


Mitch’s mouth watered heavily as he stared at the steak laying out on the plate before him. He eagerly sawed into it with his knife and fork, not bothering to wait until Jill had served the rest of the dishes. The steak was the only thing he cared about…why have potatoes and bread when you could have MEAT?


“Well, someone’s hungry,” his girlfriend said lightly, a small smile on her face. “I’m guessing you haven’t eaten anything today?”


Mitch shook his head. “No,” he said, a big piece of chewed up steak in his mouth, “Eh havahnt.”


“Well, I guess I can forgive you then. Just be sure to try my mashed potatoes, okay?”


He nodded and reached out, taking a large spoonful of the potatoes and slopping them onto his plate. He continued to eat noisily as Jill stared at him, eating slowly.


“Mitch, did--did you shave last night?”


“Uh-huh. And this morning. It just keeps growin’ back.”


“That’s weird,” Jill said, concerned. “You should go see a doctor. I don’t think that’s supposed to happen.”


His plate was finally cleared of steak, and Jill had only taken two bites of hers. Mitch finished off the potatoes in two bites and a slice of bread in three. 


“Can you pass me the water, hon?” he asked Jill, who nodded slowly. Mitch poured his glass up to the brim, then reached out with his hand to grab it--only to be stopped by a small voice in his head, saying, Why are you picking up that bowl? Just drink out of it. You don’t need to use your paws for that.


Paws?


Mitch looked, in horror, at his hands--they did, indeed, now resemble paws. The were covered in coarse golden hair, had rough pads on the bottom, and had thick nails that stuck out about an inch from each digit that used to be his fingers.


The need for a drink, however, instantly pushed the shock and confusion out of his mind and Mitch lowered his head until his face was almost touching the water; he stuck out his tongue and began lapping up the water, lick by lick.


“Mitch!” Jill gasped in shock. “What the heck are you doing?” 


Mitch looked up at her, his tongue still hanging half-out of his mouth. “I’m thirsty,” he said innocently. 


“But--But--oh my God, Mitch! Your ears!”


Mitch knew what she was talking about right away. His ears were traveling up to the upper sides of his head, where the lengthened to about five inches long and became covered in hair, then flopped over, brushing up against his once-again-furry cheeks. 


“Mitch, what’s happening to you?!” Jill screamed in pure terror, standing up quickly, her chair falling down behind her. “What’s wrong with you?!”


“I don’t know!” Mitch growled. He brought his hands--no, his paws--up to his new canine ears and pulled at them helplessly. A very dog-like whimper escaped from his lips. “I don’t know…I just don’t know…”


Jill bit her lips nervously. Trying to remain calm, she took a few tentative steps toward her boyfriend. “Okay, Mitch. Let’s just think about this. People don’t just sprout dogs ears and grow fur and paws. Maybe…maybe…Mitch, what is it?!”


Mitch had fallen on his knees, panting heavily and grunting, his hands on his rear. “Oh, God!” he whimpered. “Oh, god, it hurts….oh, no, no…” he tried to say more, but his whines all became totally dog-like. He looked up at Jill, tears in his eyes, and tried to say something, but all that came out were weak barks. 


“What is it, Hon?” Jill asked him, dropping to her knees beside him. “What’s wrong?”


With his paws, Mitch vigorously pointed at his rear. Jill understood immediately. 


“Okay, hon,” she said, “I need you to stick your butt up in the air for me. I’ll cut a nice hole for it to grow out of, okay?”


Mitch didn’t resist as she pulled a pair of fabric scissors out of her purse and cut up his favorite pair of blue jeans. Even after she had cut the hole there was no relief; his tail, having no other place to go, had begun traveling down his pants legs. 


“Okay, Mitch, this might be a little uncomfortable. I’m going to pull your tail out of the hole, okay, but to do that I have to pull it up from your pants leg. Just bear with me, all right?”


Jill reached into the small hole she had created and grabbed Mitch’s furry golden retriever tail. Sure enough, with his tight pants and her forceful tugs, Mitch gave his fair share of whining and barking. It took her about seven tugs to get the tail out of the hole. When it was out, the tail automatically tucked itself firmly between Mitch’s changing legs.


By this point, Mitch’s face had pushed out into a golden retriever’s muzzle, complete with the wet black nose. His whole body was covered in fur now; his face, his chest, his back, his legs. His feet had changed to match what used to be his hands; he was now a complete dog. 




















