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SCRAPPED 

“I hope you enjoy your stay,” the man smiled, looking over his shoulder as he stood in the doorway. 

“Thanks,” Darius replied, for the hundredth time that he wished he could be the envoy to someplace a 
little more…civilized. 

As the loincloth-garbed man exited the tent, Darius looked around him and shook his head in 
bemusement. Modern necessities clashed with traditional styles. Contemporary sheets were stretched 
over a tightly-packed straw pallet to approximate a hotel bed. An alarm clock sat on a sawed-off tree 
stump. A folding metal luggage rack sat in front of a chair made of animal hides stretched over a wooden 
frame. Darius couldn’t help but chuckle. It was almost quaint—or it would be, if the dichotomy didn’t seem 
so silly. 

Of course, he was one to talk. Tall, dark-haired, and rugged-looking due to going two days without 
shaving, he generally had to have his suits custom-fitted to accommodate his broad shoulders and large 
chest, and like the modern alarm clock perched on a stump under a tent, his suit lent him an air of 
sophistication that belied his real nature as an avid outdoorsman. The idea of sleeping in a tent hadn’t 
bothered him a bit, and he regularly participated in archery and competed in amateur forestry 
competitions like axe-throwing and log-splitting. In a sense, his being selected as the representative to 
An’awahi came as no surprise since—just like the tribe—he blended modern conveniences with an 
interest in doing things the traditional, rugged way. 

He put his suitcase down on the luggage rack and sat down heavily on the bed, his eyes widening in 
pleasant surprise at how soft and cushioned it was. Or, maybe it was just exhaustion playing tricks on his 
mind. The 21-hour flight to the continent had not been particularly bad, but the 5-hour flight from the 
international hub to this remote province had been, in a word, draining. Squalling infants and loud, 
boisterous passengers had made it impossible to sleep on the overnight flight, and constant jostling by 
people getting up to go to the bathroom (how many times can one person use the lavatory on a 5-hour 
flight?) made even using his tray table impossible. Not that he could have anyway; it was broken and 
tilted at such an angle that anything he put on it would have fallen off. As his butt sank into the bed, he 
thought to himself that at least this far from civilization, things were quiet, and maybe he might actually 
get some decent sleep before his audience with the tribal leaders. He’d be interested to see how 
traditional tribes did things—if he weren’t so tired. 

The company he represented, Rare Earth Mining Co., had observed via satellite imagery what looked like 
the largest deposit of tantalum in the world, buried some 800 feet below the surface—right under the 
ancestral lands of the An’awahi tribe. After months of negotiations to which Darius wasn’t privy, the tribe 
had at last agreed to grant exclusive mining rights to Rare Earth Mining. Darius was here to get the 
official signatures and seal the deal. If all went well, mining equipment would be in place in six months, 
breaking ground shortly thereafter. Breaking ground meant Darius got paid, so it was important to go 
through the motions, avoid upsetting anybody, get the signatures, and get back on the flight back to 
civilization. 

He awoke with the alarm clock the next morning with a start. Confused at first and not recognizing his 
surroundings, he realized he’d been so tired that he’d fallen asleep in his clothes without actually getting 
into bed properly. Groaning, he sat up, his legs still resting on the floor off the foot of the bed, got to his 
feet, and turned off the alarm. He was beginning to wonder whether the An’awahi knew anything about 
coffee when he spied a coffeemaker on another tree stump on the other side of the tent. Thanking his 
lucky stars, he tore open the prepackaged coffee filter, dropped it into the top of the coffeemaker, and 
looked around for water. To his chagrin, his tent had neither bathroom nor sink, and he closed his eyes 
and silently cursed. All right, no coffee without leaving the tent.  

The time on the clock read 8:30, which meant he had about half an hour before his audience with the 
tribal leaders. He needed to shower before then or at least get the smell of the airplane off himself, so he 
abandoned his coffee pursuit, poked his head out of the tent, and was shocked to find that the village was 
already buzzing with activity. Naked and near-naked men, women, and children wandered about, carrying 
supplies and water here and there, exchanging greetings and doing all the things you’d expect about a 
busy provincial village. The difference in volume level with the tent flap open versus closed was 
impressive: closed, and it shut out nearly all the noise. Open, and the sounds of goats bleating, children 
laughing, and vendors hawking their wares all came streaming in. 
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There were several other tents near his, all teepee-shaped, made of light-colored hides that reflected 
brightly in the morning sunlight, but not as brightly as the sandy ground beneath them. Darius squinted 
through the glare. A few feet from him, across from the partial arc of tents, was the only non-tent building, 
a fairly large, squarish building made of wood, mud, and straw that acted as the meeting place for the 
village leaders. 

“Ah, you are awake!” said a voice, and Darius whipped his head to the right to see the man who had 
shown him to the tent. 

“Uh, yeah,” Darius replied. “Um, hey, where can I get a shower around here? Or some coffee?” 

The man looked at him, mystified for a moment, before he finished translating in his head. 

“Ah! You wish to bathe?” He pointed down the main street. “There is a river at the end of the road; you’ll 
find plenty of water to bathe there. As for coffee, I’d suggest you go one hundred paces upriver to get 
water; that will ensure it’s clean enough to drink.” He pursed his lips. “But, I fear there may not be time for 
that, friend, unless you wish to be rude to my elders. They are expecting you.” 

Darius did a double-take. “But, I’m not due to see them for another half-hour!” 

The man smiled. “Apologies, friend; I forgot to change the time on the clock after the full moon. You are 
actually 30 minutes late.” 

Darius’s eyes bulged. How had he slept for 18 hours straight and missed his meeting, the only reason he 
was here?! 

“If you’ll come with me, they are eager to see you,” he man said. 

“I can’t go in there looking like this!” Darius protested. “I look like a slob; what will they think if I show up 
there unkempt like this?” 

“Not to worry, friend,” the man replied, reassuringly patting Darius’s shoulder. “My elders are 
compassionate men; they will not take offense. But, we should make haste; even here, we do consider it 
poor manners to keep someone waiting.” 

Darius sighed. This was not at all how the meeting was supposed to go; he was supposed to impress 
them with his professionalism, not be the recipient of their mercy! But, the man was right, and the clock 
was ticking. 

“Yes, yes, quite right,” Darius said, ducking back into the tent to grab his briefcase—the most important 
thing he’d brought with him. Stepping out and doing his best to straighten his wrinkled suit, he bade the 
man lead the way. 

It was a short walk across the street, but already swelteringly hot as the sun beat down relentlessly. The 
man opened the door, and Darius stepped through, blinking and waiting on his eyes to adjust to the much 
darker interior. A bit of light came in through slits in the walls towards the ceiling—mostly used for 
ventilation—but the rest of the room was mostly dark, lit only by candles in sconces and floor-standing 
candlesticks throughout the room. At the far end of the room—for it was just one, large room, was what 
looked like a throne of sorts, upon which was seated a bare-chested, wizened man in a loincloth. To the 
left and right of him, similar, shorter chairs sat facing each other and slightly outward towards the front 
door. Each of these was occupied by another bare-chested, loin cloth-garbed man. As the door opened, 
they all turned to look at Darius. In front of the leaders was a table, stoutly built of solid wood. It was 
smaller than the conference room tables Darius was used to sitting at, but it seemed suitable enough. 

“Ah, the representative of Rare Earth Mining Company has arrived,” said the leader, his voice booming 
but his expression pleasant. “Welcome, Darius of Rare Earth Mining Company.” 

A little surprised that they knew his name already, Darius smiled and made one last futile attempt to 
smooth out his clothes before striding forward.  

“Thank you, R’yen of the An’awahi,” he said, his own voice swelling and filling the room with ease. “It is 
my pleasure to represent my company as we finalize our agreement.” 
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The leader smiled and nodded, but as he did so, there was a general murmuring of the others present, 
with several gesturing towards Darius and speaking in An’aweze, a language Darius didn’t speak. He 
thought he caught the words for “tall” and “manly”, but he wasn’t sure.  

“I believe I speak for all of us,” the leader replied, glancing at the others, who nodded agreement, “In 
saying that we are most pleased with the terms of our agreement. We look forward to making it official. 
The sacrifice offered by your company has surpassed our expectations.” 

Darius frowned. That was a weird way of putting it, but maybe it was just something lost in translation. 
But, he was happy they were satisfied and was determined not to lose the momentum. 

“Great! In that case,” he said, putting his brief case down on the table, “Let’s get started.” 

“Indeed.” 

The leader nodded, and two guards—whom Darius had not noticed as he walked in—grabbed him by the 
shoulders from behind. 

“Whoa, hey! What the—?” Darius cried, whipping his head to the left and right. “Get the hell off! What is 
the meaning of this?” he demanded of his hosts. 

But as Darius began to struggle, the guards pressed him up against the table, bending him over it as one 
of the leaders rose and began to chant in An’aweze. 

“Look, guys, where I come from, this is assault,” Darius warned. “If you don’t let me go, I’m going to 
defend myself and can’t be held responsible for the outcome. This is your final warning.” 

The elder ignored him. Taking a stick adorned with horsehair and ribbon from behind his chair and 
shaking it rhythmically in his hand, he approached the table, his chanting taking on a singsong quality. 
Darius stopped struggling a moment, watching the middle-aged man as he shook the stick at him. 

“Okay, enough,” Darius snapped. 

He shot his elbows backward, catching one of the guards in the chin but missing the other. The one who 
was hit let go, and Darius used the opportunity to right himself, hitting the other guard in the nose with the 
back of his head. The two guards reeled but were quick to recover. Darius, free for the moment, picked 
up his briefcase and swung it at the nearest one, who caught it, wrenched it from Darius’s hands, and 
threw it across the room. It flew open, and the precious contract and Darius’s prized signing pen went 
skittering across the floor. Just as Darius was about to protest, the other guard punched him in the 
kidneys, knocking the air out of him, and the first one got him in the abs. They pressed him again to the 
table, facing the stick-wielding elder. 

“The spirit is strong in this one!” the elder proclaimed in perfect English, waving the stick, which rattled in 
response. “He will be a great vessel for our next generation!” 

Darius blinked, wincing as he tried to get his breath back, a task made harder by the weight of the two 
guards pressing sharply on his shoulders to keep him pinned down. 

“The hell is he talking about?” he managed. 

“You are a fighter,” the leader replied, his voice pleased. “We have taken many vessels over the years, 
but in recent times, most submit without a fight. It will be my great pleasure to mount you—a proper 
adversary!” 

“Mount me?!” Darius gasped. Grimacing, he strained against his shoulders, testing the guards’ hold on 
him. “I dunno what magic juice you guys are smoking, but nobody is mounting me!” 

“His spirit is as good as his genes!” one of the elders exulted. “His genes will give our children strength 
and good looks!” 

A yell of pain escaped Darius’s lips as the guards pinned him down harder and the stick-wielder shook it 
right above his head. 

“It won’t be long now,” the leader said. “Our shaman will see to it that you’re well-prepared.” 
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“Look, guys,” Darius grunted, his face pressed sharply against the unyielding wood, “If you need more 
genes in the gene-pool, I’ll gladly ‘mount’ one of your women or squaws or whatever you call them, but I 
am not gay, and you are not breeding me, no matter what you think! I will tear your cock off and feed it to 
you before I let that happen!” 

“He is a feisty one, isn’t he?” the shaman laughed, interrupting his ritual and momentarily lowering the 
rattling stick. “Preparing him ought to be a lot of fun!” His voice turned grave. “But, if you think you’re even 
coming near our women, you are horrendously misguided. One more word out of you on that note, and 
the guards here will put you in your place.” 

“Fuck you, old man! Rattling your little stick isn’t gonna make me do anything!” 

“Oh, of course not,” the shaman replied. “All this”—he rattled the stick—“is just mixing it up.” 

“Huh?” 

“We’re not savages,” the shaman said, pulling the horse hair end off the stick to reveal a syringe, “We 
have modern medicine and electricity, same as where you come from. Hold him still,” he said to the 
guards, who put their hands in the small of Darius’s back and pressed down hard. “Some of our medicine 
just happens to do things that other tribes and societies find…unnatural.” 

“Wait, what the hell is that?” Darius protested, struggling and kicking, but the guards, out of reach of 
retaliation now, held him fast. 

“Rest assured, Darius of Rare Earth Mining Company,” the leader said, “There is a trade agreement, but it 
is already finalized. You are simply delivering Rare Earth’s part of the deal: yourself.” 

“The hell I am!” 

“You will bear our leader’s offspring and add your genes to our pool,” the shaman replied, pulling down on 
Darius’s belt to expose his skin and wiping something cold and wet and alcohol-smelling on it. “You will 
be, in effect, a prized broodmare for his offspring.” 

“Oh, fuck this!” Darius cried, struggling harder. “I don’t have a pussy, let alone a womb, and your guards 
here can’t hold me still enough for you to fuck me. You might get lucky and get it in, but mark my words: 
I’m gonna tear your cock off, one way or another. Ack, hey! Don’t poke me with that!” 

Darius winced as the needle entered his hip, burning as it went in. 

“You only know what your medicine can do,” the shaman replied, withdrawing the needle and stepping 
away. “Our medicine is far advanced—at least in the ways it matters.” 

“Psh, this is all just to try to scare me,” Darius replied. “I don’t know what kind of sick game you guys are 
playing, but when Rare Earth finds out about this, they’re going to raze your village to the ground. ‘A freak 
mining accident’, they’ll call it.” 

The shaman shrugged. “Good thing you won’t be going back to Rare Earth, then,” he said, tapping Darius 
on the face with the spent syringe. As for your earlier protests and threats, give it a few seconds, and 
you’ll find that none of it is relevant anymore.” 

“What do you—?”  

Darius trailed off as his limbs suddenly went limp. He could still feel the guards pinning him, the pain in 
his shoulders, and his solar plexus still lightly spasming, but in an instant, all of his muscles gave out. 

“There it is,” the shaman replied. “Right on time. Guards?” 

The guards hauled Darius up and flopped him on the table. As the envoy watched, unable to fight back, 
speak out in protest, or even turn his head to look away, they pulled off his shoes and socks, undid his 
belt, and pulled down his pants. Smirking amongst themselves, one of them reached down and ripped his 
underwear apart before pulling them down, dropping their tattered remains on the ground. The humid air 
in the room touched places it had no business touching, making Darius mentally flinch, though his body 
was incapable of actually doing so. 
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Darius couldn’t believe what was happening. This was some kind of surreal nightmare! That had to be it: 
he was having night terrors on that damn bed. Yet as he lay there helplessly, the guards ripped his shirt 
off to expose his toned, muscular torso and gave him thumbs-up of approval. Darius would have laughed 
bitterly at the absurdity of two muscular guards complimenting their captive on his physique—if he could 
have. 

Fully naked now and lying on his ripped shirt on the table, Darius stared at the ceiling—the only thing he 
could do under the circumstances. The guards grabbed his limp legs and spread them apart, leaving his 
ass vulnerable and on display. Darius’s breathing quickened—that was the only thing he could control, 
and he was on the verge of hyperventilating as he heard the leaders step down towards him, felt their 
hands on his body as they examined him like breeding stock. 

“That and anger you feel?” the shaman said, leaning in close, “That is what will give the leader’s offspring 
their greatest strength. Bask in those feelings! Think of all the terrible things you wish to do to us as we 
prepare you for your new role.” 

Darius felt the shaman grab his penis and felt a surge of humiliated terror course through his body. 
Having his privates handled by this madman whom he was powerless to stop filled him with dread, 
followed immediately by rage at his helplessness. 

The shaman smiled and turned to the others. “He is ready. We should begin now.” 

His face disappeared from view, and Darius lay there, panting and staring straight ahead as the leader’s 
face took the shaman’s place. He felt something brush between his legs, felt the leader’s hand move the 
loincloth aside, felt something round, hard, and fleshy press against him. 

Wait! No! Darius screamed in his head. 

He saw stars as the leader’s cock shoved roughly into him. His ass felt as though it was tearing; the 
leader hadn’t even spat on his hand or lubed up or anything. Yet the first shove only barely penetrated 
him, and the leader pulled back and thrust forward several more times, jamming himself into Darius’s 
virginal ass. Tears formed in Darius’s eyes and, unable to blink or brush them away, he felt them slide 
down the sides of his face before being wicked up into his hair. His anus was on fire, and soon even his 
buttocks could feel the fury of the leader’s thrusts as the leader’s thighs slapped roughly into them. Even 
as Darius’s ass finally began to grow accustomed to the rough treatment it was receiving, something 
deeper inside of him began to ache and throb as the leader’s uncut glans battered itself against Darius’s 
inner sphincter. The helpless man saw stars and felt the air knocked out of him countless times as the 
leader finally succeeded in burying himself balls-deep. 

Yet the moment the leader made it all the way in, he pulled out, and the shaman took his place. The 
leader’s cock was longer, but the shaman’s prick was wider, and although the leader had stretched 
Darius somewhat, his anus wasn’t ready for the onslaught that followed. The shaman struck with greater 
force than the leader, his rod reaming out Darius’s hole and forcing it to open wider, to accept the larger 
invader. As with the leader, the shaman kept shoving and thrusting until his balls pressed up against 
Darius’s buttocks and then pulled out, only to be replaced by another of the elders. 

Nine elders broke in Darius’s ass, and nine different girths and lengths stretched him, raped him, opened 
him up, and forced him to accept them inside of him. Each one looked him in the eyes as he did it. Darius 
could not look away, could not close his eyes to try to hide from what was happening. With each new 
elder, Darius felt his thoughts and very soul being probed by the calm, determined eyes of one of the 
An’awahi leaders who offered neither judgment nor encouragement, only finality that what was happening 
was happening and that there was nothing Darius could do to alter that fact.  

As the last of the elders at last sank his cock inside and his balls kissed Darius’s ass, the shaman 
reached down and again grabbed Darius’s cock, his hand hot and sweaty, the warm moisture causing 
Darius to react in spite of himself. Still staring at the ceiling, Darius mentally cringed as he felt his prick 
stretch, grow, and harden to fill out the space inside the shaman’s o-shaped hand. 

“He is ready for breeding,” the shaman said gravely. 

Darius must have inhaled sharply because the shaman turned to look at him. “All of this was just 
preparation, he said, gesturing between Darius’s legs and giving his cock a squeeze. “The medicine 
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started the changes inside of you; it takes positive reinforcement to make it take effect. Each of our cocks 
inside you told your subconscious where its place is, what its role is, and your body responded. Though 
you do not know it, yet, a rudimentary womb has budded off the side of your large intestines, a tiny space 
no larger than a pea, the location of which was guided by our cocks driving into you. Now that space is 
prepared, and all that remains is to fill it with seed, to fertilize it and let it grow.” Turning his attention to his 
leader, the shaman said quietly, “Gently, chieftain; remember, the womb is delicate at this point and 
needs encouragement.” 

The leader nodded solemnly, and as the shaman disappeared from view, the chieftain stepped up 
between Darius’s legs. Reaching down, he stroked Darius’s cheek almost affectionately. 

Get the fuck away from me! Darius screamed internally, his breathing sharp and ragged. 

The chieftain smiled. “Your anger pleases me,” he said, bending over to bring his chest to Darius’s. “I 
shall enjoy breeding you very much.” 

Darius tried to look away, to close his eyes, to do anything to escape what came next, but his body would 
not let him. He felt the chieftain’s loincloth brush against him, then felt himself penetrated once again. But 
unlike the rough, brutal thrusts from before, this was slow and gentle. The chieftain had either spit on his 
cock or was so aroused as to lubricate it naturally, and it slid in painlessly. Darius felt a cold shiver go 
down his spine as his defenses were breached and the chieftain slid in, balls-deep, all in one stroke. The 
chieftain leaned over, resting his forearm on the table and cradling Darius’s head while looking deeply 
into his eyes with an expression not of a man dominating another but of a spouse making love to his wife.  

Darius felt violated, emasculated, and utterly subdued, yet he also felt a bewildering sense of respect and 
care, a vulnerability he had never experienced before and that cut him to his very core. To sit and 
weather an onslaught of brutal rapists was one thing; to be taken in by one of them and made love to, to 
have one’s emotions pulled out and forcibly put on a pedestal for all to see while having one’s body 
violated and unwillingly used—was too much. Tears streamed from Darius’s eyes, and his breathing 
came in wretched, voiceless sobs as the chieftain slid into him over and over again. 

Yet the worst was yet to come. As the chieftain slid in, Darius felt a strange sensation, a pressure in his 
gut, a stirring in his groin, an urgent yet false need to piss, and a prickling at the base of his skull. It wasn’t 
enough to make him erect, let alone make him climax, but it was a sense of arousal—an unwelcome one 
at that—that made his body yearn to climax even as much as his mind hated the idea. It was subtle at 
first, fleeting, and left Darius feeling bewildered. The next stroke of the chieftain’s cock did not inspire 
such feelings, but the one after that did. Darius’s sobbing stopped, replaced by confusion and acute 
sexual frustration. Soon, every stroke of the chieftain’s prick inside of him stoked those feelings, and 
Darius felt his mind fog over with some sort of confusing lust, a desire to cum without the associated 
desire to penetrate a willing woman. 

“That’s it,” the leader said softly, jarring Darius from his mental fog. “Look: see how your body responds to 
me.” 

Without missing a stroke, the chieftain lifted Darius’s head and raised his own chest to give him a better 
view of his cock. It lay there limply in a pool of precum, and as the leader stroked again, Darius saw a 
bead of clear pre form, swell, and then trickle down to enlarge the pool. 

“Not much longer now,” the shaman said, and the chieftain nodded. 

His stroking continued, yet slowed a little bit, each stroke deliberately pressing against that spot inside of 
Darius that elicited those bewildering feelings. One such stroke felt almost painful in its intensity, and as 
Darius watched, unable to look away, he saw the color of the fluid from his penis turn cloudy. Milky white 
semen leaked out of his cock, staining the clear liquid on his belly. 

“He has cum. It is time,” the shaman said softly. 

The leader gasped and let out a quiet cry of satisfaction on hearing those words. As if he had been 
waiting for exactly that moment, he leaned forward, brought his forehead to Darius’s, and thrust in once 
more. Darius let out a defeated sigh as he felt the leader’s cock throb inside of him, then felt it contract 
sharply. He felt the searing heat of the leader’s semen as it flooded into him, and felt a strange, pinching 
pressure as it filled his tiny, rudimentary womb. The leader’s glans rubbed that sensitive spot one last 
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time, and Darius let out another voiceless sob as his own cock drooled its spermless semen all over his 
waist, his ejaculate milked from him without the pleasure and release of orgasm. 

Mentally and physically exhausted, Darius could do little more than exhale hoarsely as the chieftain pulled 
out, sighing contentedly. 

“You will be a good broodmare,” the chieftain said, patting Darius’s chest. “Take him to the gestation 
tent,” he said to the shaman, who nodded. 

As the other elders left the room, the shaman signaled to the guards, who lifted Darius by the shoulders 
and followed the shaman out of the building. Blinding light seared Darius’s eyes, but he could not even 
squint as the guards hauled him up the road a ways and into by far the largest of the tents. As they 
entered and Darius’s eyes adjusted, several other men turned to look at the tent-flap. Some looked 
terrified and wild-eyed, some looked dejected, and at least two others actually looked content. All were 
naked, and to Darius’s surprise, all wore steel cock-rings, yet none were even slightly erect. 

But by far the most shocking thing about them was the size of their bellies. They all looked pregnant, to 
some degree or other. One of the most contented-looking ones looked positively ready to pop, while 
others ranged from the faintest pooch in front of his abs to huge, stretching abdomens. 

The guards hauled Darius towards one of the many cots arranged in the room, and one of the more 
contented but less-bulging men hurried forward to help lower Darius onto it. The guards thanked the man, 
and the shaman took the opportunity to look the men over, feeling of cocks and bellies and listening to an 
abdomen here and there before turning and addressing Darius. 

“The paralytic will wear off soon,” he said, producing a cock ring from somewhere on his person—Darius 
didn’t want to know where he was keeping it. “You can choose to run, but rest assured, the first time you 
do will be your last.” He squeezed the ring, and it hinged open. “The consequences for leaving the 
gestation tent without myself or one of the other elders present will be…intense.” 

Darius mentally shuddered as the freezing-cold metal brushed against the skin covering his pubic bone 
and then clicked shut around the top of his cock and underside of his scrotum. 

“Try to get some sleep; your gestation will be intensive and will require a lot of strength and energy on 
your part. Not all of the men taken as broodmares survive, but you—you’re a fighter, so I expect great 
things from you.” 

With that, he and the guards left, leaving Darius lying there, paralyzed and helpless, as the other men all 
looked at him. Unable to do anything but look up at the ceiling, Darius felt his breathing quickening in fear 
once more as he heard footsteps approaching his cot. 

“Well, hello there,” said one of the men, stepping into view. “I’m Gary. Welcome to the—ah—gestation 
tent.” 

Darius recognized him as one of the contented ones, and up close, he seemed like he was beaming, his 
voice almost musical and heavily effeminate. 

“Your first time, huh?” Gary said, shaking his head as he sat on the edge of the cot. “It can be a little 
rough the first time, but it gets better!” 

First time?! 

“But listen to me, sitting here talking your head off while you can’t even move. Gary, you bad boy, you!” 
he chided himself, laughing. “Naw, you’re fine here. This is a safe place for men like us,” he said, patting 
Darius’s chest. Glancing downward, he smiled broadly. “My, you are quite the find, aren’t you?” he asked, 
his hand moving down out of sight.  

Darius shuddered inwardly as he felt the man’s fingers graze his navel, moving downward. 

“Leave him alone, you fucking fruit,” snapped one of the others. “He can’t even move, and there you are, 
trying to jump his bones!” 

Gary stood up and put his hands on his hips. “Well, hello, pot, I’m kettle!” he retorted. “Don’t act like you 
don’t want to jump his bones, too, Scott!” 
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“I would,” Scott replied evenly, “But I’m not a predator, out to take advantage of someone paralyzed and 
unable to defend himself.” 

“I wasn’t gonna rape him,” Gary protested, rolling his eyes. 

“Right, and taking advantage of someone’s inability to fight back or to even say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ isn’t rape,” 
Scott said, rolling his eyes. 

“Enough, you two,” said the one with the biggest belly, a guy probably in his fifties, black, muscular and 
stocky, but with that absurdly large abdomen, it looked like he was wearing a fat suit. “Nobody is fucking 
the new guy, and that’s final. Not all of us are into other guys, you know.” 

“And yet you hold your own legs when the chieftain breeds you! You can’t pretend you’re not into guys, 
David.” 

“I’m not into guys, Randy,” David replied. “But, I know my place, and while I’m not the farmhand I used to 
be, holding my own legs gives me that sense that at least I’m not lying there helplessly. They’re not likely 
to make a warrior of me anytime soon, and I can’t complain about the food or living conditions, so if this is 
the job I’m meant to do, then I’ll do it to the best of my ability. Simple as that.” 

“That’s a bunch of bullshit and you know it,” Randy spat. “Just because they control everything doesn’t 
mean you have to give up your manliness and live the life of a sow. A real man fights every chance he 
gets to be free, to get back home, to stop acting like a fucking uterus with legs!” 

David smirked. “And how’s that working out for you, Randy?” he asked. “I heard that every shock you get 
is worse than the last one, that they never reset and go to lower intensity. Is that true? How many have 
you had?” 

“Real men can take the pain,” Randy snapped through gritted teeth. “And, for your information, it’s been 
six.” 

There was a collective groan in the room as all the men instinctively squeezed their legs together. 

“A word of advice, man,” David said to Darius, “We’ve all experienced the shock. You don’t have to. I’m 
not gonna tell you you have to go in there all meek-like, but as far as I’m concerned, a ‘real man’ uses his 
head and chooses which battles to fight. Take it from all of us—even Randy will agree—that shock ain’t 
no picnic. So, fair warning and all. Up to you, of course, but…you’ve been warned.” 

“Have you all been…you know?” Darius asked. 

“Oh, look, he’s talking!” Gary said, grinning. “That means he can move!” 

Darius did a double-take. He’d meant to ask the question, but he hadn’t expected it to actually come out. 
Holding his breath with anticipation, he tried moving his fingers, then breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Easy as you go,” David warned as Scott elbowed based Gary to help Darius up. 

Darius nodded to Scott and winced, his muscles all feeling sore and out-of-place. Gary knelt in front of 
Scott, looking carefully into his eyes. 

“You good?” asked Gary. 

Darius swallowed and nodded. “I think so,” he replied. 

“Good.” 

Gary rose, his cock right at eye level as he stepped out of the way. 

“What’s your name, son?” David asked. 

“D–Darius. Wait, have all of you…?” Darius trailed off, choking as he tried to get the words out. He 
gestured towards the elders’ building. “That?” 

David glanced around the room, then nodded. “Yeah,” he replied. “Jimmy there just got it a couple of 
weeks ago.” 
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Darius turned and gasped. Jimmy was at least 6’6”, broad-shouldered like Darius, dark-skinned, and built 
like a power lifter. 

“No…how?” he asked. 

“Jimmy’s a gentle giant,” David replied. “You didn’t fight ‘em, did you, Jimmy?” 

Jimmy shook his head, swallowing hard. “I kept thinking they’d let up, that it was all just some kind of 
messed-up form of hazing. Then the needle came, and…” he trailed off, sighing. 

“Jimmy’s taken it pretty well, all things considered,” David said. “You’ve done well, Jimmy; I didn’t handle 
it nearly as well as you did.” 

Jimmy looked at his feet. “The first week is hard,” he admitted. “It gets easier after that.” 

Darius nodded. Things usually get easier after a little time has passed, don’t they? If only he’d asked why 
the first week was so hard.  

With a look from David, Jimmy fell silent. 

“But, why are you all still here?” Darius asked, rising and taking a step towards the tent-flap. “There are a 
dozen of us and only a few of them! Plus, we’re in a fucking tent!” 

“Ah…” Gary said, gesturing towards Darius’s groin. “That’s why.” 

Darius looked down at the cock ring, which he’d almost forgotten about already. Once it warmed to his 
body temperature, it wasn’t particularly noticeable, neither tight nor heavy. “But surely you just take it off,” 
he said, reaching down, “And—“ 

“I wouldn’t do that!” Scott blurted as the others sucked in a collective breath. 

Darius froze, his hand barely a hair’s breadth away from the ring. 

“You touch it, and it shocks you,” Scott clarified. 

Darius swallowed hard and carefully moved his hand away, looking at it in horror. 

“We’re just trying to spare you the pain we’ve all felt,” David said gently. “You’re your own man; you can 
do whatever you like. Feel free to try and see whether your cock ring shocks you when you touch it. The 
first one hurts, but it’s not too bad. It’s just that they keep getting worse, and the second one is a doozy.” 

Darius sighed and sat back down on his cot, holding his head in his hands. This was…too much. 

“Even if you could get the ring off,” David said, “Sure, you could just walk out of the tent. But then what? 
You’re in the middle of the village and don’t look like anybody around you; you’d stick out like a sore 
thumb. Even if you could get out of the village, you’re in the middle of a desert with no clothes. You’d die 
of exposure long before you made it to the next village, ‘cause you can forget anybody here giving you a 
ride in a plane or a car.” 

“I can pay them—“ 

“With what? You’re naked. Besides, whatever money you brought with you—whatever country you’re 
from—your money’s no good here. Unless you’ve got a goat up your ass, you ain’t got nothing to barter, 
and one goat isn’t gonna fly you very far.” 

Darius shuddered. The notion of anything being up his ass at that moment was abhorrent. Images of the 
chieftain’s eyes and cock boring into him flashed into his mind, and Darius turned away, burying his head 
in his arms. 

“Aww, sweetie, it’s not so bad,” Gary said, kneeling beside him and putting his hand on his shoulder. 

“Get the fuck away from me!” Darius shouted, leaping to his feet and standing over him. “Lay one finger 
on me again, and I’ll break your fucking wrist! I’m not into that!” 

“Told ya,” Scott said smugly. 
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Gary’s face turned several shades of red before he stood, keeping his composure as best he could, his 
jaw jutting out defiantly. “Well, good luck to you for the next week, then,” he said haughtily before 
clomping off to the other end of the tent. 

Darius forced himself to unclench his fists. 

“Don’t worry about it,” Scott said. “He’s harmless, just…young, dumb, and horny, you know? It’s his fifth 
time, and I think the whole experience makes him a little hornier when he’s early in his cycle.” 

“His fifth time?!” Darius yelped. “He’s”—he gulped—“given birth four times already?!” 

“Nah, he’s miscarried ‘em all,” Scott replied, lowering his voice. “The, uh, ‘leadership’ isn’t too happy 
about it.” 

“What do they do if he doesn’t produce?” Darius asked, suddenly very interested. “Seems like that could 
be his ticket out of here?” 

David snorted. “Sure, out of here—the relatively comfortable, easy life of the chieftain’s harem—and 
forced to go out there to prostitute himself out and eke out enough to avoid starvation and sun exposure. 
His position is…tenuous, so if he comes off a little aggressive, don’t take it personally. I’m not justifying 
him trying to come onto you while you were paralyzed, but just know there’s a lot more going on around 
here than you know.” 

“And that is exactly why we have to fight!” Randy said vehemently. “This is not a life for real men: kept 
here as breeders in a gilded cage just waiting to the thrown out on the street! We have to show these 
people there’s more to us than that, put the fear of us in them so they let us go!” 

“Speaking of tenuous existence,” David said wryly. “Randy, why don’t you—“ 

“Shut up, David. The new guy doesn’t need to know everything about each one of us like a fucking self-
help meeting where we go around the circle, tell everybody our name, our favorite fucking color, and what 
horrible thing is about to happen to us! I don’t want to sit in a circle talking about my feelings; I want to talk 
about how we’re gonna get the fuck out of this hellhole!” 

David shrugged. “Fair enough. Good luck with that.” 

“New guy, Darius, was it?” Randy said, punching his shoulder, “You look like a guy who doesn’t take 
things lying down. You fought, didn’t ya?” 

Take things lying down. The words hit Darius right in the gut. He let out a pained groan and clutched his 
stomach as all the anger and helplessness he’d felt as the elders raped him came surging back. His fists 
clenched, and furious tears came to his eyes as he pulled his lips back into a furious sneer. 

“Yeah, you fought,” Randy said evenly. “I know that look. When you decide to stop pussying around with 
these twats, come and join the real men circle-jerk. We’ll plan our escape instead of sitting here singing 
kumbaya—or should I say, ‘cum-ba-ya’?” 

With that, he returned to his cot and sat, his fingers tented between his legs, his face scowling as he tried 
to work out for perhaps the thousandth time a plan that would actually set himself free. 

David watched him go, pursed his lips, and said quietly, “Be careful around him. He’s right: we’re kept 
here like penned cattle, and being an old ranch hand myself, I can say from experience that steers are 
easier to work with than bulls. Ya might give a promising calf a chance to prove himself, but the minute he 
takes a slice out of you with an angry horn, he doesn’t get to stay a bull anymore. The elders like a bit of 
fight, but you prove yourself to be too big of a pain in the ass…”  

He let the words hang in the air, and Darius shuddered. 

“I wouldn’t let that bother you for now,” David said, putting a hand on his shoulder. “You hungry?” 

Darius’s stomach growled loudly, but he shook his head. “Not really. Not after…” 

David nodded knowingly. “Maybe just rest up,” he suggested. “You don’t have to do anything right now. 
You’ve been through a lot, and it is hard to be emasculated like that, to feel helpless in your own body. It 
takes some of us a long time to come to terms with it. Take all the time you need. If you need to talk, I’m 
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here, or any of the other guys. Need to punch something?” he asked, chuckling lightly, “You and Randy 
can trade hits—just no gut punches. Cause a miscarriage, and the elders will come down on you like a 
ton of bricks.” 

Darius nodded, and as the others left to go back to their own cots or to socialize amongst themselves, he 
sat down heavily on his own cot, his mind reeling. So much had happened in the last few hours, and it all 
still felt like a really bad dream. He kept hoping that he’d wake up—preferably at home in his own bed—
but he’d experienced enough pain today to know that wasn’t the case. He shifted subconsciously and 
winced, feeling his bruised, torn anus stretching from the movement. No, this was real—all of it—and he 
had to somehow figure out how to cope with it. The more he thought about it, the more overwhelming it 
felt: he was thousands of miles from home in a country where he didn’t speak the language, wearing a 
cock-ring that would supposedly shock the shit out of him if he tried to escape anything, and somehow 
the worst part of all of it was that his company had sent him here, knowing this would happen! His boss—
had he known? Or was this coming from higher up? What if the elders were lying? Surely that had to be 
the case; Rare Earth wasn’t that heartless—was it? 

A freak accident, they’d call it. His own words flashed into his head and doubled him over. Rare Earth 
was absolutely that heartless. His threat hadn’t been idle; an internal memo from several years ago had 
described one such ‘freak accident’, but Darius knew better. He hadn’t been personally involved, but 
rumor from a trusted source said that someone within the upper ranks of the company had personally 
seen to it that the families were all in their homes when the collapse happened—all of them. The headline 
had called it a senseless tragedy, but was it? Or was it mass-murder to remove obstacles? A lump formed 
in Darius’s throat. Was he an obstacle that had to be removed? 

It was too much. he lay on his side, curling up into fetal position and trembling, his mind racing. He 
snorted, forcing himself to get control, then shook his head and tried his best to calm his pounding heart. 
Stop and be sensible, he chastised himself. The elders were probably lying, which meant his company 
would come looking for him. For that matter, what was to say the other “men” weren’t in on the 
conspiracy, just telling him his cock ring would shock him to try to keep him in place, some kind of deep-
fake attempt to keep him docile? Hell, even Randy might be part of the plot, intended to trick him into 
false hope only to spy on him and predict his every move! 

No, you’re being ridiculous! You’re not a conspiracy theorist. These guys are not conspiring against you; 
they’re victims, just like you. 

Yet that nagging thought kept bugging him, gnawing at the back of his mind. The more he tried to push it 
away, the harder it asserted itself. 

There’s a way to tell for sure, it said. Just try touching your cock ring. If nothing happens, then you know 
you can just walk out of here as soon as it’s dark outside. 

He glanced down at the silver band. It looked innocuous enough. How could it even shock him with no 
power supply evident on it? How would it know he was trying to take it off, as opposed to, say, the 
shaman? It hadn’t shocked him when the shaman put it on; why would it shock him now? He reached for 
the band. 

What do you stand to gain if it doesn’t shock you? his mind cautioned. It’s a lose-lose situation: either you 
get shocked or you learn these people are liars and fakes, and if they’re fakes, the minute you try to 
leave, they’ll grab you and haul you back inside. There’s no happy outcome. 

But the insidious tendrils of curiosity had already wrapped around his brain. Even if it shocks me, at least 
I’ll know the truth! he thought vehemently. This is my choice, and I am choosing to know the truth. 

He held his breath, looked down at his groin, and swallowed hard. Glancing over his shoulder, he saw the 
others talking amongst themselves while Randy sat by himself. Seeing Darius looking, he glanced over, 
and Darius looked away hastily. A moment later, he heard footsteps, and Randy came into view and sat 
on the cot across from him. 

“I know that look,” Randy said, his legs spread lightly and his hands placed deliberately on his knees. 

“Will it hurt?” Darius asked. 
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“Does it matter? You gotta find out the truth.” 

Darius nodded. That was true. No way to know for sure without trying it. He took a few deep breaths and 
spread his legs a bit, giving himself better access. Eyeing the ring, he brought his hand close, then 
withdrew it. He tried again, but chickened out once more. He exhaled sharply. 

“Like a band-aid,” Randy said. “Gotta just…close your eyes and charge.” 

Darius forced out a laugh. “Am I an idiot for this?” he asked. 

“Nah. You’re a fighter; fighters gotta find the boundaries, gotta figure things out for themselves.” 

Darius let out a quavering breath. “Okay, fine,” he said. “Like a band-aid.” 

He took a deep breath, then another, then another, held it, closed his eyes, and grabbed the ring. 

A tiny bolt of static electricity jumped from his finger to the metal, but he didn’t even feel it. 

“Heh,” Darius said sheepishly, opening his eyes and looking at his groin, “That wasn’t so—“ 

A jolt shot through the tip of his cock, up his urethra, through both of his balls, and up his spine. It hurt so 
badly it took his breath away. It felt like getting kicked in the nuts while someone ran a red-hot poker up 
his piss-hole at the same time. Though it started and ended in the blink of an eye, the residual pain was 
so intense that tears sprang from his eyes. His mouth was open, but no sound would come out. He sat 
there, not breathing, for what felt like eternity before his lungs finally snapped out of it and made him draw 
in a loud gasp. 

All the while, Randy sat there, his lips pursed, slowly nodding. 

“Now you know,” he said, standing and walking back to his cot. 

Darius suddenly realized the room had gone silent. Groaning, he rolled onto his back very careful not to 
touch his cock. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw David chuckle and shake his head. 

“Don’t feel bad, kid,” he said. “We all try it. We all have to try it.” 

Darius just groaned. Squeezing his eyes closed, he fell asleep within seconds. 

He awoke to someone shaking him. 

“Wh–wha—what?” he gasped, looking around, bewildered. Not recognizing his surroundings, it took 
several seconds for everything to come rushing back to him. 

“Time for your morning ritual,” said the shaman, who had awoken him. “Come.” 

With the two guards standing on either side of him, Darius should have just done as he was told. Instead, 
he lunged at the elder, his teeth bared and his hands reaching for the elder’s neck. 

“Stop,” the elder said calmly, and Darius fell to the ground mid-lunge as a jolt twice as strong as the one 
the night before shot through his groin.  

It hurt so badly that he pissed himself, his urine streaming down his legs where he’d crumpled before 
disappearing into the soft earth floor. 

“Your spirit is strong,” the shaman said. “I like that; it means you will bear a strong, powerful child. But, if 
you threaten me or try to escape, I will put you in your place. I am a very busy man; I have many 
appointments to keep, and I do not have time for you to behave in such a way. If you are going to act like 
an animal, I shall treat you as one. Act obediently, and I shall reward you. Now, come.” 

The guards hauled Darius to his feet and continued to support his weight as he trudged past the others. 
Randy couldn’t hide his satisfaction. David shook his head knowingly. Gary looked almost spiteful, as if it 
served Darius right. Scott and Jimmy just looked sorry. 

The shaman escorted Darius to the back of the room. There was a table there with a hole in the top. The 
shaman patted the table. 

“Come on. Up there, and stick your penis through the hole.” 
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Darius balked, but the shaman gave him a warning, expectant look, and Darius relented. Looking 
skeptically at the hole, he climbed up onto the table, centered himself on the hole, and then laid down on 
his stomach. 

“Good. Now, spread your legs.” 

Darius’s head whipped around to look at the shaman, who gestured impatiently. Past the shaman, Darius 
could see the others watching. David seemed to be holding his breath, Gary yawned, and Randy was 
glowering. 

“Ahem.” 

Darius sighed, then spread his legs an inch or two. 

“All the way. I need to access your anus; this will be much easier for you if you cooperate.” 

“I don’t want my anus accessed!” Darius snapped, squeezing his legs together. 

The shaman shrugged, and the guards each reached down, grabbed one of Darius’s ankles, and 
wrenched to the side. Darius yelped as his legs were pulled apart like a wishbone, then looped into straps 
on the corners of the table, which the guards quickly pulled tight to prevent him from escaping. 

“The more you relax and just let this happen, the less miserable it will be for you,” the shaman said. 

Darius was about to protest when he felt the shaman’s finger abruptly go up his ass. He gasped, his eyes 
bulging and his voice caught in this throat, his ass feeling like a two-by-four had been shoved up inside it. 

The shaman wasted no time, quickly finding that spot that the chieftain had rubbed the day before. 
Darius’s eyes widened, and he felt his body go rigid. A mixture of pain and pleasure, of needing to piss 
and needing to cum flooded into his mind. His arms went out from under him, and he lay, palms clutching 
at the featureless wood, as the shaman began to stroke his prostate. Darius squirmed, the unfamiliar 
sensations alternating between infuriating and titillating, one moment terribly painful and the next moment 
far too light. Darius’s body reacted sharply, flinching away when it hurt and grinding hard against the 
shaman’s hand when it felt good. His back arched lewdly, and he groaned piteously, incoherently begging 
for it to stop. 

“It will stop,” the shaman replied without pausing, “When your body has responded to the treatment.” 

“I–it’s responding!” Darius moaned. “Ahh, it—feels so…ahh, haha!” 

“That is your mind trying to take control,” the shaman replied. “As I said, the sooner you relax and let this 
happen, the easier it will be for you. As long as you keep trying to fight it, to experience it on your terms, 
you will constantly be frustrated.” 

He continued to finger and massage Darius’s prostate for an hour and a half, during which time, Darius’s 
body scooted all over the table as far as the hole would let his cock go. His back arched this way and 
that, his mind went hazy, and his throat was hoarse from moaning by the time the shaman finally stopped. 
At last, with a defeated, anguished cry, Darius felt his prostate’s contents squeezed out. A clear, glass jar 
positioned beneath the table caught the produce of Darius’s prick, and when the liquid at last turned 
milky, he had produced nearly a full fluid ounce of pre. As the shaman withdrew his finger, he lay there on 
the table, quivering and trembling. The guards released his feet but left him there as they and the shaman 
walked away. 

“Why are you doing this?!” Darius cried after them. 

“To make sure fertilization occurs,” the shaman replied over his shoulder. “You might as well get used to 
it; I’ll be back tomorrow to do it again.” 

Yet only hours later, the shaman reappeared. Darius immediately leapt from his cot and backed himself 
into a corner, but though the shaman laughed at him, he did not send the guards to collect him. Instead, 
he went to Randy. 

“Come. It’s time for your ultrasound.” 

“Over my dead body,” the man growled. 
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The shaman pursed his lips, considering, then shook his head. “Very well,” he said. “Take him. The rest 
of you: you are to watch this.” 

The guards pounced on Randy, who kicked, punched, and even bit at them trying to stay out of their 
grasp, but although he did hold them off for a minute or two, they inevitably overpowered him, pinned him 
to his cot, and held him down while the shaman rattled his stick. 

“Damn it, I’m already pregnant!” Randy muttered, the side of his face pressed to the bed.” 

“This won’t interfere with that,” the priest replied calmly, jabbing the syringe into Randy’s buttock. “It will, 
however, make you much more docile.” 

Randy’s eyes went wide, but then the paralysis kicked in, and his expression turned placid, neutral, 
almost…numb. Darius’s eyes widened as the guards picked him up, hauled him to the prostate-milking 
table, and laid him down on his back, spread-eagling him wide with his cock, balls, and ass facing the 
others. 

“I have warned you for the last time,” the shaman said evenly, pulling apart his stick to reveal a scalpel 
that glinted in the light. 

“I warned you,” David whispered to Darius. “The bull put up too much of a fight.” 

Randy’s chest heaved, his breathing sharp and ragged. Darius knew all too well that the drug didn’t numb 
pain; it only stopped you from fighting back. As the scalpel neared the underside of Randy’s scrotum, his 
breathing became panicked unto hyperventilation. The shaman turned to look at him, pulled yet another 
piece off his staff, and injected something into Randy’s hip. Seconds later, his breathing was completely 
normal. 

“You, Darius,” the shaman barked, “Come stand next to him. See what being rebellious will get you!” 

Darius’s legs trembled, but he dared not disobey. Quivering, he stood beside the milking table, watching 
Randy’s face. The scalpel glinted again, and tears appeared in Randy’s eyes as the metal bit into his sac. 

“Observe!” the shaman ordered, and Darius nearly threw up as he shoved Randy’s testicle through the 
slit he’d cut. Pinching on the skin, the shaman pulled it back, exposing the testicle in full. With a quick 
slice of the scalpel, he severed the tendon that attached it to Randy’s body, and then with a tug, stretched 
the blood vessels and vas deferens until they broke and retreated back through the hole. Darius began to 
retch and looked away. Tears streamed unchecked down Randy’s face, and Darius couldn’t bring himself 
to look anymore. The shaman removed Randy’s second testicle as easily as the first and applied some 
herbs to cauterize the slit he’d cut. 

“Your ring will no longer stay in place without your orbs to keep it in check,” he said, reaching down, 
grasping the ring, and releasing it with a click. “Therefore, we shall have to use alternate means to hold it 
in place.” 

He brandished his scalpel again and this time punched a hole sideways through the poor man’s scrotum, 
piercing not one but two holes very close to the base of his penis. Grasping the skin above Randy’s pubic 
bone, he pierced two more holes. He threaded half of the ring through these holes, and then he threaded 
the other half through the holes in Randy’s scrotum. Bringing the two halves together, he clicked them in 
place. Even if Randy had no erection—even if his cock turtled into his body—there was no way he could 
get the ring to fall off now. Darius shuddered at the thought as the shaman wiped off and then sheathed 
his scalpel. 

“Now, we will do your ultrasound,” he said icily. 

He dismissed the rest, and Darius, barely able to stand, went back to his cot and once more curled into 
fetal position, mortified by what he’d witnessed. 

The shaman did the ultrasound and then left, leaving Randy lying on the milking table, a never-ending 
stream of tears pooling by his neck. 

Randy was not the same after that. He came to a couple of hours later, but aside from his sobbing, the 
others would not have known. He lay there motionless, his spirit shattered. The others tried to cheer him 
up, but of all of the captives, his masculinity meant by far the most to him, and being robbed of it—worse, 
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coming to with his severed testicles sitting on his stomach, so near to where they used to be and yet so 
impossibly far away—broke him. Over the next days and weeks, the loss of testosterone would make his 
once-tough body go soft, and though he wasn’t due for months, he would double in size over the course 
of weeks. He would become a ghost, a broken spirit hiding at the periphery of the tent, hardly eating, 
never speaking, merely going through the motions as he was ordered to submit for his ultrasounds. 

Darius was very well-behaved the next day when it came time for his prostate-milking. He crawled up on 
the table himself and spread his legs, wincing as he felt the caress of the air on his balls. The guards 
strapped his legs in, and the shaman went about his work. Darius’s mind rebelled once more, and after 
two grueling hours, his cock at last gave the shaman what he wanted. 

“It gets easier,” David told him kindly. “The more you do it, the less difficult it is.” 

Darius thought to himself that there was no amount of prostate milking that would get him used to the 
feeling of having his ejaculate forced out of him, his orgasm robbed out from under him. 

He fought the shaman on the fifth day of milking. The lessons from the first milking day had faded just 
enough that he’d gotten cocky, and he received his third shock. The pain was so bad that it at first choked 
the cry in his throat, then forced it out against its will. He screamed in agony and pissed himself again, 
and then the shaman milked him again, the whole ordeal having amounted to nothing more than a delay 
in the shaman’s schedule.  

On the eighth day of his imprisonment, Darius was once again awakened by the shaman. His heart sank, 
and his stomach wrenched at the thought of being milked again, of being made to lie there, passively 
having his fluids extracted as if he were a cow or some other livestock. Yet he was not about to 
experience another one of those shocks. Feeling slightly nauseous, he got to his feet and followed the 
shaman, but to his surprise, instead of taking him to that hated milking table, the shaman pointed to the 
ultrasound table instead. Feeling a little weird about the whole thing and apprehensive at what was to 
come next, Darius begrudgingly lay on his back on the table. By now, he was cured of any sense of 
modesty he’d once had, and lying there naked as the shaman squirted gel onto his abdomen didn’t really 
trouble him as it might have a week before. The gel was, however, extremely cold, and Darius flinched as 
it hit his skin. 

The whole thing seemed so ridiculous. Even though David was clearly massive but didn’t look like he 
should be, the notion was just preposterous that a man could have a womb created inside of him. Darius 
sat there rolling his eyes as the shaman placed the transducer on his skin. It was silly, but at least, he 
conceded, it was better than getting his ass fingered. By comparison, this was way easier, and he 
couldn’t help but wonder what had set Randy off. 

The screen flickered and images began to appear, pulling his attention back to the present. At first he 
resisted the urge to look at the screen, refusing to be drawn in, yet curiosity got the better of his 
skepticism, and he hesitantly looked over. 

“You’ve been eating well,” the shaman observed, smiling. “Your bowels are evenly packed.” 

Darius reddened. Was that bit of information really necessary to tell him? Yet perhaps more surprising 
than the shaman relaying TMI was his bedside manner. Far from the clinical, methodic prodding of 
Darius’s ass during milking sessions, the shaman now seemed almost kindly, soft-spoken, gentle. The 
change of demeanor caught Darius off guard and left him noticeably tense. 

The shaman laughed. “There is a time for everything,” he said, moving the transducer. “When you 
arrived, it was a time for brutality, to put you in your place. Then, it was a time for sternness, to reinforce 
that lesson. But now, you are a mother, and you carry the chieftain’s child.” 

Darius looked at him, then burst out laughing. “Bullshit!” he snorted. “Hey, this is a helluva lot better than 
you sticking your finger up my ass, and I gotta give you credit for going to great lengths with this getup to 
try to get me to believe it, but…” he shook his head, chuckling. “There’s no way I’m a—“ 

The shaman moved the transducer and pointed to the screen. There, in the middle of the image, was a 
kidney bean-shaped white blob with a tube coming out of the middle of it. Darius stopped mid-sentence 
and stared, his mouth slightly open. He squinted and blinked at the image, trying to decide what exactly 
he was looking at. Finally he shook his head.  
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“There’s no way I’m a mother,” he said, his voice transitioning from confident to uncertain in six words, 
and the end of the sentence sounded almost like a question. 

“That is your baby,” the shaman said, pointing to the kidney bean. It’s very early on, but give it time. 

Darius sat there, silently frowning. He opened his mouth to speak several times but found himself unable 
to find words, until at last, he finally pieced together the fragments flying through his head. 

“But wait, it’s only been a week,” he protested. “It takes months to make a baby. Shouldn’t it be, I dunno, 
a tiny little dot or something right now?” 

The shaman smirked. “Somebody paid attention in biology,” he said. “It is as you say: it should only be a 
tiny dot. But, you are no ordinary mother, that is no ordinary uterus, and this is no ordinary birth.” 

Darius grimaced. “I’m not a mother,” he muttered. 

“The mother is the one whose body shelters the fetus until it is ready to live outside of her, and then she 
gives birth to it,” the shaman replied pointedly. “You are filling that role; therefore, you are a mother.” 

Darius’s lip curled. “I am not a fucking mother,” he snarled. “I am a man, and as soon as I figure out how 
to get out of here—“ 

“Two things can be true at once,” the shaman interrupted, giving him a hard look. “You possess a penis; 
therefore, you are a man. However, you are also with child; therefore, you are a mother. You can call it 
whatever you like, tell yourself whatever it takes to come to terms with your situation, but the facts are the 
facts, and no amount of believing otherwise will change them. Over the course of the next two months, 
your belly will swell, and it will be time for you to give birth. You can believe it or not, but that is the course 
of events your pregnancy will take. Every week, I will be here to show you your progress and to assess 
whether it is time to induce labor. You can choose to accept it, or you can choose to reject it, but that will 
not make it any less true.” 

He rose, wiping off the transducer and hanging it on the ultrasound machine. “Perhaps when you are 
having your contractions, when your orifice stretches, and your body is wracked by the throes of labor 
contractions, you will finally come to terms with it,” he said, smiling. 

He turned and left, leaving Darius there on the ultrasound table, open-mouthed and stunned. 

Over the next few weeks, things were exactly as the shaman had said. Well, the shaman had left some 
things out. For one thing, Darius had not counted on his abdomen swelling like the others’ had. Jimmy 
should have been a tip-off; being a week ahead of Darius, Jimmy was constantly a preview of coming 
attractions. Yet, as Jimmy’s stomach pooched and he looked down, bewildered at the strange shape of 
his gut, Darius didn’t put two and two together that he was but a week away from having the exact same 
thing happening.  

A week later, he awoke to an uncomfortable pressure in his guts not unlike bad gas. As he groaned and 
rolled out of his cot, he did a double-take on seeing an abnormal lump between his lean, lightly rippling 
abs and his ringed cock. It looked to him as though someone had slipped an egg under the skin above his 
pubic bone. Grimacing, he poked at it and yelped at how tender it was. 

David, who by then looked like he was going to pop, waddled over and gingerly rubbed the lump. “Real 
enough for you, yet?” he asked. When Darius didn’t reply, he chuckled uncomfortably and said, “Believe 
me, by the time you get this far along, it’s about as real as it gets.” 

A few days later, the shaman took David out of the gestation tent. Darius, who had come to appreciate 
the man’s calm, cheerful yet realistic perspective, had trouble sleeping that night. He lay on his cot, 
tossing uncomfortably and hoping David would be okay. As he lay there, he was almost certain he heard 
the sound of a man screaming. It made for a long night.  

David didn’t return the next day, and an anxious Darius turned to Scott for reassurance, yet Scott, who 
was now as far along as David had been when Darius arrived, was uncomfortable, moody, and told 
Darius to fuck off. Darius paced around, agitated, and despite the tenderness of his own belly, he really 
wanted to work out, to go for a jog, to do something physical to take his mind off the gnawing 
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apprehension, but the ring around his cock acted as a potent reminder that he was to stay where he was, 
pacing the tent like a restless animal.  

Later that evening, in a brief moment of relief from his gestation-induced pains, Scott came over to Darius 
and apologized to him, saying that David would be fine and would probably be back in a day or two. It 
wasn’t much, but it was some small amount of comfort to a man whose whole world had been turned 
upside-down and that kept ticking violently every time he finally felt like he was getting his feet under him. 

The shaman returned the next day to show Darius his progress. After three weeks, his lower abs were no 
longer visible; the egg-sized nodule had swollen to the size of a cantaloupe and spread up to his belly 
button. His upper abs were still visible, but it looked as though he’d gotten quite the beer belly. That the 
fetus inside of him looked much less like a kidney bean and much more like a tiny human should not have 
come as a surprise, yet as Darius stared at the screen in disbelief, he couldn’t find words to describe what 
he felt. It was shocking, to say the least, and despite feeling the changes in his body, he couldn’t wrap his 
head around the idea that what was on the screen wasn’t an elaborate fake. 

“How do I know you’re not just playing a video of prerecorded ultrasound images?” he demanded once he 
finally found his voice. “Sure, you squeeze the gel on me, but then all you’ve gotta do is move that thing 
around at about the same time the video moves, and I’d be none the wiser!” 

The shaman smirked. “All right,” he said, handing the transducer to Darius. “You look around. Don’t break 
my transducer, though; those take a long time to get here.” 

Caught off guard, Darius almost did exactly that, but he caught it just in time, wincing as he strained his 
stretched belly. Grabbing the transducer with two hands to steady himself, he put it on his abs and started 
moving it around. White horizontal lines and the occasional irregularly shaped dark spot appeared on the 
screen, but there was nothing that looked like the fetus the shaman had shown him. 

“You’re too high up on your body,” the shaman said. “Those lines there are your abdominals.” He peered 
at the image. “Did you have a hernia when you were younger?” 

Darius whipped his head to look at the shaman. “How’d you know?” 

The shaman pointed to a spot on the ultrasound. “That spot right there. I’ll make note of that for when it’s 
time for you to give birth.” He smiled. “We want you strong.” 

Darius swallowed, unnerved that he had underestimated this shaman so badly. 

“Move the transducer down towards your groin.” 

Darius did so, and something blipped by on the screen, then vanished. 

“Back up, but slowly.” 

Darius rocked the transducer and moved it back towards his chest. 

“Right there.” 

Darius stopped breathing. His hands began quivering, making the image on the screen vibrate back and 
forth. It was the same picture the shaman had shown him, rotated 45 degrees, but that was definitely still 
the same baby. 

Gasping and nearly dropping the transducer, Darius whipped his head to look at the shaman. 

“What have you done to me?!” he gasped. “Th–that—that thing—is inside me!” 

“Guards,” the shaman said quietly as Darius began to hyperventilate. “N–no, I–I don’t believe it! I won’t 
believe it! Get it—get it out!” 

Leaping off the ultrasound table, Darius staggered backwards. He bumped into the wall of the tent and 
leaned heavily against it; he would have fallen if it hadn’t held him up. Staggering along the wall, he 
looked back, wild-eyed at the guards, who had started pursuing him at a distance. 

“Calm yourself, Darius of Rare Earth Mining Company,” the shaman said, his voice calm yet firm. “Don’t 
do anything that would hurt yourself or endanger your baby.” 
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“My baby?!” Darius cried. “This—this isn’t happening! This is–is bullshit! You hear me?! Bullshit!” 

He staggered away from the wall as the others looked on, their expressions a mixture of sympathy and 
helplessness. 

With a gesture from the shaman, the guards caught up to Darius, grabbed him by the shoulders, and 
forcibly sat him down on his cot. 

“This will help you sleep,” the shaman said, brandishing his rattling stick. “Rest now. Your friend will be 
back tomorrow, and he can tell you all about what you have to look forward to.” 

The guards rolled Darius over enough to give the shaman a clear shot. He jabbed the needle into the 
upper part of Darius’s buttock, and then the guards held onto him while they waited for the medicine to 
take effect. 

“It–it’s—it’s inside me,” Darius babbled. “Get it—get it out. Please, somebody, get it out,” he whimpered. 

“Shh. Rest,” the shaman said. 

The racing thoughts in Darius’s mind screeched to an abrupt halt, and everything went black. 

He awoke with a start, clutching at his stomach and nearly lurching off the cot. Once again failing to 
remember where he was, he looked around fearfully, saw the others sleeping, and groaned. It was true, 
wasn’t it? He had a baby inside of him…a real, live baby.  

He shuddered. While he’d been open to the idea of children if he ever met a woman he liked, he wasn’t 
particularly ready for one right now, and he certainly wasn’t ready for one to gestate inside of him! 

He rolled onto his side, grunting and shriveling his nose as his pregnant belly prevented him from rolling 
all the way onto his stomach. Ugh, as if the knowledge that he had someone else living inside of him 
whether he liked it or not, that someone was also interfering with his sleep. 

He flopped back onto his back, lying awake and unhappy. 

The tent-flap opened, and Darius looked up and back to see the shaman enter, followed by David and the 
two guards. Darius did a double-take. David had indeed been in good shape, and having lost over two-
thirds of his belly during birth, he was left with a respectable dad bod. 

Darius waved from his cot, and David’s eyes crinkled warmly as he waved back. The shaman escorted 
David to his bed and put his cock ring on with an audible click. He said something to David, and then 
turned and left, giving Darius a visual once-over as he went. 

The moment the shaman and the guards were gone, Darius awkwardly climbed off his cot and went to 
kneel beside David. 

“How, um…how did it go?” he asked uncertainly, his voice low. 

David shrugged. “Eh, another day, another baby,” he chuckled quietly, grinning. 

“Another?” Darius asked. “How many have you had?” 

David pursed his lips and counted on his fingers. “Hm, five, six…hm, I think this was eight? Eight or nine. I 
forget.” 

Darius blinked, and then his jaw dropped. “Ah”—he raised his eyebrows—“How are you not, I dunno, 
dead? Or…stretched out to the point of needing diapers? Or suicidal?” 

Darius laughed a little too loudly, then cringed and lowered his voice. “Oh, um, on that latter topic, a, um, 
a word of advice: don’t name them. It’s just like cows and steers: if you name ‘em, you get attached, and 
ours is not the business of getting attached.” 

Darius nodded slowly. “Good to know.” 

“As for the stretching, well, once it’s over, your body adjusts. Takes a fair bit of adjustment, but you get 
there pretty quick. As for dead…” He cringed. “Not gonna lie, that is hands-down the worst pain you’ll 
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ever feel. I’ve been kicked in the pelvis by a bull, had my leg crushed by a cow, and gotten my arm 
caught in a cattle gate, but none of them hurt like giving birth.” 

Darius shuddered and shook his head. “But, then why do you keep doing it?” he asked. 

“Have I got a choice?” 

Darius rolled his eyes. “Good point.” 

“Look, Darius, don’t get me wrong: our situation sucks. I remember when I was younger and still working 
cattle, leading the heifers into the bull’s pen for breeding and thinking how stupid and dull they were, how 
worthless they’d be if they couldn’t get knocked up. Boy, we gave ‘em every opportunity, too. The 
maidens would sometimes be a little shy around the bull—and who wouldn’t be? With a sharpened pencil 
dick ramming your backside with 2,000 pounds of force, I’d sure be fidgety!—but, they weren’t no use to 
us without calves, so we’d lock ‘em in a headstall to keep them nice and still while the bull, ah, made their 
acquaintance—deflowered ‘em. But, those who couldn’t get knocked up were culled and sent to the 
slaughterhouse. They were a financial burden, and profits were already tight, so off they went.” 

He shook his head and clicked his tongue. “And here we are, in the exact same position: we didn’t ask to 
be here, yet we can’t leave, and if we can’t produce?” He let the words hang in the air.  

Darius exhaled slowly. 

“So, it’s like I said before: you can either fight it and end up like Randy, or you can roll with the punches. 
These guys are like bulls: when they kick, if you try to stand up to it, you’re gonna break in half. Learn to 
roll with them, and it won’t hurt so much or do as much damage.” 

“But we’re not cattle!” Darius protested. “And I don’t want to be a heifer. I don’t like having this thing inside 
me.” 

“I’m not a fan myself,” David laughed, “But, what are you gonna do? Gonna grin and bear it as you run 
out of the tent and that ring around your cock starts shocking the shit out of you? You might be able to 
press through the first one, but after that? You’ve seen how they double the pain with each shock. Could 
you make it thirty feet before you were lying on the ground, enduring shocks as punishment for running 
away until they got to you and shut it off? Could you make it fifty feet?” He shook his head. “Nah, these 
guys are like I used to be: they’ve got wily cattle that are looking for every opportunity to get out, be it 
through trickery, brute force, or dumb luck, and they’ve gone to great lengths to make sure we can’t 
escape. The difference is—and I gotta hand it to ‘em for this—I only had to outsmart cattle, which aren’t 
really known for being the brightest bunch. These guys have figured out how to outsmart us—even me, 
and I think like they do! Take it from me”—he leaned in, and his face darkened to glare severely at 
Darius—“there is no way out of here. I have tried everything I could think of, considered every exploit I 
might have missed if I were trying to keep us in, and they’ve still got me here by the balls.” He winced and 
looked sheepish. “Truth be told, our imprisonment here is so ironclad specifically because of me. I made 
a little progress at first, but everything I found, they blocked off.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry, Darius; it’s 
partly my fault there’s no way out of here, but…the facts are the facts, and if you want to keep your sanity, 
you gotta find a way to live with it.” 

Darius hung his head, feeling his heart sink as the hopelessness washed over him. He felt like he’d been 
hit by a tsunami and was looking up from under a hundred feet of water, wondering how he was going to 
make it to the surface before he drowned. He let out a defeated whimper. 

“Aww, buck up, Darius,” David said, play-punching his shoulder. 

“How can you say all that and still be so happy?!” 

David laughed. “It’s because I realized that all this time, the heifers were the smart ones. While I busted 
my ass, they laid around all day, chewing their cud, eating the food I put out for them, lived in the shelters 
I built, and getting fat while I busted my ass all day…in exchange for standing still and taking it up the ass 
a few times a year.” He laughed. “The irony isn’t lost on me. Now I’m the heifer, and after trying so 
desperately to get out of here, I realized it’s not so bad on the whole. Yeah, it’s humiliating to be gang-
raped and have my prostate milked; it’s uncomfortable having a big gut and not being able to roll over at 
night; it’s not a lot of fun once the weight starts affecting your lower back, and it hurts like hell to give birth, 
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but…we’re fed and sheltered, checked on regularly, and genuinely cared for. And we don’t have to go 
through the mood swings or morning sickness like women do—I dunno how they put up with all that 
crap—so, I mean, what are you really missing out on? If you were back home, what would you be doing 
that you can’t do here?” 

“Having a purpose!” Darius cried. “Pursuing my career, spending time with my friends, going to coffee 
shops and getting proper haircuts. Going to bars, sleeping in a real bed, and showering regularly! Should 
I go on?” 

David cocked his head. “We…come from different worlds,” he conceded. “My career involved hard work 
until I came here. Regular haircuts and showers?” he chuckled. “Out on cattle drives, it might be a few 
days or weeks between rivers suitable for bathing. The cattle will drink from anything, and it doesn’t have 
to be very deep, so you’d stop at whatever watering holes you could find. Not all of them were good for 
bathing, though. Lots of sleeping in tents—not as nice as this one, though. Coffee shops? Never been 
inside one. Went to a bar one time when I was 14. Bartender kicked my ass and sent me home, and then 
my daddy whooped my ass again—never was sure whether it was for going to the bar or for getting my 
ass kicked. In any case, ain’t been to a bar since. As for friends? Well, the cattle were reasonable 
company. Not the best conversationalists, but at least now, my fellow ‘livestock’”—he nudged Darius and 
raised an eyebrow—“can articulate responses. So, for me, this ain’t so bad. If your sense of self is 
defined by coffee shops and haircuts, though… Well, maybe I underestimated you.” He frowned. “What 
was your job—you know, before your permanent promotion?” 

Darius’s face darkened. “I was a closer,” he said. “I came here with a contract and a pen. My job was to 
get the chieftain to sign on the dotted line and then carry the contract back so my company could mine for 
tantalum on tribal lands.” 

David listened, then frowned. “That sounds fancy and all, but…if the deal was already done and all it 
needed was signing, how did they work out all the details?” 

“Over the phone, maybe video calls,” Darius replied, shrugging. “That wasn’t really my area; I just had to 
make sure to get the signed documents back to headquarters.” 

“But if they were able to do all that, they’d have to have, I dunno, computers or something, right? I mean, 
they’ve got the ultrasound,” David replied, pointing over his shoulder with his thumb. “Can’t they do all 
that signature stuff, I dunno, online or something?” 

Darius shook his head. “No, they need a hard copy, signed in the original ink. It makes it stand up in court 
better if there’s a conflict.” 

“So, does that mean your company can’t drill now?” 

“Dig.” 

“Right, dig. If you’re not back at your company with that piece of paper, does that mean they can’t dig?” 

Darius opened his mouth to speak, then stopped. 

“I–I don’t know,” he stammered. 

“Why not? You said they had to have it, didn’t you?” 

“Well, I—the shaman…it was something he said, and…now I’m not so sure.” 

David nodded knowingly. “Go on.” 

“He said the deal was already done, that I was just delivering on my company’s end of the bargain: 
myself. As if—“ 

“Yes?” David asked gently. 

“As if the whole reason they sent me here was because they knew this was going to happen. Ugh, I’d 
shut those thoughts out, and now here they are again! My company can’t be that heartless! I was a 
valuable employee!” 

“Did they have a lot of closers?” David asked. 
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Darius shook his head. “No, I”—he froze—“I was the only one.” 

David pursed his lips. “Did you close a lot of deals?” 

“Not for this company,” Darius replied, shaking his head. “I did a lot of them for my last job, but it was a lot 
more involved, actually negotiating and stuff. My company—they hired me specifically for this job and 
offered me an incredible pay increase. So much more than I was making at the last place, plus a huge 
bonus once the contract was signed and delivered. Plus, no negotiations; just hop on a few planes, shake 
some hands, get a signature, and go home. It seemed…“ He trailed off, then sighed heavily. 

“Too good to be true?” David asked. 

Darius nodded. “Yeah. They said it was hazard pay for flying over hostile territory; the neighboring 
countries are all having civil wars and such.” 

David blew air out through puffed cheeks. “I hate to say it, but it sounds like your career wasn’t all it was 
cracked up to be.” 

“No. I guess it wasn’t.” Darius shook his head.  

He fell silent, the crushing weight of realizing that he had, in fact, been set up for this making breathing 
hard. 

“How—how did you get here?” he asked. “International cattle drive or something?” 

David shook his head and grinned wryly. “Naw, I wasn’t a hot-shot closer. I…fell asleep on the trail one 
day and woke up in a van. No idea how I got there, but I tell ya, I started throwing punches right and left. 
Daddy never liked me to lose a fight, and I wasn’t aiming to lose these, but a cattle prod to the balls sure 
cured me of my ego for the moment. Spent the rest of the van ride doubled over, got pulled out and 
herded onto a plane, and about a hundred years later, we finally landed. I’ll admit, I didn’t know places 
like this existed.” 

“Tribes?” 

“Places that don’t speak English.” 

Darius frowned. “The chieftain and shaman speak it just fine.” 

“Ah, but they’re the only ones,” David replied. “I started calling out for help, and my kidnappers didn’t even 
bother to try to stop me. Bunch of blank faces wondering what I was carrying on about was all I got. The 
situation wasn’t as nice then as it is now,” he said. “Much smaller tent, just the one cot, and they had to 
take me out of here to use the ultrasound. I made a number of escape attempts on the trips back and 
forth, but…pretty soon they moved it in here, and that was that. I was all by myself then, so lots of time to 
think up ways to escape.” 

“You were the first one?” 

David shrugged. “I dunno. Dunno how long they’ve had that drug, but I imagine I was one of the early 
ones.” 

Darius shook his head slowly. They sat in silence for a long while, with Darius trying to process all the 
information he’d learned. 

“Listen,” David said, putting a hand on his shoulder, “I gotta get some shut-eye. It’s been a…trying few 
days.” 

“Oh! Right,” Darius said. “I’m sorry for keeping you up.” 

David smiled. “Not like we’ve got an early morning ahead of us,” he replied with a wink. “Think about what 
I said, though.” 

“I will.” 

“If you can learn to be cattle, you can live here happily. If not, it’s gonna be a long, miserable life for you.” 
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Darius went back to his cot and lay on his back, staring at the ceiling—or, rather, where the slanted walls 
of the tent met in the middle of the room high above him—mulling David’s words. 

Yet, no matter how he tried to look at it, he couldn’t get behind the idea of “being cattle”. He had to 
believe his life was worth more than that, that he had more to offer, more benefit to provide to society 
than that. Yet if his own company had sent him here to suffer this indignity, did that mean any notion he 
had of climbing the ladder or building a career for himself was all just an illusion? The thoughts weighed 
heavily on his mind as he dozed off into fitful sleep. 

He awoke later, after most of the others had already had breakfast. As he got up and went to the back of 
the tent where the food was, he couldn’t shake the comparison David had drawn to cattle. Here he was, 
going to the feed lot. Later he’d void himself over where the night soil was collected, and other than that, 
he’d mill about with the others, basically just passing the time. It was an uncanny resemblance, he 
thought. The shaman came, gave David a prostate massage, and checked on Gary, who must have been 
getting pretty close to birth. The day was otherwise uneventful, much like most of his days would come to 
be. 

A week after his last ultrasound, Darius was summoned to receive his next one. While the idea of being 
cattle had not grown on him any, his acknowledgment that he was stuck here rendered him mostly 
emotionless as the shaman showed him how much the baby had developed in only a week. One month 
into the pregnancy, the ultrasound showed a fully-formed baby, albeit very tiny. 

“I was going to show you this before, but your mindset at the time made that impossible,” the shaman 
said. “Listen.” 

He turned a knob on the ultrasound, and Darius heard a faint, rapid, thudding pulse. He frowned, looking 
around the tent. 

“What is that?” he asked. 

“Your baby’s heartbeat,” the shaman replied, smiling. 

Darius hesitated, then shook his head. “Turn it off,” he said. 

“It doesn’t make you feel excited?” the shaman asked. 

“No.” 

“Surely you’re not still in denial?” 

“Maybe I just don’t want it rubbed in my face at every turn,” Darius snapped. “What, you want me to be 
happy about it? I’m ecstatic,” he sneered. 

“Hearing the heartbeat often sparks interest in the mother,” the shaman replied, shrugging. “Of course, 
there are unique cases.” 

Darius bristled at the mention of the word “mother”, but although his lip curled and his fists clenched 
instinctively, he said nothing. 

The shaman observed Darius’s reaction, then shrugged again. “Interesting,” he said. “I’ll be back in a 
week. You’re coming along well,” he said when Darius didn’t give him the satisfaction of asking what he 
meant. 

As soon as the shaman left, Darius went to David and asked, “Did hearing your baby’s heartbeat do 
something for you the first time?” 

David, who hadn’t heard the rest of the conversation, frowned. “Well, yeah,” he said quizzically. “It made it 
all seem real for the first time. Up until then, it was just pictures on a screen. After that….that was when I 
realized that wasn’t just a thing inside of me but a person, a living thing, you know?” 

Darius shook his head. “Yeah, but it’s not like it changes anything, is it? I mean, it still shouldn’t be there.” 

“But it is.” 

“But it shouldn’t be.” 
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“But it is. What’s your point? There shouldn’t be children going to bed starving or people who wake up 
and beat their wives, but there are. Good, kind people shouldn’t get cancer, but they do. And, I guess 
since this is where you’re going with this: we shouldn’t be here living like cattle, either, but we are. Unless 
you’ve got a magic wand or a genie in a bottle that can right all the wrongs with the world, you gotta just 
kinda live with ‘em.” 

“But people are working on cures for cancer, and there are people feeding starving kids.” 

“Isn’t that nice? But, that doesn’t change the fact that people are living with cancer and kids are starving. 
Sure, if you can do something to make things better, by all means, do what you can, but—“ 

“But you said I should be like cattle! Cattle don’t try to make things better; they just… exist.” 

David chuckled. “You ain’t been around cattle, have ya?” he asked. “Cattle do things to make things 
better all the time: they get hot, they lie under a tree. They get thirsty, they drink. They get hungry, they 
eat. They get bored of the grass over here, they go wander over there to eat that grass. They get flies 
biting at ‘em, they swat ‘em with their tails or stand head-to-butt with other cows to use each other’s tails 
to swat at flies. And, some of em, if they don’t like being in a pen, well, they knock the fence over or climb 
through it. The difference is that cows know what they can’t fix and don’t bother beating their heads 
against the wall railing against how unfair life is.” 

“I’m not—“ 

“But you are! You might not have said the word ‘unfair’, but what you’re thinking is, ‘it’s not fair that I have 
to be here with a baby in my belly when I want to be somewhere else without a baby in my belly’. It’s the 
same thing. I’m not unsympathetic, mind; for all his bragging about ‘real men’ and having had six shocks, 
Randy was complaining about how hot it was to bite into a bell pepper. I’ve had ghost peppers, and they 
brought me to my knees. As cattle go, I’m that tough old bull whose head you can break a two-by-four 
over, and I’ll look at you and say, ‘And?’, but that thirtieth shock…that one brought me to my knees.” 

Darius’s jaw dropped. 

“That was when I realized there was nothing I could do to change the status quo. Yeah, I was like you: I 
fought it right and left, was a real pain in the shaman’s ass, lemme tell ya, even managed to knock a 
couple of teeth out of one of the guards, but the big 3-0 hit so hard, it took all the hair off of me. I was 
hairless from head to toe, face, pits, crack, and balls for the better part of a year.” He sighed. “I’m not 
telling you all this to brag, mind you. I’m just saying, I know what you’re feeling far better than you think. 
And, I’m telling you, you can’t beat this. Take it from the guy who tried, failed, and suffered in the process. 
I like you, Darius, and I don’t want you to have to learn from the school of hard knocks like I did. If not for 
your sake, then for the sake of an old cowpoke, I hope you’ll take what I’m saying to heart. Be like cattle. 
Let go of your ego and your pride, your beliefs that you’re something special, and just be like cattle. It ain’t 
glorious or exalted. It ain’t something you put on your resumé, but unless someone’s gonna come rescue 
you, it’s what you’re meant to do. And my motto is, whatever you do, do it the best you can.” 

“How can you do it badly?” Darius cried. “We don’t do anything! We wander around, shitting and eating 
and waiting for the shaman to poke and prod us. Do cattle do a ‘good job’ of being cattle? Forget the 
humiliating part of it; I’m bored! How can you not be bored sitting here all day doing nothing?” 

David frowned. “Oh, well, see, there’s your problem: I’m never not doing anything. Right now I’m talking to 
you. Before that, I was eating. Before that, I was sleeping.” 

“And what are you going to do next?” Darius challenged. “Sitting on your cot, staring into space!” 

David cocked his head, as if surprised by the question. “I’ll be gestating,” he replied earnestly. 

Darius deflated. “Is that something you actively do?” he asked wryly. “Gestate? Put those little cells 
together, break ‘em apart, and make more cells?” 

“Well, no; that’s the baby’s job. My job is to provide a comfortable, safe, nutritious place for all that to 
happen. And yeah, I do it actively. I think happy thoughts for my baby and for myself. Sometimes I close 
my eyes and see the wide, blue, open skies out on the range, the cattle grazing nearby, the river we’re 
gonna ford the next day lazily flowing by and the river rocks at the bottom sitting there getting made 
smoother and rounder by the passage of time and the flow of the water.” 
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As he talked, his eyes half-closed, and his voice grew calm and peaceful.  

“Sometimes I think about my baby’s brothers and sisters—he or she’s got quite a few now—and how 
they’re getting on. As the chieftain’s sons and daughters, they’ll get a proper modern education—readin’, 
writin’, and ‘rithmetic, but there’ll be plenty of tribal customs to learn, too, and leadership, hunting, survival 
instincts and the like, I expect. They’ll grow up with one of the chieftain’s many wives, who’ll love ‘em like 
her own and nurse ‘em at her breast. When they get older, they’ll ask why they look different—with paler 
skin than their parents—and their parents’ll tell ‘em whatever it is they tell ‘em. Meanwhile, I’ll be here, 
swollen with another baby perhaps, eating good food, having someone else clean up my shit, chatting 
with my fellow livestock, and…gestating.” 

He opened his eyes and sighed contentedly. “I’m a simple man, Darius. I don’t gotta be doing something 
all the time; the only thing I gotta do is earn my keep, and the powers that be say that the way I do that is 
to gestate babies. So, that’s what I do.”  

Having nothing left to say, he shrugged and smiled. 

Darius opened his mouth to speak, but then he realized that he had nothing to say, either. Images of blue 
skies, lazy rivers, and children in happy households floated like bubbles into his mind, popped to release 
their contents, and then vanished. He exhaled, turned away slowly, and went to his cot. 

After that, things got easier. Darius couldn’t exactly explain why. Nothing had fundamentally changed with 
his situation, yet, somehow, things didn’t seem as bad. His belly grew to accommodate the his rapidly-
growing baby, yet although sleeping was sometimes a little uncomfortable, with no real schedule other 
than the weekly visits from the shaman, he found that lazing around a little more and staying off his feet 
felt better than being up pacing. 

Perhaps the thing that David had revealed to him was that he had once had a vivid imagination, 
something that had faded into the background, outmatched by technological distractions and the hustle 
and bustle of work. In the days before he came here, he might have spent his free alone time watching 
TV or surfing the Internet. With none of that to occupy his attention, he found his mind wandering. At first, 
he instinctively stopped himself when he caught himself doing it, deliberately choosing something in the 
tent to focus on without even realizing it. Yet after it had happened several times, he began to realize that 
he had apparently conditioned himself at some point to do just that, to prevent himself from daydreaming. 
And, with nothing but time on his hands, he reasoned that there was no reason he shouldn’t daydream. 
He began allowing himself to drift off, to let his mind wander and follow along for the ride. It didn’t last long 
at first, but soon entire days could pass during which he hardly even noticed the tent. Other days, he 
would be so engrossed in discussions with the others that the time just flew by. The weeks began to 
accelerate, and before he realized it, his stomach was bulging out in front of him so far that he couldn’t 
even see his own dick, and he found himself wondering when that had occurred. 

“Your pregnancy has gone exactly according to plan,” the shaman said as he put the transducer away 
and turned off the ultrasound. “The chieftain’s son will be ready for birth next week.” 

Darius did a double-take. “N–next week?” he asked. “So soon?” 

The shaman cocked his head. “You’ve been pregnant for three months, and you’re thinking it’s soon? 
What happened to the man who two months ago literally jumped up, yelling to ‘get it out’?” 

Darius thought about it, then shrugged. “Nothing I can do about it, so why fight it? If I had deliberately 
injured myself trying to kill it, you’d have punished me, wouldn’t you?” 

The shaman nodded. “And re-impregnated you.” 

“So, killing it isn’t an option. If I’d lost it naturally—not that I had much control over that, you’d have re-
impregnated me then, too, wouldn’t you?” 

The shaman nodded again. 

“So, you’ve effectively bound my wrists and ankles, blindfolded me, and thrown me in the back of a van. I 
spent the first month panicking, struggling to get free, and wondering where you were taking me, but 
eventually I just got used to the sound of the engine. I’ve done all the things I can think of to make things 
better for myself, and none of them has worked. So, I gave up.” 
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The shaman frowned thoughtfully. “And yet the knowledge that your pregnancy will soon be over should 
have come as a relief, shouldn’t it? ‘So soon’ implies a desire to keep things the way they are.” 

“What are you, a shrink?” Darius asked, rolling his eyes. “I’ve been riding in this van for 3 months, and 
nothing terrible has happened. It’s been boring, and I haven’t been able to stretch my legs, but at least I 
haven’t been being beaten or whipped or cut to pieces. But, the van just stopped, and I’m afraid of what’s 
going to happen next.” 

The shaman nodded. “What comes next is, in a week, you’ll be escorted to the birthing room, where we 
will prepare you and induce labor.” 

Darius looked at him quizzically. “Induce labor?” 

The shaman nodded again. “The drugs we gave you opened a pouch on the side of your intestine and 
allowed fertilization to occur. The natural processes took over, but you do not have a true uterus to begin 
contractions. Left to its own devices, your body would let the child continue to stay inside you until he is 
too big to fit and your body tore apart or crushed him.” 

“If I had run away and didn’t know that, it would probably kill me, then.” 

“In a most excruciating fashion. It is good that you didn’t run away.” 

“Gee, thanks.” 

“Rest now. You’ll need all your strength in a week’s time.” 

The shaman left, and Darius was left with deep misgivings. 

“I won’t sugar-coat it. It’s awful, but you’ll live through it and be a helluva lot tougher on the other side,” 
David replied when Darius asked what it was like. “They get easier with practice. Knowing what to expect 
lets you brace for it in advance.” 

“But I don’t know what to expect!” Darius protested. 

“Well, in a week, you will,” David replied, grinning. “Probably a day or two from a week from now, you’ll be 
back here telling us all how it went.” 

“The shaman said it would be exactly a week?” 

“Well, yeah, but then there’s the recovery,” David replied. “Recover, reset, all that.” 

Darius shuddered. “I don’t even want to think about next time.” 

“Then don’t! Think about that apartment of yours or the planes you used to fly on instead,” David replied, 
winking. 

Darius pursed his lips. “Lately I’ve been thinking about wide, open spaces.” 

David nodded. “Always a favorite.” He cocked his head. “You’ve done really well at being cattle,” he said. 
“I gotta admit, I didn’t think you’d go for it. The others haven’t, but you—you really took it to heart.” 

“The others didn’t? You said the same thing to them?” 

“I did, but…I dunno, I guess it takes a particular personality to become cattle. Some of ‘em keep fighting, 
railing against a force they cannot beat. Like Randy; it was really just a matter of time. The mind and body 
aren’t made to fight like that long-term. Short, intense bursts, okay, but not for weeks on end. Not for 
months.” 

Darius looked over and saw Randy sitting in the corner by himself, staring vacantly at the ground. The 
loss of his balls had caused him to gain a lot of weight on top of the baby he was carrying, and sitting 
down as he was, he was as big around as he was tall. Darius shook his head and looked away. 

“Some try to take it out on others, like Gary. In their minds, as long as they can get one over on someone 
else, they’re still in the game.” 

“Bullies.” 
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“Right. Some internalize it, hiding it away until it explodes out of them. I expect Scott will probably explode 
one of these days. Jimmy, too.” 

Darius frowned. “Where is Jimmy?” 

“Recovering, I expect,” Darius replied. “They came and took him yesterday.” 

“Wait, how did I miss that?” 

“You’ve been in and out a lot lately…mostly out,” David replied. “I know how nice it is to get away, but I 
can’t stay gone for more than a few minutes at a time. You, on the other hand...I dunno how you do it.” 

“There are a lot of places to be better than here.” 

“And yet here lets you be those places.” 

“I know. I’m…adjusting.” 

“Doing a great job of it, I’d say!” David said, clapping Darius on the shoulder. “It’s a good skill to have. 
Might serve you well on birthing day.” 

Darius shuddered. 

It was a long, long week. With the threat of birthing looming on his mind, Darius had a lot more trouble 
concentrating than usual. He would just barely manage to focus on something long enough to drift away 
when a stray noise would pull his attention back: the sound of the others talking, the beep of the 
ultrasound, the tent-flap opening. Unable to escape mentally, Darius found himself pacing a lot. The 
pressure in his guts made him constantly need to piss, and the slightest gas or bowel movement had him 
hunched over the latrine, expecting to drop a one-ton deuce, yet seldom did he ever do anything but 
stand there straining in vain. 

The night before the birth, he lay on his cot, his stomach tying itself in knots with worry. Would it hurt? 
David had said it would. Would he scream? Would he die? How long would it last? Would he pass out 
from the pain? Rolling onto his side as best he could, he forced himself to think of something more 
pleasant: seeing the baby, for instance, his son. The curiosity had been growing inside of him over the 
last month or so. Would his son look anything like him? Would he look intelligent or dull? Would he come 
out with hair? What color would it be? What about his eyes? Darius could barely remember the chieftain’s 
face—would the boy look just like the chieftain, or would he have hints of Darius’s features, too? Darius 
chuckled, wondering what it would be like if his son looked just like him and had none of the chieftain’s 
features. Good genes, he thought, I’ll show you good genes! 

It was the longest night he’d spent in the gestation tent, even longer than his first night. 

“Darius of Rare Earth Mining Company.” 

Darius opened his eyes and looked up blearily. The shaman was there with his guards. 

“Come. It is time.” 

He groaned, groggy and barely awake. He’d finally dozed off some time in the night, but it must have 
been close to sunrise. But, something tickled the back of his mind. 

Oh, shit.  

Darius’s stomach lurched. Now wide awake, he got to his feet, fighting nausea as the shaman reached 
down and released the cock ring. His prick was sensitive after so many months without being touched, 
and it jumped as the shaman’s hand brushed against it. Darius shuddered, but as much as he longed to 
feel the pleasure of an orgasm again, he found himself instead leaving the tent for the first time in months. 

It was early morning, yet the sun was already blinding and hot. It was the smells that shocked him the 
most, though. He’d spent so long in the tent, surrounded by the smells of other pregnant men that he’d 
forgotten what things like fresh air smelled like. With a single sniff, he picked up a meat vendor’s fresh 
wares, a rich assortment of spices at a nearby stall, the smell of goats, and some flowers somewhere 
nearby. 
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But all of that lasted only a moment as he was taken into the elders’ building through a back entrance. 
Behind the main audience chamber was a room not much bigger than the bathroom Darius had had when 
he lived in his apartment. In it was a bed covered by a smooth, waterproof sheet. Though the upper half 
of it seemed normal enough, the lower half was strange, as if someone had laid on it, spread his legs to 
look like a cowboy who had spent too much time on horseback, and then had the space between them 
cut out, leaving an opening between the legs into which a basin had been placed. The shaman gestured 
for Darius to lie on the bed, and he awkwardly climbed onto it. Lying on his back and spreading his legs 
as best he could, he found that the “legs” of the bed weren’t a very good fit. But as he was contemplating 
that, the guards fastened well-worn rawhide cuffs to his wrists and ankles and fastened them to anchors 
in the ground. Then, moving as one, they looped rawhide straps around the backs of his knees and 
pulled. Darius yelped in surprise as his legs were forcibly spread apart to match the shape of the bed. He 
grimaced, feeling uncomfortable stretched into such a position. Only then did he notice that there was a 
slight decline on the bed that caused his lower body to tug slightly on his wrists, pushing his waist 
downward and spreading his legs ever-so-slightly wider apart. 

“Is all this really necessary?” he asked. “It’s not like I’m gonna go anywhere fast in this condition.” 

“The restraints are to keep you from falling,” the shaman replied. “The procedure will be…uncomfortable.” 

Darius’s eyes widened. “Wait, procedure—what procedure?” he asked. 

“We have to prepare you to deliver the baby,” the shaman replied, picking up a syringe that was so large, 
Darius laughed. 

“There’s no way that will go in my arm,” he replied. “You couldn’t even inject that into my ass!” 

He was right: the barrel of the syringe was easily four inches in diameter and at least as long. The plunger 
handle was large enough to grasp with several fingers, and the needle—perhaps ‘nozzle’ would be a 
better word for it—was as big around as a pinkie and twice as long. 

“Inject? No,” the shaman replied. “But, you’ve identified the right place.” 

Darius’s eyes widened, and he barely managed to suck in a breath before he felt the nozzle pressed up 
against his anus. It had been months since he was so brutally violated, and his body had healed and 
tightened back up. Darius winced as the metal tube pressed against him and then forced its way inside. 

“Ow!” he grunted. 

The shaman chuckled and shook his head. “That was the easy part,” he said. 

Darius didn’t have time to reply. Warm water instantly flooded into his bowels and began gurgling its way 
up his rectum. He shuddered at the unfamiliar sensation, then grimaced as he began to feel lightly 
bloated. 

“Try and relax,” the shaman advised. “It will be less uncomfortable if you do, and this will go faster.” 

Darius shuddered, feeling distinctly unrelaxed as the shaman pulled the syringe out, refilled it, and then 
pressed it back inside and flooded his intestines with even more water. Darius groaned. 

“Relax,” the shaman said again, lightly patting and rubbing Darius’s belly. “Relax, let go, and let it out.” 

Darius started, then grimaced. “Ugh, you want me to…here?” 

“The baby needs a clean passage to come out of,” the shaman replied. “How else did you think you were 
going to give birth?” 

“I dunno? C-section?” Darius grunted, wincing as the fluid squeezed past some orifice or other and 
slipped deeper into his colon. 

“The risk of infection is too high, and that’s not how we give birth here,” the shaman replied. “One false 
nick with the scalpel could fill your insides with feces; it would make giving birth this way seem like a 
sunny picnic on the savannah.” 

Darius groaned as the water sloshed its way deeper into him. 
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“Let go,” the shaman said. “Or, I can always fill you with more until you have to let go.” 

Darius considered it, but the idea of lying there and just…’letting it go’ right there in front of the shaman 
was too much for him. He might be pretending to be cattle—or so he told himself—but he still had 
standards!” 

The shaman watched him a moment, then shrugged, filled the syringe, and pushed more liquid into him. 
Darius groaned, feeling nauseous as the fluid pressed against his artificial womb, lungs, and guts. Sweat 
broke out on his forehead, and his breaths became shallow and quick. He squeezed his eyes closed, 
feeling his anus suddenly contract sharply. 

“That’s it,” the shaman coaxed. “Just relax.” 

Darius groaned, feeling his ass quivering as he tried to hold back. Part of him was beginning to really 
want to relax, yet another, more assertive part of him refused to do his business in front of the shaman. 

“I–I can’t,” he gasped. “Can you—I dunno…go somewhere else or look away or something?” 

The shaman chuckled. “All the progress you made, and yet here you are, refusing to be cattle.” He shook 
his head. “Ah, well. Let’s see how one more does for you.” 

Something in the back of Darius’s mind clicked. Why was the shaman talking about being cattle? What 
did the shaman know about them? His thoughts were interrupted, though, by the syringe being pressed 
into his quivering anus once again. He felt his bowels’ contents surge against the nozzle, only to be 
stopped by the reinforcements that were about to join in. He let out a groan, his mind turning to 
uncomfortable mush as his bowels were filled still fuller. 

Every exhale came as a quiet moan, a not-so-silent plea for help as Darius’s pride began to lose the fight 
against his biological urges. The shaman pulled the enema syringe out and waited. Darius’s anus 
quivered again, spasmed, and let out a small jet of liquid. He gritted his teeth and clenched his ass shut, 
but the dam was breached. His whole body began to shudder from the exertion of holding back, and after 
only a few seconds, his anus gave out again, streaming a short jet into the basin below him. He moaned 
loudly and strained with all his might to tighten back up, only just barely stopping the flow. Seconds 
passed, and his ass began to quiver again. 

“Impressive,” the shaman said. “You’ve got a lot of stamina.” 

Darius started to chuckle, and that was all it took. With a forced grunt, he felt his anus give way, and a 
flood of liquid sprayed out of him into the basin below. He groaned in humiliation and discomfort as what 
felt like gallons of water rushed through his intestines, seeking escape from the confines of his bowels. 

A moan started in his throat and grew, constant and clear as his guts churned and purged their contents. 
It seemed as though the spray out of his ass would never end, like a bagpipe kept filled no matter how 
loudly it blared. 

The fluid came to a sudden stop, yet Darius felt no relief from the pressure inside his bowels. The 
shaman gestured to the guards, who hastily removed the basin and replaced it with a clean one, then 
took the full one out of the room somewhere. 

No sooner had they left than Darius let out a groan, and his ass once again began expelling liquid. Solid 
chunks shot through him, making his anus flutter as if he had a machine gun down there, the sensation 
only adding to the discomfort and humiliation he felt. The shaman took it all in stride, treating it as just 
another part of the process. Darius shuddered as the first semi-solid stool passed through him, squeezing 
its way out like an inordinately long snake. He cringed, and his eyes rolled back in his head as it passed, 
dropping into the basin and followed by another volley of liquid. 

After at least 20 minutes of misery, Darius lay his head back on the bed and sighed, relieved as he at last 
felt the last of the liquid leave him. 

“Good,” said the shaman as he took up the syringe. “The first one is always the hardest.” 

Darius’s eyes snapped open, and he struggled against his restraints. “No, please, not again!” he cried. 
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But before he could even finish his plea, the nozzle had already found his anus and slipped inside. More 
warm water flooded up into him, and with very little to impede its progress, shot up his bowels. 

“Another full one like that, and we might be nearly done,” the shaman remarked as he pulled the syringe 
out. 

The moment the nozzle left his anus, water began to stream out of it. His sphincter was so exhausted 
from holding back the last time—and then the unmitigated torrent it had passed right afterwards—that the 
best it could do was twitch weakly as he vainly tried to hold back the flood. 

The shaman chuckled. “Ah, well, a few shallow ones will work, too.” 

He waited for the flow to slow and then pressed the nozzle in again. Over and over, he pressed the tip in, 
filled Darius with more liquid, and then let him flush it back out. Darius lost count how many times it had 
happened, but he did know that by the time the shaman finally stopped filling him, he was exhausted and 
light-headed. 

“That takes care of the prep work,” the shaman said, taking an earthenware container of something out 
from under the bed. “Now it’s time to induce delivery.” 

Pressing the syringe nozzle into the container, he drew the liquid—thick and viscous—up into the barrel. 
Darius’s eyes widened at the sight of the thick, clear-yellow liquid filling the syringe. 

“Wh–what is that?” he asked nervously, struggling a bit against his restraints. 

“My people call it babiesbane, but you might call it glycerin,” the shaman replied. “It will irritate the lining of 
your rectum and cause you to start contractions.” 

Darius’s breath faltered. 

“W–wait,” he stammered. “I–I’m not ready, yet.” 

“It is time,” the shaman replied, his voice firm as he pressed the syringe against Darius’s ass. “It might as 
well be now as later.” 

The faint residue of the glycerin on the tip lubricated it and made it slip right inside, yet it was irritating, 
instantly causing a light burning sensation everywhere it touched. Darius groaned, but his groan choked 
in his throat as the shaman pressed hard against the syringe plunger and the burning liquid flooded into 
him. 

The initial sensation wasn’t terrible. More of the mild burning sensation, but other than making Darius 
grimace, it seemed to have little effect, other than reinvigorating his anus, which seemed quite content to 
squeeze shut the second the syringe was out. 

Shuddering at the unpleasantness of it all, Darius glanced at the shaman, who sat, watching him 
expectantly. “Now what?” he asked. 

“Now we wait. Shouldn’t be very long,” the shaman replied. “A few minutes at most.” 

“For wha—ugh!” 

Darius was cut off mid-question by a sudden gurgle in his guts and an abrupt, intense pressure against 
his anus. He exhaled sharply, trying to relax, yet the glycerin was still making his anus squeeze tight. 

“A few more seconds,” the shaman said. 

Darius groaned as the pressure against his ass intensified. He felt light-headed again, the same as he did 
in the middle of purging the first enema. More gurgling, more pressure, and then he abruptly voided into 
the basin again. 

“There it is,” the shaman said. He hesitated, watching Darius, whose eyes suddenly went wide, and then 
hastily removed the basin. 

Darius felt something move inside of him, something huge, and it shifted all at once. 

“You’ll want to bite down on this,” the shaman said, pressing a piece of leather to Darius’s lips. 
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Darius seized the strip of leather and immediately began grinding his teeth against it as the huge thing 
inside of him encountered an obstacle. 

“Your artificial cervix is dilating, and your baby is moving into your intestines. This will hurt, since they’re 
not used to being stretched so large.” As the shaman spoke, he pulled a blanket over Darius’s legs, 
preventing him from seeing what was going on between his legs. 

The shaman didn’t have to tell Darius; he opened his mouth to scream and then felt like he’d been kicked 
and stabbed in the gut at the same time. Sweat began to drip from his forehead as he yelled in pain. All of 
a sudden, he felt his stomach contract sharply, doubling him over and shoving his baby into this 
intestines. It hurt too badly to scream. Darius’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. Tears streamed 
down his face, and the tendons and blood vessels in his neck stood out, throbbing from exertion as he bit 
savagely into the leather strap. 

His gut contracted again, and his vision went blurry, his eyes squeezed together in pain as the baby’s 
head pressed against his anus and its feet slid into his rectum. 

“Here comes the hard part,” the shaman said, looking intently at Darius’s ass and seeing his anus bulging 
outward. “I know the urge is going to be to clamp down, to tighten up, but believe me: it will be much 
better for you and for your baby if you do your best to relax.” 

“How about some pain meds, doc?!” Darius cried, his voice choking into a sob. 

“I’m sorry, Darius of Rare Earth Mining Company, but that’s not possible. You have to be alert and able to 
contract, to feel the baby’s movements inside of you. The medicine I have would prevent that. Think 
happy thoughts,” he suggested unhelpfully. 

At just that moment, Darius’s stomach contracted again, forcing the baby’s head hard against his anus. 
Darius screamed, sweat pouring down his body as his anus at first resisted and then began to yield, 
stretching open about an inch. The contraction stopped, and the baby’s head backed off just a little, but 
not enough for his ass to relax. Darius panted, his breathing shallow and coming out as a series of 
staccato whimpers. 

Another contraction hit him, once again ramming the baby’s head against his orifice. Another scream 
escaped his lips, increasing in pitch as it went as his anus opened up two inches. A sharp, burning, 
tearing sensation in his anus made him jerk, yelping in response. 

“That’s it,” the shaman said. “You’re beginning to tear; it will hurt, but it will ease the baby’s passage.” 

Darius shrieked in pain as another contraction crowned the baby’s head, his anus tearing along a slit on 
the bottom side, the halves parting to pass the top of the baby’s head. His voice resembled that of a 
donkey, hoarse, loud, and repetitive as the contraction subsided, leaving the massive head partially 
lodged in his torn sphincter. 

“Get it out,” he whispered, pleading. “Please, get it out!” 

“Patience,” the shaman replied. “Once his head is through, the hardest part will be over. For now, just 
breathe deeply.” 

“I c—I can’t,” Darius stuttered. “It h–hurts t–too b–bad.” 

“Breathe deeply; it’ll feel better.” 

Darius sucked in a breath and let it out noisily. 

“Good. Again.” 

He sucked in another breath and began letting it out when another contraction hit. He doubled over again, 
his voice choked off as the baby’s head pushed its way out. Darius’s eyes rolled back in his head as his 
anus spread open wide enough for the baby’s forehead to emerge into the world. Another half-contraction 
later, and his nose and mouth emerged, hidden beneath the blanket. Darius couldn’t see what was going 
on, but he could feel as the smooth, round head slipped through and then the sharp lump of a nose 
grazed him roughly on its way out. The contraction ended with the baby’s neck holding open Darius’s 
anus, the baby’s chin slipping out just as the contraction ended. 
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“The worst part is over,” the shaman said, peering under the blanket. “This next contraction will hurt, but 
it’s all downhill from there.” 

No sooner had he finished speaking than Darius’s guts churned again, and the baby’s shoulders butted 
up against his anus. The impact caused the baby to rotate slightly and one of his shoulders to slip 
forward. 

“Another good one, and he’s through.” 

Darius shouted in pain as his body doubled over again, forcing the baby’s shoulder through his anus. HIs 
sphincter strained and tore again, sharp, burning pains shooting through Darius’s body and making him 
squeeze reflexively, an action he immediately regretted as the increased pressure deepened the tears, 
ripping him around his son’s shoulders. 

“All right. One more, and then you’re done.” 

Darius screamed, biting the leather strap so hard that his teeth met. His stomach contracted again, and 
he felt the baby’s body slip out of him, lubricated no doubt by the glycerin and copious mucus his body 
had produced in response. He lay back, panting and drenched in sweat as he heard the baby cry. Despite 
his exhaustion and pain, he looked up between his legs, trying to catch a glimpse. 

“Well done,” the shaman said. “It is done.” 

Turning, he deftly picked up the baby and the opaque blanket, cradling the baby with his back to Darius 
and swaddling it in the blanket. 

“Do I—do I get to see?” Darius panted. 

“No,” the shaman replied. “Your work is done. Sleep now.” 

Taken aback, Darius blinked and panted harder. “B–but, after all this, don’t I at least get to see him?” 

“No. You’ll get attached, and there is more work for you to do. The baby will be well cared for; don’t you 
worry.” 

With that, the shaman rose and stepped out, taking the baby with him. Darius whimpered as he watched 
them go, bewildered and incomprehensibly sad. 

“But—“ he protested as the door closed, “He’s my son…” 

The weight of everything came crashing down on him all at once: the repressed desire to go home, the 
humiliation, the discomfort, the excruciating pain, and the cherry on top: being denied seeing the child his 
body had spent the last three months raising. Nobody had told him about the postpartum depression, how 
empty and alone he would feel. For the first time since he came to this forsaken place, Darius wept, tears 
of sorrow streaming down his cheeks. His soft weeping intensified as the emotional outpouring kicked in 
fully and the overwhelming sense of loss slammed into him, crushing him beneath its weight. He stopped 
short of bawling, yet his sobbing caused his whole body to heave until his tear ducts were dry. 

How long he cried, he didn’t know, but the experience left him drained and numb. Though his body still 
hurt, he fell into a deep sleep. 

He awoke disoriented, much like he had when he first arrived. The wrist restraints were gone, and he 
wasn’t in the same place. Looking around, he gasped, panicked, as he recognized the elders’ audience 
chamber. 

“He’s awake,” a voice said. 

Darius lifted his head and looked between his legs to see the elders all watching him intently. The 
shaman stepped forward, his rattling stick in hand. 

“N–no,” Darius babbled. “No, we already did this. I”—he gasped—“Where’s my baby?” 

“Whatever do you mean?” the shaman asked. “You have no babies, but we are about to remedy that. 

The chieftain’s baby is being nursed by his mother.” 
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“I–I don’t want to do it again,” Darius protested, struggling but having trouble getting his feet under him on 
the table. “P–please, don’t make me do it again.” 

“But, Darius,” the chieftain replied, stepping forward. “Don’t you want to be cattle?” 

Darius’s eyes constricted to pinpricks. “D–David? But—why?” 

David turned to the others and chuckled. “Just be cattle,” he mocked. “Boy, you bought that hook, line, 
and sinker!” 

“But, you—how are you the chieftain? You—you’re—“ 

“What?” 

“A cowboy! A farmhand from the ‘States!” 

“Nah. I’m a well-educated elite member of this tribe who took an acting class or two and—”  

He reached forward, grabbed the bridge of his nose, and pulled forward. David’s face vanished, replaced 
by the face Darius vaguely recognized as the chieftain from before. 

“—Taught our craftsmen how to make masks.” 

“Why did you do this?!” Darius cried. “Why did you have to befriend me, to say those things?” 

“It turns out my offspring fare the best if the mother is calm and relaxed,” the chieftain replied. “You’ve got 
the best genes of any of my livestock—I got a very good deal with Rare Earth Mining Company—but I 
couldn’t have you ruining it by trying to hurt yourself. I had to calm you down. So, we retired the old David, 
and I took his place.” 

“R–retired?” Darius gasped. 

“His last child was terribly subpar. Admittedly, he’d had a lot of them, and maybe he just wasn’t up for it 
anymore. To borrow his phrase, we ‘put him out to pasture’, and I took over.” 

“Don’t let this knowledge upset you, Darius,” the shaman said, advancing on him. “Your circumstances 
are quite unchanged: you cannot escape.” 

“But you lied to me! Y–you took away all my hope!” 

“It isn’t my fault if you took my word for it,” the shaman replied, shrugging. “But, enough of this; it’s time to 
get you pregnant again.” 

“Over my dead body!” Darius roared, but as he kicked his legs forward, trying to get to his feet, the 
shaman caught him in the chest, shoved him backwards, and jabbed the syringe into the side of his 
buttock. 

“Get it all out of your system,” the shaman said evenly. “The paralytic will take effect soon, and then you’ll 
be helpless once more. 

“Why do we have to do this again?” Darius managed. 

“These doses are one-time use,” the shaman replied. “You get one womb to make one baby. That baby 
was born, and your womb closed up. Time for another one.” 

“I’m n–never t–trusting you a–again,” Darius scowled as the drug overwhelmed him. 

“Not to worry,” the chieftain replied. “You’re cattle now, and whether you like it or not, that’s all you’ll ever 
be. You don’t want to end up like Randy, after all.” 

The shaman shoved Darius’s legs open, lifted his loincloth out of the way, and began to rape him. The 
others joined in, and Darius took it without a fight as they took turns breeding him. What else could he 
do? As the chieftain took his place and Darius felt the burning semen fill his undeveloped womb, his 
thoughts traveled to happier places, where cows stood for bulls on their own terms and calved beneath 
the stars, not in cramped pens. 


