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Chapter One

 


Josie flinched slightly as the needle pierced the
skin on her hindquarters. “Ouch,” she complained as the nurse
pressed the plunger and then withdrew the fine needle.

“Just a pinch,” the nurse said belatedly. “You’ll get
used to the injections.”

“You’d think by now someone would have invented a
better way of doing injections,” Josie commented.

“Sometimes the old ways are the best ways.”

As she pulled up her pants and underwear Josie
nodded, but paused in the middle of the process. “Should I even
bother getting dressed? I mean…how quickly do the changes
happen?”

The nurse, Barbara her nametag read, smiled. “You can
get dressed. It doesn’t happen overnight, though I’ve had some
hucows say after the fact that it seemed like it happened that
fast.”

“Hucow,” Josie repeated with a shake of her head.
“I’m going to have trouble getting used to that term.”

“Lots of the girls use it as a label of pride. It’s
only an insult if you let it be one. You watched the orientation
vid, didn’t you?”

“Yes, of course.” She finished dressing and paused.
“Now what?”

“I’ll get an escort for you,” Barbara said. “She’ll
take you to your room. From there, it’s up to you. I’m sure I’ll
see you from time to time.” With that comment she was out the
door.

Sighing, Josie sat down on the edge of the treatment
table and brooding while waiting. It was all history now, but her
new employer had somehow managed to put a positive spin on the
great bovine flu epidemic that essentially wiped out the world’s
entire domestic cattle population. It also devastated most cattle
that still lived in the wild. Not only did this cause a great
collapse of the worldwide dairy industry, it also cut off an
important meat source for many people.

Luckily the inventiveness of the scientists and
farmers came to the rescue. The immediate replacements were goats
and sheep, but that industry had trouble completely filling the
void. Goat and sheep milk was not the same as cow milk. There was
also the resistance of the American consumer and the many animal
rights groups that didn’t want to see the expansion of more animal
use. Add to that the long, strong campaign promoting human breast
milk over baby formula and a few clever scientists figured out a
way to manipulate human hormones along with some gene therapy to
get women to lactate to a previously unimagined degree.

Enter the hucow.

It was strange at first, but the human body had a
natural affinity for human breast milk. Suddenly breast milk was in
demand like never before. Josie found herself at the edge of the
new debate. After college she could get a job for some company and
work a steady job, but that didn’t interest her. Working physically
had always interested her more than typing away at a keyboard in a
cube farm all day. Almost on a lark she opted to test to see if she
was compatible with the hucow program.

She was. The decision had almost been made for
her.

The first question she had asked her recruiter was,
“Is the process reversible?”

“Not really. If you stop treatment most of the
physical changes are permanent. Some of the changers will decrease
to a certain degree, but most are irreversible. You’ll stop
lactating eventually—every hucow does—but when that happens is up
to you.”

It wouldn’t have changed her mind. She just wanted to
know.

Lost in her thoughts Josie barely heard the knock at
the door before it opened and the hucow walked in. She had seen
hucows before, of course, they were all over the place. But she had
never before seen one up close and personal. It was a bit of a
shock. Like all hucows she had enormous breasts that bulged up
under the white dress she wore. Her hips were wider than average
for normal women and Josie couldn’t see them yet, but she knew her
buttocks were enlarged as well. Her complexion was pale and
clear—not a sign of a blemish—which was something Josie could
appreciate after having fought terrible acne from the onset of
puberty on. Although she knew it was her imagination, Josie was
positive the hucow had enlarged, limpid eyes.

“I’m Gena,” the hucow said extending her hand. Josie
shook it, marveling at the softness of the girl’s skin. “You must
be Josie.”

“Yes. Good to meet you.”

“Before I take you to your room, I have a question
for you,” Gena said shifting her weight back and forth on her feet.
Josie noted the hucow wore white sandals.

“Okay. What is it?”

Gena tilted her head to the side “Did your boyfriend
leave you or do you want to get your national service in to get
your citizenship and start a family?”

The question was quite rude and direct, but Josie
found herself answering honestly anyway. “Citizenship. Though I’m
not really sure I want to start a family.”

“Why do you want to be a citizen?”

Again it was a private question, but once more Josie
answered anyway. “My entire family has their citizenship. Most got
it through military service, a few through medical service. My aunt
went the educational route.”

“None through the hucow program?”

Josie shook her head. “No.”

“That’s a little odd. Lots of families have inactive
hucows who earned citizenship that way. Lots of women enter the
program thinking they’ll do their four years of production service
and get their citizenship. Did you know over ninety percent of
hucows stay in the program over ten years? Mostly because they
enjoy it so much.”

“I didn’t realize that.”

Gena smiled. Josie hadn’t realized before how neutral
the hucow’s face was when she entered the nurse’s office. “Good. I
can’t stand the girls who come in here after a traumatic breakup
and want to completely change their lives because of a man. It’s an
irreversible change, not just physically, but mentally as
well.”

“I’ve heard that.”

“You can’t fully appreciate it until you’ve gone
through it.” She turned around and headed back to the door. “Follow
me.”

Josie’s eyes went to the hucow’s ass. Her rump was
enormous; not just fat because her flesh didn’t jiggle like an
obese person, but strong muscles as well. Josie felt a quick pang
of jealousy.

“When did you decide to become a hucow?” Gena asked
Josie as they traveled through a maze of office space. The BioDyne
Corporation’s operation looked much like any other large
multinational business.

“A few months ago. I was trying to figure out what I
wanted to do with my life.” As she looked around the office was
staffed by a mix of normal and hucows. It looked exactly
like any other office in America, except for the presence of so
many hucows. “Um, I thought hucow was a derogatory term.”

Gena shrugged. “It is if you let it be one. The
official term is human-bovine synthetic transmute. But that’s long
and ridiculous. You’ve had your first injection?”

“Yes.”

They came to a security door and Gena stood in front
of it for a moment before it audibly unlocked. “It has to scan my
pass,” she explained tapping at the pendant on the necklace she
wore. Josie took a closer look and saw the pendant was bell-shaped
but non-functional. It would never sound a note. “I’m authorized to
bring in one guest. You’ll be issued a pass as well. You can’t be
too careful about security around here. There are all sorts of
nutjobs around.”

“I’m sure. Are all the passes in the shapes of
bells?”

Gena laughed as she hauled the door all the way open
for them. “No, there’s a variety of styles BioDyne issues. You can
pick one of your liking and have it changed. Most of us wear it as
a necklace, but there are other ways as well.”

Past the security door the atmosphere changed from
one of an efficient office to a more domestic feel, somewhere
between a hotel or dormitory and an apartment building.

“This is the residential section. No one is allowed
in here except hucow residents, bulls, and authorized staff. When
you get it, keep your pass on display at all times; there are
scanners and cameras all around to keep us safe.”

“Will do.”

They marched through a series of hallways, almost all
empty though Josie could hear sounds of activity coming from
behind—and in some cases open—the doors. “Here we are,” Gena said
stopping at a door and letting the scanner read her pass. “Let’s
hope it works otherwise—” She was cut off by the click of the lock
opening. “Well, security didn’t screw it up this time.” She pushed
the door open. “Security should reset the lock. It’s only supposed
to open for my pass just this once.”

Inside the door was a small apartment of one large
room that was divided between a bedroom space and a kitchenette. A
door led to a bathroom. Next to the table were Josie’s two bags she
had dropped off upon entering the BioDyne building. Gena strode
across the room and swept open the window shades. The view wasn’t
terrible. She saw the edge of the parking lot but mostly faced
rolling hills covered with trees. “Small room, but nice view. You
can pay to move to a larger space later on.” She went back to the
table and picked up a necklace that matched her own. “And they left
your pass. Finally, no fuckups for once.” Proffering the necklace
to Josie, she said, “They opted for the bell pendant. Sorry. If you
don’t like it, you can go to security tomorrow and they’ll swap it
out for you. Cows and flowers are very popular.”

“It’s fine,” said Josie, taking the necklace and put
it around her neck, carefully closing the clasp. As she fiddled
with the bit of jewelry, Gena crossed over to the far corner of the
room and stood next to a contraption that resembled a stationary
exercise bike.

“I call this the centerpiece of every hucow’s room,
but for some reason it’s always in the corner.” She grinned. “Why
don’t you take off your clothes, hop up here, and I’ll show you how
it works.”

Josie hesitated. “Take off my clothes?”

“You can’t do this wearing a shirt and pants,” Gena
replied with a bit of disdain at Josie’s choice of clothing. “Once
you start the change you’ll want to wear dresses anyway. And lots
of the hucows here don’t bother wearing clothing at all unless
they’re leaving the residence.”

Although she had heard of this, Josie still found
that difficult to believe. “Um…really?”

“You’ll lose your inhibitions soon enough,” Gena
informed her. “Don’t be shy and pretend you’re modest.” She paused.
“Or are you modest? I’ll take off my dress if it’ll make you more
comfortable.” She made a motion to open the dress, but Josie
stopped her.

“No, no, that’s not necessary.” In Josie’s mind
having Gena naked would be worse. “I just sort of forgot that I
need to be topless for this.” She quickly stripped off her shirt
and bra. Josie was neither small nor large when it came to breast
size. She had always been happily in the middle. She knew that
shortly her breasts would be enlarging almost beyond control, but
that was a matter for tomorrow. Once she was topless, Gena looked
down at Josie’s pants.

“Take them off too,” she instructed.

“Is that really
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