“Should be thanking me,” the bespectacled ratman said as he crawled up Jake’s back and then… The naked feline started yelping out, kicking around in that enlarged rat’s grasp as the sharp needle plunged its way into his shoulder. “Could have given you to festered-pocked Plague Rats. That’s why we did this raid in the first place.” The pain helped to bring clarity to the last hours… the screaming that spread across his small burg, the blood in the streets, Skaven stabbing their horrible jagged blades into the innocent and ripping them apart with claws and tooth… thinking he was dead as he was grabbed in nothing but his glasses and that collar he had bought off a merchant that had promised a magical “draw of alluring charm on even the most hardened and cruel hearts”. Pure bunk, of course. He had found himself being dragged down underground with many others, still thinking that that horrible end he expected was on its way… and he still expected it even now. “That or you could have ended up on a butcher’s table. Skril save your life.” The green-garbed and bandaged-tailed red-eyed rat switched his grasp to one of those thick arms holding him steady. “Say thank you, cat-thing.” He leaned forwards and peered into Jake’s face, only to get a panicked hiss from him as he pressed back, only to end up sandwiched between Skrill’s half-naked snout and the Skaven against his back. “Say thank you.” Skril smirked at him expectantly as Jake felt a… it was strange, like… like a burning at the tips of his ears and around his feet, a discomforting warmth. He almost wanted to ask what was in those vials, but… he knew the answer was too horrible to seek out, even if he knew it was coming to him soon. “Hmmmph. Not matter-important.” The Skaven dropped to the ground and repositioned himself in front of the naked feline. “You’ll thank me soon enough. Need to learn.” He reached out and grasped at Jake’s legs before beginning to gradually push them open. “Skril Verminlash not usually in the business of destruction. More focused on making things better. Relax for what comes next.” Jake trembled and blushed furiously as he felt that restraining rat’s massive cock pressing up against his tailhole. He did his best to settle down and try to fight the urge for his quivering tailhole to clench up…
Only to fail, of course, as that heavy shaft began to press itself in slowly, pushing upwards into him, stretching first his entrance and then his passage out as he was forced to take it. The feline’s cock was shamefully rigid soon, hard as stone as the enlarged member was sunken into his body.  “Skaven behind you did not have such a wonderful pole-haft. Not until injections.” He had no idea where he had been or what he had done with that member, and his tail was starting to feel that burn at the tip soon, almost as if someone was placing a hot rock on it, but… regardless on the situation, he was still starting to spread his legs, still enjoying the feeling of having the Skaven root himself inside of his ass. Jake could not help himself, not as the heavy girth inside of him that was broader than any of the tavern guests he had slept with and practically as thick as his arm rubbed up against and stroked over his innards so thoroughly, stimulating him in ways that he had never been before, might have gone without his entire life without these awful creatures capturing him. He supposed that it was another way to keep him still, rooting in so that it was hard to move at all, keep him from squi- 
There was an intensely worrying squeeze that was beginning to build underneath one of his ears, grasping onto the muscle and bone and beginning to twist at them. “I made him better.” He was already wincing, but as he felt that curling of flesh underneath increasingly leathery and smoothed skin and the subtle sensation of follicles burning themselves away in his skin, dissolving thanks to the vile warpstone-based fluid bubbling through his veins, he could only squeeze his eyes tight. “Just like I’ll make you better. Not melting yet, not like the last five. Very good-strong sign this will work, yes-yes.” The push into his backside was working to distract him from discomfort of calcium cracking and reshaping itself sideways as that increasingly defurred triangle the right side on his head angled itself out to the sides, pleasure mixed in with that stressful and slightly painful feeling of his body reshaping itself. Soon, the more that it changed, the more that it became like a rounding disc that was forcing itself sideways on his head. His toes flexed back as he felt his passage being forced out as the enlarged rat behind him gripped his arms tighter enough to squeeze on the muscle before he jammed himself upwards with a powerful thrust… and then bent backwards with a SNNNCKH as he let out a gasp that faded into a whine, his cock lightly splurting out onto itself as the digits wrenched themselves back farther than they should have gone. “I make rats like blackrats. Now, I go a step back.” Skril leaned forwards towards Jake’s erect cock as the cat trembled, eyes watering as he opened his eyes and looked down at him. “Awwww, is cat-thing hurting from treatment?” There was this… bizarre feeling of tightening and pulling at the same time from his toes and soles as it felt like both of them were dragged out, extruded, drawn forwards where they were pulled back. They started settling forwards as he stopped squeezing them in discomfort, pulling into a shape that was worryingly natural. “All science requires pushing past comfortable limits… weak cat-thing. Cannot even stand the feeling of becoming something more.” Soon, he could feel his nails forcing themselves straight as they pushed out into thick needles from his uncovered paws. They were… ugly elongated things now, heavy-boned and sturdy in a way that exposed the knuckles through thinning grey coat, the structure underneath throbbing even larger as that carpeting burn working its way up through both of his feet towards his legs as the cold air in the cavern-like laboratory he was in became that much more present. “Really do need my treatment.” When Jake looked down, he could see that those green clothes Skril was wearing was starting to tent in the front as he breathed onto Jake’s throbbing and tensing shaft.
That rolling sting was building across his tail as well as he felt it beginning to become even more dexterous, pulling and curling across that thick leg of the rat that he was laid out on. The muscles on his body were beginning to ache like he had taken part in his burg’s winter festival run through the forests and was recovering from placing amongst the top competitors. He was vaguely aware of a squeeze beginning to build throughout his form, especially intensified in his thighs. That… pulsing, squeezing and releasing, it felt like it was working through his form now, beginning to lightly pull and press on his body. “Iiiinteresting…” Skril hissed out, continuing to narrow himself up towards that cock, practically only an inch away from it as he continued to huff out hot moisture across it, making it twitch, cutting through the other sensations and focusing Jake onto the potential that this Skaven was about to start sucking him off. “You are well-fed, mixture is turning that into muscle… same way that blackrat process happens…” He could see it when he looked down at himself, where his stomach was squeezing itself down, the subtle curvature of his pecs… and above all else in those legs, the way that they were fattening out as the thigh bulk there increased, hardened, u-useful for… The thought was in his head before he could keep it out. It was good for riding dick.
“Maybe cat-thing will stop whining if I made him feel good, yes-yes?” It was happening. Skril leaned forwards and pressed his tongue to the cat’s shaft, drawing it up through the fluids and stoking his length so that more of his precream poured down onto both that nose and his hard-on, making Skril’s whiskers twitch as he pulled away. “Logical-smart, I am. Distraction keeps you comfy with other growth, but assistant will burst you if he goes any further.” He could feel the way the other rat’s shaft was engorging and pressing out into what felt like his stomach thanks to the weight of that cockhead rubbing up against the limits of his weight, swearing that if he looked  “Mmmmh… mmmmh, cat-thing flesh tastes good. Fluids too. Good for nursing on while I come up with next genius breakthrough? Keeps the muzzle busy.” Before he had any more warning, Skril was getting back to it, lapping and slurping at it, drawing the eyes down, letting Jake see…
He could see the way that his legs were beginning to shift and alter further, the fur now disappearing up to the kneecaps. There was a heated sensation across the front of his face, the pushing and gripping sensation of bone starting to be repositioned and angled and remade through his face starting with the CRRNKCH of nose bones as that small pink rectangle at the front of his muzzle began to expand out, began to eat up some of his face and coat, whiskers beginning to twitch and quiver. Jake could easily notice how his tail was beginning to wrinkle and ring with grooves as the fur was pulling away from it and further up towards the base. It was extending itself further past his coat, pulling itself out into a tight point that he could easily feel dragging across the rat’s thigh. The cat could notice the way that Skril quickly brought the next needle out from underneath his tunic-like rags and pushed it up into his thigh, staring up with a sly look as he drew his tongue up across that dick, eyes locked with his as that deep piercing sharpness sunk into his body. The changing feline immediately pulled away from him, tears beginning to well up and spill down his eyes as he understood exactly what was going on. Drawing himself back, though, tilting his head away from the horror… it was far too late to both avoid the sting and avoid realizing what was happening to him. “Stupid cat-thing doesn’t realize how much more handsome he already looks,” Skril sighed out in almost a sing-song as Jake’s cock began to throb itself harder, firmer… wider. “Keep you around, I think. Need stimulation…” This Skaven had found out a way to turn others into Skaven… and as he felt his dick surging itself fuller, he knew that he would not be going with the chittering swarms that sluiced their way through these caverns. There were many other experiments to run… and all of them involved his body, he was sure, as Skril continued to lap at him.
Yet, despite all this, despite all the despair over his fate, the half-rat’s dick continued to pulse in between those chemically induced pulses and surges, his arousal disregarding all else about the situation and seeing it for what it was at the base level… sex. So much sex. His libido, after all, had not been immune to Skril’s fluid… 
