Below are the notes I used when recording this series.

When listening to these files, begin your playlist with A Pack of Peppers, and then put any files you want after that, just one, or all of them – they should all lead into each other acceptably. Enjoy. This is just the basic transformation themes, files about the other parts of the peppers – sensual parts and bad ends – are forthcoming.

Canine Peppers - A pack of peppers - 5 min intro
Calm early autumn air - cool but only enough to invigorate rather than being anything other than pleasant.

On the boundary of some other place, drifting off, focused on these words and this transition of states, you see a familiar camp - a staging point for adventure and alteration.

The camp is a safe place - few things come this close to the portal to the other world, and you have a good sight line on anything approaching. Traps are easy to construct and most creatures other than you grow weaker as they approach the portal. Stronger corrupt entities can’t even come close unless invited.

So, it is unusual to find anything new or out of place.

As you look around, comfortable in your surroundings, energized, ready to plan a course of action for the day, you notice something out of place. 

The leaves on some trees have begun to change, but this is normal enough. This place has many seasons coexisting at once, different parts of the forest reacting in different ways each month. There is a path leading away from your campsite and into the forest, from there it loops around the lake, finds lakeside farm eventually, and winds even further on toward the desert. This is home, in its own way.

There, on the stump of a tree you cut away some time ago to use in camp construction, is a basket. There is a red and white checkered handkerchief used to hide the contents, folded neatly.

A white paper card on top bears crisp black ink in neat printed lettering.

“Thanks for your help!” it says. Well, you have gone over there, and you guess you contributed. This is a nice thank-you.

Moving the card aside - careful to put it somewhere safe, you sweep off the kerchief. Beneath is a basket of peppers in red and green, all of them long and slightly bulbous. There are also two huge mason jars laid in paper at the bottom of the basket. One is full of a golden fluid - a hand-lettered label says “Honey”. The other is unmistakably the rich delicious milk from the farm, and labelled as such.

The peppers are Lakeside Farm’s premier crop - Canine Peppers.

Each of them is a nourishing meal in and of itself, and they are known to defer illness and restore vitality. There are, as with most foods here, some side effects. Native inhabitants of this land are heavily resistant, if not immune, to further effects from local food.

However, those lacking such resistance, or someone who ate a ton of them, could end up with distinctly canine features. Pointed ears, a dog’s tail, canine instincts, alterations to the body, the mind, many for the better, but some potentially undesirable.

Still, just one can’t hurt, right? Plus, effects can be undone easily enough. The peppers aren’t just spicy, but a sweet and tasty meal in their own right - and the milk will make a nice compliment alongside a bit of forest honey. Taking the basket to a low cushion of leaves, you sit cross-legged, spread the napkin on your lap, and prepare to select a pepper...

Various effects 2-3 mins each

- ears

There are really a lot of peppers in the basket - all different colors and shapes. This must be a bumper crop, and they’re trying to get them out of the ground and rotate their fields.

You select one of the peppers which looks slightly more pointed than the others, and take a moment to sip some of the jar of milk. Taken together with the otherwise slightly spicy pepper, the mouthful goes down smooth, your teeth chomping into the nourishing food.

A gentle swallow, another bite - before long, the feeling of spice on your tongue, having sealed the jar of milk once more, you find you’ve finished the entire pepper at high speed.

Warmth spreads from the pit of your stomach through your whole body. The food was good. Contentment. You feel the cool air moving past, a breeze sufficient to cool you after the spicy tang on your tongue. Opening your mouth, allowing air to flow across your tongue, into your mouth, filling your lungs.

A normal, familiar thing to do. You hear the wind rustling in leaves on the border of the forest - and then, abruptly, you feel the warmth that was in the pit of your stomach - ascend.

Now the top of your head feels warm. Pinpricks of light and comfort and change - your hearing expands, seeming to take in more of the word. Now you can hear things further into the forest - the movement of small animals, the fall of an occasional branch.

You raise your hands and rub the top of your head, something is strange... fur. Furry - you hear a rustling as your hands move over them, yes, furry - pointed, ears.

Experimentally, you think about your ears and imagine wiggling them - they go flat against your head, under your hands. Sort of feels good to touch them, really. And you can hear more or less depending on how you move them. Gradually, it becomes automatic, unnoticed, just a shifting. You run your hands lower down to the side of your head, and yes, there is just bare skin where ears were before, now raised on top of your head, more acute, more canine.

Well, done is done. Now the choice is whether or not to have another of those doglicious peppers...

-tail

The basket is full of peppers.  You find one with a pronounced curve. All of them are perfectly ripe, flawless and shining with delicious crunch, but this one seems to make you eager to eat it, just by touching. 

You dunk it lightly in the honey, allowing the excess to drizzle away back into the jar, and slowly bite into it. Then, the first delicious mouthful sliding down your tongue, you continue more rapidly.

When the pepper is entirely consumed, your body feels warm and relaxed, with the hum of energy from the honey at the back of your mind. You feel clear and focused, but also feel your lower body stirring restlessly in response.

You lift yourself off the ground a little bit, just in time for the spreading full warmth from your stomach to spread to your back. Your muscles relax with a surprising stretching feeling, and then the warmth focuses just above your buttocks. Right at your tailbone, something begins to form, your body morphing to accommodate a new configuration.

You reach back and feel a fluffy protrusion there, of muscle wrapped in fur, but independent from your body in that you can’t will it to do anything. Still, it is very soft.

Turning your upper body slightly you see a swaying luxurious dog’s tail, moving back and forth rapidly. There is slight pleasure and excitement associated with it, and when you walk you feel its movements. Your balance also seems slightly better now. It is the easiest thing in the world to roll over and inspect it, and then drop back into position, cross legged.

You allow your tail to wag - not that you could have suppressed it. Oh well, done is done. And these peppers are quite tasty. You could select another, or store the basket until you find a way to dull their transformative powers...

-hindpaws

Well, there are so many peppers here, it would be a crime not to select one out of the basket and eat it now.

So you do, finding one that has grown to have little indentations at the bottom. You grip it by the green stem and bite into it. It is sweet and spicy, you feel it flow over your tongue as you chew. You feel slight warmth spreading down your throat, but also a vigor in your limbs and a sureness in your body that you are comfortable with.

You let yourself stir, tapping your hands on the ground and leaning back. Then you feel yourself, almost automatically, kicking your legs to bring the soles of your feet into contact with the ground. You feel warmth focused there. Your toes curl, your body leans back a bit more, your tongue hangs partway out of your mouth. When you gaze down, you see the change that has happened. A pair of fuzzy hindpaws instead of feet. You jump up, and your feet are surprisingly nimble for the task. You feel how your weight and balance shifts toward the front of your feet, raising the ball of each foot in the air slightly.

Movement is easy and light, and you examine the strength and speed in your newly re-formed feet as a tingle and a warmth runs through. Guess these peppers are more potent than most, your body stretches and you stand on your toes. It seems natural and normal.

You sit back in position, picking up the basket and debating whether to put it away for later, or have another one.

fur

There are so many peppers that they might spoil if you don’t eat some right away, after all. Though of course you could dry them for later use. Still, it won’t do to turn your nose up at the gift. Whitney might be watching from a distance. Unlikely, really, she’d come say hello, she’s fairly personable.

You select one of the peppers which appears slightly dried already. Knowing this means it will be extra spicy, you take a swig of the milk to coat your milk. It produces a pleasant tingling in your head, and then you bite into the pepper.

The tingling seems to spread from your had down your neck and over your shoulders as you swallow the pepper. The warmth in your belly grows in response, and yes it is a little spicy going down, but the milk mutes that immediately.

Your skin tingles, all over, your entire body moving a little bit as you squirm under the transformative influence. 

You look at your arms and see a fine coating of fur begin to cover them. It doesn’t seem to be coming from within, just descending over your body, a change - and it actually feels good. Invigorating, your mind focusing on the simple power flowing through you. Your body is becoming covered, the tingling recedes, replaced by warmth. The fur isn’t thick enough to replace clothes, but you’ll be warm even in a breezy place.

And there is comfort in the change, it comes with feeling natural in that fur - everything feels right, pleasurable, and warm. This is a fine way to be. You run your hands over your own arms and thighs, feeling the soft coating of your own body, it feels nice to run your hands over it. You settle back and observe the basket of peppers, considering whether to let another flow into you - even if it causes changes - or to put them away for later.

-muzzle

One of the peppers in the basket is squarish and interesting. No reason to not eat it now, you figure. Reaching down, you pick it up and bite into it. A few strong bites and then you swallow. It is spicy and warms your throat from within. The air feels nice on your skin when you’re feeling this warm. In particular you feel a breeze on your face and toss your head back to take a deep breath.

When the air is sucked into your mouth, though, it travels a bit further than usual - indeed, you feel a warm tingling moving from your cheeks to your lips, and you feel your tongue growing a bit longer...

You allow it to hang out of your mouth and breathe deeply. A warm feeling running through your body, a tingling originating from the pepper you swallowed. Your face seeming to change, to lengthen, all the features staying the same except around your mouth and lips. Perhaps your hands rise and you touch it, feeling how your mouth has lengthened, a muzzle, visible from where your eyes are positioned. You part it, your long tongue moving around extended lips. Air takes longer to travel down your muzzle, and you breathe more powerfully, you could pant comfortably, or let your tongue hang out to cool your body if you were warm.

A slight furriness to your jaw now, your nose shifted, cooler, your body feeling nonetheless natural as the pepper effects your mind and makes this seem like a natural and normal way for you to be. Everything is alright as you lick and move your mouth in its adapted form. The warmth of the pepper’s transformation continues to hang around and causes you to breathe deeply a few times to get used to it.

Your body is warmly seated on the ground and all of you feels fine after. Perhaps another pepper is in order? There are still plenty left in the basket, after all...But maybe you’ll save them for another day. Worth considering.
