Run Free

A basket of peppers, a real treat. It would be ungrateful to not eat as many as you can. Then you can go let Whitney know that they were very good and you couldn’t help but dig in.

You pause, taking a moment, watching how light glints off the perfect flesh of the peppers. Some are oddly shaped, but all are clean. All shine.

Yeah, you can’t help it, that rationale makes perfect sense. But it isn’t the real reason. Canine transformations are quite pleasant. You’ve tried a few peppers - but wouldn’t it be fun to be a canine-morph like Whitney? Sure, she was born that way, but if you take enough peppers, won’t you become something like her, with her fast legs and vital body and keen senses. Plus, she’s very strong and healthy. To take your body, and add some canine features, would also be beneficial.

With human world concerns seeming less important, at least for a little while, the mind might indulge in the doggy form completely.

The slow deep breathing you experience is pleasant, soothing. The beating of your heart detectable, in this silent place. This safe place belonging to you. You imagine other doggy features you might end up with, might explore.

A beautiful tail, keen dog ears, heightened senses, strong legs, perhaps paw-like feet or a longer tongue. Couldn’t hurt to try it out. There are ways to turn back, if you really need to. Alchemists can make purifying potions, and anyway everyone else uses transformation items - you’re being left out not knowing the full pleasures that canine peppers can bring. Why not indulge?

So, with that in mind, you open the nearby jar of honey. After all, you’re going to eat something quite spicy, and therefore the honey will quell the burn. Mmm, but a good spice - sweet, alive with the energies of the harvest.

It is easy to envision them travelling in the air. The lake is home to cat morph transformatives, too. As well as the race of shark-people who swim so easily in the lake. Lots of different possibilities.

But here, close to your portal, transformative items are a little more potent.

And this whole place IS home to energies - wild and rampant, running over the land. Here at your camp, the signals from the world are a little weaker, because your own mind, your own home asserts itself most strongly. But you know the power of transformation is loose in the world - it is in the very soil these peppers grew in and when you run your hands over their clean surfaces, you imagine how a little spark of potential change exists in each one.

The thought of warm insulating fur is a nice one, with the colder season on the horizon.

A little change can be a good thing. Can’t a lot of change be great? That is the kind of thought which leads you to select a pepper and, coating it in the honey, bring it to your lips. The sweetness buzzes - ha- across your mind as you chew and swallow, feeling the pepper slide warmly down your throat. You follow it quickly with a second much smaller one, easily crunched and then rolled over your tongue in a single mouthful. The whole process is natural and normal, sustaining you, making you tingle in concert with the invisible flows of transformative change that run through this land - and yes, the warmth from your belly conducting it all, guiding you to select another pepper.

Already, you feel changes taking root. Its like adding those peppers to your body installed a catalyst so you now feel the potential for change.

And the spice on your tongue. A heat which also touches your brain, your belly, your spirit. Your breathing is even deeper now - a relaxing side effect as you try to make more cool air pass over your tongue.

Running wild all throughout this land are different kinds of transformative energy. The canine peppers grow best near the lake and forest, which border your land - and that is where the urge to run free, howl at the moon, comes in - it enters you. You feel the first changes happen, in the wake of the spices.

If you’d stopped at just one pepper, perhaps even half of one, the changes might have been very minor and very temporary. But, accompanied by the honey, you keep letting the sweet slightly spicy peppers break up in your system and make you feel good. Indeed, your body is getting hot and aroused from within - a common side effect of transformative substances around here is getting turned on, horny, your body more sensitive. 

And since this is making you feeel more like a canine morph, it is making you more animalistic and in tune with your horny needs.

You feel your ears tingling - and you’re hearing better and better. Slowly, your ear shape changing - if you brought your hands up to caress them you would find them slightly pointed, longer, and definitely more able to hear. You can sense the distant rustling of squirrels in the leaves and eaves at the edge of the forest fence.

The urge to chase them arises, but it is very brief. Coating a fourth pepper in honey, you chomp into it and welcome the changes. Your eyes half-lid with the relaxed way changes are gently entering you. Indeed they arrive so quietly, so unobtrusively, that they might as well have always been there - or be emerging from within. Your tongue hangs out just a bit, and it feels... longer somehow.

The warmth from the peppers in your belly, as you continue to consume them, spreads. You’re feeling good all over now, relaxed, content. After all, you are safe - in your home - able to do your own thing at your own pace. What’s not to love about that? Relaxing back and putting the basket next to you, you prop the honey jar against it and every now and then you dip a pepper in and chomp into it.

But this has become a reflexive action now, automatic, not really necessary to think about it because it is gonna happen anyway. You’re going to have another bite, then another, and that’s alright. The panting is more soothing, more relaxing, it feels right. As the balance in your feet shift and a little bit of light canine-like fur begins to grow on what you’re rapidly thinking of as your “paws”, you feel the muscles grow in your legs as well.

Also, a peace of mind descends over your brain - the animalistic part of these peppers’ transformative power washes away unnecessary thoughts. Your thoughts are simpler - and more powerful. The muscle increase makes you feel vital, proud of your body, and you flex your powerful thighs so you can be aware of how your body is now more built for running. Physical tasks will be easier. The tongue hanging out of your mouth is definitely a bit longer, and when the air touches it it seems to pleasantly cool your entire form - which is good because you’re now running hotter than normal, you imagine that even without clothes you’d be comfy in any temperature. Your scalp is sprouting longer hair, more luxurious, almost a mane of pleasant fur - and that seems right and good too.

Parts of your body are slowly warming - you feel intense power flowing from within your arms, the muscles expanding a little, getting stronger. You feel warmth around your thighs, the bones at the tops of your legs being more comfy and the muscles around them more relaxed and flexible. That heat from within is stronger when you reach out, grab another pepper, and dip it in the honey.

Swallowing, you feel your body adapting. If you wanted, you could move very quickly by dropping to all “fours”, paws on the ground - but just now relaxing is far better. Easing back in the transformative change, lying back on the ground. Then, the warmth in your belly spreads -waves, resonations, bouncing back against your mind in sparks of pleasure-pleasure-pleasure. Everything is good and right, including especially your body.

You stretch a little, and the movement is so good you keep doing it, rubbing your back and butt against the ground and yawning luxuriously. A little highpitched sound at the end of the yawn hints at more doggy traits. Your tongue, flexible, stronger than usual, licks your lips, finding them warm and shaped slightly differently. Your ears perk up and you listen to the wind - the song of afternoon crickets, the feel of sun coming from behind a cloud. The fur on your body - and more is forming, arms, legs, feet, backs of hands, just a tiny amount really - it is keeping you warm.

You know some of these changes are easier than others to undo - but isn’t it more fun to just see what happens. You can’t limit yourself to just one or two or six treats... you deserve a treat, after all.

Reaching out, another pepper, this one small and juicy, dipped in the honey, eaten. Seems natural, normal. As it slides down into your belly you feel a sudden spark of pleasure - you are now more able to focus. when you think about something, it gets all your attention. All your energy.

And you have so much energy to spare.

Imagine it, stored. As the peppers resonate in you, you know you’ll get the chance to use that energy eventually. You can be good. Be patient.

You stretch and luxuriously enjoy your improved musculature, the tingling in your belly spreads to your back, your shoulders - a good feeling, like an enthusiastic rubdown. But the warmth then centers at the small of your back. No, slightly lower, just above your butt...a feeling of extension as if you had a sense of a body part you didn’t a moment before.

It wags, brushing fur across your back, a natural feeling. Your body stretches and your tail wags in pleasure. That is just the right way to be, and inspires you to think about your muscles some more.

You know your balance will be a bit better, can feel it the same way you maybe feel a need to roll over and try out those new muscles. The air is cooling toward night but you feel how the fur on your body is standing up. You feel how your muscles have re-shaped so running low to the ground using your hands to push yourself forward will become easier. You could probably almost outpace Whitney at running, and she’s very fast.

Certainly running away or toward opponents will be easier, and your travel times will reduce.

Or so you assume. How can you know for sure until you feel the wind blowing past, your body reveling in its new composition, muscles singing and throbbing the beat of wild liberated movement into your streamlined consciousness. You know that running focuses the mind, tunes out unnecessary things. The memory of running the paths by the lake with Whitney, getting rid of obstructions to mind and body through cleansing exercise.

The urge to do something like that again rises, grows, balloons up in your consciousness, becomes undeniable. The changes are still propagating - your body shivers in a good way that rebounds pleasure down the alleys of your nerves into the unprepared receiver of a waiting mind. A hum, a heart beat slow and steady, a body more furred, more protected from the elements, your ears keen - hearing distant sounds, peaceful night sounds.

Your instincts more sharpened too, so you know the sounds which you hear are calm, distant, safe sounds. You are in a place of your own, a refuge. You know this place is safe for you, something about the smell in the air - only the scent of your skin, your safety, your existence, your thoughts. Nothing unwelcome exists here. You can see vast empty fields around, the forest nearby. You know a very short run through the forest leads to the Lake.

And so, slowly at first but then more eagerly, you turn your body over. Hands on the ground - but your hands are tough, strong, you feel how special muscles in them will shield you from the ground when you run, make you safe and secure even as you run over the forest floor or the lake’s sandy beaches in the heat of day.

Your feet, likewise. Not calloused, but instead stronger, tougher, able to run. It all feels so right. You know how freeing it will be. You feel your body align into a natural flexible place, low to the ground, hands and feet on it, ready to dash headlong, able to turn more easily than you could before, low and looking like a true dog, with all the canine peppers in your system.

Your tail points skyward, swaying. Back and forth, back and forth. Eager, excited. Normal for you to feel.

You let your head lower, breathe deep - the scent of flowers, nearby evergreens, of earth and life and possibility, the wind carries sand from beaches not too far away.

Movement of your head evokes new scents, turning, every minute change in position is a change in perspective and so you spend some time changing the channels, as it were, on your senses. Swaying your head back and forth, back and forth.

Then you begin. Lining up your body to point down the path under the forest eaves, the path you’ve walked so many times.

No set destination in mind, just a plan to run, to feel the world, to breathe deep an live powerfully.

In some vague way you know the peppers in your belly are still becoming part of you, still sending their waves of transformative potential into your body making the fur more natural, your low-to-the-ground doggy running posture more appropriate.

But such thoughts can wait.

You see how the wind moves the distant trees, causing them to sway. Leaves blowing back and forth, back- and forth.

One side, then the other. That is how you begin to walk, at first.

Your nose draws you toward the forest. Fruit, flowers, the homes of some who live in there, honey, and lust, and ancient creatures. You smell foxes, somewhere, and somehow know the scent is a fox. A normal fox, or a fox-morph, you can’t tell. Maybe you’ll go find them someday.

But to your  doggy mind and senses it is one particular scent which is most alluring - the shore. The plants and sand and creatures of the lake, and the canine pepper plants which grow wild there.

The place you might run with Whitney, or sit out in the sun with the cowgirls - not far away. Easy to head toward.

Just walking, just planting one hand forward, then one foot, then the other hand, then the other foot, a methodical movement which becomes familiar to you surprisingly quickly - just this process encourages you.

Moving feels good. Your muscles could go a long way, you feel your endurance and how much it has grown.

And you become even more sure of your movements when you realize that if you wanted to, you could curl up somewhere comfy and safe, and nap. The smells of your home, your camp, are known to you. In your much-simplified pepper-exposed mind, you know this is a safe place you can return to later.

Time to go to the path around the lake for a nice run.

The forest eaves surround. The moon - you feel its pull as it rises, the distant light filters through the forest canopy.

All is well.

You feel the impacts. The slight scraping progress of your feet as you pick up your pace from a walk to something a little faster. 

It would be a jog if you didn’t think of that as something people on two legs do. Right now, you basically have four - moving steadily.

The scent of trees - fallen leaves, evergreen needles, nuts and berries and life at some distance - the shore, far ahead. The scent of a lake that probably has a connection to the ocean somewhere underwater. A place with beaches, and a well-trod path which goes around the lake.

Around, and around, and around - you pleasantly remember running with Whitney, getting exercise on that path. The peaceful way your feet impacted the ground in a long circle...

In this ecosystem you’re actually one of the fastest things around, and so you are completely safe blowing through the forest. The sensation of motion seems normal, the sense of acceleration, the purity of movement.

Your mind was changed too. You remember the
 spice running down your tongue, the warmth spreading from your belly, how it seemed to be a good idea to have another, then another.

And now, running is purity- nourishment for body and mind.

Your strong legs pumping, the movement of flexible musculature carries you along automatically. The forest reorganizes itself according to the thoughts of its inhabitants, the time of day, the movement of people through it - but what might have delayed you a few minutes before now does nothing to slow you.

You know just where to turn, just where to go. All branches, all paths, all decisions, are narrowed because the scent of pure water, of beach sand, of trod earth and of waterborne life, carries you toward the lake. And lo, there you are - gradually the trees overhead peter out and leave you standing firm on a clearing at the other side of the forest from your camp.

You feel how you move around now - legs and arms - no, a second set of legs. Four legs, really. Walking is easy, normal. You have careful footing but you can run quite fast, and you know your muscles will provide natural padding if you ever trip or need to jump over something. You’re made for this - for walking, and running, in the wild. Finally you are in a place where it is natural and normal to go for a run without obstruction. 

The dirt path around the lake is well trod.

The shark girls tend to swim for exercise, but Whitney and the cowgirls from the farm use this running track. So do the otter-girls and some of the less corrupt inhabitants of the little islands.

The hard-packed earth circles the lake in its entirety, which is quite a distance. So, you begin to walk on it slowly at first. Pacing yourself. The moon pours its light down, but you don’t need your eyes to see, now.

In fact as you inhale the breeze, the purified air close to the lake, your vision becomes less and less important. You even let your eyes drift closed but still can walk unerringly along the path, following its slight curves and zig zags.

This is a pretty safe place if you stay on the path. People like you have made creatures think twice about threatening anyone on the path. And now you get to reap the rewards of making a safe place to run.

The changes grow over time. The more you tread around the track below the moon. A peaceful sense of progress.

One step, then another, trotting around the hard-packed earth, barely getting dust on your paws. Your tail wags. This is a familiar place. Familiarity is good. Routine is good. You are good.

Peace in your heart. Purity in your body - a lot of things seem less important than they did before, and new priorities have formed out of a belly full of unusually potent peppers taken all at once.

That’s fine. This is actually good for you. Stress and muscular obstructions have long since vanished. You run and the ground below you vanishes behind. If you inhale deeply and think, you can sense the environment and the entities in it, even with your eyes closed.

Nothing here but you, the route, the lake, and a peaceful moonlit world.

Your tail is pointing almost straight behind you as you accelerate. 

Your paws impact the ground, the wind through your fur is the equivalent of the world itself telling you you are doing the right thing. The wind through your fur feels like yes. Good doggy. 

These qualities, these small improvements to the self, have made you into something else.

Going back is impossible.

And so your legs run under the moon, perhaps you howl or simply look up at it.

But every step is now making you feel better. Your limbs, after running for this long, are feeling a little tied, but you can stop when you want and you enjoy the freedom of knowing that.

Your keen ears pick up diverse sounds, and you know you are safe and nothing untoward is near.

There may be another place, to which you will return, and in that place you will be like you were before you began eating the peppers, but for now you can enjoy this. Your body rushing across the ground. Maybe when dawn breaks you’ll catch Whitney on her morning run and join her.

Just now, you aren’t sure if it is possible for you to make proper words, but the two of you never needed them during your runs anyway.

Fur on your body insulates you from the elements, plus the lake always has temperate shoreline areas that are as warm as spring anyway.

Your tail wags when you slow. You feel the burn in your muscles, heat and spice in your life, body, mind. You feel just right. Now it is a good time to lay down and take a nap, belly up, paws settled against your body, tongue hanging out, ears flat in rest, tail still, muscles beading off heat at the caress of the cool air, your mind fading to simpler places.

You may return home to sleep sometimes. You may see those you once knew, but overall, this life is much simpler. Another Champion will arrive in time and pick up the tasks you’re expected to.

For now, time for a long nap, a snack on some canine peppers by the lake, a run.

Simple, freeing, perfect...
