

    
        
          The Bull's Lament: An Atlas Chronicle

        

        
        
          Jane Dowell

        

        
          Published by Jane Dowell, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BULL'S LAMENT: AN ATLAS CHRONICLE

    

    
      First edition. May 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jane Dowell.

    

    
    
      Written by Jane Dowell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Act 1: The Descent

Act 2: The Surrender

Act 3: The Rebellion

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Act 1: The Descent
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Marcus Kane’s boots crunched on the gravel path leading to the clandestine ranch, a sprawling complex of barns and barbed wire tucked deep in the Wyoming badlands. The iron cuffs on his wrists chafed, a constant reminder of the corporate frame job that had landed him here. Embezzlement, they’d claimed, pinning millions in losses on a mid-level accountant with no priors. His lawyer had called the plea deal a mercy: one year of “labor” at this off-the-grid facility instead of a decade in prison. Marcus expected to shovel manure or manage livestock. He wasn’t prepared for the truth.

Marcus had steeled himself for the mundane, for the humbling, but not for the complete dissolution of self. "Labor," his lawyer had called it, a word that conjured images of calloused hands and honest sweat, a penance paid through toil. He’d imagined mucking out stables, perhaps, or mending fences under a vast Wyoming sky – a harsh but fundamentally human sentence. He was an accountant, a man of numbers and quiet evenings with a glass of cheap whiskey and a well-worn jazz record. His identity was built on logic, on spreadsheets and bottom lines, not on... this. The very air of the place, heavy with an unidentifiable, musky scent and the distant, unsettling lowing of unseen animals, pricked at his unease.

He’d clung to the hope that this "labor" would be a stark, physical reset, a way to strip away the corporate veneer that had somehow, through a betrayal he still couldn't fully comprehend, led him here. He’d thought he might find a kind of spartan clarity in physical exhaustion, a way to sweat out the bitterness of the frame job. He’d pictured himself returning to the world leaner, perhaps, tougher certainly, but still fundamentally Marcus Kane. The idea that he might be asked to surrender not just his year but his very essence hadn’t even brushed the edges of his worst nightmares.

As the vehicle had rumbled deeper into the badlands, leaving civilization and its comforts further and further behind, a knot of genuine fear had begun to tighten in his stomach, different from the cold dread of his trial. This was more primal, a sense of being utterly untethered, of stepping off a map into a territory where the known rules no longer applied. He’d dismissed it as nerves, as the natural apprehension of a city man thrust into an alien environment. He should have listened to that nascent terror; it was the only honest voice in a chorus of self-deception.

The overseer, a woman with cold gray eyes and a voice like rusted nails, met him at the gate. Her name tag read Dr. Varna. “Welcome, Marcus,” she said, her smile devoid of warmth. “You’re not here to work the animals. You’re here to become one. From now on, you’re Atlas.”

Before he could process her words, a handler jabbed a syringe into his neck. Fire surged through his veins, a fever that left him dizzy and gasping. They dragged him to a holding cell, a concrete box with a single cot and a cracked mirror. By morning, his body felt alien—his muscles swelled, straining his shirt, and his senses sharpened to a painful edge. In the mirror, his reflection was wrong: his jaw broader, his eyes darker, a faint ridge of bone budding at his temples like nascent horns. His heart pounded, a drumbeat of panic and something else—something primal.

He lurched back from the cracked mirror, a strangled gasp tearing from his throat. The reflection wasn't just wrong; it was a grotesque parody, a nightmare made flesh. His hands, now thick-knuckled and powerful, flew to his temples, tracing the hard, alien ridges of bone. They felt like embedded stones beneath his skin, solid and unyielding, a physical manifestation of his monstrous transformation. The room, a cold concrete box, suddenly seemed to shrink, the air too thick to breathe. Panic was a living thing clawing its way up his esophagus, hot and acidic. This wasn't a fever dream; this was his body, rebelling, reshaping itself into something utterly other.

The “something else,” the primal thrum beneath the panic, was a wave of raw, untamed energy that coursed through his newly swollen muscles. It was terrifying, but in a deeply unsettling way, it was also... invigorating. His senses, sharpened to that painful edge, bombarded him with input: the scent of rust from the cot, the faint tremor in the floorboards from some distant machinery, the almost imperceptible drip of water somewhere in the walls. Each sensation was amplified, almost unbearable, yet his body seemed to hum in response, an engine revving, hungry for a purpose he couldn't yet name but viscerally understood was no longer human.

He stumbled to the cot, sinking onto its meagre surface, his head in his hands. Marcus Kane, the numbers guy, the lover of Coltrane and cut-price bourbon, was being unwritten, deleted cell by cell. The man in the mirror was a stranger, a brute, an animal in the making. A tear, hot and shaming, escaped his eye, not for what he was losing, but for the terrifying, undeniable fact that a part of him, a dark, buried instinct, was not entirely repulsed by the burgeoning power. It was the horror of recognizing an alien within, and the even greater horror that this alien might already be home.

Dr. Varna visited later, clipboard in hand. “The Bull Program,” she explained, clinical and detached. “Genetic enhancements to unlock your potential. Strength, virility, endurance. You’ll be our finest specimen yet.” Her words were a knife, cutting away his identity. Marcus Kane, 32, numbers guy who liked jazz and cheap whiskey, was being erased. In his place: Atlas, a creature built for servitude and breeding.

The word breeding made his stomach churn, yet a traitorous heat stirred in his core. His body was betraying him, responding to the drugs with urges he couldn’t suppress. He paced the cell, his new strength denting the cot’s metal frame when he gripped it too hard. Shame coiled in his gut, but so did a restless energy, a hunger he didn’t understand.

The ranch was a labyrinth of barns, pens, and laboratories, humming with generators and guarded by handlers in black fatigues. Marcus learned its rhythms quickly: daily injections, physical exams, and “training” sessions to test his strength. The other “specimens” were a mix of Hucows and Bulls, men and women altered like him, their eyes dulled by resignation or wild with defiance. The Hucows, female subjects, bore soft curves and full breasts, their transformations tailored for lactation and allure. The Bulls, fewer in number, were hulking figures, their bodies radiating raw power. Marcus avoided their gazes, terrified of seeing his future in their hollow eyes.

The daily rhythm of the ranch was a grinding, systematic erasure of individuality. The injections were a chemical tide, washing away the shores of his former self, leaving behind a landscape increasingly foreign and hostile. He tried to count, a habit ingrained from years of accountancy, to impose order on the chaos of his changing biology—counting the drops in the IV, the heartbeats between the handlers’ commands, the cracks in his cell wall. But the numbers became slippery, losing their precision as his mind, too, seemed to thicken, to become less analytical and more instinct-driven. It was like trying to hold water in a sieve.

He'd catch glimpses of the other Bulls, their eyes often reflecting a dull resignation that was, in its own way, more terrifying than defiance. Some still had fragments of their past clinging to them – a faded tattoo half-visible beneath the new bulk of a bicep, a way of holding their head that spoke of a forgotten dignity. Marcus clung to his own memories: the scent of old books in his cramped apartment, the complex satisfaction of a perfectly balanced ledger, the taste of cheap whiskey on a Friday night. These were the talismans he held against the encroaching beast, small, precious anchors in a storm of physical and psychological upheaval.

But even these internal fortifications felt increasingly fragile. The ranch was designed not just to transform bodies but to break spirits, to reduce men and women to their most basic, animalistic functions. Servitude and breeding, Dr. Varna had said. The cold, clinical pronouncement echoed in his mind, a death knell for Marcus Kane. He had to find something, anything, to tether himself to, a spark of humanity in the overwhelming darkness, or he feared he would truly be lost to the animal he was becoming.

His only solace was Lila. She was a Hucow, her transformation evident in her voluptuous figure and the faint sheen of milk that sometimes stained her shirt. But unlike the others, who moved with robotic compliance, Lila carried a spark of rebellion. Her hazel eyes glinted with defiance, and her dark hair fell in waves that she refused to tie back, despite the handlers’ rules. She was maybe 28, with a sharp wit that cut through the ranch’s oppressive air.

One night, during a rare moment when the handlers were distracted, Lila slipped into his pen with a canteen of water. “Drink,” she whispered, her fingers brushing his as she passed it over. The contact sent a jolt through him, his heightened senses amplifying the warmth of her skin. “They don’t give you enough. They want you weak.”

“Why are you helping me?” Marcus rasped, his voice rougher than it had been a week ago.

“Because you’re not like them,” she said, her gaze steady. “You’re fighting it. I can see it in your eyes. Keep fighting, Marcus.”

Her use of his real name was a lifeline, a reminder of who he was before the ranch. But the changes were relentless. Each injection made his body heavier, his muscles thicker, his cock harder to ignore. His dreams were feverish, filled with images of Lila—her scent, her curves, the way her lips might taste. He woke aching, his sheets damp, the bull’s urges clawing at his mind. He hated himself for it, hated how his body responded to her, but he couldn’t stop it.

Three weeks in, the handlers deemed Atlas ready for his first “test.” They led him to a training arena, a dirt ring surrounded by bleachers where Dr. Varna and her team observed. The task was simple: lift a series
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