Ronuk wasn’t on the streets of Rat Hole for long, the Sskausa taking him into an area that appeared to be a large cargo overflow bay that hadn’t been used in ages.  With his body completely bound by the bio-bondage save fore his legs there was little he could do other than follow Erillas into the building.  Even with the original trance from the snake-creature wearing off he still still found himself a prisoner to the pleasure that the strange creatures wiggling on his body gave him, keeping him in control with expertly-timed bursts of stimulation when he even tried to think about how he could escape.  Between the throbbing tentacles in his maw and tailhole and the ones on his chest and around his arms he was so blissed out that he hardly realized that he and the Sskausa had gotten to a freight elevator.

“When the purges that you talked about had taken place we as a species realized that we had gotten overzealous with our business practices,” Erillas stated as he pushed the button and the bull felt the metal platform he was on start to go dowards.  “So we took our entire operation underground, so to speak, and operate in the shadows.  It was probably for the best since it’s far easier to conduct a trade that so-called civilized alien races condemn, yet prove to be our most active customers.  Of course with our bio-bondage being so easily recognized as you demonstrated in my office we’ve also to get more clever with the way we… packaged our products.”

Behind the lenses of the bio-bondage mask Ronuk’s eyes widened with what he saw.  There was nearly a dozen other Sskausa in the lower storage bay that had been completely converted into what looked like a large research lab.  Once the elevator had come to a stop Erillas once more started to move, Ronuk feeling the tug on his leash to prompt him to go forward as he continued to examine his surroundings.  Vats and containers took up a large section with tubes and hoses that led to platforms and glass cylinders, which not all were vacant.

The bull watched as he saw an alien creature that resembled a species of anthro cheetah, except that it had scales instead of fur and very large draconic feet and a tail.  As he continued to look he realized that the creature was still growing, it’s muzzle pushing out from feline to a more streamlined, longer shape as his tongue pushed its way out past his lips.  Though their body was heavily mutated Ronuk guessed that it was the same alien cheetah that he had been looking for as he saw one of the Sskausa guiding their still stretching feet up and guided them to his cock.  Almost immediately he saw the dexterous feet paws wrap around the sensitive flesh and stroke it as another of the snake creatures adjusted the visor on their head.

Ronuk would have kept watching if the Sskausa leading him hadn’t gotten his attention, the bull turning his head to see another with a cobra hood staring at both of them.  “I didn’t expect to see you down here so soon Erillas,” the other Sskausa said before looking Ronuk over.  “Considering we’ve filled our latest order I take it this is going to be for your special project?”

“Indeed,” Erillas replied simply before gesturing over to the dragon-cheetah hybrid.  “I also see that our last one is almost ready to be shipped out as well, I take it those huge feet were part of the design requirements?”

“Oh yes,” the other Sskausa said with a smirk.  “We thought it was a bit strange considering the client didn’t seem interested in paws, so we think that this slave is a gift to someone else.  We’re currently running a pool to see if we can’t figure out who it might be.”

Ronuk couldn’t help but shake his head slightly as he heard the two so casually talking about who was about to own the one on that table, a creature they modified to some specification like a spaceship or something like that.  Was that his fate as well, to be sold off as a slave where someone will use him for whatever reason they see fit?  Would he be transformed so heavily into something else that no one would recognize who he was, and was that the point?  The two Sskausa continued to talk for a while longer while the bull mused before Erillas started moving once more and bringing the bull with him.

They had gone all the way to the back of the loading bay where there was one pod that looked more sophisticated than the others.  This one not only was connected by a series of tubes that were connected to the top and bottom of it.  Once they were there the Sskausa led Ronuk up into the platform, a brief resistance welling up in the lust-stricken bull as he attempted to pull away only to have every piece of bio-bondage on his body push into him and practically make him collapse from the sheer euphoria.  If it wasn’t for the organic rubber pressed against his cock he would have immediately shot his load, instead he found himself falling to one knee as Erillas walked up to him and lifted his snout to once more make eye contact with him and immediately Ronuk felt himself falling under the cobra’s enthrallment once more.

“That’s a good boy,” Erillas hissed in delight as his hands stroked the bio-bondage mask that covered Ronuk’s head before peeling it away, revealing the bull’s face once more as the tentacle that had been practically lodged in his throat was pulled out.  “Now I have a very different set up I need to put you in before we get to the fun part, which means that you will need to listen very closely and be very obedient.  You think you can do that my big, strong warrior?”

Ronuk found himself nodding even before the Sskausa finished what he was saying, almost gleefully going up to the platform once he had been mentally reassured.  With the mask off the bull could see and hear everything including the restraints that came out from the floor and ceiling of the tube as the tentacles that had bound his arms retreated.  As the metal clamped down around his thick ankles first he could feel the metal adjust to his size as Erillas continued to stand and watch.  He felt his chest swell with pride as his body was put on display for the Sskausa as his recently freed hands were once more restrained before the robotic arms they were attached to pulled them up.

That feeling of serenity continued to affect Ronuk’s mind even after Erillas broke their eye contact and moved over to a large steel bin.  All the bull could think about was making the cobra happy as he remained suspended, hoping that whatever task that was about to be set upon him he could do as best as possible.  As the minutes ticked by however and Erillas stared at a nearby computer monitor the effects of the hypnotic eyes began to wear off once more.  Whether the Sskausa didn’t realize it or was doing it on purpose the mercenary began to feel his own thoughts surge forward and when he saw his wrists and ankles cuffed he began to try and pull himself out of them.

“Let me out of this!” Ronuk said as he continued to struggle while keeping his head away from the one that could easily put him under again.

“You know, it’s always funny when I hear demands from the supply,”  Erillas teased.

“I am not your supply!”  Ronuk shot back.  “You’re never going to get away with this; the others may not have any attachments but once the guild finds out that I’m missing they’re going to tear this station apart looking for me!  Even if you ship me halfway across the galaxy they won’t rest-”

Ronuk stopped his rant when he heard the Sskausa giggling, then outright laughing after the bull turned to look at him incredulously.  “Oh, my dear Ronuk,” Erillas managed to say once he had stopped laughing, though the smirk on his snout seemed to grow even wider.  “How in the stars did you think that I knew you were coming to see me, or how I knew so much about you already?  And did you really think that a massive corporation would really care that three of their crew went missing enough to spend the money on mercenaries when they employee hundreds on those large cargo freighters?”

The bull could feel the blood in his veins turn to ice at the insinuation.  “You are lying…” Ronuk stated as confidently as he could.  “There’s no way that they would turn one of their own into you.”

“I think you should know by now how charastimatic I can be when it comes to talking to people to get what I want plus how enticing having a slave to do whatever you want is,” Erillas replied as he went over and pressed on the bio-bondage on the bull’s chest to cause the tentacles to retreat completely off of his body.  “Of course to be fair if they hadn’t gone with our little arrangement then we would have just taken the entire guild by enthralling those that we had met with, so when it came between that and sacrificing just one in order to not only keep their power but also gain our resources they made quite the smart move.”  The Sskausa backed away once he had removed the chest plate as Ronuk tried to make a lunge for him only to be stopped by the restraints as the cobra smirked.  “By the way, who mistakes a scone for a biscuit anyway when they’re clearly two different types of baked good?”

The snarl that had been on Ronuk’s lips quickly turned into a gasp as he remembered the conversation he had with his guild leader right before he came down to the Rat Hole.  While his brain still rebelled and said it couldn’t be possible there was no way the Sskausa would know what that conversation could have been unless he was in communication with the stallion.  Erillas wasn’t lying, his own guild betrayed him to be a slave for this creature.  Erillas continued to stand there and watch as the bull continued to thrash and fight until he had practically exhausted himself and hung limply against his bindings.

“Well that was dramatic at least,” Erillas said before putting the chest plate bio-bondage back into the steel case before pulling something else out.  “You certainly have both a physical and mental strength… that’s why out of all those potential candidates in that guild of yours I choose you.  Not only are you going to look gorgeous with what I have planned but you have the makings of a great protector, a guardian fit for a Sskausa like me.  As soon as I saw your file I knew it had to be you, I HAD to have you.”

Ronuk felt a strange sense of pride that he quickly tried to be dismissed, somewhere in the back of the mind he soaked up the praise that he had been given and he felt his chest practically puff out in admiration before he could reign himself in.  “By the way, in case you were wondering that one you passed by on your way here is for that horse leader of yours.”  Erillas continued on, chuckling to himself as the bull remembered the large-pawed male in the other room.  “You can make fun of him for that later if you remember… but enough chat, let’s get you suited up!”

Erillas came over to Ronuk holding something that looked similar to the collar that was still around the bull’s neck, but as the Sskausa bent down it was clear that it wasn’t going there.  Instead he could feel the bio-bondage wrap around his waist as his throbbing cock practically jumped into full erection.  “My goodness, I forgot that I had left you in that state,” Erillas observed as Ronuk practically had to grit his teeth as the residual pleasure from being teased without release on the trip there came back with full force.  “Well as much as I would like to have some fun with you this will actually aid in your conversion, so you’re just going to have to be denied for a little longer…”

Ronuk attempted to ask what that meant between his panting breaths before he felt the two ends of the organic material merge together against the small of his back and he felt dozens of small tendrils begin to snake down his groin and between his legs.  HIs body shuddered in the restraints as he looked down to see that the tendrils were a shiny silver as they formed around his waist like some sort of bizarre pair of briefs.  What really caused him to shake at the knees however was that several of the strands snaked over his erection, teasing the sensitive flesh as they formed into a solid sheath.  Though he was hard as steel the Sskausa quickly changed that by looking into his eyes once more and telling him to get soft, which as he immediately did so he could feel it get pulled into the slit before disappearing behind the silver pouch that hugged his groin.

“There we go,” Erillas hissed as he put a hand against the bulge that had formed, causing Ronuk to practically buck forward against it.  “This particular piece of bio-bondage still means you can’t get off, but now it’s much easier for me to access it when someone wants to have fun.  How cruel of a master I would be if I didn’t allow my slave to get a little relief now and again?”

“Your… slave…” Ronuk managed to form the words even as those scintillating hues of those serpentine eyes filled his mind.  “I’m… yours…”

“Indeed you are,” Erillas smirked as he took something else and reached up to put them against his eyes.  “Part of the reason I even took your little guild’s deal is I needed someone to help with security while we continue our operation here, plus a little eye candy around the office doesn’t hurt either.  Of course I am a Sskausa of… peculiar tastes, which not only is the perfect time to experiment with our new system but make something for me as well.”

Though Ronuk was completely under the spell of the Sskausa once more he could hear what Erillas with crystal clarity as he explained that the lenses he had just put over his eyes would continue to keep him under a low level of hypnotic enthrallment.  Though it wouldn’t nearly be as potent as looking into the cobra man’s eyes it would keep him in line, though at the moment the bull couldn’t understand why he would ever want to disobey his master.  As the bull continued to squirm with pleasure from the alien briefs he was wearing and the swirling colors from the lenses the Sskausa went back to the case and began to unpack a number of items.  From what Ronuk could see it looked like plates similar to the body armor that he had been wearing, though the bright coloration, tentacles, and eyes on them quickly revealed that it was not normal protection.

Erillas continued to coo that he has to make sure his big, buff bodyguard slave would be protected as he took two of the pieces and put them on Ronuk’s forearms.  Almost immediately he could feel the tendrils sliding around his lower arms as they attached snuggly to his pale fur, making him look like he had on some sort of heavy plating like certain alien dragon or other scaled creatures.  The Sskausa did the same thing to his upper arms, his thighs, and his shins and each time he looked down at the eyes staring back at him it seemed to reinforce his place.  It was like the cobra wasn’t just changing him… his new master was creating him, building him up as he felt a surge of pleasurable sensation when the chestplate suctioned to his body while a similar sensation happened to his back.

With the collar still on his body Ronuk hardly recognized himself from the waist down, looking like some sort of strange knight with only small bits of his fur showing aside from his head.  Erillas gave him one more pat on the head before going back and revealing a mask similar to the one that he had been given on the way here, complete with an eye right in the middle of where his would be, except this one didn’t appear to have a tentacle attached to it that would go down his throat.  With the potency of the Sskausa’s enthrallment wearing off Ronuk was able to shake his head slightly, but with all the tentacles from the armor criss-crossing his body there was little he could do but let it get put on his head.

This design for the mask was even more like a gas mask than the last one that was more of a hood; it had several vents that looked like ridges on his muzzle as the organic material slid around his cheeks and around the back of his head until only his horns were exposed.  The lenses that had been keeping him in his light trance merged with the material of the eyeholes while the edges seemed to push their way over his lips and against his teeth.  For a few seconds the bio-bondage sealed his mouth completely until Erillas said a command words and felt himself able to separate his jaws once more.  As Ronuk squirmed while he felt tiny tendrils pushing into his nostrils and ears he suddenly became aware of the Sskausa shoving what felt like a ball in his mouth.

“These I am particularly proud of,” Erillas explained as he took two more of the spongy orbs and put one in each of his hands before standing up and kissing the bull on the nose.  “You are to hold onto those until the process is complete, you understand?”  Even without making direct eye contact Ronuk found himself nodding, earning another pat on the head as the mask pressed against his head from all sides.  “Perfect, I do believe that we are ready now for the final step in this little process…”

Once the final piece had been put into place Erillas stepped back and took a look at his handiwork with a grin on his face.  “How lovely,” the Sskausa said before going over to the computer he had been working on and typing in various commands.  “Of course there’s no way that I could let you out like that without someone growing curious or recognizing the bio-bondage on your body.  That means you’re going to need be disguised from head to toe and I know just how to do it.”

Suddenly Ronuk found himself surrounded by glass that slid down from the top and completely encased him, followed by a shift of pressure all around him.  Even with the lenses pressed to him by the mask he began to feel anxiety and nervousness shadowing even the pleasure that was still being fed to him by the bio-bondage.  He could hear some sort of computer voice announcing something but it was muffled by the glass he was surrounded, but he was more concerned by the sound of something opening beneath him.  Though it was hard to turn around in his restrained state he saw one of the metal tubes that was connected to the platform he stood on begin to shudder as though something was coming from the vat on the wall straight towards him.

The bull could feel his entire body tense as he saw the metal plate underneath his hooves reveal dozens of holes, Ronuk squeezing his eyes shut as it rattled from whatever was about to burst through.  After a few seconds the movement stopped and he felt something thick and viscous push against his feet that caused him to stop bracing himself and look down.  He gasped slightly when it looked like oil or tar was being pumped into the tube, though the shiny surface only rose a few inches from the floor before it seemed to stop.  Even though it was no longer filling though the liquid didn’t stop going up his body, in fact it began to defy gravity as he felt it continue to creep up past his hooves and begin to flow over his legs.

“I told you that this was going to be something very new,” Erillas said, causing Ronuk to look up from his assimilation to the Sskausa standing in front of the tube while the mask feed the creature’s words directly into his mind.  “What is coating you is a latex-based organic nano-polymer that will not only bond to you but also to the bio-bondage that you are currently covered with.  Once it permanently fuses with you not only will it look like your body or just another spacesuit but since I control them and they’ll be a part of you I will completely own your body just like I’ll soon own your mind.”

Fuses to his body… as Ronuk looked back down at the rubber rolling up his legs he could feel it assimilating his fur as well as the tendrils that had wrapped through it.  It didn’t take long for the strange substance to reach up to his knees and when it did get there it did look like he was wearing his bodysuit once more, save for the coating being skintight and glistening with an unnatural luster.  He also saw the restraints that had bound his lower body were now completely disengaged, though his limbs felt like they were made of lead as the muscle underneath thickened before his very eyes.

“The fun part about that substance is that I infused a bit of a DNA cocktail directly into the latex that is transforming you,” Erillas continued on.  “But I’ll leave that part as a surprise.  I’ve been jawing on long enough however, you have training to undertake and a new body to get used to while I gather the data on the project.”

Even though the Sskausa turned away from at that moment Ronuk could still hear the voice of the Sskausa echoing through his head, though now it was like he was hissing directly into his ear while still saying things into his mind.  As the rubber reached his groin and merged with the bio-bondage around his maleness it began to tell him what a good slave he was going to be and how being a rubber bull drone serving his master is the pinnacle of his existence.  Ronuk tried to shut them out and think of his independence and being a member of the mercenaries, but then that just brought up the betrayal he had experienced which the bio-bondage gas mask feeding into his mind used against him.  Even his companions knew that he was suited for a live of servitude to his master, the thing around his head said as he felt the rubber pushing not only up his waist but inside his tailhole as well.

Unlike the last experience where he had a tentacle spreading him open the rubber seemed to be coating his insides, something that the voice whispering in his head said was so that he could be of better service to his master while the transformation progressed.  As he began to think more of the Sskausa his entire body shuddered while he felt a gentle stretch on his spine, the bull tail that he had thickening and lengthening into something more reptilian… no, into a Sskausa tail complete with a tip that opened.  It will be useful for him in case he needed to protect his master… Ronuk wondering whether that was his own thought or that of the mask as the rubber quickly traveled up his abs.

Since his body was already quite muscular it appeared there was little the latex had to do to his body shape save for a bit of shifting, Ronuk groaning around the ball that had been stuffed into his maw while his body changed underneath the shiny surface.  It felt so good… the bull had no means to fight such exquisite bliss as the transformative substance being pumped over his body reached his shoulders and began to spread onto his arms.  The restraints on his arms popped away as it oozed over bio-bondage and bull flesh alike, forming it into a suit of armor that perfectly accentuated his physique as it reached over his forearms and down to his fingers.  As he felt the rubber slowing down while assimilating the collar around his neck it also spread over the orbs that Master Erillas had told him to hold onto…

The fleshy spheres seemed to melt into his hands as the rubber assimilated into them, but as they did he felt the surreal sensation of his fingers beginning to stretch.  It was like someone was pulling on them and causing them to lengthen while the latex between each one began to knit together.  Once more the feeling of pleasure cascaded through his body as his hands merged with the Sskausa biotech, his new tentacle sliding through the manacles that had been holding it and flailing about in the air.  Ronuk’s eyes widened when he saw it was able to bend all the way backwards and slither across his arm and around his body until the mutation reverted and he had his own hand once more while his other limb underwent a similar transformation.
Finally the rubber reached its head, and with the climax of his transformation also came the release that he had been desiring ever since he had first fallen under the spell of the Sskausa that had captured him.  His silver rubber cock pushed its way out of the bulge formed by the bio-bondage briefs he wore and began to throb hard as the rubber slid up over his jaw and around the back of his head.  As the substance oozed over his teeth he suddenly realized that there was another orb lodged in his mouth, but even when he tried to push it out with his tongue the rubber had already coated it and he found it sink in deep.  He practically cracked the glass of the containment tube he was in as the biotech merged with the appendage just like his hands, the transforming bull drone grunting and groaning as he felt his rubberized tongue thicken before another rubber one grew next to it followed by another until he had three tentacle tongues all pushing their way out of his maw.

Just like with his hands his tongue did eventually revert to normal, but not before the bull practically fell over from the force of his orgasm while the tentacles in the opening of his gas mask continued to squirm.  There were more words being said to him but they were meaningless to him, everything was besides the pleasure he felt and the serpentine creature that made it possible.  As the biotech rubber infiltrated his brain it had already been converted to that of the bull drone that Erillas had always wanted, Ronuk ready and proud to serve the Sskausa that had given him such divine purpose in life.

 Eventually the glass slid up once again, taking a little longer than before with all the spiderweb cracks in it as the Sskausa eagerly went up to inspect his work.  To him the glistening rubber bull was his masterpiece, a perfect blend of guardian and sheer sexual prowess that was his and his alone.  “You are… beautiful…” Erillas said as he ran his hands over the impossibly smooth skin of the bull, watching as the bio-bondage armor that he had given the bull melt away into his form to reveal the muscular latex body underneath save for the gas mask and briefs.  “To whom do you serve drone?”

“I… serve you Master Erillas,” the bull replied, the Sskausa grinning slightly at the slight momentary hesitation.  “I am yours to command.”

“You don’t know how long I’ve been wanting to hear something like that,” Erillas replied.  “Still a little mental conditioning to go but with you being a warrior to start you should fill your role as my guardian quite well.  Now let’s see how your… other training is working out for you.”

Ronuk didn’t need any additional commands to figure out what the Sskausa wanted, the burly bull kneeling down where the cobra’s cock had already risen completely.  The bull eagerly moved forward to engulf it, sliding his rubber tongue around the smooth flesh as he felt Erillas practically fall forward while grabbing onto his latex-covered horns.  Out of the corner of his lens-covered eye the rubber bull drone could see other Sskausa starting to move towards them, but a quick hiss from Erillas sent them all scrambling back.  It was clear who owned this drone, Ronuk continuing to suck as he decided to put his new tentacle tongues to good use…

Several days later Erillas sat in front of the recently repaired window of his club, looking down at the patrons that danced and drank without a care in the world.  In the Sskausa’s hand was an invoice for several slaves that needed to be filled soon, though the cobra was finding it a bit hard to concentrate as he looked down.  “Ngggh… of all the times for it to get busy…” Erillas lamented as he took his hands and put them against the rubber tentacles that were wrapped around his chest, motioning for the bull that sat beneath him to let go.  “I suppose it is time to pay the bills.”

“Yes Master Erillas,” Ronuk said simply, the rubber bull drone watching as the Sskausa pulled himself off the thick silver rubber cock he had been sliding up and down on.  “Do you wish for me to accompany you or to stay in the office?”

“Come with me of course,” Erillas replied with a smirk as he watched the bull’s form shift, the armor plating pushing back out of his body as the Sskausa went over to his desk.  “Since you’re complete conversion into my drone though I do have one little gift I would like to give my slave, a token of your past life as you go into your future.”

Ronuk stood and saw the Sskausa with a very long blade, one that the rubber bull drone vaguely recognized as the one that he had carried before his conversion.  As he went over and pulled it out of his sheath he saw that there had been an engraving etched into the metal.  “This blade and its owner is property of Master Erillas,” Ronuk read before attaching it to his back while Erillas put the familiar leash on his disguised bio-collar.  “This drone appreciates Master’s gift, I will use it to serve you well.”

“I know you will,” Erillas stated before rubbing his fingers over the gas mask and sealed the lips.  “Let’s go my drone, we have plenty of supply out there… all we have to do is harvest it.”  
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