
Rough feet padded upward on the forest hill. Dirt was flung with each step as his brisk walk sped faster. Red hair that shined like fire in the moonlight flowed behind the male like a mane. The forest surrounded him in quiet whispers of life at rest. His human nose smelled the greenery that surrounded him, yet eyes were far too weak to take in the true beauty of the night. This error was soon corrected, as the swift bitter pains of his true form taking hold began.

The whisper of promise for power crept up his lanky frame, limbs barely visible in clothes that seemed to devour his flesh. The large and overly baggy trip pants alone seemed to be able to devour his entire body, yet the simple leather strap he called a belt held them in place. From under them, thin muscles sung a hymn of power only the beast brought as a sharp pain seeped through flesh and expanded in turn. His thin and powerless shins grew mighty, calf followed suit, the ability run for hours on end building in his form with each passing moment. Quickly before the change over took him more, the lanky male threw off his shoes and socks. Not even a few moments after, the overwhelming hymn of changed wiped over his feet, the thin toes curling as they shortened and fattened. A pup would have fallen over as his balance shifted from his heel to the balls of his feet, callus molds of flesh bubbling under the skin to form as pads. The mails long forgotten darkened as they became claws.

A grunt escaped the man’s soft lips, his muscles screamed out in euphoric bliss to be free from the simple rules of man. The hymn of the wild surged through and around him like the violent touch of a dance partner whose lust was overtaking her grace. Thighs bulged with power, and in moments he went from thin thighs to power that body builders would drool over. The fire haired male tore away at the leather seal, his nails replaced with blunt talons. The cow skin broke apart, and the trip pants fell down instantly. If he had been a normal human, the boy may have tried to cover his crotch, although he wore an undergarment, and his face would fill with blood in a blush. However this male was no such soft creature and his skinny legs that he had that morning were replaced with a much more powerful build.


He looked down at his form and left out a light laugh. The body was so disproportioned that it would look as if his legs were surgically attached from another host. It was quite silly to see the difference in build on one body, yet his loose underwear hung low, and the hips showed no lines of stitch marks. A grin crossed his lips as his nose turned black and the scents of the forest separated, transformed into a painting in the air. Less than a few dozen yards rested a rabbit warren, unaware of the hunter to rise. Mold and fungus pungent scents tangled in the air like spices. His tongue lolled out his human mouth, much too large for the face that he held.

A moan escaped his parted lips, lightning dancing on each plate in his spine, trailing down to end at his tail bone. The flesh twitched, and though he always expected the bitter scent of copper at this point it never came. The rear of his underwear was pushed farther down on his hips as skin and bone extended from his spine, teeth grating at the pain that he both loved and hated. The wild’s sister song began on his flesh as an itch overtook his entire body, starting from above his groin and armpits, while spreading outward in a wave of heat. The male lewdly scratched above his equipment unconcerned of viewers as red hairs as bright of fire poked out of his underwear’s waistband, as time passed, more hairs followed suit, growing number all over his body.

His chest puffed, and the silly cotton shirt was torn to shreds. His chest filled with power and hairs washed over the skin. Each bicep grew their might strong enough to easily crack walnuts with just a flex. His nipples perked at the howls of the chilling wind, on top of the pure pleasure of the change. His torso stretched, spine extended, teeth clenched as they too began to extend. He knew this part was always painful, and he hated pain, yet the reward was bliss for a few moments of suffering. His flat belly puffed up with fur as a wash board abdomen made itself known to the world.  His pain took a crescendo as his legs decided to lengthen on their own regard, a yelp of pain leaving his lips.

His body had become mighty, and nearly three head lengths larger, but he knew he was not complete, the two sister songs yet to have reached their climax. His taloned handed flexed as his fingers surged with meat and power, the powerful taloned hands ripped the last shred of human undergarment. His flesh bare to the howling winds the chilled him and brought a light moan from his sealed lips. His flesh was covered in amber hairs that filled into a light layer of fluff. The equipment of the male hung human for a moment before a mound of flesh overtook the rod and an animal sheath, much plumper than his common gear rested in its place. The salty tang of sweat rolled down his face as the nerves tightened, the final measures of the hymn of wild singing to his soul. His darkened nose broadened as his lower jaw popped and crack while it extended. The salty tang if his sweat strengthened in the air as his ability to smell amplified. The forest sang hymns to him of the sweet night as the moonlight shined down on his final transformed state, his voice shot into the air low and deep in trembling bass.

His finished form ran through the woods, pawed feet tearing through the dirt and moonlight changed his red fur into a walking inferno. The woods sent a chilling whisper down his spine and the grassy moss shot wet moist scents into the air, and his powerful legs carried him to dance in the darkened world.
