

The Lab Hucow




Chapter One

I’ve spent three years hiding behind hoodies and lab goggles, and today they’re still not enough to shield me from the auditorium’s fluorescent glare or the thirty-seven pairs of eyes waiting for Dr. Vellum to announce his picks. If I’m honest, I never thought I’d make it this far. Not when my parents could only afford to send me to a high school where the football team got new uniforms every year, but the library’s science section smelled like mold and old gym socks.

I’m smart, and even the lackluster education I received in high school didn’t stop me from getting top marks. Even Lucy Lin’s constant sabotage—spilled phenol, and deleted data, hasn’t shaken my lead in the program. The two of us are fighting for first place in our field of study. Me, the frigid rural girl, and her, the urban cutthroat with her polished bob and fake-laugh. She’s always had it easier, but I know how to work through adversity. I just have to last one more semester, and then Vellum’s research team will decide the rest of my life.

The room is hot, and I’m sweating under my hoodie. Even the air tastes thick with heat. The seats are filled with students wearing faded jeans and trendy workout clothes. Their clothing carries the occasional coffee stain, and their bags contain energy drinks for last-minute study binges. It’s the common look of those who are too wired and anxious to care about fashion. I glimpse my class rival, Lucy Lin. The petite Asian is two rows ahead, slouched with her phone under the table, probably finalizing her acceptance speech. She won’t need it if I can help it.

To my left, Steven Jacobs is nervously tapping his leg under the seat. He’s awkward, tall, and pale, with a dorky look that makes him invisible to most girls, but I like him. He’s nice and incapable of lying, which is more than I can say for anyone else in this program.

“Any predictions?” he whispers.

“I don’t know. Dr. Vellum could pick any of us.” I say.

Steven’s smile twitches. “You’ll make it.”

“How do you know?”

“Because you’re the smartest one here,” he says, and returns to gnawing on his thumbnail, not seeing the blush on my face from his compliment.

The overhead projector flickers to life, drawing us in like moths. Dr. Vellum’s face is all mustache and prescription lenses; his expression is as severe as ever. His reputation is equal parts legend and warning: if you survive his mentorship, you’re guaranteed a path straight into industry or academia. If you fail, you become a cautionary tale. There are many tales.

The first slide reads: “BXV-9: Final Team Selection.” The murmurs die.

“I want to congratulate you,” Vellum intones, scanning the crowd, “on reaching the final round. There is no higher test of your commitment than what comes next.”

He clears his throat, lips twitching at the corners. “As you know, my human trials team is limited to five students. If you’re chosen, you will work with me and my associates in a confidential setting. All data, observations, and—yes—personal interactions are strictly classified. We expect the utmost discretion.”

My heart hammers in my chest, but I make myself breathe. I remind myself that it doesn’t matter if the room is full of people smarter, richer, or better connected than me. Vellum cares only about results.

“Now,” Vellum says, “I’ll announce the primary team member.” The click of the spacebar sounds like a gunshot.

Name one: “Lucy Lin.”

She doesn’t even flinch, but the air around her gets colder, like she’s exhaled ice. I glance at her, seeing her smug look.

Name two: “David Simms.”

There’s a polite smattering of applause. David is basically a Ken doll with a bioengineering focus—blond, square-jawed, always wearing pressed polos. I once watched him reduce a TA to tears over a decimal point. I’ve never seen him blink.

Name three: “Trevor Black.”

Trevor looks like he should be running a pyramid scheme. The only reason he’s not is that, by all accounts, he’s smarter than everyone else in the room. If he tried harder, he’d be top of the class. He’s so good at everything that I suspect he’s also deeply unhappy, but you’d never know it from his perpetual smirk.

Name four: “Steven Jacobs.”

I squeeze Steven’s wrist. He looks as though he might vomit. I mouth “congrats,” and he almost smiles.

And then there’s one slot left. The universe’s sense of timing is cruel.

Vellum’s eyes slide over the crowd. “Clara James.”

I don’t hear the applause because the blood is pounding in my ears. For a second, I’m outside my body, watching a mousy brown-haired girl with unimpressive breasts and an even less impressive social life stand up and accept her fate.

I force myself down the aisle, past the rows of eyes that expect me to fail, or maybe to set something on fire. I feel Lucy’s gaze on my back as she stands up to follow. Her eyes burn into the back of my head, but I pretend I don’t notice.

After the rest of the announcements (alternate team members, and three minutes of legal disclaimers), Vellum signals us forward. We follow him into the bowels of the building, like a parade of winners.

The corridor is lined with outdated safety posters: “DON’T EAT IN THE LAB” and “NO OPEN-TOED SHOES.”

The last door is a slab of reinforced glass and steel, with a keypad that beeps as Vellum enters the access code. Inside is a conference room, much colder and quieter than the one we just left. Vellum gestures for us to sit.

We do, and for a second nobody speaks. I’m between Steven, who is still trembling with nerves or excitement, I can’t tell, and David, who is examining his cuticles with absolute disinterest. Lucy and Trevor bracket the other side, and if there’s any camaraderie, it’s drowned by the low hum of competitive tension.

Vellum stands at the head of the table, hands folded.

“First, let’s address the purpose of BXV-9,” he says. “Our objective is to induce targeted mammary tissue growth and lactation in human subjects. The serum is designed for food supplementation, emergency infant feeding, and a dozen other humanitarian applications.”

He looks at each of us. “I expect you to treat this work with the seriousness it deserves.”

Trevor raises a hand. “Are we using animal or human test subjects?”

Vellum’s gaze narrows. “Human only.”

There’s a subtle shift in the air. Steven stops shaking. Lucy leans forward. I feel a ripple of something—fear, curiosity, or maybe just the thrill of being close to the edge.

“Each of you will have a designated role,” Vellum says. “There will be no overlap. We’re not here to compete—unless you’d like to compete for my approval.”

Lucy’s lips quirk. “Some of us are better at that than others.”

“Indeed,” Vellum says. “But be careful. I judge on outcomes, not intentions.”

He hands out folders with our assignments. My fingers shake a little as I open mine.

Subject Liaison: Intake, observation, documentation. All interactions logged. Immediate reporting of adverse events.

I blink. Not what I expected.

Lucy glances at me. “Guess they figured you’d be better behind the clipboard,” she says, voice low.

I ignore her.

Vellum goes on: “Your first task is to prepare the lab. You have one week. After that, I expect daily progress updates.”

He dismisses us with a nod. We file out, our new hierarchy already established.

Outside, Lucy corners me by the elevator. She’s almost a head shorter than I am, but she radiates menace.

“Congrats, Clara,” she says, every syllable sharpened to a point. “Let’s see how long you last before you leak confidential info to the press.”

“I don’t even talk to my own parents,” I say.

Lucy smiles, and for a second, it’s almost genuine. “Just stay out of my way, Clara, and we’ll be fine.”

The elevator doors open, and she steps in ahead of me, back perfectly straight.

I take the stairs, not wanting to be in a confined place with her snooty attitude a moment longer. I can tell it’s going to be a long semester.

That night, I studied my assignment until my eyes blurred. There’s an entire section on psychological effects—“potential imprinting, dependency, and altered sexual identity boundaries”—that someone has underlined in red ink. I wonder if I should be afraid. Instead, I feel a kind of bleak satisfaction. No one will ever say I was afraid to go the distance.

I texted Steven: “Congrats again. Want to meet in the library tomorrow to prep?”

He replies in under a minute: “I’ll bring coffee. And a taser in case Lucy shows up.”

I snort and get distracted by another text popping up. This time it’s my mom reminding me to eat something.

I have a week to prove Dr. Vellum did right by choosing me. I belong here. One week to outshine Lucy, and to show Vellum that I’m more than a small-town girl.

I can do that. I have to. My future depends on it.


Chapter Two

On the first official day of Project Bovexa, I woke up early enough to beat the sunrise. There is no time to sleep when my future is within my grasp.

The biotech building is already lit from the inside. I catch the campus shuttle, but get off before I reach my destination. I walk the last two blocks because I need time to breathe, to let the icy air wake up my brain.

Inside, the lobby smells like bleach. Trevor is waiting by the security desk, black coffee in hand, eyes scanning the room. He always gave me sleazy vibes. He’s smart or he wouldn’t be here, but he looks like the kind of guy who would sell you a car with a leaking head gasket, then invite you out for drinks afterward.

“Morning, Clara,” he says, voice just loud enough to echo.

I nod. “Didn’t peg you for an early riser.”

“I’m not.” He shrugs. “But Dr. Vellum is, and I’ve seen him dock points for tardiness.”

He says it like it’s a joke, but I know he’s dead serious. That’s the thing about Trevor: he weaponizes charm, but only as a delivery system for information.

Steven arrives next, breathing hard from the stairs, glasses fogging. He gives a tight, conspiratorial smile.

David and Lucy come in together, not speaking, but moving in the same rhythm. For a second, I wonder if they’ve made some sort of alliance, but then Lucy makes a sharp turn for the elevator and David doesn’t follow. He glances at me, eyes cold as ever.

In the elevator, there’s a silence so tense I can feel it pushing against my eardrums.

When we reach the sub-basement, Dr. Vellum is already waiting by the main door. Today, he’s dressed in his usual attire: lab coat and slacks. His hair is a mess, like he just hopped out of bed. He beckons us into the main conference room.

I catch Steven’s nervous glance at the rows of locked cabinets. Trevor’s eyes flick from the double-paned glass to the biometric scanner by the far wall. Even Lucy looks less composed, her fingers drumming the edge of her binder.

Vellum waits until we’re seated, then starts the briefing.

“BXV-9. Project Bovexa,” he says, writing the words on a whiteboard with an expensive marker. “You’ve all read the published reports. Now you get the detailed version.”

He flips to a slide showing a series of graphs and MRI images.

“Our initial animal studies showed robust tissue hypertrophy in mammary glands, but the human trials are uncharted territory.” He clicks again. “The serum amplifies endocrine responses—prolactin, estrogen, oxytocin—by several orders of magnitude. The primary effect is rapid, sustained lactogenesis, and the secondary effect is neurochemical conditioning, which is... less well-documented.”

Trevor snorts. “You mean it makes people enjoy it?”

“In the most technical sense,” Vellum replies, not missing a beat. “It creates a behavioral feedback loop. The subject experiences heightened gratification, both somatic and emotional, from lactation stimuli. There is also a pronounced nurturing impulse, and a tendency to seek further stimulation.”

Lucy raises her hand, just to show she’s above blurting. “What’s the point exactly? Are we supposed to turn people into what, human milk factories?”

“Under crisis conditions, yes,” Vellum says. “But there are secondary markets—personalized nutrition, medical applications, even recreational services. Industry sponsors are quite interested in what we produce here.”

David grins. “Sounds like a gold mine.”

Steven shifts in his seat. “What about the risks? Permanent changes, psychological side effects?”

“Noted and mitigated,” Vellum says. “You’re here because you understand the boundaries. And because I expect you to push them judiciously.”

I’m not sure whether he means that as a threat or a dare.

“Now,” Vellum continues, “roles. Lucy, you’ll head compound synthesis and quality assurance. Trevor, you’re on data analysis and reporting. David, you’ll assist in clinical prep and procedure. Steven, you’re support for all technology integration—monitoring, logging, security.”

He turns to me. “Clara, as subject liaison, you’re responsible for onboarding, screening, and monitoring all human subjects. You will interface directly with the test cohort, documenting their responses and ensuring compliance with all protocols.”

I nod, pretending I haven’t already memorized the entire subject handbook.

Vellum brings up a new slide. It’s a list of potential side effects, some highlighted in yellow.

- Rapid breast tissue growth (2-10x baseline)

- Continuous milk production, not dependent on pregnancy

- Heightened tactile sensitivity

- Mild to severe sexual arousal during expression

- Psychological imprinting: submissive, nurture-compulsive, identity fluidity

- Risk of dependence on stimulation

“Some of these are considered positive features, side effects,” Vellum says. “But they are significant. I expect rigorous documentation of all adverse events, especially those marked with an asterisk.”

Trevor raises his hand. “And what about boundaries for subject interaction? How far can we push them?”

Vellum’s lips twitch. “Within ethical guidelines and the subject’s signed consent, you may push as far as necessary for data integrity.”

David grins, and for the first time, I glimpse something unsettling under his bland exterior.

Lucy glances at me. “And if a subject resists?”

“Escalate to me,” Vellum says. “But let’s avoid unnecessary drama.”

Steven’s hand goes up. “Why human only, now? Animal data is not enough?”

“Human responses are different,” Vellum says. “The neural and hormonal components are uniquely interactive in our species. Plus, our funders want results they can market within twelve months.”

He shuts off the projector and looks at each of us.

“The first run is tomorrow. You’ll spend the rest of today prepping protocols and familiarizing yourself with the facility. Clara, you’ll begin subject screening at zero eight hundred. Dismissed.”

I’m the last one to leave the conference room. The others disperse into their labs, eager to dissect the new protocols. I linger, reading over the highlighted pages in my folder.

Subject Requirements:

- Female, ages 18-25

- No significant medical conditions

- Willingness to undergo short-term physical modification

- NDA and psychological waiver, signed

There’s a note scrawled in the margin: “Recruitment critical—consider in-house candidates if necessary.”

I close the folder and head for the elevator. On the way, I pass Trevor and Steven, who are already hunched over a workstation, arguing about calibration standards.

“That’s not how you normalize the data,” Steven is saying, exasperated.

Trevor smirks. “It’s how I do it. And unless you want to argue with Vellum, you should probably get used to it.”

Steven looks at me for support, but I just shrug. “Don’t let him gaslight you, Steven. You’re the only one here with an actual moral compass.”

Trevor grins wider. “She’s not wrong.”

I leave them bickering and push through the security door into the testing wing. It’s sterile, all white tile and polished steel, with little to distinguish it from any other medical facility except the absolute lack of windows.

I do a lap, familiarizing myself with the layout. There’s a long hallway lined with observation suites, each with a bed, a recliner, and a glass panel for monitoring. I peek into one and imagine being the subject: nowhere to hide, every reaction noted.

In the admin office, I skim the database of potential test subjects. Most are recruited from other university departments—volunteers desperate for stipend money, or the true believers who see “advancing science” as its own reward.

A few profiles catch my eye. One is a psych major with a history of exhibitionism. Another is a former pre-med with a surprisingly high pain tolerance. I flag them for follow-up.

There’s also a sub-folder marked “Priority: Internal,” with exactly one entry. It’s my personal file, already cross-referenced with the project. I feel a chill in my gut but ignore it. Standard procedure, I tell myself. Still, I log out and leave the office.

By noon, I’ve read every page of every protocol. I know the safety exits, the chemical shower locations, and the proper ratio for neutralizing a BXV-9 spill. I memorize the procedure for rapid decontamination, even though the chance of an actual emergency is vanishingly small.

I spent the next few hours prepping the first orientation packets. At three, Vellum summons me to his office.

He’s seated behind a fortress of books and file folders, reading glasses perched on the tip of his nose. He gestures to the chair across from him.

“You have questions,” he says, more a command than an observation.

I nod. “What’s the real purpose here? The patent’s already pending. Why run human trials?”

Vellum clasps his hands. “Refinement. The serum works, but the subject response is highly variable. Some develop dependency. Some adapt too quickly, and the effect fades. We need to map the full spectrum of outcomes.”

“And you’re not worried about...” I hesitate, searching for the right word. “Consent? Aftereffects?”

Vellum actually smiles, which is more alarming than any frown. “That’s your job, Clara. You’ll screen them. You’ll observe them. And you’ll decide if the end justifies the means.”

He leans forward. “But let me be clear: if you have ethical qualms, speak now. Otherwise, I expect full loyalty.”

I don’t hesitate. “I’m in.”

“Good,” he says. “Report to me directly if you need support. Otherwise, you have my trust.”

It feels almost like a benediction, though I know better than to take it personally.

The rest of the afternoon is a blur of checklists and emails. I review the intake forms, print out the first batch of NDAs, and set up the interview room for tomorrow.

As I’m locking up, I pass Lucy in the hallway. She’s balancing a tray of agar plates and looks up just long enough to give me a lopsided smile.

“Ready to milk some secrets out of people?” she asks.

I roll my eyes. “Original.”

She laughs, genuine for once. “Don’t take it so seriously. We’re all here because we like to push boundaries.”

I want to ask what boundaries she’s willing to push, but she’s already turned the corner.

I make my way to the lobby. Outside, it’s starting to snow, and the whole campus looks softer, almost gentle. For a moment, I let myself imagine a future where this is just a line on my CV, not the thing that defines me, but I know better. This is the project that will make or break me. And maybe in some fucked-up way, that’s what I want.

I walk into the cold, my breath sharp in my lungs, and wonder which version of myself will walk back out at the end.


Chapter Three

The first week is filled with paperwork and organizing interviews. The second week is when the actual interviews are scheduled, but by the end of that week, I feel like I’m failing Dr. Vellum. Every morning, I sit in the glass-walled interview room, waiting for a volunteer who never arrives. I email, I call, I leave flyers on corkboards and digital notices in student portals. Nothing. Not even a prank applicant.

The others notice but pretend it’s business as usual, but their concern about the project is obvious. With no subject to begin our testing, Steven goes from anxious to obsessive, double-checking the equipment and rewriting his code for the biometric monitors until the logs are longer than the source files. He brings me coffee and sits in the observation suite, just watching, as if he expects a subject to materialize from thin air.

Lucy is worse. She oscillates between manic energy and dangerous boredom. One day she reorganizes the entire compound fridge by molecular weight. The next day, she’s sleeping in the break room, her head resting on her arms, face slack and unguarded. I caught her crying in the bathroom once, but she’s back to zero emotion in five seconds, daring me to say a word about her breakdown.

Trevor doesn’t seem to mind the lull, but I notice he’s started gambling on the side—sports, day trading, cryptocurrency. He loses a lot, but never admits it. When I ask if he’s worried about the project, he just grins and says, “Deadlines are for people who can’t improvise.”

David is the only one who seems unaffected. If anything, he’s in his element, dissecting protocols for loopholes and arguing with Vellum over minor details. But even he starts snapping at people by week three, the edges of his composure fraying.

As for Vellum, he becomes less visible the more desperate things get. His emails are terse, and his in-person check-ins drop from daily to twice a week. The one time he does call a team meeting, he spends the first ten minutes staring out the window, making us all seem like failures without uttering a word.

“Update, Clare,” he finally says, and my stomach drops.

I try to sound optimistic. “No signups, but we’ve expanded the search. I’m offering a double stipend plus full medical coverage. There’s some interest from the psych department—”

He cuts me off. “Interest is not participation.”

I nod. “I know. But the Internal Review Board has us locked down. Unless someone waives all rights, we can’t even dose them.”

Lucy taps her pen on the table. “What about external recruitment? Craigslist, maybe?”

Vellum doesn’t even blink. “We’re not testing on street volunteers. Liability is astronomical.”

Trevor leans back. “What if we reframe the marketing? People like to be part of something ‘disruptive.’ Make it sound less clinical, more like a challenge.”

David sneers. “Yeah, because what we need is more Instagram influencers in our test pool.”

They all look at me as if I have the answer. I don’t. I just stare at my folder, wishing the right words would jump out and save us.

Steven clears his throat. “Worst case, we run with internal candidates. We’re all pre-screened, and Clara could monitor—”

Vellum’s eyes linger on me a second too long. “Let’s exhaust all options first.”

The meeting ends. I go back to my interview room, but all that arrives is more silence.

Week four. I’m sitting on the edge of the examination bed, reviewing the intake forms for the thousandth time. There’s a faint burn of disinfectant in the air, mixed with old coffee and the scent of my anxiety. My phone buzzes. It’s a calendar notification: “Progress Review — Dr. Vellum — 4pm.”

I close my eyes and lean back. My chest is tight, and I can’t tell if it’s from stress or the oppressive sense of failure.

Lucy wanders in, hair wild and eyes bloodshot. She slumps into the recliner and stares at the ceiling.

“You ever think maybe the reason nobody signs up is because they’re not idiots?” she says, voice muffled by her sleeve.

“Probably,” I say. “But if we don’t get results, we’re all screwed.”

She sighs. “I could fake some data. Make it look like we had a candidate.”

I gave her a look. “Vellum would know. He always knows.”

Lucy grins, but there’s no joy in it. “Not if I’m careful. Not if you help.”

I want to say no, but the words don’t come out. Instead, I ask, “Why are you so afraid to fail?”

She sits up suddenly with an intense expression. “Because if I fail here, it’s over. I go back to my parents, or worse, I end up like them—drunk, angry, and pointless. At least this place pretends I matter.”

I don’t have a suitable answer. Instead, I get up, grab two waters from the fridge, and toss her one.

“We’ll figure something out,” I say. “But we’re not faking data.”

She shrugs. “Suit yourself, but the clock’s ticking, and I don’t see a lot of options.”

On the day of the progress review, the weather turns. It’s sleeting, and the windows rattle every time the wind picks up. I’m the first to arrive at Vellum’s office, but he doesn’t acknowledge me. He’s staring at something on his laptop. When the others filter in, the mood is even darker than usual.

Vellum speaks without looking up. “I’m going to make this clear. We need a viable candidate within seventy-two hours, or the project will be terminated. That means all of you lose your funding, your class credit, and your recommendations.” His words hang heavy in the air.

“Unless,” he says, finally making eye contact with me, “one of you volunteers.” He waits. Nobody moves. Even Trevor’s smirk is gone.

“I’ll do it,” Steven says, voice small but steady.

Vellum nods. “Thank you, Steven, but I’d prefer to keep you on tech support. Besides, the subject needs to be female. ”

He looks at me again without even considering the only other female in the room. “Clara. Your background makes you the best candidate for initial screening. I want you to be ready to step in if we have no external options.”

The floor drops out from under me. I can’t speak. I nod, because that’s all I can do.

The meeting adjourns, and everyone files out. I’m the last to leave.

At my desk, there’s an envelope with my name on it. Inside: a consent form, already signed by Vellum, and a yellow sticky note that reads, “Prepare for intake.” I stare at the papers, hands shaking, and wonder if he had me in mind all along. That all my hard work and top grades are not what have brought me here.

I wonder if Lucy is right, if it’s better to fake the data and walk away, but the scientist in me balks. I know I won’t do that. Instead, I drink my water, shred the envelope, and start prepping the intake suite for my baseline assessment.

Tomorrow, I will become the first subject.


Chapter Four

The next morning, I slowly make my way to the conference room. My palms are sweaty with nerves, and I wonder for the thousandth time how I ended up as the volunteer. Did I even volunteer or was I chosen by Dr. Vellum?

The overhead fluorescents flicker in just the right way to make my head hurt as I step into the room. I sit alone on one side of the table, hands folded, staring at the neat stack of paper resting on a blue plastic clipboard.

The others are already here: Lucy, arms crossed, perched on the radiator and pretending to text; David, polishing his glasses, watching me like I’m a frog about to get pinned open; Steven, clutching his tablet, tapping at the screen with shaky fingers; and Trevor, sprawled in a chair by the window, legs out, half asleep. None of them speak to me, not even Steven, who I’m closest with. He steadily avoids making eye contact with me. It’s like they’ve already decided to see me as a thing and not a person.

Dr. Vellum enters, breaking up the awkwardness I find myself in. He wastes no time with greetings. “Ms. James. Have you reviewed the documents?” He gestures at the clipboard, and I nod. I’ve read every page. I could recite it from memory.

Still, he insists: “We require a fresh signature on each line. Institutional policy.” His voice is cool, edged with something like impatience.

I take a pen, noticing the ink is red. The first line is a standard NDA; the second, an informed consent waiver; the third, a classified addendum I’m not even allowed to summarize in my own notes. By the fifth or sixth, the words lose meaning. I’m just writing my name, over and over, the letters getting messier as my hand sweats.

Lucy’s phone buzzes. She grins at something on the screen and snaps a photo of me. I glance up, but she’s already back to looking at her phone.

At the next signature block, my hand shakes. I force it still, but Steven notices. He moves closer, hovering at my shoulder, eyes flitting between the page and my face. “You sure about this, Clara?” he whispers, finally breaking the awkward silence. His voice is too soft for the others but loud enough for me to hear the worry in his voice.

“Does it matter?” I whisper back.

He doesn’t answer, but the question floats in the air: If I said no, would anyone stop this?

Vellum slides another packet across the table. This one is heavier, the paper thick and watermarked, with “CLASSIFIED” stamped diagonally in block letters.

“These are for project-internal use only,” he says, tapping the cover. “By signing, you acknowledge loss of confidentiality, bodily autonomy, and—” he pauses and adjusts his glasses “—mental privacy, for the duration of the trial.”

The words sting, but I sign anyway. I feel the room shift as my signature lands, like the last brick in a wall. When I glance up, Trevor is grinning at me, and David’s eyes have gone flat, unreadable.

Lucy, for her part, walks over and slides the finished packets into a manila envelope. “That’s it,” she says, her tone syrupy and false. “You’re officially our guinea pig or cow.”

I swallow hard. What have I done?

Vellum collects the envelope and nods. “Ms. James, you are now Subject 01. Please report to the exam room for baseline assessment. The rest of you will observe and make notes.”

He leaves without another word. The others file out in order: David first, then Steven, then Trevor. Lucy lingers at the door.

She looks me up and down, head tilted. “Nervous?”

I force a laugh. “Wouldn’t you be?”

She shrugs. “I’m not the one getting poked and prodded.” Then she’s gone.

When I stand, the world tilts. I feel lightheaded. I steady myself on the table and follow her out. My sweat leaves a palm print on the steel.

The hallway is cold, and the sound of their shoes ahead of me is a countdown. I wonder if this is what prey feels like, trailing a pack of predators with nothing left to bargain but their own flesh.

The exam room is up ahead. There’s no going back now. At least when it’s time to write my thesis, I’ll have firsthand knowledge of how Bovexa affects the human body.

The exam room is colder than the hallway, and the scent of antiseptic is so strong it stings my nose. The walls are tiled, floor to ceiling, and the lights are set to an impossible brightness that washes every shadow from the corners. An exam table covered in disposable paper sits in the center of the room with two vinyl stirrups that seem too wide apart for a regular gyno table.

Dr. Vellum is waiting, already gloved. He doesn’t smile, which is normal for the man. He just gestures for me to stand at the foot of the table, then steps back and addresses the room.

“As per protocol, all physical data must be independently verified. The subject will be fully disrobed. Observation by all team members is required for baseline objectivity. Begin when ready, Subject 01.”

For a split second, I think maybe I’m still Clara, still a person. Then the words settle: “Subject.” I’m not me. Not anymore.

The team lines up behind Vellum. Lucy stands dead center, arms folded, chin high, and her gaze is a laser pointer. David and Trevor flank her, both with their hands in their pockets, bodies angled forward. Steven stands a half step behind, face red, refusing to look at me directly but seeing everything, anyway.

I close my eyes. The first layer is my hoodie. I peel it off slowly, and static crackles in the air as the fibers slide over my hair. My skin is goose-pimpled, my arms speckled with chills. Next, I pull off my t-shirt, and the chill bites deeper. Can’t they turn up the heat? My bra is plain beige. I’m not one for fancy undergarments. Even before I unclasp it, I feel their eyes on me. I hesitate, fingers caught in the elastic, but then I force myself to finish. My nipples instantly harden in the cold air.

They’re not impressive. Maybe a B cup if I’m being generous. I hear Trevor laugh under his breath, and David mutters, “Could be worse,” as if I’m not right in front of them. Lucy just smirks, clearly loving seeing me so vulnerable.

I rush with the rest, pushing my jeans and underwear down in one motion, and I have to fight not to cover myself. My pubic hair is trimmed but not bare—I didn’t think about shaving. My thighs are pale, knees a little knobby. I feel the weight of their stares on every inch of my body.

“Step onto the platform,” Dr. Vellum says, and I do. The vinyl is sticky under my feet.

He circles me once, eyes raking from head to toe. His gloved fingers measure the width of my shoulders, then my hips. He scribbles notes. “Subject is five-seven, one twenty-one, BMI 19.6. Minimal subcutaneous fat, no notable scars or birthmarks. Turn around, please.”

I turn, trying not to trip. My ass faces the group now, and I hear Lucy giggle. Steven is still pretending not to look, but his glasses have fogged over. Vellum taps the small of my back, making me jolt.

He returns to my front. “Arms up.” I lift them. He palpates my armpits, then traces my collarbone, down along my ribs. I shiver at each touch, but his hands are quick, efficient, never lingering. Then, abruptly, he stops at my chest.

With his left hand, he cups my left breast. With the right, he pinches my nipple between thumb and forefinger, rolling it like a dial. My breath hitches. He repeats on the right. My nipples harden even more, and my face flushes in arousal or embarrassment. It could be both.

“Minimal glandular tissue,” he says, addressing the glass. “But a decent baseline for BXV-9 response.”

Trevor lets out a whistle. “Maybe we’ll get lucky and she’ll hit triple-D.”

“She can’t even fill a training bra. How is she supposed to feed a village?” Lucy comments.

I flinch at their words, but focus on my breathing. I need to remain calm, or it could mess up the tests.

Vellum lifts my chin, stares into my eyes, then checks my teeth, my tonsils, the insides of my cheeks. He sniffs my breath for alcohol, then snaps on a fresh set of gloves. “Lie down. Feet in stirrups.”

I do as I’m told. The paper crackles under me, and the stirrups are cold. My knees are forced wide, exposing everything. They’re right in front of me, each with different expressions on their faces as they focus on my most private place.

Vellum pulls up a wheeled stool. “Pelvic exam next,” he says to nobody.

I can’t look at my teammates, so I lay my head back and stare at the ceiling, pretending I’m at a normal doctor’s appointment. He begins by pressing at the crease where my thigh meets my pubic mound. His hands are firm and clinical, which makes me feel better. This is all for science.

I can feel my pulse fluttering in my clit, which is both humiliating and—god help me—a little electric. He inspects my labia, then parts them, exposing the pink inside.

He narrates for the record. “Minimal pigment variation. Minor labial asymmetry. No lesions or scarring.”

He glances up, checks my reaction. I keep my eyes glued to a spot on the ceiling.

Then comes the speculum. It’s plastic, still sealed. He tears the wrapper, lubes the tip, and inserts it. The stretch is sudden and sharp; I arch my back, sucking in air. It feels like I’m being split open, and not in a sexy way. He clicks it wider, and the sensation doubles.

“Cervix healthy, no visible discharge. Beginning tactile probe.”

He swaps gloves again, then slips one finger inside me. I grit my teeth, and my heels dig into the stirrups. His finger moves in and out, slowly, pressing up against my walls, then curves forward, palpating the top of my vagina, stroking that sensitive spot inside me. I’m slick from the lube, but my natural lubricant is joining it. My eyelids flutter, and I bite my lip to stop the groan that wants to escape.

A second finger joins the first, and the fullness is even more acute, but I hold still. He presses up, and a jolt of something—pain or pleasure or just pressure—shoots up my spine.

“She looks like she’s going to pass out.” Lucy says.

“Probably never had anything that size inside her.” David snickers.

The world is a dull roar, but I focus on the clock. It’s only been two minutes.

Vellum withdraws, then shifts his stool lower. “Time for the anal exam.”

Oh god! I want to say no, but I’ve already signed away the option. They can do whatever they want with my body now, so I close my eyes and wait.

He greases up his finger, then presses it against my asshole. The initial contact makes me jump, and I clench hard. “Try to relax,” he says, as if that’s possible. He applies more pressure, and the muscle gives way. The intrusion is blunt and burns, but it’s not the pain that’s the worst—it’s the way everyone in the room is watching.

He rotates the finger, sweeping around, then pushes deeper. My entire body feels like a live wire, and my clit throbs in time with my heartbeat. I can feel the heat rising in my chest, in my face, everywhere.

“Intact sphincter, no hemorrhoids,” he says, then pulls out, wipes away the lube, and stands. “You may sit up.”

I do, but keep my legs tight together. I’m sweating, even though I’m freezing. My hair sticks to my forehead, and my hands shake.

Vellum draws some blood next. He wraps a tourniquet around my biceps, feels for the vein, and inserts the needle. This is nothing compared to the rest. I watch as a single drop escapes and beads on the white pad.

As he pulls the needle free, he says, “Baseline established. Prep for the initial dose in ten minutes, leave your clothing here, and I'll collect it after.”

The team leaves as one, shuffling through the door with barely a glance back. Even Steven won’t meet my eyes.

I sit there, still naked, and count the seconds until I can get off the table and pretend to be human again, but I don’t know if or when that will happen.


Chapter Five

Walking down the hallway to the injection chamber without clothes was embarrassing. There was no one to watch me, but it still felt weird to walk around without a stitch on. In the center of the chamber, is a single cot. This room is smaller than the exam room, with glass walls on two sides. The only other furniture is a steel tray table, already holding a sealed syringe and two ampules marked BXV-9. The fluorescent buzz from the lights is so loud I almost miss the sound of the door clicking shut behind me when I enter.

I stand there naked. My skin is starting to dry, and my thighs feel tacky with the residue of lube and sweat and humiliation. Dr. Vellum stands at the tray, drawing up the serum with a precision that makes me queasy. His hands are steady, careful, but there’s something in his expression now—a tightness in the mouth, a glint in his eye—that wasn’t there before.

Lucy enters, flanked by Trevor and David. Steven comes last, pretending to check the monitors but mostly just not looking at me. They line up along the glass, so close their breath fogs the surface.

Vellum gestures for me to sit on the bed. I do. The paper sticks to the backs of my thighs, and the metal frame is so cold, goosebumps break out across my skin.

He snaps on new gloves, then rubs a square of skin on my upper thigh with antiseptic. The chill makes the goosebumps stand up again, and I flinch. “You’ll feel a slight burn,” he says calmly. “That’s normal. We’ll monitor your vital signs throughout.”

He takes the syringe, flicks the barrel, and slides the needle in. I barely feel the stick, but the liquid itself is hot, syrupy. It pulses outward in a slow wave that seems to reach everywhere at once.

The first sensation is heat, blooming in my thigh, then radiating up my torso. My heart pounds. The heat is followed by a weird, silky numbness, like my nerves are being individually unplugged and rewired. My senses are next. Not clarity, exactly, but the feeling that I’m seeing every color, hearing every sound, smelling every molecule in the room.

I can smell Lucy’s shampoo—pear and alcohol. Trevor’s cologne, sharp and synthetic. I can hear the blood in my own ears, and the slow, measured exhale of Steven as he finally lets himself look up.

Vellum’s hand lingers on my skin for a second too long, then he steps back. “Vitals stable,” he says, glancing at the readout. “Any immediate discomfort?”

I try to answer, but my tongue is thick. The air feels viscous. I manage to shake my head.

“Good,” he says. “We’ll escalate dosage in stages. For now, return to the exam room. The team will conduct sensory testing.”

He helps me stand. My knees almost buckle. The heat is joined now by a deep, slippery ache in my pelvis, a pressure that makes me want to squeeze my legs together and never let go. My breasts feel swollen, tingly; my nipples tingle from the air and throb in time with my heart.

When I turn, I catch Trevor staring openly at my chest, his mouth slack. David is harder to read, but there’s a bulge in his pants that wasn’t there before. Steven’s cheeks are pink, and his hands shake as he jots down notes, but he doesn’t look away this time. Lucy is grinning, triumphant.

“Let’s see how fast it works,” Trevor says, voice thick.

Lucy smirks. “She’s blushing all over. I bet her brain is already getting off on it.”

“It’s supposed to increase sensitivity, right? Shouldn’t we do a control test?” David asks.

Vellum nods, as if this is just another protocol. “Proceed.”

They lead me back to the table, this time with the entire team inside the room. Trevor is first. He reaches out and drags a finger down my arm, slow. It’s just a touch, but I gasp, a ripple of sensation twisting from my shoulder to the core of me.

Steven’s is next, but he taps a tuning fork and holds it to my sternum. The vibration makes my whole body tremble. My nipples go hard as glass, and I feel a rush between my legs, slick and hot.

Lucy is next. She brushes my hair off my shoulder, then pinches my earlobe, hard. The pain is sharp, but behind it is a flash of pleasure, so intense my knees go weak. “She’s soaking,” Lucy says, to no one in particular. “Look at her thighs.”

I glance down and see the clear wetness glistening between my thighs. My legs shake. I try to cross them, but Trevor grabs my ankle and holds it in place.

“Relax,” he says, but his voice is anything but soothing.

David leans in, studies my face, then my chest. “Pupils dilated. Respiration is rapid. I think we’re already at phase two.”

Vellum is scribbling notes, but his gaze never leaves me. “Record all observations. We’ll document the full progression.”

I’m aware of every eye, every word, every movement. The heat under my skin builds, and the ache in my breasts gets sharper, a need that isn’t quite pain but borders on uncomfortable. My clit is swollen, throbbing. When Trevor squeezes my calf, the pulse of arousal spikes up so strong I moan, unable to stop myself.

Lucy leans in, lips near my ear. “You’re not the smart little goodie two shoes, Clara, anymore,” she whispers. “You’re a little slut. Our slut to play with.”

I don’t want her to be right, but I can’t deny how aroused I feel right now.

They take turns, each test more invasive. At one point, Vellum instructs Steven to swab my nipples for “baseline secretions.” He blushes but does as he’s told. The touch is feather light but sends a current straight to my pelvis, making me cry out. David records the decibel level on his phone, grinning. Lucy notes the color, the texture, the speed at which my nipples “re-engorge” after stimulation.

They palpate my abdomen, run cold instruments along my thighs, test my reflexes with a rubber hammer. Each contact triggers a flood of sensation, until my skin is alive with need, my mind floating in the bright, humming air.

After an hour, the ache in my breasts turns into a fullness, a pressure so fierce it almost hurts. My nipples are red and shining. Lucy pokes one, and a drop of clear fluid beads out. It sits on the tip for a moment and then falls.

“Already?” Steven says, voice awed.

“She must be a hyper-responder. That’s unexpected, but great for the study.” Vellum says, satisfaction leaking into his tone.

Trevor kneels and slips a finger between my legs, testing my response with a clinical detachment. I feel the warmth of his touch seep into me, and a moan escapes my lips, betraying my helplessness. Lucy watches intently, her gaze sharp, as she notes the way my body reacts under Trevor’s probing.

The only thing that matters is the sensation—their hands, their eyes, the rush building under my skin and the growing certainty that nothing will ever be the same again.

Vellum ends the session after that and dismisses the team for a “twelve-hour observation window.” I’m left on the table, too shaky to stand. Lucy cleans me up, slow and methodical, and for once her touch is almost gentle.

She tucks my hair behind my ear. “You did well, Clara,” she says. The usual snark is missing from her voice, and for the first time I believe she’s being sincere. “Get some rest, subject 01,” she adds.

I drift, lost in the heat and the ache, and wait for whatever comes next.


Chapter Six

When I wake, I am alone in a glass room with no clock and no clothes, curled up on a thin white mattress that smells like bleach. I don’t know how long I’ve been asleep. There’s pressure in my chest and a tingle running up and down my body like a live wire.

The ceiling is a grid of light panels. There’s a stainless-steel toilet in the corner and a water bottle beside my mattress. I touch my face. The skin feels raw and sensitive, every hair and bump magnified. My nipples ache. My breasts ache. They’re… different. Bigger, for one thing, but not in a way that makes sense. The skin is tight, flushed, and when I move my arm across them it’s like they have their own heartbeat.

I lift a breast in my palm and nearly drop it. They’re so heavy, and my areolas are dark, puffy, and twice the size I remember. I squeeze, partly to check if I’m dreaming, and a bolt of sensation shoots through my gut, straight to my clit. I let go, but I’m still throbbing.

The glass walls are mirrored from my side, but I know they can see everything. I remember them watching, all of them, with those clinical stares and hungry smiles. I want to pull my knees up and cover myself, but it doesn’t matter. They’ve already seen everything. I drink from the water bottle, feeling very thirsty. My hands are shaking; my entire body has a slight tremble.

There’s a speaker embedded in the wall. It crackles on with a pop. “Subject 01,” says Dr. Vellum’s voice. “Please describe your physical state in your own words.”

I try to think, but all I can focus on is how good my skin feels when I run my fingers up my thigh. I try to pull away, but my hand wants to stay there.

“I feel… hot. My chest is sore. My breasts are bigger, and my skin feels like it’s vibrating,” I say. I leave out the rest.

“Any pain?” he asks.

I shake my head. “No. Just… pressure.”

“Very good. Continue to hydrate. Further testing at 1100.”

The speaker clicks off. The room is silent again except for the distant thrum of the HVAC.

I think about getting dressed, but I forgot — there’s nothing to wear. I try to ignore my body, but every shift and twitch makes the ache worse. Sitting on the mattress, I notice my nails are bitten to the quick, and the surrounding skin is red. I pick at a loose cuticle, then bite it off. The taste of blood makes my mouth water.

I wonder if they’re recording every second. I wonder if they’re betting on how long before I break.

After an hour—or five minutes, or two days, I can’t tell—Lucy’s voice comes on the speaker.

“Hey, Clara. How’s the livestock feeling?”

I hate her, but my body likes her voice. My nipples stiffen and my thighs press together.

“Still human,” I say, trying for sarcasm, but it comes out weak.

She laughs. “Not for long. Let me know if you need anything, or if your breasts start to leak. Wouldn’t want you to get too uncomfortable.”

The mic cuts. I imagine her on the other side of the glass, maybe with her feet up, watching me with that smug smile. Maybe Steven is there, or maybe he’s hiding in a server room, too embarrassed to see me like this.

The pressure in my chest gets worse. My breasts feel swollen, the skin stretched and burning. I check them again—if anything, they’re even bigger. I cup them, one in each hand, and squeeze lightly. The sensation is so sharp I gasp.

There’s a line of veins visible under the surface, blue and branching. I can feel the pulse of my blood in them. I think about the notes I read: “tissue hyperplasia,” “accelerated secretion,” “neural reinforcement loop.” They were right. Every touch makes it harder to stop.

I crawl to the toilet and pee, then check my reflection in the chrome flush button. My face is red, and my eyes are wide, pupils so dilated the irises look black. I open my mouth and stick out my tongue. It’s trembling.

When I stand, I have to steady myself on the wall. My center of gravity is different. My breasts brush against my forearms, and the friction is almost enough to make me moan. I can’t think about anything but how badly I want to squeeze them, to have someone else squeeze them, to bite and suck until the ache goes away.

I pace the room, or more like stumble around, but it doesn’t help. I’m hungry, but not for food. I want to touch myself, but I know they’re watching. The urge grows, and I decide to do it anyway.

I lie back on the mattress and run my hands down my body, over my hips and belly and up to my chest. When I knead my breasts, I feel the skin tighten under my palms, and my nipples bead with a clear, oily fluid. I taste it: salty, not sweet. Not milk yet.

I slip a finger between my legs. The wetness there is hot, slick, almost desperate. I rub in slow circles, and the sensation is so overwhelming I have to bite my hand to keep from screaming. My other hand pinches a nipple, and for a second I black out, lost in the wave of pleasure and pain.

I wake up sticky and panting. My chest is even heavier now, the nipples a deep red, leaking more of the clear stuff.

The speaker clicks again. This time it’s Steven.

“Clara, can you hear me?”

His voice is strained, shy. I almost laugh.

“Yeah,” I say. My voice is hoarse. “Still here.”

“Are you okay? Like, do you need water, or food, or… anything?”

I almost say “company,” but I stop myself.

“I’m fine. Just… my breasts are growing quicker than I thought,” I say. “And it’s not stopping.”

He clears his throat. “It’s supposed to plateau. I mean, eventually. But you’re, um… a really good responder. Maybe it’s a good thing you volunteered.”

That’s the thing. I didn’t really. I just wanted to impress Vellum, and when he suggested using me, I couldn’t say no.

“Yeah, maybe,” I say, but I mean it as a joke. Instead, it sounds more like pride.

“Lucy’s jealous,” he says, chuckling, like he’s confessing a crime. “She’s trying to guess what cup size you’ll end up at.”

The idea makes me laugh, and the bounce of my new chest sends another ripple of sensation through me.

“I guess we’ll find out,” I say.

There’s a pause. I can almost hear his breathing.

“If you need anything… just ask,” he says. Then the line clicks off.

I don’t know how long I lay there. The heat in the room is making me sweat, and my skin feels too tight for my body. I fall asleep, then wake, then doze again. Each time, my chest is heavier, fuller, and my nipples leak more. I lick it off, then suck at my breasts, desperate to relieve the ache. It almost works.

At some point, the door opens. I scramble to cover myself, but Lucy just grins.

“Ready for a checkup?” She asks, wheeling in a cart loaded with tubing, clamps, and a pair of clear suction cups as big as my fists.

“I don’t get a gown?” I ask, voice small.

She laughs. “No. We need full access to your body for the research.”

I want to hate her, but the usual dislike I have for her has faded. When she kneels beside the bed and fits one suction cup over my left nipple, the relief is instant. She flips a switch, and the suction pulls my flesh up and out, stretching it until the skin blanches around the areola.

I gasp, but she doesn’t look up. She clamps the second cup on and starts a timer.

“Ten minutes,” she says, sitting back with her arms folded. “Just relax.”

The sensation is intense. Every tug makes the ache sharper and sweeter. I bite my lip and close my eyes, but the sound of the pump and the rhythm of the suction make it impossible to forget where I am and what I am now.

After the timer beeps, Lucy pops the cups off. My nipples are swollen, twice their normal length, and the pads of my breasts are flushed and shiny with leaking fluid. She wipes them gently and smiles.

“You’re going to be a real spectacle, Clara,” she sneers, her smile dripping with mockery. “Just a dumb little cow for us to milk whenever we want.”

My mouth drops open from the cruel words, but before I can respond, the door clicks shut behind her.

The speaker turns on. “Excellent progress,” says Dr. Vellum. “Prepare for transfer to the milking suite at 1700.”

I close my eyes and try to remember why I ever thought I was in control. The only thing I can focus on now is the need, and the certainty that it’s only going to get worse.


Chapter Seven

The door to my glass room slides open sometime later, and David and Trevor, wearing disposable gowns, step in. They don’t speak. They just help me to my feet and guide me down the hall, one on each arm, like I might bolt. The hallway is empty except for the whirr of the air system and the tap of their sneakers on the tile floor.

I’m still naked while they’re fully clothed. My breasts are now dripping. Small white droplets hit the floor as we continue down the hall. They barely look at me, but I know they’re cataloging everything for their report. I’m just the test subject now, not even a person.

The new suite is like something out of a factory farm. There’s a steel bench in the center, padded with white vinyl and studded with restraint rings. The walls are lined with cameras, and the lights are even brighter than before. Against one wall, a bank of milking machines waits, all tubing and glass bottles and red rubber hoses.

They lead me to the bench and gesture for me to lie face-down. My nipples drag across the vinyl and leave streaks of moisture. Trevor straps my wrists to the far corners, then my ankles. David rubs down my back with a cold antiseptic cloth.

“Hold still,” David snaps. His voice was muffled by his mask.

They leave, and the door locks with a hiss. I’m left spread-eagled and exposed, ass in the air, breasts hanging free over the edge of the bench. I test the restraints, but there’s no give at all.

My head swims as I wait for someone to return. It feels like hours pass. My eyes close and I drift until a sound startles me awake. A mechanical arm with suckers whirs to life and swings under me.

It presses against my left breast, enveloping it completely. The suction is strong, and the ache turns into an unbearable pull. The machine starts its rhythmic pumping, slow at first, then faster.

I can’t help but moan. It feels like my nipple is being milked right off my body, but the pain blurs into pleasure until I can’t tell them apart. The other cup latches onto my right breast, and now the sensations double.

The machine gurgles, and I hear the first drops of fluid spatter into the glass bottle. The sound is so obscene I almost laugh, but then the next wave of pleasure slams into me and all I can do is pant.

I lose track of time. The world shrinks to the insistent pull of the milker; the heat spreading through my body, and the sense of helplessness. I know they’re watching, taking notes, maybe even jerking off behind the glass, but I can’t bring myself to care.

Eventually, the machine shuts off. The cups detach with a wet pop, and my breasts swing free. They’re sore and slick with sweat and milk residue. I can barely lift my head by the end.

The door opens, and Lucy walks in. She’s wearing a tight white lab coat and nothing underneath. Her hair is pulled back in a bun, and her lips are cherry red.

“Looks like this new life agrees with you,” she says, circling the bench. “You’ve already filled a half-liter. Not bad for your first real session.”

She runs her finger along the curve of my ass, then snaps it hard. I yelp, more from shock than pain.

“You know, Clara, you always thought you were smarter than me,” she says, crouching to meet my gaze. “But look at you now. A literal cow, hooked up to the pump.”

I want to spit at her, but my mouth is too dry. I just glare.

She grins and strokes my hair. “Don’t be mad. This is what you were born for. All that brains, wasted on a pair of udders.”

I don’t want to give her the satisfaction, but I can’t hide how wet I am between my legs, how desperate I am for friction, for relief. She sees it, and her smile widens.

“You like this, don’t you?” she whispers, leaning close. “Being watched. Being used.”

I shake my head, but she presses a gloved finger into my cunt and I whimper. She pumps slowly, in and out, never breaking eye contact.

“It’s okay,” she says. “You can admit it. Nobody expects you to be the smart one anymore.”

My vision blurs. I’m so close to coming I could die from it, but she stops just short, pulls her hand away, and wipes it on my thigh.

“Good girl,” she says. “Time for your next test.”

She unstraps my wrists and flips me onto my back, then locks my arms above my head. My legs are still spread wide, feet strapped to the corners of the bench.

She stands between my knees and presses a cold metal rod against my clit. The vibration is mild at first, but when she clicks the dial, it ramps up to a blinding intensity.

She leans in and whispers, “How long do you think you can hold out, Clara? Want to bet?”

I grit my teeth, but I know I’ve already lost.

Lucy takes notes as my body convulses, recording the tremors and vocalizations. She calls out data points—“First orgasm at forty-three seconds. Second at one-thirty-seven.” My mind blanks and resets after every climax, and soon I’m not even sure where I am, or who I am.

When she finally stops, I’m a puddle of sweat and drool, my chest heaving and my hips sore from the straps.

She wipes me down with a damp towel and flips me back over to my original position. “You did well. Such a slutty little bovine.” She says, throwing in a barb as usual.

“The boys are going to love this part of the project. Stress tests are going to be so much fun.” She giggles and leaves me there, splayed and leaking, while the machines reset for the next session.

I try to think, to hold on to a piece of myself. I remember my name, but not why I’m here. I know I used to be smart, but now all I want is to be touched and milked and praised.

The next visitor is Steven. He stands in the doorway, awkward and silent, clutching a clipboard.

“Hey,” he says, voice barely above a whisper. “Just here for, uh, vitals.”

I nod because I don’t know what else to do.

He takes my pulse, then my temperature. His hands are warm and careful, and I want to tell him to touch me where I needed most, but I can’t find the words.

“Are you okay?” he asks, looking everywhere but my face.

“I’m fine,” I say, but the words sound alien.

He sighs. “If you ever want to stop… just say so. I’ll help you.”

I want to believe him, but I know it’s too late. He brushes my hair out of my eyes, then leaves. The door seals shut behind him.

I stare at my hands, trying to remember what they used to do. I was a scientist once. Now I’m just a body, a vessel, a thing to be measured and emptied.

The machines start up again, and I realize I’m looking forward to the next round, and the next orgasm. Maybe this was for the best. I thought I was a brilliant scientist, but I’m an even better test subject.

As my milk drains, a smile forms on my lips, and I wonder if this is what happiness feels like, when you don’t have to think anymore.

I wake to the sound of laughter and the familiar clink of glass. The overhead lights are harsh, and I have a headache that feels like a spike driven through my forehead. I try to sit up, but my wrists are chained to the milking bench. My breasts hang off the edge, nearly touching the floor.

Lucy, Trevor, and David are crowded around the collection bottles, arguing over which of them filled more during the night. Steven is there too, but he stands off to the side, eyes on the floor. I catch his gaze for a second, but he looks away, ashamed or scared or maybe both.

“Morning, cow!” Lucy sings out, slapping my ass hard enough to make me whimper. “Ready for another productive day?”

She leans over and pinches my right nipple, then attaches the suction cup with a flourish. The pump starts up instantly, jerking my breast so hard I see stars. The suction is set way higher than before, but instead of hurting, it just makes the pressure build until I feel like I’m going to explode.

“She’s a beast,” Trevor says, lifting the bottle to show the others. “Look at the flow rate. That’s got to be a record.”

David bends down and flicks my left nipple. “Think we can get her to overflow the bottle?”

Lucy cackles. “There's only one way to find out.”

They all watch, making bets and jokes while the machine works me over. Every time the pump tugs, I feel the heat spread down into my pussy, and my hips grind helplessly against the bench. I should be embarrassed, but all I want is more.

After what feels like hours, Lucy unhooks the cups. My breasts are bright red, shiny with milk and sweat, and my nipples are stretched so long they don’t even look real anymore.

Lucy wipes me down and gives my ass another slap. “Good girl,” she says, like she’s talking to a dog.

I don’t even try to talk back. There’s no point. I’m here to be milked and used. That’s what they want, and what I want too, if I’m honest.

“Next phase,” says Trevor, grinning. “It's time for a performance review. All for science of course.” He chuckles.

They unstrap me from the bench, but place a thick leather collar around my neck. Lucy clips a leash to it and leads me over to another part of the room, where a padded mat waits on the floor. She makes me kneel.

The others circle around. Trevor is first. He unzips his pants and shoves his cock into my mouth, not caring that I can barely breathe. He fucks my throat rough and deep, holding my head with both hands. When he cums, he pinches my nose shut until I swallow every drop.

David is next. He chooses my cunt and quickly shoves his cock into my dripping center, pounding me so hard the mat squeaks under us. I don’t fight. I just let him use me, bracing myself on my hands and knees, feeling his balls slap against my swollen clit, and sparking an orgasm that has me mewling like a wounded animal.

Lucy waits her turn, fingering herself as she watches. Always looking to outshine the others, she kneels behind me and slides a dildo into my ass with a single brutal thrust. I scream, but she just laughs and fingers herself, getting off on my pain, only stopping when an orgasm shudders through her.

Steven hangs back, blushing and sweating, but Lucy drags him over by his shirt collar. “Don’t be shy,” she says, stroking his cock through his pants until it’s hard. “She loves it. She’s made for this.”

He looks unsure, but when he meets my gaze, I can see the lust and longing there. I give him a nod, letting him know it’s okay. I want him to fuck me. No, I need him to.

He kneels down behind me and slides into me, gently and slowly. Still unsure, but driven by his desire. His fingers hold my hips, but he doesn’t hurt me as he pumps into me. His cock feels good, but it’s his kindness that sends me over the edge. He groans and empties inside me quickly, and I wonder if he was a virgin.

It’s the only kindness I receive all day.

When they’re finished, they wipe me down and chain me back to the bench. My head is spinning, and my mouth tastes like salt and shame.

Lucy kneels beside me, stroking my hair. “We should keep you here. Forever. Maybe get you a little cage to sleep in when you’re not being milked like a real animal.”

She kisses my ear and whispers, “Would you like that? To be our little milk cow?”

I want to say no, to beg her to let me go, but no word comes out.

As the door closes and the lights dim, I realize I let them fuck me without putting up a struggle. It should have been wrong, but all I know is the heat and the ache, the hands and mouths and machines. All I want is to be used again. To be emptied and then filled.

This is my life now.

I am the subject…

I am the product…

I am an animal…

And I love it.


Chapter Eight

At night, the building empties out. The air changes. There’s no more clatter from the undergrads, no more humming from the labs next door. Sometimes I hear the janitor’s mop, or the elevator groan, but tonight there’s nothing except the lights above me, and the gurgling of the milking machine’s cycle.

I’m half-awake, nipples throbbing and still leaking, from a late night milking. They keep me strapped on the bench most of the time, but at night I get to sleep on a bare mattress in the glass room.

My part in the project is simple. My routine is always the same, milking, washing, sleeping, being used. Steven is the only one who treats me like I’m more than subject 01. He brings me protein bars, or lets me nap on his lap. I live for those little kindnesses. Sometimes, I even believe I’m happy.

Tonight’s different. The building is not empty.I hear the voices before I see them. It’s a low, measured tone—Vellum’s—and another voice, deeper, older, and unknown. Vellum never lets anyone in here. The project is confidential so whoever this is, he must be important.

There’s a scrape and a click, the sound of a heavy door being sealed.I scoot closer to the glass, straining to hear. Even through the thick panel, their voices reach me, crisp and clear.

“…she’s at Stage Four,” Vellum says. “Above expectations on both yield and behavioral metrics.”

The other man makes a small noise, like he’s unimpressed. “And the neural imprinting?”

“Self-perpetuating. All projections indicate total compliance by the end of the week.”

A pause. “Is the dependency permanent?”

Vellum hesitates, just long enough for me to notice. “Irreversible, unless we terminate and reset.”

A sharp inhale. “No. The client wants reliability. Not… unpredictability.”

Vellum’s shoes scuff closer to my cell. The lights inside dim, and a pane of the wall slides open. I freeze, unsure if I’m supposed to kneel or stand or just present myself like a side of beef.

“Subject 01,” Vellum says, voice soft. “We have a visitor.”

I blink at the silhouette in the corridor. It’s a man in a suit—real wool, not synthetic. I recognize the build: government, or ex-military, the kind of guy who could kill you with a binder clip if you made him late for a meeting.

He enters with a chemical stench, all cologne and dry-cleaning. His eyes flick over my naked body, pausing at the curve of my ass, the size of my breasts, then back to my face.

“She’s smaller than I expected,” he says.

Vellum shrugs. “The process works with any starting phenotype. Size is mostly an outcome of exposure time and caloric input. Her weight and BMI have increased and will continue to do so over time.”

The man grins, and it’s not a nice expression. “I see.”

He turns to the fridge, where jars of my milk are stored. He picks it up and sniffs. I cringe, expecting him to gag or recoil.

He doesn’t. He takes a measured sip, swishes it in his mouth like a sommelier, then swallows.

“Not bad,” he says, and glances at me with a gleam of something—curiosity, maybe, or hunger. “You said the taste would evolve?”

Vellum nods. “Depends on diet and hormone schedule. After a week on the final formula, the sugar content doubles.”

The man steps closer. He’s looking at my breasts now, at the slow drip from the tips of my nipples. “Permission to sample?”

Vellum waves his hand. “She’s compliant. Resistance is not an issue.”

He kneels in front of me, and I brace myself, but the man is gentle, at least at first. He lifts my breast, weighs it in his palm, then latches on and sucks. The suction is rough, not like the machines. He keeps his eyes on mine the whole time, daring me to look away.

I feel a rush, not just of humiliation but of something hot and dark and helplessly arousing. The line between pain and pleasure blurs, and my thighs clench with the effort of not moaning, but it’s no use. My mouth drops open and a low moan slips free when his tongue swipes along my nipple.

He finishes with a pop and wipes his lips with a monogrammed handkerchief.

“Sweet,” he says, smirking. “Better than I hoped.”

Vellum is watching, expression unreadable. “Would you like to proceed?”

The man unzips his fly with a single, practiced motion. His cock is big, thick and angry-looking, and already half-hard. He positions me over the examination table, bending me forward so my breasts rest on the cool glass.

“I’m told the protocol includes stress testing,” he says, as he lines up behind me.

Vellum nods. “It’s necessary for a full assessment.”

The man pushes into me in one brutal thrust. I gasp, knuckles white on the table. He fucks me like I’m a product demo, fast and unyielding. I feel my milk squirting onto the glass, mixing with his spit. I’m so wet it barely hurts, but my brain can’t keep up. I want to sob and laugh and come all at once.

He grabs my hair and pulls my head back, so I have to look at Vellum.

“Do you enjoy this?” the man grunts.

Vellum looks at me, then at his notes. “She’s conditioned for pleasure. It’s how the drug works. Any stimulation, no matter how painful, brings pleasure for her.”

The man slaps my ass, hard. “Say, it, cow. Tell me you enjoy being used.”

I try to speak, but my tongue feels glued in place. All I can do is moan, louder with every thrust. He fucks me until my legs go numb, then pulls out and jerks off on my back. His cum is hot, almost scalding, and when he’s finished he pats my head like I’m a dog.

He zips up and turns to Vellum, ignoring me completely.

“You’ve outdone yourself,” he says. “If the final assessment is positive, the client will fund you for life.”

Vellum inclines his head, modest but proud. “I appreciate your feedback.”

They leave me slumped over the table, breasts leaking, ass stinging, cunt throbbing. The lights in my cell switch to low again.

For a minute I just lie there, cheek pressed to the glass, feeling the milk pool under me. I should be ashamed, but all I feel is empty, and hungry for more.

When I hear the next shift of footsteps in the hallway, I almost hope it’s another visitor here to use me too.

I stay hunched on the edge of the table, rubbing milk from my chest and trying to swallow the knot in my throat. I feel raw, hollowed out, and hungrier than ever. The only thing that makes sense is the craving for another touch, another taste, another order.

Vellum returns after a while. He comes alone, hands behind his back, and pauses just inside the open panel. He surveys the mess: the puddle of milk and cum, my hair stuck to my cheek, the faint red welts on my thighs.

He doesn’t say anything right away. I think he’s waiting for me to speak, but the words are trapped behind my teeth.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I finally say, my voice hoarse. “About the… about it being permanent.”

He blinks. If he’s surprised, he hides it well. “You signed the disclosures, Clara.”

I jolt at the sound of my name. It’s been so long since he’s called me anything but, Subject 01.

“That’s not the same.” I force myself to look up. “You knew what would happen to me. What I’d turn into.”

He shrugs. “It was necessary for the data.”

I want to scream at him, to demand some apology or even just a hint of guilt. Instead, he just walks to the cart and draws up another syringe. He taps it against the glass, watching me the whole time.

“You’re already past the reversal threshold,” he says. “The only thing left is to see how far you can go.”

He doesn’t ask before he injects me. He just swabs my thigh, pushes in the needle, and watches for the reaction. This dose is thicker, almost white, and as soon as it hits my bloodstream I feel a spike of heat, a crawling itch beneath my skin. My nipples start to leak again, faster than before. My head gets cloudy.

“I can’t think,” I mumble. “It’s getting harder to… remember.”

“That’s expected,” he says. “The serum rewires neural pathways. It optimizes you for your primary function.”

“My function,” I echo, not sure if I’m laughing or crying.

He pats my cheek, a mockery of comfort. “You’re doing very well. The best subject I’ve ever had.”

He leaves me propped on the table, legs apart and still slick with the previous visitor’s cum. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to move, so I don’t. I just wait, breathing shallowly, feeling my breasts throb in rhythm with my heart.

Vellum moves behind me. I sense, more than see, the latex snap of new gloves. He parts my cheeks and runs a finger along my asshole, circling it with clinical detachment. The touch makes my whole body tense, then shudder with a pulse of low, unwilling pleasure.

He smears on a glob of lube—cold and clinical, the way he does everything—and then presses a finger in. It’s blunt, insistent. My muscles resist, but the pressure builds until I have to let him in. My vision swims. I can’t help it: the moment he breaches me, my cunt contracts, leaking more milk and fluid onto the table.

“Fascinating,”

Vellum doesn’t let up. He adds a second finger, twisting them inside me until I’m gasping on the table, my body torn between humiliation and an electric, involuntary pleasure. The table creaks under my shudders. I want to hate him, but the heat in my gut is worse than anything I can remember. I’m slick everywhere. My thighs shake.

His voice is low and careful. “I’m going to perform a deeper test now. Try to relax.”

He unbuckles his own belt, and I hear the metallic rattle and hiss of his zipper going down. I flinch, but I can’t move—I’m too weak, too far gone. He lines up behind me, the tip of his cock slick with lube, and pushes it against my asshole. There’s a moment where I think I could stop him, scream, say no. But I don’t. I just brace myself, knuckles white as I grip the edge of the table.

He pushes in slow at first, letting my body adjust, then rams the rest of the way in one brutal stroke. I clench around him, the burn shocking me alert, but it’s overrun instantly by a wave of dark, oceanic pleasure. My whole body tries to push him out, but the serum betrays me, every nerve in my ass wired to the same pleasure circuit as my clit. I can’t stop moaning. I can’t stop wanting.

He pounds me, holding my hips like handlebars, driving so deep I see white behind my eyelids. He’s not rough for the sake of it—he’s hunting data, pushing to see how much I can take before I break. I want to hate him, but I can’t. My body won’t let me.

The table bangs under us, loud and violent, and I hear myself begging, “More, more, fuck, please—” and I don’t even know who I’m talking to, me or him or both.

He finishes with a groan and pulls out, leaving me wide open and gaping. I collapse onto the table, cheek pressed into the glass, drool mixing with milk and sweat. My body twitches, aftershocks running up my spine. I want to close my legs, to curl up, but I’m stuck here—emptied, ruined, and desperate for more.

Vellum cleans himself with a surgical wipe, completely unfazed. “The subject exhibits extreme susceptibility to anal coupling,” he dictates, like he’s reading off a checklist. “Initiates rapid reflex orgasm within thirty seconds of penetration. Will document neurochemical cascade for review.”

His calm makes me want to scream, but my throat is raw and I can barely breathe. He massages my neck and shoulders, clinical, never affectionate. “Shh, Subject 01. You did well. Take a minute.”

He packs away his tray and leaves, sealing the wall behind him. I press my hands to the glass, but all I see is my reflection—wide-eyed, glassy, and leaking from every hole.

I shudder, half in horror and half in arousal. I wonder if this is what it feels like to die, a little at a time. To slowly lose myself.

Far down the hall, in the server room, Steven sits hunched over a terminal, tapping at the keyboard with trembling fingers. He’s broken through Vellum’s firewall, bypassed the biosignature checks, and is deep in the project logs now.

He sees everything.

The charts. The graphs. The endless notes on my “compliance curve,” my “milk productivity,” my “sexual subservience index.” There are videos, too, from every milking, every exam, every “stress test.” He watches some of them, face burning, hand creeping into his lap as the images flicker across the screen.

He reads the protocol: “Irreversible psychological reconditioning. Complete sexual and nutritional dependency on project supervisors. No possibility of restoration to pre-trial baseline.”

He stares at the line for a long time, breathing in the recycled air and the ozone stench of overheating servers.

Then he pulls up a live feed of my cell.

He sees me there, curled up on the table, milk still dripping from my nipples, eyes glazed and mouth slack. He sees the fresh bruise on my ass, the red marks from where the stranger gripped my hair.

He reaches for the microphone, hesitates, then speaks:

“Clara? Can you hear me?”

My head jerks up, like I’ve been shocked.

“Yes,” I say, voice thin and distant. “I hear you.”

He hesitates, voice breaking. “I’m sorry.”

I smile, slow and empty. “It’s okay. It’s not your fault. I… I could have said no.”

He doesn’t reply, but I know he’s watching. I know he can’t look away, I hate the way the other students' eyes feel on my skin, but not his.


Chapter Nine

The days blend after that. The rest of the team rotates in and out, always with new tests, new protocols, new ways to see what I’ll do if they push just a little harder.

Sometimes it’s David with the milking machine, pushing the suction so high it feels like my nipples will tear right off my chest. Sometimes it’s Trevor, who likes to see how many times I’ll cum before I cry, or how many holes he can fill before the “productivity curve” starts to drop. Or it’s Lucy, with her sharp fingernails and even sharper tongue, who likes to see if I’ll beg for it, or how long it takes for me to hump her leg in desperation.

I lose track of the days, then the hours, then the minutes. I forget my name sometimes, or what it felt like to have a body that wasn’t always wet and leaking and desperate to be filled.

They took away my clothes first, then my privacy, and now my bed. I sleep in a corner of the glass cell, curled up like a puppy on a thin mat. When I get hungry or thirsty or horny, I crawl to the panel and press a sensor that lets them know. I’m left to wait until someone comes.

I didn’t notice when I stopped talking. It hurts my head to think about trying to converse. The only thing that matters now is the feeling—the need, the relief, the next hit of dopamine when I do something right and they praise me.

Sometimes Steven comes in at night, when the others are gone. He sits on the floor and lets me lay my head in his lap, stroking my hair and humming to me, low and soft. He’s the only one who remembers the old me, but he’s still a horny male, and takes pleasure from my body when he can’t hold back any longer.

“Good girl,” he whispers when I kneel face to the floor and present my cunt and ass in his direction.

I shiver, and melt as he caresses my dripping pussy with gentle fingers. He kneels behind me and—unlike the others—waits. He lets me get comfortable, lets me tilt my hips and relax. His hands are warm, careful. He palms my ass and runs his thumbs along my spine, massaging out the ache. There’s no hurry. Maybe he thinks if he goes slow, he can trick himself into believing this is an act of mercy, not hunger.

He parts my thighs and dips two fingers into my cunt. I’m so wet there’s no resistance at all. He strokes inside, shallow at first, then deeper, learning my new shape. He finds the spot Vellum mapped out for the logs—anterior, less than an inch in, nerve-dense and so fucking sensitive. My breath hitches when he rubs it in lazy circles.

“You’re always so wet.” His voice filled with awe and heavy with lust. I almost don’t recognize it. The Steven who once trembled at the sight of a B+ on a test is gone. This Steven is calm, and certain, and when he unzips his fly with hurried hands, I moan in eagerness.

“Steven,” I whisper, and my voice cracks. It’s the first word I’ve said in a long time. He hushes me, kneeling behind me on the cold tile. “You don’t have to talk. I know what you want. What you need.”

His cock is hard, but he rubs the head of it up and down my slit, slow and careful, like he’s trying to memorize the feeling of me. I shiver at the touch—softer than the others, more deliberate, and when he finally slides inside, it’s a perfect fit.

He sinks in deep, gasping as my cunt clenches around him. The feeling is overwhelming, incredible, and for a moment I feel like I’m floating.

He holds me there, deep and flush with his groin, letting the warmth of his body soak into mine. I push my hips back, greedy for more, and he gives it to me: a slow, careful rhythm, each thrust building on the last until my mind is just white noise and need. His breath is hot on my neck, his hands tracing circles on my hips, my belly, my breasts. He kneads them, gently at first and then harder as they drip onto his fingers and down to the floor.

I want to beg him to go faster, but I don’t have the words. Instead, I whimper, and he understands. He pins my wrists to the tile, angles his cock just right, and fucks me until the pressure inside turns molten and I explode, shaking and clenching around him so hard he gasps my name.

He fills me, pumping until there’s nothing left, then collapses on top of me, both of us panting and sweating.

He pulls his softening cock from me and drags my limp body into his arms. He kisses my sweaty temple. “Good girl.” He whispers and holds me until I fall asleep.

The others are nothing like Steven. It’s like they’ve stopped pretending to be scientists. They treat me like a pet, or a toy, or a machine. I get collared—Lucy’s idea, of course — bright red leather with a brass tag that reads “BXV-01.” She makes a ceremony of buckling it around my neck, tugging it tight, and then parading me down the hall on all fours. The rest of the team laughs, but I don’t care. I care only about the rush of pleasure in seeing the smile on her face.

I’m programmed to please, and if her happiness comes from seeing her old rival humiliated and treated like an animal, then it brings me pleasure.

She takes me to the staff lounge one night, where all four of them are waiting with bottles of wine and a platter of snacks. They make me kneel on the table, knees apart, breasts dangling over the edge. Lucy offers me sips of wine, then dabs the spill off my lips with a napkin.

“You see?” she says to the others. “She’s perfectly trained.”

Trevor pulls my hair, making me arch my back so my tits jut forward. David fits the suction cups over my nipples and turns on the machine. I moan, wine sloshing in my mouth and dribbling down my chin.

Steven stands in the corner, watching with a look I can’t read. Maybe pity. Maybe jealousy.

The others take turns using me. They pass me around, hands everywhere, mouths everywhere, making bets on how fast I’ll cum or how much I’ll leak if they edge me for an hour straight.

When they’ve had their fun, they clean me up, push me under the table with a bowl of water and a cookie, and ignore me. I’m left to nap on the floor at their feet.

I fall asleep to the sound of their laughter, and dream of Steven’s hands on my hair, patting me.

The next week is a blur of tests. The milk comes faster now, thicker and sweeter. My breasts swell to the size of melons, heavy and low, always aching for relief. My clit swells, too, until it’s always visible, always wet, always begging to be touched.

They take photos and videos, sometimes for the record, sometimes just for themselves, I think.

I lost my ability to stand upright from the weight of my chest, so they keep me on all fours. My lower legs are weak from crawling; but my arms have bulked up from holding my weight. I pant, I drool, I mewl for attention when they leave me alone too long.

Sometimes I space out, and I wet myself. The first few times my face would flush with embarrassment. They’d laugh and clean it up, but never punish me. Now they lead me over to the grate in the floor and tell me to piss. I no longer care about them seeing me use the bathroom like some animal. To them, it’s just more data, another effect of BVX-9 that they have to log.

One morning, I wake to find Steven sitting beside me, eyes rimmed red. He cradles my head in his lap, stroking my cheek with a trembling hand.

“I’m so sorry, Clara,” he whispers. “I should have stopped this as soon as I found out you were going to be the subject, but because I need this credit, I didn’t, and now look at you.”

I nuzzle his thigh, seeking comfort. His apology makes little sense to my brain, but the warmth of his body does.

“I’ll take care of you,” he promises, voice thick with guilt and something darker. “No matter what happens.” I believe him. He’s the only one who never hurts me on purpose.

They stopped calling me by my name entirely. Now it’s just “01,” or “Subject,” or “the cow.” Sometimes Lucy calls me “pet,” but I don’t care. I don’t remember what it felt like to have a real name.

The collar is comfortable around my neck now. It feels right. Sometimes, for fun, Lucy tapes a fake tail to my ass, or paints spots on my thighs with a black marker. She brought in a bell one day and ran a training exercise, which worked perfectly with the drugs running rampant through my body and mind.

She laughed so hard she cried when she rang it, and I crawled to her without hesitation a few days after. The bell is the best. It means food, or sex, or relief. I dream of it when I sleep.

The only time I remember being human is when Steven holds me. I curl up in his lap, and he whispers stories, old memories from before I was a subject. He tells me about the farm he grew up on, how his dad used to raise goats and sheep, how the animals always knew who loved them.

“You remind me of the lambs,” he says, scratching behind my ears. “Soft and sweet. Always wanting to please.”

I lick his palm, and he lets me suck his fingers until I fall asleep.

On the last day of the research project, the entire team gathers in the observation suite. There’s a cake, and champagne, and a big sign that reads “Congratulations, Dr. Vellum!”

He makes a speech, thanking the donors, the university, and the government. He thanks Lucy, Steven, Trevor, and David by name. Then he looks at me, kneeling by Steven’s chair, and raises his glass.

“To Subject 01,” he says, voice ringing out. “The future of food security, and the finest work of my career.”

They all cheer. Even Steven manages a weak smile, but I don’t know what this means for me.

The party ends and the lights dim. The last thing I see is Steven’s hand, stroking my head. I hear the bell, and feel his arms around me, and know that he’ll make sure everything is okay.


Chapter Ten

The lights in the lab are automated, so during the day they are on, and when they dim, then I know it’s night. It’s never really quiet. There’s always the hum of the fans and the gurgle of the milking machine as it drains me.

I’m on the mat, where I always am. My breasts ache and burn. I drag myself to the glass, hoping they will notice.

Someone comes to get me. I don’t remember his name. He attaches a lead and walks me to the milking bench, and straps my wrists down. The suckers go on my nipples. It hurts, then it feels good. I moan, drool dripping onto my chest, but I don’t notice.

“Good little cunt,” he snickers, and rubs my head like I’m a pet. I love it. I want to be good. He moves behind me while the machine does its job and presses his cock into my ass.

There is no buildup, and I cum on the first thrust. He grunts and thrusts into me until he cums, using me like a cocksleeve or sex toy just to get off, and then leaves me panting on the bench.

I’m left alone more now, and I wonder why the lab is not full of activity. The small sharp girl with her icy hands only comes to tease me and shake the bell until I’m begging for attention. The men act like it’s a chore to feed me and take me to the grate so I can relieve myself. They get angry now when I make a mess.

Sometimes they fuck me, sometimes they just stare and take notes, or poke and prod my breasts to see if I’ll leak more.

The one who always brings a towel and cleans my face even when I don’t make a mess is the one I miss the most during the day. He’s always so kind and patient.

They're all there one day, talking as a group. “Project’s final government report is due on Friday.” “Data’s all in the cloud.” “Did you run the curve fit on 01’s sequence?” I know “01” means me. I try to say my old name, but it gets stuck inside. It’s easier not to think.

They put me back in the cell. I don’t remember what it was like before being here, but I like it here. My belly is round and full, and when I press my breasts against the cold glass, the milk beads up and runs down the wall. I trace it with my finger, then suck my finger. It tastes sweet. I taste good.

I nap a lot, growing lazier and plumper by the day. When I wake, there’s food in the trough. Protein, mush, sweet liquid. I eat until I can’t move. I stare at the wall for a while. Sometimes I see a face there, in the reflection. I don’t recognize it. I try not to think. It’s better just to sleep until I’m needed.

They fuck me more now and do less testing. I heard on say I’m good for stress relief during the year-end rush, and the others agreed.

I get wet as soon as I see one of them walk in. I crawl to them, present myself, and they laugh. “She’s learned,” they say. “She’s perfect.”

I wag my ass, and they pat it, hard. Sometimes they push my head to the floor and take me from behind; sometimes they fuck my mouth, sometimes both. I always lick them clean, liking the taste on my tongue.

One day I see the older man in the white coat standing at the glass. His eyes look tired. He types on the tablet, then shakes his head. He comes into the cell and sits on the edge of the mat. I crawl to him, but he pushes me away.

“Clara James,” he says. The words sound weird. “Do you understand me? Clara?”

I don’t know how to answer. I nuzzle his hand, hoping he will pet me. He doesn’t.

He pulls a file folder from his bag. There’s a picture of me on it, from before. I barely recognize the face. He looks at it, then looks at me, then back at the file.

He takes the photo out and tears it up. He deletes something from his tablet. The man mumbles as he types. “Clara Jones resigned her spot in the year-end research project. Inadequate credit for graduation. Withdrawn from university.” He nods his head like a job well done and then leaves while I wonder what jest happened.

The next day, the computer screens are different. The charts only say “Subject 01,” or “The lab Hucow” or just “Cow.”

I’m startled awake one evening by the lights coming on. They’re all there behind the glass looking at me, wearing black gowns over their clothes, and shiny hats. They pass around bottles and tiny cups and laugh and celebrate, but I don’t know what for. I still want to join them. I paw at the door, whining, and try to say something, but nothing comes out.

Someone opens the panel. It’s the girl with the dark hair. Her eyes are bright and mean; her cheeks flushed. She bends down, holding a piece of paper in her palm. “Come on out, cow,” she says, snapping her fingers. “Let’s celebrate graduation. Well, our graduation, not yours, obviously.” She laughs. “Dumb cows don’t need an education.”

I crawl out, tits dragging on the tile. My knees have toughened up; my palms are now calloused from crawling. The collar jingles as I move., and she pets my head. She stands up and yanks the leash hard, making me choke, but she doesn’t care.

The others circle me. One grabs my breast, squeezing hard enough to make the milk spray. He laughs, then tips the bottle of booze to my lips, letting it dribble over my chin and onto my tits. It tastes awful, but I swallow it, and he makes me drink more.

The tall one is already stroking himself through his pants, staring at my ass. The girl sits on a chair, spreading her legs and playing with herself, never taking her eyes off me, and I notice the old man watches from the corner, not moving, just staring with a tilt to his head like he’s fascinated by something.

Someone pulls my face onto his lap. He unzips his pants and shoves his cock into my mouth, faster than I can breathe. He fucks my face until I choke, then pulls out and smears spit and pre-cum all over my cheeks. “She’s gotten better at deep throating,” he says, stroking my hair. “Hardly chokes anymore.”

The taller one drags me off the floor and bends me over the table. He spreads my legs, then slaps my ass so hard my whole body shudders. I whimper, but the sound turns into a moan when he pushes inside me and fucks me roughly, shoving my face to the table and pinning my arms behind my back. His cock is so big it feels like I’m splitting, but the pain mixes with the ache in my tits and I cum, leaking everywhere.

The girl brings out the milking cups. “Don’t stop fucking her,” she says, voice sharp as glass. “I want to see if she’ll squirt while you’re inside.” She clamps the cups onto my nipples, then cranks the suction all the way up. I scream, but it’s not a scream; it’s more like a bellow, loud and wild. More bovine than human. Milk explodes from my tits, spraying into the cups. The men laugh, cheering me on.

The tall man finishes inside me, then swaps with another. He drives his cock deep into my ass in one thrust. I don’t care which hole they use as long as I get used. I push back, milking his cock with my muscles, just like they trained me. He moans, then cums deep inside. It’s warm and makes my head fuzzy with pleasure.

The girl doesn’t want to be left out and climbs onto the table, straddling my face. She grinds her pussy against my mouth, grabbing my hair and pulling me up to her. “Eat,” she commands, and I do, licking her and sucking her clit until she cums, flooding my mouth with her taste.

She gets off me, then pats my cheek. “Good girl,” she says. “You’re the best fucking pet in the world.”

They flip me onto my back. The men take turns fucking my tits, mashing them together and shoving their cocks between them until they jizz all over my chest and face. The milk and cum mix and run down my chest, pooling in my belly button. Someone smears it all over me, painting lines and words on my skin. “COW SLUT” is written across my chest.

They laugh, then make me crawl to the middle of the room. The old man brings out a hot iron. I’m scared, but the sharp girl holds me down and says, “Shh, it’ll be over soon.” The iron touches my thigh and burns. I scream, but it’s drowned out by the laughter. The smell is awful, but then it’s over, and there’s a mark on my skin: a number, 01.

The old man gives me a shot in the ass, and everything goes soft and floaty. I feel hands and mouths everywhere, touching, licking, biting, making me cum so many times I lose count. I leak everywhere — milk and spit and cum and sweat cover every inch of me.

At some point, the men drag me to the floor and hold me down while the mean girl fucks me with a giant black dildo. She forces it in my ass, then in my cunt, switching back and forth until I can’t tell which hole is which. I cum so hard I pee, and they all laugh. Then a cock is in my mouth again. The mean girl shoves the dildo in my ass while he fucks my throat. I can’t breathe, but I love it.

They leave eventually, the older man too, but Steven stays. I remember his name. How could I forget the only one who remains kind to me?

He waits until the others are done, then kneels beside me. He wipes my face with a towel, cleans out my mouth, then strokes my head. “You did so good,” he whispers. “I’m so proud of you.”

Steven lines his cock up with my pussy, and slides in slowly. He’s careful, gentle, but I’m so stretched and loose it barely matters. I want to squeeze him, to make him cum, to give him everything. He fucks me slow, kissing my face and my tits, holding me tight and uncaring that I’m covered in cum.

When he reaches his climax, he holds it inside me, not moving, just hugging me while I shake and tremble. He whispers my old name in my ear. It sounds nice, but I forget it right away.

My tits are full and aching now, so he ties me to the milking bench. My tits are leaking, and my cunt is gaping, dripping jizz onto the floor. I’m covered in marks. Cum and milk begin to crust on my skin.

I’m a mess, but I don’t care. I feel warm and full and loved. The last thing I remember is Steven’s hand stroking my hair, and his voice saying, “I’ll come back for you. I promise.”

I don’t see the mean girl after that, or the others. It’s only the older man who feeds and takes care of me. I wonder where they went and who’s going to fuck me if they don’t come back.

When Steven finally shows up after what felt like years to my simple mind, I squeal in excitement. He gives me a soft smile even though he looks tired. He kneels by the glass, and I crawl to him.

He strokes my hair. “I’m sorry, Clara. I tried to get them to let you out now that the semester is over, but you considered an asset now and belong to the university. They got a grant to continue the study of BVX-9.”

I don’t know what he means. I’m just happy he is here. “You’re not even classified as human anymore,” he growls and pets my head. “I couldn’t leave you, so I got a job here. I’m going to take care of you.”

The old man smiles. “Very noble,” he says, “but also practical. You’re the only one she’ll respond to now. It seems our lab hucow has imprinted on you.”

Steven nods. “That’s fine. I just want her to be happy.” He opens the door, and I crawl into his lap. He unbuckles my collar and replaces it with a new one, with a tag that reads “01.” I preen as he scratches behind my ears. “Good girl,” he says. I close my eyes and purr.

The new routine is better. There’s more milk every day, and Steven always takes care of me. He feeds me, fucks me, holds me when I get scared. Sometimes he puts me in a harness and leads me around the halls for exercise. He loves my udders — that what they call them now and often fucks them until they squirt milk, then licks it off my skin.

One day, the mean girl comes back. She wears a suit and looks older. She walks right up to the glass, sneers, and then laughs. “You’re still here?” She asks, then spits on the floor. Steven glares at her, but she just shrugs and leaves.

Most days, it’s just me and Steven. He talks to me while he works, telling stories about the animals on his family farm, how they would all line up for treats or for milking, how they never complained about being animals.

“You’re happy, aren’t you?” he asks, and I moo, just like he wants.

He laughs and fucks me again.

I don’t remember my old name. Sometimes I dream about my old life, but it’s gone by morning.

All I remember now is Steven, the feeling of his hands on my body, and the peace I get when the milking machine empties me out. I am his cow. It’s all I ever wanted.

I curl up on my mat at night and wait for him, knowing he’ll come. He always does.

THE END
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