Blood—ash—old wood—a swirling mix of colognes; those were the first things Legosi sensed as consciousness slowly began to drift into him. Every part of his brain throbbed with pain—agony pulsating through him with every breath he took. The ache was so intense that he almost didn’t desire to wake up, briefly remaining in a limbo between slumber and being awake. However, as more memories flooded in, the pain was compounded with a growing sense of dread. 
What… happened to me…?
He was walking home after helping Gouhin deal with some rogue carnivores stalking the outside of the clinic to see if they could get some free meat. He was just about to reach the north edge of the market when suddenly…
The back of my head… god… they must’ve hit me really hard to knock me out instantly… Pressing his head against the wall of the room he had just woken up in, he could at least tell that the hit they had given him didn’t cause him to bleed. The only dampness present was the glistening coat of sweat that his entire pelt had been coated in. How long have I been knocked out?
Slowly focusing his vision, Legosi realized that he was in an old, dilapidated room—shoddily constructed walls made out of giant stone bricks and cracked flooring. He was at the very back of the room—the door to his freedom in front of him, just a few steps away.
He immediately tried to stand up through the pain, only for him to be stopped before he even moved an inch. His arms and legs had been bound behind a thick wooden pole—his limbs sprawled out as they curved the circumference of the giant wooden cylinder. Budging against his restraints, he could tell that it was rope—the high-quality kind that not even bears off their meds could tear—the kind that Gouhin used with all his patients, but he knew that he wasn't in the clinic. He had already woken up there while tied up, and it certainly didn't look like this.
“About time you woke up.” A suave, mocking voice teased from behind the darkness. 
The heavy, rusty iron door opened—the bottom ragging across the stone floor as it creaked with haunting volume and timbre. A familiar deer dressed in an opulent suit probably worth more than his apartment walked through the door—a horde of lions following behind him like drone bees following their queen.
Louis stood with his hands behind his mask—an unreadable smirk spread across his muzzle. “I hope that you had a good sleep. You really are quite the heavy sleeper. I remember seeing you sleep through assemblies constantly… What a bad example you are…” 
“Louis…” For as horrible as the thought could sound, he was grateful that the pose he had been left in prevented his tail from going haywire as the first time he ran into Louis. “D-did I do something wrong? I didn’t even try and mess with you guys…”
“Psh, are you that thickheaded, punk?” One of the lions—the one with the pompadour mane that was the one that teased him about his fake identity as a male escort back during his first altercation with the Shishigumi—asked viciously. “Can’t you tell that the boss wants a bite out of wolf meat?”
"Would it kill you for a second to not be so crass?" The glass-clad lion asked, rolling his eyes. "Remember that we're only here as assistance to the boss. No one has told you to speak."
“No one told you to speak either—“
"Silence," Louis commanded in a stern yet quiet tone. “Ibuki is right. Everyone, quiet.” 
Like a battalion of soldiers shouted at by their general, all of them straightened their posture and kept their lips shut. Words alone were seemingly enough to wholly command them. The sight was as astounding as fear-inducing for the wolf. His eyes remained locked with Louis’ in pure awe—mouth tilted slightly downwards as he struggled to find the words to convey what he was feeling; the confusion—the stress—the fascination. Everything was swirling inside of him so intensely…
“You must be confused, but I assure you that everything will be fine. You won’t be harmed as long as you follow instructions.” Louis squatted down so he could meet Legosi at eye level, caressing the wolf’s chin with surprising tenderness. “It’s just a small test of something that I have been curious about.”
“T-that’s fine, but… why do I have to be tied up?” He still shifted in place—fruitlessly attempting to escape while fully aware of the hopelessness of his struggle. “I could’ve helped you if you just called me.”
“I’m sure that you have, but I prefer to work with fail-safes in place. I couldn’t afford a ‘no’ from your end, you see.” Louis explained it all very matter-of-factly. “But then again, I should’ve supposed that an obedient pup like you would’ve followed orders without hesitation.”
An involuntary whine left Legosi—much to Louis’ enjoyment. For as much as he could try to deny it to preserve his dignity, the deer had complete mastery in pushing all the correct buttons. Even from their first meeting, it tickled something in his brain that to this day he couldn’t quite understand. The fact that he puppeteered an entire pack of lions as if they were nothing more than mere extensions of him only made him both more afraid and yet more fascinated by Louis. 
“Boys. Commence.”
The entire row of ten lions all took a fat, chunky cigar from their pockets. It was large enough that it would probably take an entire hand to grasp it. The simultaneous click of lighters being opened and turned on echoed through the room. 
Popping the cigars into their mouths—their lips uncomfortably stretched to take the entirety of the massive nicotine sticks. They inched the flames close to the tip, lighting them up with medical precision. They all took the deepest inhale they possibly could, letting out a combined smog of acrid, skunky scent that began filling the room. 
Louis had put a mask on with a design depicting sharp fangs on the black fabric. As the pungent smog continued to inch along the room, he stepped behind the lions—almost invisible with his short stature being obscured completely by the towering pack of smoking felines. 
As the sinister mist finally reached Legosi, he tried to hold his breath. His cheeks puffed up as he tried to resist the cloud of smoke from entering his lungs, but before long, his chest started to burn up. He clenched up his fists—knuckles turning white underneath his fur. No, no. What is he even thinking? He’s being so weird… 
Finally, he couldn’t hold it anymore. The potent scent filled his nostrils, causing his eyes to water and his lungs to burn. He coughed and choked, struggling against the ropes that bound him as he desperately tried to escape the suffocating cloud. “Eugh, egh! What is this?!” He wasn’t a stranger to the scent of nicotine—Gouhin’s smoking habit had to be thanked for that—so he could immediately tell that the suffocating odor filling the room was something beyond just a normal cigar.
"What's the matter, Legosi? Can't handle a little smoke?" Louis spoke from behind the protection of his entourage. “I’m sure that you’ll get used to it. How about you give it a chance?”
He gasped for air, his vision becoming hazy as tendrils of smoke curled around him like ghostly fingers. Panic surged through his veins, but he fought to maintain control over his building panic. 
The lions kept drawing breaths out of the cigar, further filling out the room with the smoke. 
His head was swimming, the noxious smoke permeating every inch of his being. His lungs were continuously filled with the gas—every inhale that he took in return only made his senses dull. With the candor of a cornered animal, he struggled even harder against his constraints. The high-quality rope dug into his wrists, cutting off his circulation and leaving painful imprints on his skin.
The room felt like a pressure cooker, the smoke thickening with every passing second. His breathing became labored, each inhale a battle against the suffocating fog. He knew he had to find a way out, but his mind was clouded, his thoughts jumbled amidst the chaos.
Louis observed with a sinister pleasure as the wolf pathetically fought against the smoke. He took a step forward, emerging from behind the screen of lions. “It seems that you’re having a hard time adjusting. No matter, I’m sure you’ll get used to it.”
The smoke was so intense that it was making him forget what breathing normal air was even like. Having inhaled so much of it, he was beginning to recognize what it was. Silvervine; minty in the aftertaste but incredibly biting when inhaled first. It squashed down the building source of adrenaline his body was producing to help him fight like the born predator animal that he was with wave after wave of sluggishness. Breath by breath, it was all that his body knew. 
He slumped forward—the only thing preventing him from completely crashing onto the floor was the ropes that bound him onto the floor. Every crevice of his body and mind were assaulted and tampered with by the suffocating smog as the high slowly began to hit. All the stress that was carried within him began to flow out—his resolve dulling along with his mind. With his racing thoughts and defiance beginning to be quelled, it was only a matter of time before nothing but the banal instincts of the body would come forward—nothing to stop them from doing so.
No… not here… not now! Shamefully gazing at the tent that sprung from his trousers, Legosi was desperately trying to will it downwards. The smoke was like a parasite—infecting every inch of his brain and triggering brain receptors that he wished were untouched. His body seldom went out of control like this—the only time that he remembered such potent arousal flooding his system was when he was lit under the neon, violet glow of the love hotel's light that one night. The fact that that same carnal, overwhelming feeling now was drowning him not alongside her but with the conflicting, harrowing sight of Louis and his horde of suited-up men only weakened his already waning resolve. This is… this wrong…
“Getting excited, pup?”
Free’s voice came from behind him but warbled and corroded—like a recording of a recording of a recording. With the pole directly behind his neck, he couldn't turn around to face him. Perhaps that was for the best, however. He could imagine that long, barbed feline tongue hanging out of his maw as he looked at him with the same desire as he would a piece of meat. Drool cascading out of his mouth—a hungering predator that would— No. Don’t… let them get into your head. They don’t know what… mgh…
“Not much of a talker. Don’t worry, I’ll make ya bark!” With the same overexcited cadence of a child unwrapping a Rexmas present, he joyfully unzipped and unbuttoned Legosi’s pants—freeing the wolf’s hung shaft and the drooping, hefty sack of palls that were attached to them. “Holy moly, no wonder that you were a manwhore. Look at the size of this thing!”
“M-mgh, mghuuuh…” Legosi couldn’t form the word ‘stop’ to save his life. His craving body wouldn’t let him. Every other part of his brain beyond rationale screamed at him to let Free do his work. With the world turning into a mess of colored blobs and twisting senses, it was impossible to fight back. His back arched up and he humped the air at even the slightest touch of Free’s feline hands.
His breathing quickened, almost to a pant, as he felt himself falling deeper under the spell of the silver vine. The more Free touched him, the less he was able to think straight. Soon, Legosi couldn't bear it any longer and he let out a desperate moan, "P-please, slow down!" His voice was hoarse and weak, barely recognizable as his own. "I can't handle this!"
Free glanced at him, a pleased grin on his face. "Oh, but you can. I know you can." He began moving faster—chuckling to himself as the wolf let out increasingly louder and sloppier whimpers of pure need. 
“All right, Free. Remember that we're not here to play with him." Another, deeper voice burst into the distorted cacophony around him. Another lion stood in front of him—the only telltale sign of his identity being the twisting, ebbing glasses that stood in his similarly warbled face. 
Ibuki bent down, flicking his lighter again and holding an oblong object in his hand—probably a cigar, if the wolf had to guess through his silver vine-induced haze. The lion ignited the cigar's end—a red, bright glow surfacing as the giant pack of nicotine and silver vine began to burn. 
Then, Legosi felt it be jammed into his mouth. Before he could even protest, the smoke within him took hold. The passive want for more went from desire to an overwhelming, desperate need. The only thing he could do was witness his undoing by his own hand as his lips puckered tightly around the cigar. The only show of resistance he could put up were pitiful moans as he was made a mockery of—a pathetic beast that could be controlled through arousal and scent alone. He maligned how blissful it felt as his cock was pumped mindlessly—his cock throbbing with arousal yet feeling himself no closer to arousal. 
“Man, this kid’s got stamina…” Free said, giggling to himself as he felt the spurts of pre slowly travel from Legosi’s pulsating sack, up his shaft, and then leaking out of the tip.
“That’s it, pup. Now make sure you inhale.” Ibuki made sure that the cigar wouldn’t fall off his trembling mouth, pushing it from the side down into his mouth. “Deep inhales, just like I said.”
Legosi's body trembled as Ibuki's voice echoed in his ears. The heat from the cigar—the taste of the silver vine—the permeating miasma of masculinity; it all felt so strangely familiar despite nothing like this having occurred in his life before. His mind screamed at him to stop, but his body was a raging pit of need. 
As he took a deep inhale, his eyes rolled back, and he let out a muffled groan. The nicotine and silver vine took hold. He didn't even know what was happening, but with a sudden rush of sharp tingles traveling down his spine, he knew that something was occurring to him—something that couldn’t be stopped. He kept sharply inhaling—his body craving more and more of the strange taste, and his body responded suit with the continuous filling of the strange gas.
His fur bristled as that strange buzz surged within him. At that moment, Legosi knew that something was changing within him. He didn't understand what at first, but as he saw his blueish-gray fur began to shift to a warm amber color, the horrifying realization began to settle in. Bit by bit, all of his coating had begun to gain a warm sheen. Worst of all, it felt amazingly right. He kept trying to find disgust and contempt within himself, but he couldn’t help but tremble against the embrace of his new fur.
His brain continued to fog up. It started with just forgetting far-away memories; tangents from his professors in Cherryton—details about plays—and facts about bugs. Eventually, however, that same fogginess began to creep further into the forefront of his mind. What was I doing before I got… how did I get here, actually…?
Everything in his head continued to blur, and the only thing he could focus on was the piercing erection that persisted, pulsing uncontrollably. With each passing second, he felt his thoughts spiraling further away from him as he descended into a haze of arousal and confusion.
Legosi's head hung heavily, his mind lost in a fog as the other lions surrounded him. The lions surrounded him, undoing his bindings. Were it not for Ibuki catching him, he would’ve plummeted to the floor—his body limp as a corpse. They quickly did away with his hoodie and sweatpants by taking them off. Then, with ferocious speed, they dealt away with his underwear by tearing it asunder with their claws. 
What are they… doing…?
“This will fit you far better.” Louis’ distorted voice explained.
Through his confusion, Legosi witnessed the lions suddenly beginning to dress him up in a fancy suit to match their own. The undershirt just barely managed to fit around him snugly. Then the coat and a tie—a pair of fancy black dress shoes—a pair of black latex gloves. This feels… so nice... Taking in deep breaths, he fully welcomed the new attire. There were probably many, many reasons for him to reject it, but he had never felt such a welcoming feeling from an outfit before. He could feel it actively massaging his body and relaxing his tensed-up muscles. Maybe… being dressed like them isn’t so bad…
His canines grew even sharper—claws becoming not only sharper but slightly retractable. His mouth hung open as short, droning moans parted his lips.
Soft, silky strands of brown fur sprouted from his skin, and he felt a surge of euphoria course through him. With each passing moment, his mane grew thicker and fuller, until he had a beautiful head of hair fit for a lion.
“You’re going to make for an excellent lion…” Louis said with a massive grin.
He was a lion? Looking down at himself, he couldn’t deny that. He couldn’t recall anything else that could disprove it. He couldn’t recall much, really. The only thing that he could tell was that he was a strong lion dressed in a suit—just like all the other lions standing beside him. By simple association, he was just like them… just like the Shishigumi.
///
Louis couldn’t help but keep glancing at the reborn Legosi. The idea that the once-wolf that he adored so much was now greedily gnawing on a steak with the same ferocity that all the other lions had when feasting upon meat. He never thought it to be possible—the wolf never teetering over the edge when transfixed with thousands of meat scents before. Now, however, Legosi was no different than any other brute. The loss of identity was a complete success—much to the buck’s surprise. He certainly swallowed his doubts about Ibuki’s mysticism now that he was staring at the fruits of his work in the face. 
“Legosi, may you pass me the salt? My salad could use an extra punch.”
“On it, boss!” Legosi’s smile was a full showing of his new feline fangs. The demure veneer that permeated all the wolf’s words before had been replaced with the subtlety of a meathead.
The never-ending consumption of meat had transformed the ex-wolf and lion into a behemoth of muscle. Every step was like a small earthquake, as their massive body rippled with power and strength. The once lean and fierce predator was now a walking mountain, its powerful frame bulging with well-defined muscles. His powerful jaw adorned with thick lips could easily crush bones and its claws could rend through flesh with ease. The sheer size and strength of his new body were enough to strike fear into the hearts of any who crossed its path. 
“A fancy dinner outside? Man, you’re the best boss in the world!” Legosi exclaimed with glee—assurance from the other lions quickly following. “It’s so nice that we got a big enough table for all twelve of us.” 
They all ate with careless joy—tearing away at the steak with their bare hands. Loud slurping and moaning filled the air—discomforting everyone around them.
“Of course, Legosi—“
“Legosi?!” 
All twelve of their heads turned to the screaming man who had stopped in the middle of the road—his groceries had fallen to the ground as he stared at them with what appeared to be a mix of disbelief and shock. Louis couldn't really tell with his thick white and black pelt obscuring most of his facial features. His mouth hung open—a croaky, deep voice muttering short-hearted nonsense.
“Can I help you?” Louis asked in a harsh, astute tone. “We are currently busy in the middle of dinner. Please leave us be if you have nothing special to say—“
“You!” The panda called out while pointing at the now-transformed Legosi. “Are you Legosi?" He recognized the small dot-like eyes—a detail born out of the dormant Komodo dragon genes resting within him. "How did you turn—how is this even possible?! I thought you disappeared, but you look so… similar."
“You talking to me, old man?” Legosi while pointing at himself. “Cause I don’t know you.”
"Yes, you do!" Gouhin screamed through grit teeth. He turned to Louis, who was still sitting idly—his smile never wavering. “What did you even do to him?! How did you change him into…” He could barely utter the sentence out loud. The concept of what he was seeing was incomprehensible to the degree that simply vocalizing was enough to send his head spinning. “Just what in the world did they do to him!?”
“I did nothing.” Louis.
“That’s right!” Legosi stood up—cracks on the tiles appearing as he furiously stomped his way over the still-distressed Gouhin. “Do you think you can just accuse the boss of something that he didn’t do?!”
“L-Legosi, that has to be you, right?” The voice—the eyes—even his slouched posture. Everything but the actual species pointed to the carnivore in front of him being Legosi. “How in the world did they turn you into a thug?!”
“Turn into a thug?! I’ve always been part of the Shishigumi!” Legosi roared as he bared his teeth and advanced towards Gouhin, looming over the smaller panda with his massive frame. With a primal snarl, he lunged forward and slammed his forehead into Gouhin's, the force causing both of them to stagger back, but Legosi was the only one who managed to stand still and not crash to the ground.
“Ngh… mgh…” Gouhin groaned in pain as he clutched his temple.
"That's what you get for trash-talking the boss, punk!" Legosi balled up a swab of spit before throwing it at the defeated panda's face. "And never show your face around here!"
Gouhin could barely say anything. He remained still, continuing to drown in the pain from the impact as he grappled with the reality of what he was seeing. Even now, he wasn’t sure if what he was seeing was real or if he was just seeing things to rationalize the wolf’s disappearance. 
"Sorry about that, boss," Legosi said as he sat down next to Louis again—the chair underneath creaking as it barely managed to hold up his massive weight. "I can't believe that runt would dare to trash-talk you! He should be amazed."
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