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Chapter 1

As Brandon McStevens started to wake with
the sun just beginning to rise, he took his time opening his eyes.
Every morning was the same for him. Despite how many years he'd
lived in the coastal cave that was located high above a white sandy
beach, he never tired of that very first moment of every day. He
breathed in deeply. Without even opening his eyes, he knew there
was a fine mist hovering over the ocean. The air smelt different
when the mists came. It wasn't an unpleasant smell. It was just
different from the sea air on other days.

He wasn't unhappy in his life. After
something had happened inside of him and changed him on his
fourteenth birthday, he'd felt a need to remove himself from
everyone he'd ever known. Six years had passed since then. Friends and family were
long gone now. Some days he thought about them. Some days he really
missed them. Those thoughts and feelings he pushed to one side. He
wasn't normal. He was ashamed of who he was … what he was.

Day to day he survived. That was all. At
the beginning, when he'd first left his previous life behind, he'd
loved the adventure of it all. Stretching his abilities and
beginning to see things further out than his immediate community
had been invigorating. Until then he'd done as his parents had
always told him to do. They'd loved him. Of that, he had no doubt.
Until he'd finally made the decision to escape the world where
multitudes of humans lived, he'd never considered that his parents
stifled him. His home and his school had been his universe. As soon
as he'd stepped away from that and begun to spread his wings, his
horizons had vastly broadened.

Wings. He loved them. Although
he was occasionally driven to
distraction by the unknowing about why he'd changed as he had, he couldn't deny it. Taking the
form of an eagle and even just stretching his wings out was
invigorating. Of all the creature societies on the planet that he
supposed he could have become a freak member of, the eagle was a
pretty wicked choice. Whoever had granted such a power to him, he
silently thanked each and every day. Sure, he liked his human form,
but the freedom of soaring over the sea was incredible.

He didn't interact with other
people very often, but he did
make sure he spent half of each day in human form. He had no plans
to return to any kind of life like his previous one, caught up in
crowds of people. That didn't stop him from appreciating the
possibility that one day he might need to. It was important to him
to maintain humanity. The change had taken place unexpectedly. For
all he knew, it could disappear just as quickly.

Finally, after taking time to think and to
appreciate, Brandon's eyes opened. Before him was a sight he never
tired off. Today the mist was heavy. That in itself created a
magical effect as a few rogue beams of sunlight persistently tried to break though the
cool whitish grey.

He was in human form. That was always how
he slept. Even now,
there was still a comfort in lying on his side and pulling his legs
into his chest, just like he'd done as a young child. It was
unlikely that anyone would find him where he lived. The cave was so
far up the cliff face that it would take an eager rock climber to
even consider exploring it. He hoped that if that day ever came, he
would be able to hear what was happening far enough in advance that
he could change into eagle form and fly.

Pushing himself to stand, he breathed in
the fresh mist-filled air once more before thinking about the power
of his wings. Thinking about stretching them and feeling the wind
around and under them, Brandon went through the change. He was
hungry. That need was easiest filled as an eagle. The vast water
below reliably provided
food for him each and every day. It was enough. He didn't need
human food. He could still remember the foods his parents had given
him before he'd left home. He didn't miss the human diet at all. It
wasn't fulfilling.

 


He took flight. From where he began his
journey, his keen eagle eyes could pick out things happening near
and far. On the top of a
peninsula to the far right, he could see a woman and two young
children making their way toward the playground up there. Brandon
felt a brief moment of sadness. That mother was smiling and
laughing with her kids. As soon as Brandon had left home that would
have stopped for his own mother. He hated that thought. He'd always
told himself it was best in the long run. She could have gone
through much worse if anyone had learned that he was a monster. He
was a being that just couldn't exist - and yet he
did
exist. No, he couldn't stay at
home and let his parents learn about that. He couldn't subject them
to whatever horrible things might have flowed on from the rest of
the world knowing they had an abomination of a son. Better they
thought he was dead. At least by now they would have moved on with
so many years that had passed. By now they would be living happily
once more, even if they had experienced a period of sadness when
he'd disappeared from their world.

He diverted his flight path to the left. He didn't want to see
a happy mother with her happy children. That didn't cause good
feelings in him. Instead he soared through the mist as he gradually
lowered his altitude. Once he cleared the lower level of the soft
white cloud, he glided over the water. His eye was reliable
whenever he wanted to feed. Today was no exception. Out of one eye
he saw movement. A fish was coasting close enough to the water
surface. It was within reach. Brandon didn't hesitate. Anyone
seeing him would have said he was a beautiful being and it was a
beautiful thing, how he glided toward his target and extended his
talons downward. It had taken him time to learn how to catch fresh
fish but he was well skilled in it now. Easily he grasped the fish
and instantly began flying toward a small ledge of the cliff face.
There he landed, fish in talons. He remained in his eagle form as
he turned to face outward over the sea again. Little by little he
began to indulge in the meal of the morning. It seemed so little,
compared to the meals he remembered eating when he was a child.
Despite the small serving size, whenever he changed from eagle to
human after feeding on one small fish, he was satisfied.

After feasting, he took flight and glided
over the long beach. He wanted to change and move on his human
legs. He needed to do
that with discretion. One time he had been careless and a woman had
seen him change from human to eagle. The memory still made him
regretful of not having been more careful. He'd seen other humans
arrive after that. The woman had obviously spoken about what she'd
seen. Brandon had watched from afar. Eventually the people had all
gone away. Since then, he was sure everyone he ever saw at the
beach, was there only to enjoy it. He hoped so, anyway.

After an aerial trek and assessment, he
landed on a large rock. There he perched for several minutes,
looking all around him while listening. Once certain no-one was
nearby, he dropped behind the rock and quickly changed. There were
so many questions in his head about the change, but he had no-one
to ask about it. All he'd come to completely know and believe in
was that when he focused hard enough, he could change from human to
eagle. When he was ready to feel the strength of his human legs
again, focus was all that it took to change back again. He didn't
know how it happened. He didn't know how it happened that whatever
he was wearing when he'd changed from human to eagle, he returned
to wearing once more when he became human again, only this time
with clothing that seemed rejuvenated in some way. It was the same
with accidents. When he hurt himself, he changed to his other form
and back again, and whatever injury he'd incurred, was mended.
Something about the change process was magical … in many more ways
than one.

Breaking out of his thoughts, he looked
around again. As soon as
he was sure it was safe to move out onto the beach, he began to
run.


Chapter 2

"Wow, this is nice," Christian Shaw said to
his lifelong friend, Kelly. "I've never stayed in a bed and
breakfast before, but this is awesome," he continued as he
smiled.

Kelly appreciated the grin she was
witnessing on Christian's face. It was still so new that their much
valued friendship had converted to something more. They weren't
rushing to anything physical but their friendship had definitely
moved to another level. After silently wishing for so many years that he would see
her other than as a good friend, now Kelly was enjoying his kisses
- lots of
kisses.

She moved closer to him and nudged her
chest against his. The
movement made Christian smile and chuckle as he wrapped his arms
around her and pulled her close.

"You know I'm going to take advantage of you
in that big bed tonight, don't you," Kelly said with a definite
suggestiveness in her voice.

Christian laughed. "Hmm," he replied, not
committing any words to however he felt about what she'd said. He
pulled away, gazed into her teasing eyes and happily kissed her
lips.

Kelly read his signs. She knew him well. He accepted her
occasional teasing about them moving forward toward physical
intimacy, but she knew when he was nearing an uncomfortable place.
Reading it exactly, she pulled away from him but continued to smile
at him. Quietly she walked toward the window and peered
out.

"Come and look at this amazing view. Wow,
could we be any closer to
the ocean?" she said.

Christian stood where he was for a moment,
looking at the view in front of him. In the distance he could see
the vast water through the window. A little nearer he could see his
lifelong friend. Watching her move her head as she looked from left
to right, he studied the profile of her face. It was a strange
place they were in but it didn't feel wrong. He knew as much as she
did that they were meant to be together. Sometimes he looked at her
and wondered why he didn't want to rush toward sexual intimacy.
That was what was meant to happen. He was a guy. He should have
been leaping at any opportunity to have sex. It just wasn't like
that with Kelly though. He knew her so well that he had no desire
to just have sex with her for the sake of having sex. When it
happened between them, it would do so because it was the right
moment. He didn't mind how long that took. He hoped she didn't mind
either.

He broke himself out of his thoughts and
moved forward. Wrapping his arms around her from behind, he rested
his head down on her shoulder. Immediately he felt her head move so
that it caressed his own. It was comfortable and nice, just as
their friendship had been for most of their lives.

"That would be a great place to fly," Kelly
said, diverting her thoughts from other more delicious things.

"Yeah, but let's not rush into that. We
already know that at least one person in this little town thinks
they've seen someone change. I don't think it's worth the risk to
go out and do it, Kelly. Not yet anyway. Let's just suss this place
out."

"Okay," Kelly replied as she moved to the
bed and opened her bag. The first thing that was pulled out and
thrown onto the bed was a book she'd been reading on the train
ride.

Christian saw the book and picked it up as
he lay his bulky body along the length of the bed. He laughed
softly as he read the back cover.

"Trying to find out about us?" he teased
her, receiving an eye roll of great magnitude in response from
her.

"Oh my god, Christian. That story … like,
these animals, right - these bears, of all things, change into
humans. Shifters they call them. Anyway, each time they change they
have to undress as humans, then go and put their clothing somewhere
before they go off and do whatever bears do. Then they have to go
back to that spot, shift and get dressed again. I mean, how unreal
is that?"

Christian burst out laughing. "You mean as
opposed to us?"

"Well, ye-ahhh! We don't have to
undress…"

"Well, we could…" Christian said, teasing her while laughing.

Kelly threw a pillow at him. "You know what
I mean. I have no idea how it works, but every
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