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Transformation

Crow

It was not a lightness that Sam had ever expected to feel in his bones, fanning them out as he sat in the farmer’s field, stalks of golden wheat rising above him, waving gently. He spread out his fingers with a light giggle, though the delight of his very first transformation could not be held back so easily.
A slight young man with black hair and green eyes, he was one that stood out, though perhaps not for the right reasons. Often found in fields and other places where he should not have been with people who were not all that good of an influence on him, he was the sort of young man who could be found with a bottle of beer in his hand. Of course, he was of age, but that was of no concern to farmers and the like when he was trespassing out in the backwoods of beyond, doing odd jobs and not caring for the silliness left in his wake.
Yet there was a lacking of anything harmful in Sam and he laughed as his skin darkened, eyes alight with cheeky glee. His clothes were no longer needed and he shed them thankfully, grateful for all that was to come, though the cool of the shade there could not touch him anymore. Down and down: slowly, he shrank. For his height as a human was not something that would best befit him in transformation, becoming another form, his first form, something that would pave the way for every transformation that was still very much yet to come.
Feathers prickled to life on his skin, first forming the outlines and then standing out from his skin as they tickled out. They had to be defined, of course, if he was going to take flight later, the makeup of his spine shifting and cracking, vertebrae teasing down. They would find a new place, his bones hollowing, arms pulling in just so that they could lie more aptly down against his sides as his belly and chest melding into one smooth curve.
There was no need either to have muscles there, for he would change in the transformation, legs slimming, skinny and thin and yet perfectly suited to purpose. Although Sam’s feet had already been bare, they twisted into short talons, the claws of them gripping easily, digging around the broken stalks of wheat that, only a short while ago, he had been sitting on. 
Oh, how quickly things could change.
His legs darkened further, ringed with a “scaley” sort of skin that went up to where they melded softly with his body, no differentiation remaining between his body and his legs. He didn’t know quite what he was becoming other than the avian variety but it didn’t matter as he worked his lips, the thickening and hardening of them making it harder than ever to voice his excitement.
A chirp? A squawk? A screech?
What was to come?
Feather rushed down his arms, thickening them out into wings, for they could no longer be called arms as the bones allowed them to set further back on his body. They protruded where he could flap them easily, spreading them out as he wondrously watched the feathers play down, more than enough to allow him to take flight. He still had to shrink more as his bones and organs and muscles compressed in on themselves, pushing down and in, begging attention. To the size of a football and then a bit smaller again, his body settled, seeing the world from a different perspective, the wheat stalks towering, waving above his head.
But a different perspective was just what he needed to see as Sam turned his head back and forth, feathers covering it, sweeping away any trace of the black hair that had been on his head before. He shook his head, allowing it to come, lips pulling out into a black, corvid beak, showing off that of a crow. He knew there was a gleam in his eyes too as he exulted in the moment, shaking out his growing tail-feathers, how they pushed out, twitching back and forth.
There were new muscles everywhere, muscles that he had not even known existed, his tail fanning out into a chunky wedge-shape, perfect for landing on tricky peaks in churches and perching where best suited one that was opportunistic. Never again would Sam go hungry in a community that did not see fit to feed those that were lazy (to be fair, that wasn’t such a surprising thing, even to him) as he would learn to scavenge, an omnivore with opportunity in his claws.
Shifting his weight, he tried to flap before his head had settled into its final form, eyes shining with intelligence, the man still inside there, although he had a better garb to wear. Feathers were better than clothes as he rolled his tail back, fluttering his wings, testing everything at his disposal even as the blue, summer sky shone so temptingly above.
There was barely a wisp of cloud in the sky as he cawed and hopped about as a crow, working out just what to do, although he didn’t need to worry about that. No, once transformed, it was instinct that would carry him through as he flapped up into the sky, rustling through the wheat to take to the skies.
The world dropped away as he flapped and flapped, a black shadow cutting through the light of day, nothing more than a speck in the sky to those that were not in the know as to who he was, what he was. They didn’t need to know that they had a born-again shape shifter in their midst, one that could take on the world without them even knowing, yet Sam would walk and fly among them still as he waited on the next form and the next to come to him.
For there would always be more to come for one of the corvid class, screeching his stolen joy to the skies and the farmland that lay below.
Sam had work to do.
End preview.
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Transformation

Shark
Cullen scowled, winding the winch that pulled in the fishing net from where it had been trailing behind his boat. It was not a standard net, one that would funnel sea life back out again, though he had never cared about that on the stormiest of seas and was not about to start caring then either. His hair slicked flat to his head with seawater as he snarled out a curse, his waterproof coat clinging to his skin, though it was too warm to don anything more that may have made it any more comfortable to wear.
There were turtles in the net. He saw them. He didn’t do anything about them. Maybe it was just too much for the sea. Maybe the ocean had had enough of him.
The next thing Cullen knew was the feeling of being airborne, a moment of suspension before he crashed into the water and the choppy ocean closed over his head. The waves smashed over him, white water streaking up, the gulls calling, scattering from the point where he’d disappeared. His boat remained unmanned but that was no longer of any concern to Cullen as he floundered, seeking the surface as he turned over and over in the snarling maw of the ocean.
Turned over and over, he couldn’t find any way back to the surface, beaten down and smashed from the surface, the fragmented barrier further and further away. Cullen’s lungs burned but there was no longer any way for him to survive, some small, primal part of him accepting his fate, closing his eyes, letting water into his lungs. It was the end for him, the end of everything. He had nothing left to give.
He breathed in water...and there was no pain.
Cullen screamed but his mouth could not even make that shape anymore, stretching out and out, his teeth too large for his mouth. They had to fit! What was wrong with him – why didn’t they fit? His hands pulled at his face, trying to push it all back in, but his skin was not to be deterred in any way, nose pulling into a sharp point that should never have been present on a human head. 
Slits ripped themselves free of his throat, fluttering in the water, his hands clawing at them even as they were more and more difficult to control. Although he didn’t seem to need to breathe anymore or the water did what he needed for him, Cullen thrashed and fought, snarling, hissing, spitting, though the last did him no good. There was nothing there but the cold reach of the ocean, his clothes falling away, his body firming up, the fat of his belly finding smooth lines where there had been none before.
He couldn’t kick. He swallowed a howl and sank as his arms stuck to his sides, only able to move a bit of them, though he no longer had control over his fingers anymore either. With his legs feeling quite as if they were glued together, kicking was out of the question, yet the darkness of the abyss still could not help but call him, down and down and down. He didn’t want to go there, oh no, but he had to acknowledge it, the fate and terror of all that he had done and caused over the years.
So many lives lost... Not the fish that made up his livelihood, his business, that fed people – the other creatures caught in his nets. Dolphins. Turtles. Sharks. They’d all met the same fate and he hadn’t cared one bit, whether he’d dispatched them himself to avoid rousing suspicion or just thrown them back to the sea. It hadn’t mattered to him.
His arms slimmed into what he recognised as fins, though it was not something that he recognised, not immediately, as part of his body. He tried to shake his head but even that motion was denied to him, neck stiff, thick, proving to hold no distinction between that part of him and his torso. In fact, there was only a smooth line down his body from the back of his head to his legs – no, not legs anymore.
Gasping, gulping water into his gills like life-giving air, Cullen reeled. There could only be one form in the ocean that looked like that, the clean lines of the most feared killer in the sea, the sharp point of a fin on his back, rising and pushing from his sandpaper-like skin – only rough when it was brushed up against in the wrong direction. His pectoral fins tucked into a sharper, neater shape, perfectly angled to help him change direction quickly, taking on the body and form of a mako sharp entirely without his consent, his grey skin taking on a tiny hint of blue from the sky filtering down through the water from above.
He was as he was and yet there was no escaping his fate, bone becoming cartilage, leaving nothing of him when, eventually, death took him. Sharks did not live as long as humans, not ones in fishing grounds, and there was more than enough competition there to ensure that he did not see many years ahead of him.
Maybe it was his due. Cullen didn’t know and would never know as human intelligence faded from his eyes, slipping down, darkening those orbs as they pushed to the front of his head, allowing him the eyesight of a true predator. His sense of smell increased tenfold, the scent of a man’s blood in the water, though he did not recognise it as his. He was a shark, after all, and all he knew of humanity was that they were something that invaded his territory, something to be avoided.
The shark faced the open ocean with the blank stare of a predator, ruled subtly by instinct. It was not a bad kind of instinct but simpler than humanity, a human mind long gone from his mentality. It had never deserved to be there to begin with.
The shark swam off in search of prey.
He’d never be a man ever again.
But maybe that was the way of it.
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If you liked this story, you may also enjoy...

Tangled in Transformation: Volume 1

Human beings have been fascinated with transformation for years upon years, chanting and intoning spells in order to take on other forms - forms that can allow them to fly or become something that the human condition simply cannot hope to ever, not even once, achieve. Eagles soar and wolves lead the pack but sometimes that transformation too is unwanted and unwarranted.

These are the tales of men transformed into creatures and brought to a new sense of life unlike anything they could ever have imagined before...


This collection contains the following stories:

1. Antelope Anticipation
2. From Man to Moo
3. One Man Becomes a Mount
4. She Wanted a Dog5.A Lion’s Roar
6. An Eagle’s Heart
7. Black Panther’s Stalk
8. Bliss as a Hippocampus
9. Mean Old Mule
10. The Feline Persuasion

Please note that these mini stories are each approximately 1000 words in length.
The Magic of Transformation: Volume I 
The magic of transformation is all around us but what would you do if it happened to you? What if you were in the office and, all of a sudden, your body started to...change? There'd be no warning, nothing: only the twist of a life forever altered, the path twisting beneath your feet.

There is much to learn in the world and your body is not your own. Will you not join our gentlemen and ladies in the magic of transformation?


Please note that this is a collection of ten mini stories, each around 1,000 words.
Inflatable Transformation A collection of inflatable transformation tales
Transformation is all well and good but what happens when you are transformed into an object and not another creature? What happens when your will is taken, your life turned upside down forever?

What happens...if you become an inflatable pool toy?

---

This mini-story collection contains the following tales:

1. Wolfish Inflation
2. The New Crocodile Inflatable
3. Transformed into a Pool Inflatable4. Unwanted Inflation
5. Becoming an Inflatable Dolphin
6. Other stories by this author

Please note that the stories in this collection are approximately 1000 words in length each.

