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“Finally,” Shaun exhaled as he stepped into his brand-new apartment. It wasn’t a high-rise in New York City, but it was clean, the rent was fair, and most importantly, it was his. His set of keys jingled as he swung them around his index finger. He plopped them on the counter and closed the door. It was evening, and the golden light of the setting sun blanketed his new living room, furnished with a simple loveseat and coffee table. 

Shaun took his time unpacking his belongings. He grinned, teeth sparkling, as his hands found his newly framed degree. After six full years, he had finally earned the degree he had been striving for. Pride swelled like a balloon in his chest. He gently placed the dark wood frame onto a built-in shelf and stepped back to admire his work.

“Perfect,” he said to himself. The gentle quiet of the room embraced him. He finally felt like he was home. He could finally enjoy a space that only belonged to him. No class, no stress, nothing to ruin his good mood. He even had a decent job lined up, but it didn’t start until next month, which meant four weeks of pure relaxation started right now.

That is, until he woke up the following morning.

Shaun blinked the sleep from his eyes. The morning light cast across his long black eyelashes. A stretch trembled through his arms as he reached them above his head. For some reason, he felt as if he had a fever in his sleep. He felt... wet.

He dabbed at his forehead, still squinting at the sunlight. No sweat, no abnormal heat on his skin. His mouth tasted no worse than it would after a hard night of sleep, and the sheets weren’t sticking to his limbs. He pried his eyes open and looked down at himself. For some reason, his sleep shirt was clinging to his pecs like latex. Its normal medium blue hue was now twilight, completely soaked through with sweat. 

An odd, butter-like smell caught Shaun’s nose. Cautiously, he touched his shirt with his palm. Soft, tender fat met his touch, right before a burst of pleasing heat shot through his body on contact.

He jolted up from the mattress, startled at the noise that had just escaped his lips. Looking closer at himself, his shirt hugged him not as a flat surface, but in two round humps. He adjusted his posture, and his chest jiggled in tandem. 

“What the... What the fuck?!” Shaun yelped. He instinctively grasped his chest in confusion, only to be met with another wave of pleasure that made his eyes roll back, and his eyes went wide as a small dripple of something white leaked out from where his shirt met his right nipple.

Shaun’s blood turned to ice. His shirt wasn’t wet from sweat, not water. 

It looked like milk.

It couldn’t be. This had to be a nightmare, a delayed response from his final exams or job-hunting stress. The sight before him said otherwise. In a flurry, he peeled the sopping-wet shirt from his torso, cringing at the slap of it hitting his hardwood floor. The more he woke up from shock, the more he noticed a tender soreness in his chest that only further confirmed the identity of the substance coating him. 

Shaun mentally thanked every possible deity on Earth that he didn’t have roommates anymore, because he couldn’t imagine how to explain this to himself, let alone another person. He hurried to his cell phone and dialed the number of his doctor, trying to ignore the sight of his bulging breasts on his way. There must be some sort of logical explanation for what was happening to him, and if anyone had it, it would be his doctor. Thankfully, they had a cancellation that day and could fit him in for an emergency visit. 

“So, Shaun, what’s going on? The receptionist told me you sounded urgent,” Dr. Garcia asked, their tone serious and concerned. Shaun took a seat on the examination table. He only had to wait an hour for his visit, but the soreness in his breasts grew more painful by the second. Now, biting his lip until it nearly bled was all he could do to resist touching them for relief.

“I... Well, I woke up this morning, and I...” Shaun stuttered, trying desperately to get the words out.

“Shaun,” Dr. Garcia said, crossing their legs. “I think I might know what’s going on here. I promise, it isn’t anything to be... embarrassed about,” they continued. Behind their small magenta glasses, Shaun could swear their eyes were darting back and forth from his eyes to his chest. His face bloomed with hot shame.

“This morning... My shirt was drenched in... I think it was milk. Breast milk!” Shaun squeezed his eyes shut, forcing the words from his lips. “And my chest... I have tits now! How is that even possible?!”

“Now, Shaun, I don’t want you to panic. Believe it or not, you’re not the first person to come into my office with this problem,” Dr. Garcia reassured, placing one of their hands on Shaun’s knee. “It’s rare, but it isn’t unheard of.”

Shaun blinked his eyes open. His brow furrowed in confusion. “What do you mean...?” 

“We’ll run some tests to confirm it, but I think I can diagnose you beforehand. It’s a rare genetic mutation that we’ve seen popping up recently in folks of your generation. You’re twenty-three, right?” 

“Twenty-four, as of last month,” Shaun replied, cautious but curious.

“Well, for some reason, we keep seeing cisgender men in our clinic who are reporting sudden changes to their bodies when they hit their mid-twenties. Changes like the ones...” Dr. Garcia glanced at Shaun’s perky, milk-drained breasts, “...you’re experiencing yourself.”

Shaun’s eyes were wide open. He swallowed. Seconds passed, but the words from Dr. Garcia’s mouth weren’t becoming any more believable. “...I’m sorry, what? You’re saying cis guys my age are getting boobs and making milk all of the sudden?!”

Dr. Garcia chuckled. “Not all cis men your age. Around 5-7%, we estimate.”

“Well... is it dangerous?” Shaun asked, slick sweat coating his palms.

“Not at all, actually,” they answered. “Because so many men like you have been coming into our clinic, we’ve been able to learn a lot about the mutation in a short amount of time. We already have a medication approved for patients who wish to stop breast growth and milk production. It’s just one pill, and without it, your growth and production will only accelerate.” 

“Oh! That’s great,” Shaun replied, finally grinning for the first time in the day.

“However,” Dr. Garcia started, catching Shaun’s eyes in theirs, “I also would like to offer you this.” In their hand, they held a small, white pamphlet. Shaun took it slowly, a sudden uneasiness washing over him. 

“And this is...?” He asked nervously.

“It’s a pamphlet about a group of patients like you,” they responded, their voice a note quieter, a little more serious than before. “Now, I am happy to approve of your prescription after we confirm your genetic mutation with a few labs, but I’d like you to consider this option, too. I’ve heard shockingly amazing things from my patients who try it out.”

Shaun squinted at Dr. Garcia before looking down past his ever-prominent breasts at the pamphlet. The same icy chill from this morning ran through his veins.

“I ask you to keep an open mind,” Dr. Garcia asked gently. “I was hesitant, too, at first, but the mental and physical health of my patients has skyrocketed thanks to this.” They wrote a quick note on their clipboard before standing and heading towards the door. “I have a quick call to make, but a nurse will come to call you for your labs in a few minutes. Let me know if you have any questions.”

Shaun didn’t say a word or even notice the door shut as Dr. Garcia left. His eyes were superglued to the pamphlet in his hands. Between the paper folds was a photo of a handful of men who appeared to be around his age, all smiling, their arms around each other’s shoulders. All of them had obvious breasts, some larger than others, some rounder, but all visible through their tight tank-tops. Below the photo was a paragraph typed in small, black letters:

Join The Hucow Herd today!

Have you been diagnosed with the rare genetic mutation that causes breast development and milk production in cisgender men? We have, and we have never been happier!

In our community, we see our mutation as an opportunity, not a setback. We call ourselves hucows to embrace our bodily differences, not suppress them. Join us to explore the wonderful world of being a hucow!

Is the life of a hucow calling you? Answer today and join the herd!
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Shaun’s mouth went dry. His breath felt short, tight, as if his lungs were caving in on themselves. With each word he read, every inch of his skin tingled with warmth. A bead of sweat dripped down his temple. It landed on his shirt, which stretched awkwardly across his new breasts. His eyes followed the bead only to see that dark circles were forming where his nipples met his shirt.

“Shit!” Shaun cursed, rapidly tossing his hoodie over his shoulders and zipping it up. The tightness of a zipped hoodie on his chest only added to the pain, making his eyelids flicker as he steadied himself. The fabric ever-so-slightly squeezed his breasts, easing a few droplets of milk from his nipples, gifting his body with pleasure through the sourness of his anxiety.

The thickness of the hoodie seemed to block milk from seeping completely through, which was a relief as a nurse opened the door to the office and called him out for his testing. The labs were a decent distraction from his current predicament, but the entire time, he couldn’t tear his mind from the photo of the full-breasted men he saw in the pamphlet. Their breasts weren’t even his main concern—it was their genuine, ear-to-ear grins that stuck in his mind like a record on repeat.

Once his labs were completed, Shaun dashed to
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