


Chapter Four

The Transformation

The sound of a bell ringing is the first thing I hear when I open my eyes. What happened?

“Ah… the subject is awake.” Dr. Baxter’s mustached face hovers over mine. His manic grin is wide as he stares down at me.

“What…” Words escape me. I’m feeling confused.

“It’s ok subject twelve. You have completed the first stage of the experiment. You may find yourself confused. That is normal until the chip is fully integrated with the response sensors in your brain.”

“Chip?” I mumble and try to touch my head where it aches, only to find out that I’m strapped to the operating table by padded restraints on my wrists and ankles.

I begin to struggle, and a bell rings again. It sounds like it’s ringing in my head. “Let me go!”

“Whoa girl. The restraints are to prevent you from injuring yourself. Settle down. There, that’s it. Good girl.” He says as I relax back on the table.

“What is that ringing sound? It sounds like a bell.” I ask.

Both Zack and the doctor share a look before answering. “We didn’t hear anything. You are probably just hearing things. Could be the effects of the anesthetic.”

“Zack is going to change your IV bag and now that you’re awake, we can start on phase two.”

I watch as Zack hangs a bag with yellow fluid inside. “What is that?” I ask as he switches the bags. The yellow liquid runs down the line into me.

“Science stuff.” Dr. Baster says dismissively. “I don’t want to confuse you with all the medical jargon. Just relax. I’m going to place a visual stimulation device on you now. The chip I place on your scalp will help me monitor your brain activity. I want to process your mental responses as you watch the objects on the screen.”

The doctor places a headset on me without waiting for my response. It covers my eyes completely, blocking out the outside world. Next he puts noise canceling headphones on me and I feel adrift with no sight or hearing.

For a few moments, I only see blackness, but then something flickers in front of my eyes. It’s a beautiful picture of a field with mountains and a blue sky in the background. The sight instantly relaxes me.

The scene changes and I’m looking at a barn. That changes and I’m shown another picture of a field of green grass as far as the eye can see.

I jolt when I hear that damn bell again. This time, that sound is accompanied by a picture of a dairy cow.

The pictures change every few seconds, but mostly they are fields of grass, barns, and cows.

I hear the sounds of the bell sporadically, along with a moo whenever a cow is shown. Sometimes the cow is out in a field, other times it is inside the barn.

It feels like hours have gone by, but the slideshow continues and the pictures of the cows and barns become more detailed.

More pictures of cows attached to pumps and being milked flash before my eyes, repeatedly. Suddenly a video pops up of a cow and farmer. I can hear the farmer soothing the cow. “Easy girl. Let’s get these udders drained.” The farmer says.

The cow moos in response and shakes its head, causing the bell on its collar to ring. It’s the same sound I’ve been hearing this whole time. That sound was alarming at first. I thought I was going crazy, but now it brings me an odd sense of peace.

I watch the farmer attach the pumps to the cow’s teats and then turns it on. I can hear the sound of the milk spraying out and into the tubes.

As I watch, I begin to feel the cows’ happiness at being milked. It’s almost like I can feel my own breasts being pumped. They tingle in response to the video and I sigh in contentment.

Cows have a good life, I think to myself. They have no worries and get to be out in a field all day, lazing around waiting to be milked.

The video ends, and then the headset is suddenly removed. I blink up at the bright lights above me.

“The chip works perfectly. Did you enjoy the video?” Dr. Baxter asks me.

“Yes.” I answer automatically.

“Good, but we are far from done.” The doctor says.

“I’m tired and hungry. Can we stop soon?”

The doctor and Zack ignore me as they gather more items and talk amongst themselves excitedly. The words, “success” and “hucow” stand out to me. I don’t understand that word. I’ve never heard of it before.

Once again, Zack adds another bag of fluid. This one green, and I watch as it mixes with the yellow fluid in my line before entering my arm.

I feel my body relaxing on the table. “She’s ready for the next part.” Zack says and smiles down at me as my eyelids flutter.

Once again, the doctor places that mask over my mouth and nose, and I close my eyes as I inhale the gas.

This time when I walk up, I’m really confused. I don’t know where I am or how I got here. I don’t remember anything.

“Hello, 12. How are you feeling?” A handsome man says to me when he notices I’m awake. He looks familiar, but I don’t know where I’ve met him before.

I wince when I try to move my head. The only sound I make is a whimper.

Another older man stands next to the young man. He looks familiar too. “I know you must be sore, but you’ll feel better soon. You’ve been in a medically induced coma for the past month. It was easier on your body during the transition.”

Transition?

“No other subject before you has made it this far. They usually have some sort of reaction and don’t wake up, but we seem to have figured out the problem this time.” He adds excitedly.

I stare at them. My brows pinched in confusion. Trying to understand him is making my head hurt worse.

He pats my arm. “Don’t think. You don’t need to.”

Okay, good! That makes me feel better.

“Zack, take her to the pasture, and we can start the conditioning of our first hucow.” The older man says.

Zack, the young man, helps me stand up and I stumble on my feet, feeling very uncoordinated. Zack holds most of my weight and guides me out into the hall and into another room.

It feels odd to walk on two feet. Good thing Zack is here to help me. He’s very nice!

The room he takes me to is very large and, to my surprise and delight, the floor is covered in a layer of green grass. When my toes touch the strands, I realize it’s fake, but I’ll still be wildly happy that I’m surrounded by the green stuff.

Without thinking, I kneel down until I’m on all fours. My hands sink into the grass. This feels better. I begin to crawl around and then roll over onto my side in contentment.

Zack smiles at my silly behavior.

“Turn on the screens,” he says, and moments later, the white walls are transformed into fields of grass on one side, and on the other side is a barn.

It looks like I’m outside, and I smile at the sight.

“Has she seen herself yet?” I hear the old man’s voice coming from somewhere.

“Bringing in the mirror now.” Zack responds, and I watch him drag in a large mirror and place it against one wall.

“Come here, girl.” He says to me and clicks his finger like he’s calling an animal. Again, I move without thought. Him beckoning me like that should offend me, but it feels normal.

I crawl over to him and he positions me in front of the mirror.

I stare in shock at myself. I’ve never seen anything like this before. My head is shaved short and I see tiny horns growing out of my scalp on either side of my head. I reach up and touch the horns, wincing at the soreness in my scalp.

“They took a few weeks to grow, so your head might be sore for a while,” Zack says.

I grew horns! How? I tilt my head back and forth, staring at them in awe. They are pretty.

A small microchip is attached to my temple, and a little green light blinks on and off.

I forget about how this all happened and what I looked like before. I don’t need to worry about it.

I notice my body is covered in a white neoprene suit with black patches, making me look like a cow.

What startles me more than the horns is the giant set of tits on my chest. They are huge and when I move; they jiggle below me, fully engorged and heavy. I reach a hand up to touch them, but Zack stops me.

“No, little hucow. Don’t touch your udders. We’ll milk you soon,” Zack says and pats my head. I instinctively lean into his touch, making him smile.

A tail flicks out behind me and I startle and turn in a circle to look, but the more I turn, the harder it is to see.

Zack laughs at my predicament, but moves me sideways in the mirror so I can see the tail that grows out of me at the base of my spine. There is an opening in the suit that exposes my privates.

My tail flicks back and forth the longer I look.

“You look so pretty little hucow.” Zack coos, and I smile in pride. I’m a cow! A pretty one!

“Are you hungry, little cow?” He asks.

My stomach grumbles at the thought of food, and I quickly nod my head.

He goes to a bin in the corner and grabs a bowl and scoops some oats into it before setting it on the ground in front of me. I look at it and him in confusion.

“It’s okay, just bend down and eat out of the bowl. Yes, just like that.” He says when I lower my head like an animal and begin to munch on the oats.

I groan when the taste hits my tongue. I’ve never eaten anything that’s tasted this good.

“Eat it all, and there is a bucket with water in the corner. I’ll be back to fetch you later.” He says and leaves me alone. I continue to munch on my food as my tail twitches in happiness behind me.


Chapter Five

First Milking

“Time for your first milking, little hucow.” Zack says when he comes back sometime later.

I’ve been laying in the grass enjoying myself. That’s what cows do. They lie around and wait to be milked. I remember the video of the cow being milked, and I jump up quickly and crawl to Zack’s side.

I’m so excited and can’t wait.

Zack smiles down at me and I notice he’s holding a collar with a cowbell on it in his hand. He bends down and holds the collar in front of me. “This is for you. Every good cow gets a collar.”

I’m a good cow. I smile at him and prance in place.

“The doctor has decided to call you Bianca. Look! Your name is engraved on the collar. He points to the letters, but it seems I’ve forgotten how to read. It just looks like symbols, but I grin in happiness when he places it around my neck.

“There you go, Bianca hucow.” Zack says and attaches a lead to the collar before standing back up.

I move my neck and the bell rings. A feeling of contentment washes over me at the sound.

“Let’s get you to the diary room. Dr. Baxter is waiting for you.”
I crawl behind him like a good cow. The sound of the bell on my collar echoing down the hall.

When we get to the dairy, the old man, Dr. Baxter, claps his hands in delight when he sees me. “Marvelous! I think we’ve succeeded this time, Zack.”

He bends down and pats my head. “Has she tried to speak?”

“Not a word, doc.”

“Hum… can you still communicate like a human, or has the program changed your vocal response as well? Try to say something.” He says to me,

I think about it for a moment, and open my mouth, but the only thing that comes out is, “MOO!”

“HA! That’s amazing. I couldn’t be happier.” He says.

“I think this project succeeded where others failed because I combined her human DNA and the bovine DNA outside the body first. I made sure the strand was stable before injecting the subject with the modified strand. All the other times I tried to just add it to the host, and that always ended badly.”

I moo again and interrupt his speech. It’s all gibberish to me, and I’m getting uncomfortable. My udders hurt, and I need to be milked.

“Sorry little Bianca. I get carried away sometimes.” The doctor chuckles and stands up. “Bring her over and we will hook her up to the milking machine.”

Zack leads me over to a milking bench. I climb up and lay my body across the bench, letting my udders hang off the end. He ties the end of the lead to a ring on the wall in front of me, then steps back.

The doc grabs two long tubes with cups on the end. He flicks a switch on the machine and it hums to life. He places the cups under my udders. The suction forces my teats down into the cups. The rhythmic pull of the machine feels nice, and I shudder in delight.

The pressure in my udders release after a couple pulls of the machine and I moo in relief when the milk begins to drain out of me. It sprays in large gushes into the tubes as I watch. My teats are distended now from the machine, stretching them out with every pull.

“Congratulations Dr. Baxter. I’d say this experiment is a success. You’ve created the perfect human/cow hybrid.” Zack says.

“Thank you, Zack. She’s the perfect hucow, but the study is not finished yet. We’ll need to monitor her over the next few months.” Dr. Baxter says.

The doctor cups one of my udders in his palm and watches the milk drain out of it. He smiles and messages the soft globe, making me moan in delight. That feels nice.

“Humm… she seems to produce more milk when I touch her udders. Look at the flow as I message her. I wonder if the human side of her is enjoying the added stimulation. Zack, check her vagina for any secretions.”

I feel Zack’s hand lift my tail out of the way before he places his fingers between my legs. He slides them along my folds. “She’s soaked, doc.”

“Moo!” I wiggle my ass, enjoying his touch.

“It seems that being milked is causing her to become aroused. The cow part of her needs to be milked, but the human side must be reacting to the stimulation of the pumps. Those human urges are still active. She may be more animal than human now, but even animals can get sexually excited.”

“What should we do?” Zack asks while still rubbing me.

“Make her cum.” Dr. Baxter says.

Yes! I want that so badly.

The tip of Zack’s finger dips inside me, and I groan.

“You want me to finger the hucow?” Zack asks for confirmation.

“Yes. We have to investigate every aspect of the project. We need to study everything about her. This is a scientific breakthrough.”             

Zack chuckles. “Well, if it’s for science…” He trails off and shoves two fingers into my wet pussy.

I arch my back and moan loudly. I’m so horny, and his fingers feel amazing. He pumps them into me as deep as he can go.

“She’s soaking my hand.” Zack says as my juices pour out of me. I’m so turned on right now.

“Her milk flow is increasing too. It seems the more aroused the hucow is, the higher the volume of milk she produces. Keep going.” Dr. Baxter says, thrilled at my response to the added stimulation.

Zack adds a third finger and roughly fucks me. He uses his other hand to massage my clit, making my arousal spike higher. I’m almost there, just a bit more, and I’m going to cum.

“You’re such a pretty hucow. Yes, fuck yourself on my hand.” He says when I begin to push back, meeting his thrusts.

“Cum for me, cow!” He commands and my body obeys.

I moo loud and long as an orgasm slams into me. My muscles clench down on his fingers, milking them as the machine milks me.

Milk pours out of my teats like rivers and the doctor laughs in joy. “She is gushing creamy goodness. The orgasm triggered a letdown, and the machine is filling up fast. I will make a note in my report that orgasms will be mandatory during milking sessions.”

Zack removes his fingers from my pussy, and it makes a loud slurping sound. I am so wet, my thighs are drenched in my arousal.

“I need to go back to the lab. I have a lot of work to do. Stay with her until her milk is drained, then take her to her new pen.” Dr. Baxter says.

“Sure thing, Doc,” Zack says as the doctor leaves.

Zack stands next to me and pats my head. He talks to me like one would to an animal and I moo softly while I continue to be milked.

I’m happy and content. What more could a hucow want?


Chapter Six

New Home

“This is your new home, Bianca. You should be comfortable here.” Zack says as we enter another room in the underground lab.

My udders hang low and empty below me as I waddled on all fours behind Zack. Without the extra weight of the milk, I can move faster.

The pressure is gone for now, but I know I’ll need another milking before the day is out.

I look around the new room in curiosity. There are four stalls lined up along one wall. All of them are empty.

Zack leads me to a stall filled with fresh straw, and I moo in happiness. This is all mine! He smiles at my excitement and gives my rump an affectionate pat. “Good girl. I knew you’d like it.”

He unhooks my lead, and I wait patiently while he fills up a bucket of water and another bowl of oats for me. I have the sudden urge to urinate and I don’t think twice about going where I stand.

The hot stream of liquid pours out of me onto the floor of the stall. “That’s going to take some getting used to.” Zack mumbles as he grabs a shovel and removes the soiled straw before replacing it with a fresh lot. “I have to remember this is normal for you. I can’t think of you as a human anymore.”

I moo at him and start eating. I stick my head down into the bucket of water and lap it up. The cold water quenches my thirst.

The door opens when I’m finished eating and Dr. Baxter comes in. He’s holding a syringe filled with blue liquid.

“What is that, doc?” Zack asks.

“This will prevent her body from rejecting the cow's DNA. The sample I took from her after the transformation was complete shows the bond has remained strong, but I don’t want to risk it. She’ll get this injection once a day as a precaution.” He says.

I move away from the doctor in nervousness and eye the needle in his hand. “Easy girl.” He reaches out a hand and scratches under my chin, making me forget all about the needle. I close my eyes, leaning into his touch.

“That’s a good girl. I won’t hurt you. We’re going to take good care of you, little hucow.” He coos before jabbing the needle into my flank.

“Moooo…” It stings, but it’s over with quickly.

He gives me one more scratch and then shares a quiet conversation with Zack while I lay down in the straw and get comfortable. I’m ready for a nap.

The doctor leaves just as my eyes begin to close, making me pick my head up with alertness. Zack comes over and removes my empty food bowl.

“I’ll come get you in a while and take you to the pasture room for some exercise. You’ll spend all of your time here or there between milkings. Have a good nap, Bianca.” He says before turning down the lights and leaving the room.

I settle back down and close my eyes in contentment. I have everything a hucow could need. A stall to sleep in, plenty of food, a grassy place to play, and lots of orgasms to make my milk flow. I’m one lucky hucow.


Chapter Seven

The Bull

I lay in the pasture and stare at the images on the wall with a frown. I’m bored. It’s been a few months since I’ve transformed into a hucow and I’ve been content with my daily routine, but I’m feeling lonely.

The only interaction I get is with Dr. Baxter and Zack when it’s time for milking or feeding. It’s mostly Zack that takes care of me. Dr. Baxter rarely visits me anymore except to give me my daily shot.

Zack says that Dr. Baxter is busy with another experiment. He talks to me about it sometimes, but I don’t understand all the big words. I’m just a simple hucow now.

The door opens and I perk up a little when I see Zack and Dr. Baxter come into the room. They are both smiling, and I wonder why they are both here at the same time.

My eyes open wide when I see Zack holding a lead, and watch as he guides someone into the room.

“Bianca, we noticed you were unhappy lately, and we brought you a friend. He’s just like you,” Zack says.

“He’s a hubull.” Dr. Baxter says. “He’ll keep you company and hopefully in the future we will have an entire herd of hucows, but first we want to start with our lead hucow, which is you and this bull.”

The man crawls forward on all fours and sniffs the air. I stand still, not knowing what to do. I flick my tail nervously as Zack unhooks the bull’s lead, and he moves towards me.

The bull is larger than me, with a massive set of horns on his head. He has a gold ring piercing his nose and his body is covered in a solid black bodysuit. His tail swings behind him as he looks around.

What grabs my attention the most is his massive, hubull cock that hangs between his legs and as he nears me, I watch it stiffen. The sight has me slick in moments.

His muscles bulge as he moves and I moo in greeting. He moos back, but it’s low and rough sounding.

I see Zack and the doctor backing out of the room. “We will watch them interact through the monitors.” I hear Dr. Baxter say.

It’s only the new bull, and I left in the room now and I smile shyly as the bull stops in front of me.

His hot breath caresses my face as he sniffs me. I nudge him with my nose and he snorts before smiling.

“That seems promising.” I hear Zack’s voice through the monitor.

He moves his larger body alongside mine and I rub against his flank. His cock is now rock hard and pointing forward.

I shift around and point my backside right in his face, trying to entice him. He shuffles and moves forward until his face is between my legs.

“Moo!” I shout when his hot tongue licks my folds and breaches my opening. It’s long and reaches far inside me. After a few licks, he moves back and alters between sniffing and licking me from my clit to asshole. I’m soon dripping in desire and panting as he works me up.

“They’re acting on pure animal instinct. There is no embarrassment or hesitation from their human side.” Dr. Baxter says as I begin to rub my pussy all over the bull’s tongue and face.

“It was a good call to make a bull before we add more hucows.” Zack says.

“I agree. Oh look at that, he’s about to mount her.” Dr. Baxter quickly adds as the bull rears up over me. His large body crowding me. I feel his hard cock poking my thigh, the tip wet with pre-cum.

He wraps his thick arms around me, just under my breasts, and holds me in place with his body. The sound of his grunts are loud in my ear as he thrusts his pelvis against my backside, trying to find my opening.

He gets frustrated when growls in impatience when each jab of his cock misses, so I tilt my pelvis to help him. When the head of his cock finally finds the entrance of my pussy, the hubull lets out a savage shout and slams inside me.

I mewl in shock as his massive cock splits me open. That mewl turns to a throaty groan when his pelvis meets mine. He’s so deep inside me, I feel the head of his cock rubbing the entrance of my uterus.

He shifts his hips back, pulling his cock almost out of my tight passage before driving into me again with force. This is pure animal lust. A mating between two beasts.

I moo loudly in bliss as he ruts into me. This is so much better than Zack’s fingers, and I feel my orgasm rushing forward with every pump of his hips.

My udders tingle, and milk begins to flow as the bull stimulates me. Drops of the creamy liquid drip into the synthetic grass, making the ground slick below me. When I move a hand to brace my body against the bull’s assault on my pussy, I slip and tumble forward, face planting on the ground.

With my head down and my ass in the air, the bull’s cock hits my g spot dead on and pleasure like I’ve never felt before slams into me.

I wail as I cum on the bull’s cock. Every spasm of my internal muscles causes him to growl in delight. I feel him swell inside me as he nears completion, and then he pushes into me as far as he can go before he goes still.

A shout falls from his lips as hot ropes of his cum paint my insides. His member twitches with every spurt of his seed. The weight of his body pins me to the ground, holding me in place until he’s deposited every drop.

I lay panting below him, still coming down from my orgasm, when he finally pulls out of me. A gush of liquid leaves me as I finally climb to my hands and knees. He lowers his head and sniffs my cum filled pussy. He grunts in approval before moving over to the water bucket and taking a drink.

There are no soft touches or cuddling after the deed is done, and I don’t expect any. We’re just animals, after all. A hucow and a bull.

I join him at the feeding station, and he moves back for me to drink. Then we curl up on the grass and relax.

“I wonder what their offspring will be like? Will it be more human than cow?” I hear Zack asking the doctor.

“I don’t know, but I’m excited to find out. We did it, Zack!” Dr. Baxter says in delight. “It’s safe to say that The Hucow Experiment was a success. It’s time to move on to the next phase.”

The monitor cuts off and I no longer hear their voices. I close my eyes and sleep until the bull nudges me awake for another mating.

We spend the day sleeping and breeding and when we finish another round and I’m dripping in the bull’s seed, Zack takes me to be milked. The milk drains from my udders quickly from all the orgasms I’ve had today, and once I’m empty, Zack leads me back to my stall.

I’m happy to see the bull in the stall beside me and he snorts in happiness that I’ve arrived.

Zack lets us rub noses in greeting before he guides me into my stall. I fall asleep quickly with drained udders and a tired smile on my face.

Eight months later…

“How is our little herd of hucows today?” Dr. Baxter asks Zack.

The cows are in the pasture and Zack switches on the monitor so the doc can see. Dr. Baxter created two more hybrids over the last few months. Both of them survived the transformation and are thriving.

“As you can see, Bianca gets along well with her new hucow sisters, Pumpkin and Georgia.” Zack was happy the doc let him pick the names this time.

Dr. watches the three hucows playing with each other. They nudge against each other and roll around in the grass, mooing in happiness.

Dr. Baxter smiles. He finally did it! He finally created a viable animal/human hybrid.

The bull approaches the three hucows and nudges Bianca’s side until she’s separated from the others before mounting her. Her moos are loud and excited as he pushes into her.

The bull is careful not to jostle her rounded stomach as he mates her. Some human thought remains in each of them, and the bull senses she’s pregnant and almost ready to deliver.

The other two hucows have smaller bulges. They’re just beginning to show.

“He likes all the hucows just fine, but Bianca seems to be his favorite.” Zack says as they watch the bull remove his now spent cock from the hucow.

“Excellent! I couldn’t be happier.” The doctor watches the hucows for a few more moments before heading back to his office.

Zack follows behind him. “So what’s next, Dr. Baxter?”

He turns to face his assistant with a manic grin on his face. His mind is already filled with ideas for his next experiment. “We’re going to need a bigger lab.”

The End.

Thank you for reading The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist.

Follow my Amazon Author Page for new hucow stories soon to be released like: Selected For Hucow Service. Coming August 2023.

Here’s a list of my books available now:

If you want something a bit darker check out my Betrayed Milkers Series

Book one: Sold to the Farm

Book two: Sent to the Farm

Book three: Tricked on the Farm

Also out now! The Hucow Lottery

Love a good Hucow Alien story? Check out: Abducted. Hucow Alien Space Station

Available June 2023: Hucow Horror Farm

Happy Hucow Reading!
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