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I looked at her young, naked body lying motionless on a shiny, metal table illuminated by a bright and unnatural ice light, and a feeling of strange excitement came over me.

Jacqueline has always been so beautiful.

Strands of her fair, blond hair framed an elongated face with regular features. Her azure blue eyes were now tightly shut. I caressed her forehead and noticed that my hand was trembling.

Her full lips were, as always, slightly pouty. I ran my finger over them and then continued over her thin neck, collarbones, all the way to the pale skin of her round and firm breasts. The pink nipples were stiff from the cold.

I caressed her gently again, this time running my fingers over the pink bulges of her nipples.

I made a decision, and there was no going back. I knew I had to do what I was about to do, regardless of the consequences. Life without Jackie was simply impossible for me.

We were married for seven years, and my heart beat for her. When I met her, I was thirty years old and a young and talented scientist on the rise. Jacqueline was one of the students at the college where I worked as a researcher. We met in the library. She was young, beautiful, incredibly intelligent, and mature for her age.

It was love at first sight. I proposed to her after a year of dating, and she agreed immediately. We got married and bought a house when I got a promotion at work. In addition to conducting research, I was awarded the title of professor and part-time lecturer at the university.

I was touching her cold skin, and tears filled my eyes. The glass of my glasses fogged up.

Jackie.

I just wanted her back, that's all. But you know, as they say, if you love them, let them go. Well, I couldn't do that. I needed Jacqueline like the air I breathe, and I would do anything to have her back. We parted so stupidly and too soon, I just couldn't accept it.

I will hold her beautiful body in my arms again; this cannot and must not be the end.

We didn't have children because Jackie was barren, but that didn't bother me, and I chose to spend my whole life with her anyway. That was a promise, and I will do everything to fulfill it.

For seven years, we lived in a marriage full of love and pleasure. We traveled, visited cities, went to lunches and dinners, and enjoyed ourselves in every way. My position and salary allowed us to live comfortably, so she never had to work.

I was at work when it happened. My team and I were just working on studying a new, specific type of serum when I got a call from the hospital. I dropped the phone from my hand and fell to the floor. My wife was returning from visiting her mother, who lived on a ranch outside of town, when a drunk truck driver ran into her car. She was left dead on the spot.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I was in denial and refused to accept it. When I went for identification and saw her lying there, still beautiful and in one piece, serious and waxen like a doll - I only thought of one thing - I have to take her home.

I asked the staff to bring the body home because I would like to personally prepare her for the funeral and say goodbye to her for the last time. I filled out all the necessary documentation, and soon an ambulance arrived at our address with a black plastic bag, and she was inside.

My Jackie.

I unzipped the black bag and took her lifeless body that hung limply in my hands. I took her to the basement, where my lab was. I laid her on the metal table and stood staring at her ravishing curves for a long time.

Then I realized.

Maybe. Maybe I could revive her.

My team and I have been working on studying the latest serum, which was one of the most closely guarded secrets. It was a special formula that induced lactation in women with the aim of producing special human milk that could be used in the treatment of many diseases. This milk had the ability to regenerate and revitalize.

The goal was to produce so-called Hucows - human cows whose juicy and fertile bodies would create a special milk formula, which would act as a natural serum of life, with the ability to regenerate and rejuvenate human cells.

Of course, everything was completely untested and uncertain. But what did I have to lose anyway?

I had no idea if there would be any side effects or what they would be, and how they would affect Jacquelin, but I knew I had to try. I won't be able to live with myself if I don't. I have to try, because there was really hope for this to work.

The injected serum will reach Jackie's stopped bloodstream and penetrate the cells; the artificial hormones and the targeted Hucow cells will cause changes in the genome itself, and with any luck, her cells will mutate, take on a new form, and begin to function again. My dear will become a fertile cow with breasts full of regenerating milk, but at least she will be alive.

The next day, I stole a bottle of serum from the lab at work. I only took one because the rest of the team would have noticed a bigger change, so I only had one chance.

With trembling hands, I opened the bottle and filled the syringe with the yellow serum liquid. Once again, I gently touched her pale, almost transparent, cold skin with my fingers. My eyes were teary as I gazed in rapture at her beautiful, young, and sexy body. A lustful thought ran through my head, how badly I would like to feel the heat of her pussy again and the blissful feeling of my hardened cock deep inside her womb.

I pushed those thoughts away, because now was neither the time nor the place for them, pulled myself together, and inserted the needle into Jackie's vein and then carefully and gently squeezed the yellow liquid into her bloodstream. I closed my eyes and let the feeling of momentary calm wash over me. I did it.

Nothing depended on me anymore; now everything is in the hands of science.

The thought of injecting my dead wife with the Hucow serum in the hope of reviving her, not caring about the consequences and the effects it might have on her, was vibrating in my brain.

From my point of view, anything was better than her being dead, but I will soon see that I may have been wrong when my eternal love turns into a lustful, voracious, fertile, and insatiable sexual monster.

The bright light of the LED bulbs flickered above our heads, and for a moment, the laboratory was completely dark. When the light again shone on the cold, metal table, and on Jackie's naked body, I thought one of her fingers with red, polished nails moved. I quickly grabbed her pale hand, which seemed to be getting warmer. I held her tightly and then jumped back from excitement, delight, but also a slight fear that came over me when I felt a strong heat spreading through her body.

The serum has started to work!

It worked!

-Oh, Jackie!

I exclaimed with excitement as I watched her beautiful skin turn from translucent pale to a soft apricot and pink. Her cheeks flushed, and her face took on a gentle, beautiful, light-ruddy color. Her eyelids fluttered as she gradually came back to life, and soon every part of her body began to tremble at an incredible rate. I've never seen anything like it before.

Her whole body was shaking in a spasm, her muscles and nerves were playing with a speed that the human eye could not follow.

I stood quite close to her and watched this shocking sight in rapture and amazement. I was completely captivated. I realized slowly that this could be a decisive moment for humanity, but that at the same time, I would not be able, for her sake, to share my scientific achievement with anyone if I wanted to protect my dear Jacqueline.

I towered over her and then stood in amazement as I saw her breasts begin to swell and enlarge. They were growing at a tremendous rate, and her small, pink nipples were getting darker and firmer. I touched her breasts with my hand and felt them becoming harder and bigger at the same time, and pulsating under my hands. They grew and grew until they were the size of real watermelons.

Now her beautiful, naked, young body stood before me in all its beauty, but transfigured, with giant breasts protruding, tense and pulsating, rising from her thin chest. They looked very out of proportion, almost artificial on her thin and slender body, but at the same time, there was something very tempting and sensual about her now massive breasts that seemed to never stop growing.

I watched with astonishment the sight of my transformed wife, who was slowly taking the form of a real human cow, when several hot drops of juicy milk leaked from the hardened nipples that rose on the hardened breasts.

I came closer and felt them better. They were hard, warm, and rock solid, so I concluded that they were full of milk. Her nipples were bright pink and glowing, and her breasts were taut, huge, and with visible veins under the white, tender skin.

I tried to squeeze the areola of the nipple, and then the milk suddenly gushed upwards in a rich stream. Man! I dodged a step back to avoid being splashed by the drops of hot liquid.

I observed the regular and calm rise of her chest, and massive, round breasts that moved in that, for me, miraculous rhythm.

Although her eyes were closed, and her body, after some kind of strong muscular-nervous discharge that took place a little while ago, and during which I assume her biggest transformation took place - breast growth and milk secretion, she was alive, and proper breathing was a clear indication of that. My heart was filled with warmth and happiness. Nothing else mattered to me.
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