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A Watermelon Transformation Story
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“Come on already Mika! We need to move!”

Mika sighed heavily as she climbed up the boxes, moving towards the open ventilation grate. Mona had been talking about this forever, but it wasn't unfair to say that Mika wasn't excited to be actually doing it. Breaking and entering wasn't exactly a good idea!

But Mona had been insistent. It had always been like that. The two girls had practically always been in sync with each other, ever since they had been little. They even ended up at the same college. The only divergence between them was that while Mika was more put together and straight laced, Mona had fully embraced a sort of rebellious, punk style in high school and never went back. She was always dragging Mika along with her on things, and this time was no different.

There had been a rumor around the college that people who ventured into the local G-Tech lab never returned. Of course, that had to be nonsense, but it was a rumor, same with how the place apparently contained lots and lots of strange things. It sounded silly to Mika, but Mona had to know for sure. And really, they weren't breaking and entering as much as they were taking a peak behind the curtain! Totally different.

Mika followed along behind Mona in the vent, trying very hard not to look up the punk girl's skirt. Why had she worn something like that to do something like this anyway? Of course, while she was looking down, she didn't see that Mona had stopped, causing her head to bump into the other girl's rear.

“Hey! Why'd you stop?”

Mona shushed her. “Look through the grate down there! Do you see what I see?”

“I can't see anything until you move forward!” Once Mona actually moved, Mika tried to see what Mona was pointing out. Beneath them were several large spheres, at least ten or maybe even twenty feet wide. “Are those... fruits?”

“I think so!” Mona replied, eagerness in her voice. “Guess we found something after all!”

“But who cares about giant fruit?”

“Actually, I don't think they're fruit...” Mona pushed her face into the grate, squinting down below them. “You see that big orange one? Doesn't that look like hair on top there?”

“What?” Mika stared down at the one Mona had pointed out. Yeah, it did sorta look like the orange sphere had hair. That was odd. But then, her eyes caught sight of a different one. The big red orb next to it seemed to have two extremely large circular spots on it's front, where the breasts would probably be. “What about that red one? Doesn't it look strange?”

“Yeah, you're right... Do you think they're... people?”

“Of course they're not people! People don't become fruits...” Mika really wished her voice sounded more confident. Suddenly though, one of the other fruits, a large purple one, shifted. A loud gurgling sound came from deep inside of it, as it shifted and swelled slightly. But that wasn't the strangest part.

No, the strangest part was that the giant purple orb moaned in what sounded like bliss.

There was silence between the two girls for a moment. Mona was the first one to break the silence. “Did that... fruit just moan?”

“It couldn't have!” Mika replied back all too quickly. “Fruit don't moan! We had to have imagined it!”

“I think it did... Wait, stay quiet, I think someone's coming down there.”

The two girls immediately hushed up, eyes peering down into the room below. Indeed, someone was coming. A tall, muscular woman walked in, lab coat wrapped around her hips like a sweatshirt. Her skin was black as coal, and despite the distance, Mika felt some kind of weirdness from her. Some kind of danger.

“Look at you all! I see you're all staying nice and ripe~” The woman's voice made Mika shiver. There was just something about it that seemed to rub her the wrong way. Something that resonated inside her mind she didn't like.

The woman approaching one of the large fruits, the big orange one, and gently rubbed her hand along it's skin. Immediately, it quivered and moaned in bliss, much like the other fruit had before.

“Oh my god they are people...” Mona whispered.

“Now then, time for juicing everyone! I know you love this part~” The tall woman immediately placed her hands on the large red orb, somehow managing to roll it to the side, through some door and into a room that neither girl could see. A few moments of silence passed, before there was a sound like metal sliding on metal, followed by the sound of a loud, euphoric scream.

Another moment of silence passed, then the sound and the scream came again. And again. And again.

“What do you think they're doing?” Mona asked.

“Didn't the woman say they were being... juiced?” Mika replied.

“Yeah, but... juiced? Are they really fruit?”

“I don't know!” Mika practically hissed back. “We should go. We need to get out of here...”

“No! We can't stop now!” Mona shot back.

“What do you mean we can't stop now? What more is there?”

“We have to go further! They're distracted now, who knows what we'll find?”

“Mona! What if we get caught? What if we end up as... as fruit?

“We won't! We'll be careful! Now come on!” Before waiting for a response, Mona was already moving forward, the punk girl wasting no time in making her way deeper into the lab. Mika hesitated for a moment, but followed; she couldn't just abandon her friend even if it meant getting deeper and deeper into the place. They'd be careful, right?

There wasn't too much they could see along the way; the ducts were pretty contained, even if they seemed to twist and turn this way and that. It was hard to figure out how far they'd crawled, or where exactly they were inside the facility.

“Hey, there's an exit!” Mona pushed forward, quietly removing the cover so she could get out.

“Finally...” Mika was just glad to be out of the ventilation ducts. She was getting sore knees from being on them for so long. But outside the vents, there wasn't really a lot to see. It was too dark. “Is there some way to turn on the lights...?”

“Working on it!” Mona moved around the room, hands pressed against the wall looking for a light switch. Luckily, it didn't take long. Though the room only revealed to them more strange things.

In this case, what appeared to be giant watermelons. Huge, massive spheres with the distinctive green rinds lined one of the walls, at least four of them to be exact. They had to be as big as the other fruit they had seen earlier.

“Do you think these are people too...?” Mika asked, not realizing her voice would be so shaky.

“Maybe. Let's see.” Without hesitation, Mona reached her hand out, touching one of the watermelons.

“Mona! What are you doing?”

“Seeing if they're human. That woman made them moan when she touched them, right? So they have to be really sensitive. But this just feels like a watermelon and it isn't making any noise.”

Mika let out heavy breath, stress momentarily dissipating. “Oh thank god.”

“Yeah, but they're kinda... strange? I don't know why.” Mona began feeling the large watermelon with both hands, as though she was searching for something.

“Strange how? And why are you touching them more? Who knows what could happen?”

“Relax, I think we're fine-”

Mona's voice was cut off by a loud gurgling sound from inside the watermelon she was touching. It was louder and deeper than the one that they'd heard earlier, and it wasn't stopping. It was a low rumbling, like something inside the watermelon was trying to get out.

“Mona! What did you do?” Mika stepped back quickly, like she was afraid it was going to explode. But Mona didn't. If anything, she seemed transfixed, almost curious about it all.

“I didn't do anything! I was just touching it and-” Again Mona was cut off, as the large watermelon let out a deep moan. Suddenly, there was a groaning sound, like building pressure...

And then juice began to spray from the rind of the large watermelon.

It was everywhere. Mona was absolutely drenched, her clothes entirely soaked with pink colored watermelon juice. Luckily for Mika, she was only sprinkled thanks to how far away she was, but that didn't give her much confidence. Panic gripped her, but she couldn't bring herself to approach her friend and walk through the puddle of juice.

“Are, are you okay?” Again, Mika wished her voice didn't sound so worried.

Wiping her eyes, Mona shrugged. “Pretty sure I'm just wet and sticky now. Tastes like normal juice though.”

“Mona! You can't drink it! What if it's toxic or something?”

“Kind of hard to not get any in your mouth when you're drenched in the stuff. Ugh, my hair is ruined.” In truth, her normally blue hair was only somewhat discolored. But that wasn't what Mika was focused on right then.

“Mona, are you... feeling okay?” Mika's stomach felt like it was tied in a knot. No, no, this couldn't happen!

“I guess, why?” Mona turned to her, confused etched on her face.

“Because you're turning green!”

“What?” It was true. Mona's face was slowly turning a very distinctive green color. Starting from her nose, the green color was spreading across her cheeks and her forehead, covering her entire face. It was also spreading up into her hair and down her neck; Mika could only watch as her friend's hair seemingly lost all of its dye, becoming green like her skin from root to tip.

“Your hair! And your face! I mean, you're turning green and-”

“Stop worrying! I'm sure it's fine! Just gotta... see myself.” Looking around for something reflective, Mona finally found a metal tube that sort of did the job. “Oh damn, I am turning green! Ruining my dye job too...”

“That's not what's important right now!” Mika practically hissed. Why didn't Mona see how bad this was? “What if you turn into a watermelon too? How are we going to get you out of here?”

“Woah, woah, relax. I'm not turning into a watermelon, and we can go back the way we came.”

“And what if you get stuck in there when you swell up?”

“Mika, chill. I'm not going to swell up-” Suddenly, Mona paused, lifting her hand up to her face, confusing etched on her features. From under the cuff of her jacket, a green color was spreading up her wrist and over her hand. Neither girl said anything as they watched Mona's hand turn completely green, right down to her fingers. “Okay, that's really weird...”

“See? It's not stopping! Maybe we should get help.”

“And get caught? No way, not happening.” Mona paused. “Do you think I'm green all over?” Wasting no time, she pulled up her t-shirt, revealing that her stomach had turned just as green as her face and her hands. “Okay, yeah, probably green all over.”

“See?” Mika hissed. “This is not something we can deal with! If you get stuck in the vent, you might explode! And how do we fix you if you become a giant watermelon?”

“I don't know, juice me? We'll figure it out if it comes to that. And besides I'm not swelling-” Suddenly, Mona made a face. “Oh, that feels weird.” Her hands moved to her stomach, gently pressing against it.

“What feels weird?” Mika finally began to approach, slowly walking towards her friend, her eyes glued to the punk girl's middle.

“Have you ever, like, felt really, really full? Like you can't possibly eat any more?”

“Maybe, I don't know, why?”

Mona acted like she was about to burp. “Because that's how I feel right now and-” The punk rock girl was cut off, groaning as she pressed her hands into her middle.

Slowly, it was growing.

Mika gasped audibly as she watched her friend's flat middle slowly inflate, pushing outwards against her hands. Little by little, it was growing, lifting up her t-shirt and revealing more green skin underneath. Seconds passed, and Mona was beginning to look more and more like she was pregnant, as she quickly switched from pressing against her belly to having to hold it up with her hands.

“See? You are swelling up! You're going to be a watermelon!” Mika hissed, completely freaking out about what she was seeing.

“Not... helping...” Mona's breathing was becoming slow and labored, like she was overly full. “Oh god, belt was a bad idea...”

“Belt?” That at least snapped Mika out of her panic for a moment. Gazing down, it was becoming obvious that as Mona's belly swelled, it was pressing against her belt. Normally, she'd need it just to keep her pants up, she'd never been that curvy after all. But now?

“Yes, my belt... I gotta... get it off...” Mona's fingers fumbled with the buckle, trying and failing to undo it under her swelling gut.

“Wait, let me do it.” Mika knelt down in the puddle of watermelon juice, reaching under Mona's belly to get to her belt. “Just hold your belly up for me.”

“I'm... trying! It's heavy.” And growing heavier, as the sound of liquid sloshed around inside of it.

Still, Mika usually had pretty nimble fingers, and with some effort, managed to get the belt undone. A small victory, given everything.

“Oh thank god.” Before Mika could react, Mona had let go of her belly, letting it sag forward. However, the weight of it was too much, and the first button on her skirt burst off with a distinct metallic pinging sound. Mona however, seemed entirely okay with it, gently rubbing her still swelling middle. By now, she looked decidedly pregnant, and with a dull thud like pop, her navel popped outwards. And yet all she did was rub it as the distance between her shirt and waistband grew wider.

Mika, now done with the belt, could really get a good idea of just how big her friend was getting. Her belly was huge, and still growing. More than that, it was making a strange groaning sound, which was certainly new. Reaching her hand forward, she gently touched the swelling girl's belly, before quickly retracting her hand; it felt like a watermelon. It was smooth and hard and decidedly not like human skin. Was she really going to end up like the other watermelons?

“Oh no, the feeling is... moving...” One of Mona hands moved up to her chest, gently rubbing one of her breasts through her band t-shirt. At first, nothing seemed to happen. Then, Mona's breasts began to swell. Slowly, as the dull groaning sound grew louder, each of Mona's breasts swelled forward, beginning to rest atop her massive belly.

Unfortunately, the growth was not limited to her breasts. At the same time, Mona's butt began to swell outward, taxing her skirt even further. The punk girl had never been particularly curvy, but she was rapidly approaching being truly wide. A new sound began to be heard among the dull groaning of her stretching skin: the sound of seems and fabric stretching to try and contain the growing watermelon girl.

Mika couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her jaw worked, trying to find words to say, trying to find some kind of action she could take, that could fix this. Mona was really starting to get big, and it wasn't clear there was any way back from it. Looking at the watermelons against the wall, Mika could only assume her friend was going to join them.

“Okay, this needs to stop...” Mona moaned, as her sides and back began to swell out slightly, giving her a somewhat rounder shape. The creaking of her clothing grew louder, as it tried to contain her swelling body. Sadly, that wasn't likely to be successful. At this point, Mona's shirt was little more than a bra stretched across her massive breasts, the band logo stretched so much it was practically see through. At the same time, her hips, thighs, and rear were causing holes to appear in the seems of her skirt, revealing more and more green flesh beneath it.

Mika stepped back, trying to give her growing friend more room. The question was, how much room was she going to need? How big would she get? Mika didn't really want to find out, but it looked like neither her nor Mona was going to have a choice.

With a loud tearing sound, Mona's thighs and hips split her skirt; only the waistband barely clung on, and it wasn't doing too good. It probably wouldn't last much long at all. At the same time, a gap had appeared between her breasts, growing larger and larger as she swelled. Mona's previously thin frame was all but gone now.

All except her arms and legs. But those too, were starting to swell up. Her legs seemed to have an easier time of it, growing thicker and thicker with no restraints. Her arms however, were stuffed inside her jacket sleeves, not that it seemed to hold back the swelling. It simply diverted the juice into her hands, making them swell up like rubber gloves filled with air.

Mona couldn't even keep her arms horizontal anymore; her body was too round, too big. Instead, they rested atop her rounding body, slowly being pushed upwards as she grew wider. All of her was growing wider, it seemed, even her face. Her normally slender features were now puffing up, rounding as juice filled her lips and cheeks.

There was little that Mika could do beyond poking and prodding her friend, trying to see if she was the same all over. Unfortunately, she was. More than that, she was getting as wide as she was tall, and still growing somehow. With a loud bang like a gun, her skirt's waistband finally snapped, letting her middle swell outwards freely, and promptly giving her a true orb shape.

Her legs, fattened as they were, seemed to grow shorter, as they struggled to hold up her increasingly heavy body. Finally, Mona couldn't handle it anymore, and fell backwards onto her rear, her seemingly shorter legs kicking uselessly. Muffled squeaking was all she could get out, as her body began to erase all her human features.

Up above, her breasts were disappearing into her torso, as all her curves became exactly one large curve. Her jacket tore along the back, as her t-shirt ripped apart across her body, unable as they were to contain her any longer. More than that, her sleeves were bursting, as they were assaulted by the combination of her swelling body and shrinking arms.

Mika could do little except step back, as her friend began to stretch further. The sound of her skin creaking grew louder, as she began to resemble the watermelons on the other side of the room more and more. She was now at least four feet taller than she had starter, and still growing. She'd never been particularly tall either, but now she was getting larger than anyone either of them had ever seen.

Swallowing thickly, Mika tried to roll her friend backward, so that her head was more level with her own. At the same time, there were two loud bangs, as Mika's feet burst through her shoes; whatever was left of her feet then disappeared into her body, like they had never existed at all.

Which meant that the only thing that really resembled Mona's human self was her rather bloated head. Looking at it, it barely looked like her anymore; it was so swollen and green that it really did sort of look like just a bump on a watermelon. Even Mona's hair was starting to turn into a stem, removing whatever remained of the punk girl's haircut.

“Oh god, I can't believe this happened!” Mika was definitely feeling the panic now. She had to find someone, she had to figure something out, she couldn't just leave her friend here!

“Mrmph mvace.”

“What?” Mona trying to speak brought Mika out of her daze. “Sorry, your face is just so... bloated... that I couldn't make out what you were saying.”

“More. Mwace.”

“My mace? Face? What's wrong with my face?” Mika looked around, a terrible feeling forming inside her gut. Moving towards one of the metal tubes against the wall, she got a look at her reflection, and screamed.

Her whole face was green. Green! Like Mona's! Like... like the watermelons!

No, no, no! This couldn't happen to her! She couldn't let it! She had to... she had to get out of there! Find someone!

Without wasting any time, she bolted from the room, leaving Mona behind to swell further. Right now, it was the last thing on Mika's mind. She needed to find someone, anyone, before she became a watermelon too, and entirely lost the ability to say who she was and what had happened to the two of them. What if they thought they were normal watermelons? What if they used them as food? No, she couldn't let that happen!

Her body however, had different ideas. With every step, the sound of juice sloshing inside of her grew louder, and she was certain she wasn't imagining it. She could see that her hands had turned green, that the color had spread across them each time they entered her vision as she ran. Mika could feel the strangeness growing stronger inside of her, pooling in her gut, but she couldn't stop now. She had to find help, or at least someone!

It didn't help that the lab's interior design was strange. So many hallways, so many rooms filled with fruits and other things she didn't want to imagine, but no people. Even if she hated the idea, even if it was that woman she'd seen earlier, Mika wanted to find someone.

But wherever she was going to end up, she wasn't going to be running there. Mika could feel her belly filling, feel the juice filling every possible space in her stomach, causing it to visibly bloat outwards. Running made the juice slosh around, and that made her fell sick, so there wasn't going to be any more of that. With one hand on the wall, and the other hand on her abdomen, Mika panted as she gazed down at what used to be a fairly trim middle.

Now, it was growing and making all kinds of noises. Whimpering, she tried to continue walking, tried to ignore it, but the sounds of liquid churning around inside her seemed to grow louder, like they were demanding to be heard. Little by little, it began to peak out over the waistband of her jeans, revealing more green flesh beneath.

Equal parts mortified and embarrassed, Mika pulled her sweater and shirt down over it as best she could, trying as hard as possible to shut out what was happening to her. Her walking was turning into a waddle, as her gut ballooned in front of her. Perhaps worse, it was growing more and more sensitive; the feeling of her shirt and hands rubbing against her skin was stimulating in ways Mika really didn't want to think about right now. At least she knew why Mona had been moaning so much.

Soon, Mika's steps slowed even further, and she gave up trying to cover her gut. It was too large, too pregnant looking; instead, she had taken to just trying to hold it up. It was a task that was becoming increasingly hard as the seconds ticked by, as more and more juice flowed into her. She didn't know where it was even coming from, or how her body was producing it, all she knew was that she wanted it to stop, no matter how good it felt.

And then, it became too heavy for her to hold onto any further. Her belly slipped forward, pressing against the waistband of her jeans. With a metallic pop, the first button burst, and then a second, before the zipper simply snapped open, unable to contain the weight of her swelling gut. Groaning, Mika stumbled backward against the wall, sliding down it as she gently rubbed her middle.

So this was it. She was going to turn into a giant watermelon, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. All she could do was watch as her belly grew rounder and wider, and gently rub it. At least it felt good to rub it, a small pleasure among all the worries. In fact, it felt more than good, it was practically arousing, something Mika was certain she'd be embarrassed about if she wasn't currently in the process of accepting her fate.

Watching her belly swell, Mika wondered if anyone was going to find her. Maybe she'd be stuck here forever. Maybe no one actually worked here, and she'd seen a ghost or something. It was plausible. It was just as plausible as turning into a giant watermelon. Now the feeling was spreading too, that weird feeling that had preceded her belly getting so large. It was spreading up into her chest and down into her rear, and her breath hitched as she felt the arousal grow in those places too.

Letting out a combination of a moan and a whine, Mika realized that the arousal was getting harder to fight. Was this why Mona had been rubbing herself and grabbing her breasts as she swelled? Tempted as she was, Mika tried to resist, she really did, but found it nearly impossible after a few more moments. One hand shakily reached up to give her breast a squeeze, causing her to moan louder as the pleasure flowed through her. Oh yeah, that really felt good.

She could feel her chest swelling against her hand too. She'd never been particularly endowed by any stretch of the imagination, and she'd never imagined she would be. But now, her chest was really swelling, faster than her belly had anyway. Below her too, Mika could feel her rear growing wider, feel each cheek filling up the seat of her jeans. The feeling of her sensitive skin rubbing against her clothes felt so good though, it was extremely distracting. It was hard to think through all the pleasure, and the haze of lust that was slowly falling over her mind.

However, the feeling of her bra growing tighter across her chest brought her back to reality. As good as it felt, she needed to find a way to get up and still get help. Or at least, try to get somewhere else. Would she even fit in this hallway? She had no idea. Nor did she have much of an idea of how to get up. She was a bit too heavy, too large, to stand up normally after all.

But there had to be someway. Grunting, Mika rolled herself onto her side, and then onto her belly, biting her lip as the pleasure from the pressure flowed through her. Once she fought that off, she tried pushing herself up, only to realize that her arms were getting further away from the ground, and she wasn't moving. Okay, that was a bust too.

Huffing in displeasure, Mika attempted to rock backwards onto her knees, and then perhaps her feet. That she managed to do. Only when she rocked onto her feet, her now fatter rear split her pants with a loud ripping sound. Flushing deeply and trying not to think of what color that must be on green skin, Mika tried to stand, managing to do so with great difficulty. She was so much heavier now than she had been, but more problematic, she was much stiffer, like her body didn't want to bend.

Somehow she managed to make herself stand, though she was wobbly on her feet with all the juice sloshing around inside her. Definitely wasn't something she was used to. Though maybe she'd have to get used to it...

She could think about that later. For now, her sweater was becoming a very stretched out makeshift bra, and it didn't help that every movement made it rub against what had been her nipples, stimulating her further. Mika tried to ignore the wetness she could feel in her underwear; that was a problem for later. For now, movement.

Taking one step, and then another, Mika found that her body felt stranger than she had expected it too. Walking felt unnatural more than anything, like there was something in her brain telling her to stop, and surrender to her juicy fate. Pushing it away, she kept trying to walk, every heavy footfall drilling home how big she really was.

At this point, her legs were fattening up, stretching the denim of her pants to near bursting, making the sound of popping stitches louder with every passing moment. Whining as she felt cool air on her skin, Mika slowly trudged forward, having to stop every few steps from being out of breath. Her whole body was beginning to round out now, with her back and sides becoming more of a curve and pushing her hands away from her sides. She didn't have much longer. She knew that.

Trying her best, she attempted to keep moving, but her body seemed even stiffer as it swelled. Her front became one big curve, as her body simply began absorbing any excess curves that it could. Mika felt juice flood her face, felt her cheeks and lips plump up, felt all her hope fading away...

And then her legs gave way.

Screaming, Mika fell backwards onto what had been her butt, but which was now simply her body; her legs and arms wiggled uselessly as she rolled back and forth, helpless like a turtle turned over. She could hear and feel her jeans giving way, hear the sound of her sweater's stitches breaking, feel her arms and legs disappearing into the swelling ball that was her body.

And all she could do was whine helplessly as her clothes fell away, as she continued to grow larger, as every human feature vanished. In vain, she wiggled her hands, and then her fingers, as they vanished into her. Pointlessly, she kicked her feet as they swelled and burst through her shoes, before disappearing into her body. The juice flooded her head even more, causing it to swell, causing her face to balloon slightly as it sank somewhat into her body.

Her eyes tried to see around here. Being in a hallway, there wasn't much, and all she could really hear was the sound of juice in here ears. Mika knew she was still swelling, not knowing how large she might end up. Would she ever be normal again? Would she ever be fixed? Could you even juice a watermelon without breaking it? How could she have ever agreed to Mona's plan, how could she have agreed to go through with this?

Seconds turned into minutes, and still she swelled. Larger. Wider. Rounder. Mika became round enough that she felt her body pressing against the walls of the hallway, and with that came a new feeling she wasn't used to: pressure. Indeed, her body still wanted to swell, but it couldn't against the confines of the hallway. Pressure began to mount, and juice began to leak from where her nipples had been, causing juice to run down her body and over her face. She was certain she was leaking wherever her lower body was too.

Now a new fear filled her mind: exploding. What if she didn't stop swelling? What if she just exploded? What if she, squished between the hallway as she was, simply broke open? She hadn't seen Mona at the end, so maybe she'd already exploded. Maybe this was her fate. Maybe this was the end, and she was going to go out as a giant watermelon, and no one would ever find her, and...

Suddenly, the feeling of something, someone, touching her lower body snapped her out of her doom spiral. Something was poking her, pushing her, pressing against her. Squeaking, she hoped maybe they could hear her, maybe they would know she was a person and not just a giant fruit, so they didn't take her and turn her into food or sell her or something. Her mind might not have been on exploding, but it still wasn't being entirely rational.

Then Mika felt more hands on her, pressing against what had once been her butt. They were pushing against her, rather hard, and yet Mika knew she wasn't going to move. She knew she was stuck. She was probably doomed, it didn't matter how many hands she had one her. And the feeling of the hands disappearing only reinforced the idea that this was the case. They probably didn't even know she was human. They probably were just going to break her open and this was the end and-

Suddenly, the world seemed to blur, like she was moving very fast. Very, very fast. Vertigo set in, as she felt the juice moving strangely inside of her. The pressure, that she thought had been so great before, became many, many times greater. Now she was certain she was going to explode.

Only, she didn't. Mika opened her eyes slowly, wondering where the explosion was, but it didn't come. Instead, she was met with a terrifying scene, as what looked like imps stared down at her. Imps, with long fingers and sharp nails, with long ears and teeth and noses. Imps, that most certainly did not look friendly, and which were poking her helpless body. They were so large compared to her.

Wait, large? No, they weren't large, she was small! Small and round and regular sized for a watermelon. Oh no, now they really were going to ship her off with the produce!

“Well, well, well. So this is where the other one got to.”

Mika perked up. She knew that voice.

A looming shadow came over her, as the woman from earlier with the jet black skin lifted her up to get a better look at her. “I'm certainly glad that worked. I really didn't want to knock the wall out to try and get you.”

Mika wanted to talk, wanted to say something, anything, to beg for help, but all that got through were tiny squeaks.

“Well aren't you excitable? You're lucky that we followed the juice or we might not have found you until tomorrow. And you're lucky that shrinking you didn't cause you to explode. Not everything manages that upon becoming denser.”

Mika would have squeaked again but before she could, the woman began to carry her off somewhere. If she had to be honest, this wasn't much better than being stuck; the pressure was many times greater, and she felt very fragile being carried around like produce.

Somehow, the woman seemed to be aware of her feelings. “Oh, quit worrying. We'll fix you, assuming you want to be fixed after you experience juicing.” Before Mika could squeak in confusion, the woman pressed her finger into what had been Mika's sex, causing her to let out a high pitched moan. It turned out the watermelon girl was indeed quite sensitive.

“Now then, we just need to get you off to the juicer with your friend...”

Mika didn't even bother to question what that meant at this point. All she knew was that she was hopefully going to get fixed, and not be a watermelon anymore.

Hopefully.

Probably.

Maybe.
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Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com


Books By This Author

Fruit Flavored Follies

Trisha has been dragged along for some tour of a local science lab by her friend Takisha, who's heard that somewhere inside are wonderous creations. Since they're not getting any on the tour, the two girls go looking for their own excitement, and end up with far more than either could have ever bargained for. Soon their lives will be transformed, literally!

Fruit Flavored Follies 2

Working at G-Tech is often hard, and made harder by people not listening to the rules when they tour the facilities. Three women are going to learn why you don't sample the blueberries while on the tour, and likely discover a new, bluer life because of it!

Test Subject Tourists

Gina, the scientific mind behind G-Tech's wonderous transformation and inflation experiences, is in a bind: she's running out of test subjects to public-proof her new creations! Faced with this problem, she offers a tour to two lucky women as part of a new plan to get test subjects in a different way: trick them into testing her experimental products! Mother and daughter Virginia and Anne have no idea that the tour they've 'won' is actually a plot to turn them into blueberries... but they'll soon find out!




cover.jpeg
-

FRUIT FLAVORED FOLLIES 3

A

A Watermelon Transformation Story

e - VR,

LOUIS BAKER







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   






