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It wasn’t unlike Ferry to go on routine trips all by herself. She was a member of the Grandcypher’s crew, certainly, but it wasn’t like she was bound to them in the end either. Gran and Djeeta were both understanding, and they recognized that everyone that assisted with the ship had their own lives outside of it at the same time. Whether it was returning home to the island where she was born and died, or venturing out to a new one, the Erune was not shy about taking this leave when she felt like she needed it.
And so she had submitted the notice of her leave, and had spent a few weeks within the borders of the Mist-Shrouded Isle. It had been a peaceful enough trip, without much in the way of event. But that had essentially been the intention in the end. She had wanted to take her spirit friends home so that they could get some rest and relaxation. Being a crew member often meant that she was called to fight, and the spirits she had tamed were both her friends and her weapons. She didn’t exactly want them to burn out.

But it was now the day that she was supposed to return, and after gathering her things Ferry had set out to the port where the Grandcypher would be picking her and her spirits up. The path was one she was accustomed to walking, and the morning air was crisp when she had set out. Of course, true to its namesake, the path was shrouded in mist as she began her walk – but this was something she was just as used to in the end. 
“Hm? Are my eyes playing tricks on me?” About three quarters of the way to the port though, something shimmering in the mist off the beaten path had caught her eye. Had it been something small she certainly would have ignored it altogether, and yet if her eyes weren’t deceiving her, it wasn’t something inconsequential at all. “A spirit?” The blue that its small body had radiated was not all that different from those that she kept at her side whatsoever, lending credibility to her assumption.
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And if it was a spirit, for what reason had it shown itself to her? Had it chosen not to move on? She was early, planning to wait at the port before the Grandcypher had gotten there in case they were early themselves. So she had a little bit of time to spare to settle this. To pursue the animal into the mist. Ferry hadn’t even caught sight of what the animal was. But she knew it wouldn’t have shown itself to her if it didn’t need her help in some way.
“…Are you here?” The girl had stepped into the thickest of the mist in pursuit of the creature, wary of any trouble to the terrain. She knew that she was surrounded by trees now, even if the mist made it hard to see them. This forest was renowned for children and even adults getting lost when they strayed from the beaten path. But for Ferry? She had her spirits to guide her if she managed to wander too far off the mark. “I’m not here to hurt you, just to help!”

A breeze tickled her brown-furred ears, and when it subsided? The spirit that she had seen revealed itself from behind a nearby tree. Much like the spirits she guided it was shaped in a pale blue color, and there was little point in denying what kind of animal it was. It was a small fox, one that might have been even a little smaller than others of its kind. Had it died before it could reach full adulthood? If that was the case, then Ferry could certainly relate.

The Erune crouched down so that she was closer to its eye level, and extended a palm to suggest that it was safe to approach her. Her whip was raveled neatly at her hip, and she wanted to demonstrate that she had no intention of suddenly grabbing it in case the creature was at all skittish. It took a moment, but eventually the fox began to slowly approach. “There, there. It’s okay. I won’t hurt you.” Experienced with both animals and spirits by this point, her soft voice was equally soothing.
Just as it looked like the fox was about to allow the girl to pet her though? It exhibited unusual behavior. It’s tiny eyes stared up at Ferry’s own, its gaze almost unsettlingly piercing. The atmosphere suddenly became rather heavy. Was it sizing her up? Had she scared it somehow? But before she could even find any answers the spirit lunged…

And settled right in the depths of her soul.
“What!? What are you…?” This was unusual. She could feel the fox’s presence within her, and it didn’t feel right. But it also didn’t exactly feel dangerous. In fact, it felt a little nice? Like she could feel the creatures thoughts and feelings. And those feelings were positive. It almost left her thinking it might be nice to be a fox herself. Strange of a thought as that might have been. “I… Um… What?” She felt very warm as well, which didn’t make much sense seeing as it was so chilly out first thing in the morning. 
Despite the desire that burned stronger and stronger within, the girl in question was, at first, more fixated on a solution for the fact that a fox spirit had just housed itself inside of her. “Could you come out? My spirit isn’t yours to mingle with, it’s actually quite rude?” She hoped that by making a plea to the creature that it might come out again and she could provide it with the help that it needed. But she had no such luck.

The fox’s presence within, and the growing desire to resemble it that it had inflicted upon Ferry’s ego, however, appeared to be taking a toll on the girl’s form. The steely blue color of her hair seeming had spread to the fur of her attached Erune ears, and in turn the shapes of them were altered as well. They appeared shorter, pointier, and the fur at the tips darker while white tufts emerged on their insides.
While meanwhile, far departed from her ears? Behind Ferry, at the base of her spine between her skirt and her top, something began to protrude from her skin. It had begun as little more than a flesh colored bump upon her tailbone, but it eventually pushed outward, its thin shape curling slightly as the bone stretched just over two feet in length behind her. 

It looked odd at first with how bald it was, but soon the color of her skin seemingly shifted towards a blue not unlike the fur of her ears. And it clearly was fur growing out of her skin, rather than the color of this skin changing itself. At first it was just a little bit, barely an inch of fur stretching out all around the new tail, but before long the length had tripled, and did so again until this appendage was wrapped wholly with fluffy blue fur – barring a white tip.
This tail swished back and forth behind the girl, but she did not notice. She had stood from her crouched position, and suddenly felt a little confused about her balance. Or why it was so off? “Hm? What’s going on here? Why do I feel like…?” Like it would be easier and more preferrable to walk on all fours? “No!” She rejected that thought verbally. Sure, it was getting harder to stand up straight, but that didn’t mean anything!
The cause of her balancing issues was with her feet and, well, her hands were undergoing a similar change as well. In both cases, a digit was lost on each hand and foot – with pinkies regressing back into the hands and feet in question. Fur of a darker blue than had even graced her tail began to emerge from around the digits that remained, each finger and toes getting thicker in size even with the fur around them, while attached fingernails darkened to black and curved forth into claws.
In the cases of both her hands and her feet, the parts of her body that Ferry’s digits were attached to thinned until they were comparable ask thick as her ankles and wrists as the fur spread to them. This was to say nothing of the plush paw pads that appeared on the undersides of what were very clearly the paws of some sort of animal. “No!?” Until Ferry finally fell forward, catching herself on her new front paws. Try as she might, she couldn’t stand back up on two legs again.

To be fair though, even if she had wanted to make that attempt (her desire to had already waned) a combination of factors was making it incredibly hard. The first was the size of her body just in general. Now on four ‘legs’, her point of view was rapidly being drawn even closer to the ground as the size of her person overall regressed. Arms and legs became noticeably shorter, while shoulders and hips narrowed until they were roughly only half a foot across. Her clothes swallowed her whole, and her torso?

Well, her torso appeared the most disfigured out of anything at that very moment. The fur from her tail and paws had spread across her body proper, with everything across her back and legs a steel blue like her hair. On the underside, however? It was a snow white, just like the tuft at the end of her tail’s tip. This fur grew in thick, disguising how bones popped and reshaped as she shrunk, as well as disguising how her chest flattened away into nothing, and the nips of an animal emerged within the fur around where her tummy once was.

“I… Yip!” Was she panicked or happy? Ferry couldn’t be sure. More than anything she was confused, with any awareness of what was happening to her wholly absent from her understanding. Why was she so small? Why was she standing on all fours? These things felt foreign, and yet at the exact same time it felt like how things should have been all along.

Her arms in the front thickened around where shoulders had once been, but horizontally these bones were much flatter, connecting to elbows that had inversed in swung much sooner. Her ankles, too, seemed disjointed as they connected into her paws. Meanwhile her legs? Her knees swung back just as her elbows had, and thighs both flattened and rounded vertically so that her back paws sat flatly on the ground behind her. This was all while the fur had come to almost cover her torso completely, her back bow rounded and smoothed with soft fur flowing downward.
Try as she might, Ferry could no longer form any people words. She had initially found it odd, but a part of her pondered why she might think she could speak the tongue of the Skydom’s people in the first place? Meanwhile, blue and white fur crept up her neck as she crawled out of her now oversized clothing, and in doing so that neck grew both longer and thicker as fur smothered her skin.

Adding to the girl’s overall confusion was the sights and smells of her surroundings, but only because her sensory receptors were changing in turn. Her nose? It had not only grown wet, but had begun to flatten and darken until it was little more than an upside down, black triangle atop a face that was gradually being stretched forward further and further. It didn’t take long for it to best resemble an animal’s snout, with lips thinned and black, and all of the teeth within sharpening into canines that surrounded an equally long tongue. A tongue that was now exceptionally good at tasting things.
Whispers sprouted out from the white fur that surrounded her new, wet nose, and her eyes were left no choice but to slide to sideward angles as they became beadier and blacker in colors to boot. Those were the eyes of an animal. But to be fair, by this juncture not a single thing about her appearance was reminiscent of her past Erune self. Even her hair had shortened to become just more fur, leaving her head to lack any signs of a more intelligent race.
From Ferry’s perspective, things didn’t make much sense. What had just happened to her? She was so small, and she was down on all fours? Even though it was the present of the fox spirit that had merged with her that had spurned it, and even coaxed the transformation out of the girl according to her own will by its influence, the new, steel blue-furred fox herself seemed incapable of understanding it.
She was, in fact, overwhelmed. All of the sounds, scents, and sights of the forest had been warped. She could hear more keenly, smell more sensitively, and the way she viewed her surroundings was a little different – and that was discounting how much bigger everything was. Because just like the fox that had made her its host, she was a runt by the measure of a vulpine body all the same.

[image: image2.emf]The fox was in so much of a panic, in fact, that instincts and reason swirled together. Didn’t she have somewhere to be? Somewhere that could bring her comfort? She could recall where that was, couldn’t she? And so her tiny legs began to run at first, doing a few laps in a circle until those motions began to feel much more natural to her. There was also the matter of the clothes she kept running over. Were those her own? 
It was merely a fleeting thought in the short term, as she then sped off without much of a thought to anything else. There was a place she had to go. A nice place. A place with answers? Ferry didn’t know, but she was largely following her animal instincts by this point in time in the first place. 

The instincts, mixed with memories that felt more and more foreign, brought her to a busy place swarming with people. She had to be careful not to get stepped on as she pranced about, but before long caught the scent of something familiar. Of the person she had been searching for. From that point on, the fox was a little bolder. That thing she sought, whatever it was, was within her reach!

“Huh? A fox? Is this… someone’s pet?” Ferry’s ears twitched, a response to the woman’s voice that struck her as oh so familiar. She had followed the scent up some stairs into what she still recognized as an airship, and now a young woman with blonde hair towered over her. The animal’s tail wagged. This was who she was looking for! This was her captain! But why was the captain looking her like that? Was something wrong? Why couldn’t she understand what she was saying?

Was something wrong?
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