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The water was gentle and warm, swirling around Navin’s ankles as he stepped slowly into the oncoming tide. The hot sun breathed life into his glowing skin, heating up his slender body in only a matter of minutes. He looked out towards the powerfully wide and far horizon where sky met ocean, the beads of sweat on his neck beginning to now run down his thin arms and the flat of his chest. His skinny figure stood upright in the deep blue waters like a piece of driftwood rooted to the bottom of the sandy shore he was standing in. He closed his eyes, letting the warm salty breath of the ocean fill his lungs. A smile formed on his face as he felt not only the strength of his own personal connection to the ocean, but a feeling of deep yearning from the ocean itself, as if it longed for Navin to step deeper and deeper into its waters until he was submerged.

A sudden ocean wave crashed high up onto his legs, spraying his chest and face. His smile widened, feeling ever more connected to the sea than before he had stepped in it.

It wasn’t just the power of the sea that fascinated Navin. There was something about its size, and its sheer vastness that dug into Navin’s heart and soul like no other aspect of nature had before. While the sky was an open canvas of pure beauty, the ocean was a canvas fully filled. A painting that extended past any and all barriers, exceeding all boundaries, and existing in every far reaching corner that it possibly could. The sea was huge, immortal, and heavy. It bore the nature of a king, one that ruled over size, change, growth, and life itself.

Transfixed towards the endless horizon once more, Navin almost didn’t notice as another great wave came out of nowhere, almost successfully knocking him off his center and into the water. His legs instinctively spread apart onto the wet sand beneath him and his arms flew out in balancing support. Water dripped down his hair and face. Blinking, he began to look back at the beach line. Instead of being a mere few feet from the sand, he was now several yards in, as if the tide had suddenly risen several feet during the passing moments of his daydream. But after squinting his eyes, he could now make out the location of his belongings, dry and intact on the sand, quite a great distance from him. His smile turned and his brows furrowed as he struggled to recall having moved himself farther into the ocean in any amount. Perplexed, he rested uneasily on the idea that perhaps he had been routinely readjusting his footing as the waves beckoned him farther in. After all, they tugged at his legs with such an intensity that he was sure he had never felt before.

In fact, there was an element of almost desperate wanting from the waters around him that made him feel like he should’ve stayed, as if the ocean wanted him so badly to let go, and slip in, and pull him inwards with a warm embrace. Navin smirked at the notion of a mere body of water having such strong and humanistic feelings towards him that only seemed to grow in strength and intensity.

As he began to lift his legs that were now thigh-high with saltwater, he felt the tide pulling ferociously from behind him. With a churning and bubbling sound, small vortexes formed in the receding waves at the backs of his knees and thighs, asking once again for him to change his mind and swim deep into its depths. Navin smiled once more and began to make his way out from the water, trudging his feet slowly in front of him through the now suddenly raging tide. It was as if the ocean were entirely displeased with his decision and were putting on an animated display of anger, if not greed.

Navin felt his thin legs finally freeing up as he was now less than knee deep. Stopping to look behind him, he marveled at the now suddenly still calm that overcame the waves, like the ocean had finally accepted his choice and granted him some final grace as he left its dominating grasp. Feeling connected even deeper to the vast blue king, Navin continued his march towards his beach towel, only a few feet away from him now.

Navin’s feet finally sank down into the soft wet incline of the warm sandbed. He could feel as his center of gravity returned to what he was used to, and began to find stronger footing on his journey back towards his beach towel with every step.

But out of pure and total stillness, a booming roar could suddenly be heard from right behind him.

FWWOOOOOOOOM

A wave with the strength of a fierce animal pounded hard into his back, sending him down into the wet sand beneath him. Navin’s hands pushed into the sinking ground, his eyes opened wide with shock. He glanced behind him as the waters pulled back in as quick as it came. The idea that a wave of that size could even reach him at this point was beyond his understanding. He quickly moved himself so as to stand, but once again heard the resounding roar of an ocean wave spiraling towards him in a frenzy.

PWWOOOOOOOOOM

The water slammed hard into Navin’s legs, forcefully causing him to lose all balance and swiftly fall backwards into the receding tide as it surged fast around him. He felt himself roll several feet back, the water pulling him hard down the steep sandy incline. Navin’s arms flew out for support, but not nearly quick enough before yet another monstrous wave crashed over top of him, pushing his entire head and body this time under the raging tide.

A moment passed before Navin resurfaced, and when he did he was shocked to find that his feet did not touch the ocean floor. Already several yards deep into the water, Navin began to splash and swim violently towards the sand, hoping to evade the sudden frenzied onslaught of waves that had come out of nowhere. But just as the strong, yearning call of the ocean reached him, so did its swift arms, pulling him down hard and fast as a steep wall of water crashed over his head once more, nearly drowning him.

Navin gasped and sputtered, arms flailing out around him as he fought to regain his sense of stability amongst the storming waves. He turned himself until he could see the shore line. His heart nearly stopped as he registered once again just how far he had drifted away from it. He could feel the uncanny sensation of pride and victory coming from all around him, as if the ocean itself was celebrating its claim to Navin’s slender form. Added to this, was a feeling of domination present in the waves. He could feel as if the ocean wanted to not only claim him as its own, but to completely overtake him, and “make” him its own. He felt the powerful vastness of the horizon beckoning out to him, calling him in. He felt the infinite size and strength of the sea pining, yearning to take him, and transform him.

A pit of fear sank deep and heavy into Navin’s stomach as his intuition loomed heavy in his mind. He knew deep in his heart that this would likely be his only chance -the one chance he would get to escape before things got worse.

Sure enough, out in the distance, Navin could sense the presence of another great wave forming. His heart shook with anticipation, but added in, a feeling of pure and carnal curiosity. What could the ocean possibly have in store for him if he stayed? What great transformation could await him if instead of fighting, he allowed, and permitted its terribly strong embrace?

Navin stayed perfectly still, his heart pounding as he floated in place in the water. Just along the top of it shone an almost shiny green slime-like material that he hadn’t noticed until now. He turned around and took in what looked like some special kind of sea foam forming all around him. The energy it gave off was like that of a curious, experimental brew. More and more of it began to form on the surface, bright green and foaming, multiplying in the water right where he treaded. He carefully ran his fingers through it and could feel the strangest sensation pouring out from the foam. As if affirming his previous suspicions, the foam itself seemed as if it wanted to partake in his transformation -like it were preparing him for something beyond the boundaries of his imagination, something as great and as formidable as the sea itself.

A light fluttering came from within Navin’s heart as he hesitated to leave his spot. His fear mixed and mingled with curiosity as his intuition once again warned him of the inevitable change that awaited him.

Then, like a trumpet being sounded, the presence of an incredibly loud tidal wave reached his ears. Navin looked up and froze as a staunch wall of water over four times his height loomed before him. There was now nothing he could do. His heart pounded in his chest as he awaited his watery fate.

On instinct, he turned, back facing the wave, and closed his eyes in anticipation.

PAAOOWWOOOOOOOOUUUMM

Navin felt his thin body go flying. He lurched forward violently as the wave arrived, bending him over with ease, and felt as the massive force and strength of the colossal wave smacked into his ass. The moment it hit, Navin was swept under, and immediately overcome with an indescribably strange sensation in his body. All while underwater, a violent and fast blooming sensation could be felt emerging from all around his hips. It was as if someone had stuck a power pressure hose into his shorts and turned it on the highest setting. Only instead of his shorts being filled up with water, it felt uncannily as if his hips and legs themselves were expanding rapidly with fat. He could feel as his swim trunks grew strangely tight to his blooming flesh in a matter of seconds. Like two massive inflation sacs, Navin could sense
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‘Navin answers to a mysreléu% call from'the sea, only to find himself
playing a dangerous game with each oncoming wave that plunges
him into new, heavier versions of himself - making his escape all the
more difficult.”
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