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“This is Serena speaking,” she said as she picked up. Her voice was so honeyed, so sultry, sensuous and seductive. I momentarily forgot why I was calling. “How can I help you?” she said after a little pause, her voice still warm and pleasant, as though she didn’t mind my silence. 

“Uh...my name Peter Green,” I began, finally. “I wanted to talk to you about your fish.”

“My...fish?” she asked, her voice breaking ever so slightly.

“Yes, you see, I’m in insurance,” I explained. “I got your number from an exotic pets store - said you were their best customer for aquariums. I do policies for all sorts of different types of rare animals, expensive equipment, the works.”

“I see,” she said. “So you’re a salesman.” She used the word with more than a little contempt, and my heart fell. I knew that tone - it meant I wasn’t getting a sale today. “Do you work for some company or office?”

“That’s a very good question. No, ma’am, I work freelance, get the policies from an underwriting agency. I’m all on my own.”

“I see,” she said, her voice brightening up again. “Tell you what, why don’t you come on down to my place tomorrow night, do an appraisal. I’m happy to try to work something out.”

~

After starting my car - which always took more than a few tries - I was off. Serena’s place was further away than I would have guessed - over four hours away, all the way to the coastline - but that hardly mattered. I would have driven all day and all night for a potential client like Serena. 

I’ll be honest, I wasn’t the world’s best salesman and the last few months in particular had been hard. I was all on commission, so when I didn’t do well, I couldn’t pay rent, or eat. Lately I’d been charging it to my credit card. I needed this one, and I needed it bad.

And her sexy voice certainly didn’t make justifying the trip more difficult. 

The directions took me past the coastal town and through a windy road along the beach. Finally, I ended up at a place that looked halfway between a lighthouse and a gothic mansion. I figured to buy that many jumbo fish tanks she’d have to be loaded, but this was much more than anything I imagined. Dollar signs started dancing in my head.

I got out of the car, trying to stop my hands from shaking, and approached the door. But just as I was about to knock, the door was opened for me.

“Greetings, Peter. I’m Serena,” she said. Of course, there was no need to introduce herself - I could never mistake a voice like hers.

But as amazing as it was, it paled in comparison to her physical beauty. She had a svelte, slender figure, accentuated by a beautiful, old-fashioned looking purple silk dress, complete with gloves and a gold broach which dangled from her neck. Her skin was pale and her flowing hair was raven black. 

“Come in,” she said, and I did. The door shut behind us on its own, and then I heard it click. Was there some kind of remote sensor attached to it, I wondered?

My first question whenever I came to someone’s home was where they keep the aquariums, but this time I didn’t need to ask. They were, quite literally, everywhere. There was an aquarium under the hat rack, which was almost completely full of a variety of different hats. 

There was an aquarium built into the wall next to the light switch. There was even one hanging from the ceiling, attached to a chandelier. What kind of appraisal was I supposed to write down for something like that?

“What...what kind of fish do you got, here?” I asked as I slowly walked forwards, my mouth gaping wide. The fish all were brightly colored oddities. One looked like a walking starfish, another like a Chinese dragon. I saw rare tropical fish every day, but I’d never seen any of these exotic looking species. 

“Oh, all kinds,” Serena said with a shrug. “Come with me, and I’ll give you the tour,” she said. She smiled as held out crooked arm, offering it to me with all the eagerness a high school boy extending his arm to his date on the night to a school dance. 

I accepted her arm, happily, but not without more than a little confusion. Was she interested in me, I wondered? That seemed impossible - how could a woman who looked like that want anything to do with a boring guy like me? 

But, if she wasn’t, then why was she being so friendly? Usually, I had to try - and, generally, fail - to charm the customer if I wanted a shot at the sale, but for some reason, the shoe felt like it was on the other foot.

“How many tanks do you have, exactly?” I said, as we made our way up the spiral staircase. I could see more fish placed into the recesses of the walls. As we approached, they swam up towards us eagerly, many of them thrusting their bodies against the walls of their tanks.

“Quite a few,” she answered cryptically. “But, let’s not make this all business. Tell me about yourself, do you like your work?”

“Well, it’s a living,” I said with a little chuckle. 

“Is that so?” she asked. For some reason, lying was catching in my throat.

“Actually...I hate it. I mean, I love fish, I love the ocean, always have. Come to think of it, I don’t even really mind the insurance. I just…well…”

“You’re not particularly comfortable being a salesman?” she asked, putting emphasis on that word again.

“Yeah, you got me,” I admitted.

“I do? Well, that’s good to hear,” she said, squeezing my arm a little tighter as we walked down a hallway. “Do you have a wife, any children?”

“Nope, no kids, no wife,” I said. Sharing this kind of information would have felt a little strange with another client, but with Serena...it was odd, but I wanted her to know whatever she desired to know. Her voice was just so irresistible.

She opened the door at the end of the hall, revealing what appeared to be her bedroom. There were a few fish tanks against the walls, and a mural of a mermaid was painted over the ceiling. She took a seat on the plushy bed, and patted mattress next to her. I sat down, too. Things were getting more and more bizarre. If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up.

“Care for a glass of wine?” she said, reaching for a bottle and a single glass that rested on the mantle.

“I’m more of beer guy, besides, I’m not really supposed to drink on the job…”

“Come on, who’s going to know?” she said, handing the glass to me. I drained it in one big gulp, which for some reason caused Serena’s grin to grow wider.

“Well, Peter, it seems like we have quite a few things in common,” she said serenely.

“Uh...like what?” I asked. From where I was sitting, I didn’t have a single thing in common with this beautiful, elegant, wealthy strange woman.

“We both love fish. We both love the sea. We both have no kids. And no wife,” she added, and we both chuckled. She leaned forwards a little, stroking my hand. 

“Peter, would you like us to have more in common?”

“Uh, sure,” I mumbled, lost in her eyes again.

“Peter, I want to be honest with you,” she said. “I don’t think I’m going to be buying any insurance today.”

It was bad news, sure, but it didn’t feel like punch in the gut that it was supposed to be. On any other day, driving four and a half hours out of my way for no sale would have been excruciatingly frustrating. But staring into Serena’s deep, soulful brown eyes, it seemed like a distant afterthought.

“Well, you know, it’s always important to try to protect your valuables,” I mumbled half heartedly, barely able to mount a defense of my product.

“I value my fish more than you could possibly know,” she said. “Nothing could ever insure them to their true value in my eyes. What would insurance give me if I lost them? Money? Money is no object to me.”

“I...ugh…” I sputtered. I’d never heard an objection like that. She loves fish too much to insure them? 

“I don’t think you can help me today. But I think I might be able to help you,” explained Serena.

“How?” I asked. “I don’t need help with anything.”

“When was the last time you enjoyed the pleasures of the flesh?” she asked.

It had been a long time - far longer than I cared to admit. But was it wise to really go down this route with this woman? Too good to be true leapt to mind.

“Why are you resisting it?” she said, stroking her hand across my cheek. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

Serena leaned forward and grabbed my tie. She slowly pulled it towards her, my neck straining a bit as the tie tightened. My head followed soon after, just like she was reeling in a fish. When she pulled me all the way towards her shoulder, my throat felt more than a little constricted. It was an awkward, helpless position.

She leaned down to kiss me. I sat there, still, frozen. 

When our lips touched, I felt an electric pulse move through me. It was an amazingly soft, wet sensuous kiss. My whole body felt as though I was floating. Why the hell had I bothered trying to fight it? 

“Mmm…” I moaned into the kiss, as I felt her arms wrap around me as she let go of my tie. But the moan didn’t sound like me. It was higher pitched, more like a squeal than a groan of satisfaction.

I broke the kiss for a moment, but seeing the look in Serena’s eyes made my concerns melt away once again. She was staring at me with a fierce, determined lust that could not be demined. 

She leaned forwards, pushing me onto the bed. She ground her hips against mine, and I could feel myself getting hard. Serena bit my lip, pulling it back with her teeth, and I lay flat on the bed, my arms flopping to my sides as I surrendered to her passion.

But I saw something funny in the reflection of one of the glass panels of the fish tanks - a mop of curly, red hair. But Serena had dark hair. I had red hair of course, but I kept what little of it there was closely cropped. So...whose hair was that?

Serene could tell that I was looking away from her, and she gripped my chin firmly, trying to stop my gaze from wandering.

“Close your eyes,” she commanded, and I obeyed. Who was I to resist such a temptress?

She resumed kissing me, her hands wandering up and down my body. I felt her squeezing at my chest, pinching at my nipples through my shirt. The garment suddenly felt too tight, as though it was being pulled back, somehow. As her fingers kneaded my flesh, it started to feel softer and softer…

What was going on?

I pulled away from her, and this time, she didn’t try to stop me. I stood up and ran towards the fish tank on the wall, eager to get a good look at my reflection off the glare. The fish swam up to the edge of the tank and rammed its body repeatedly into the side.

When at last I was able to see myself clearly, I was shocked. My hair was long, beautiful, and curly. My body had shrunk considerably, giving me a more feminine frame. And my shirt was tight because there seemed to be little breasts developing there.

“What’s going on?” I demanded in my higher voice.

“I think you know,” Serena replied. “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Mind?” I asked. Mind what?

“You don’t seem like a person who’s especially in love with the idea of being a man,” she said casually. 

“I...I don’t?” I asked.

“Well, your erection hasn’t subsided,” she pointed out. That was true. Finding out what was happening to me hadn’t killed my buzz. Far from it, in fact. “Plus, there’s the way you dress.”

“What do you mean?” I said, defensively. “I have on a big leather belt, cowboy boots…”

“Exactly,” she said. “Guys often try to hide their...feminine desires...through overcompensating, as though traditionally masculine symbols could hide the thoughts swimming through their head. Instead, it only makes them more obvious.”

She was right once again.

“Why would you want to do this to me?” I asked her. Asking her how she was doing it seemed a little presumptuous. How could someone like me hope to understand what was clearly magic?

“It’s obvious. I like women,” she explained. “I think you can understand that. You like women, too. Don’t you?”

“Of course I do! But if you’re a lesbian, then why don’t you...”

“Just date women?” Serena finished my sentence. “Taking your manhood is more fun.”

Saying it that way really drove things into focus. She really was taking my maleness away from me. I ought to be upset, but she was right. I never much liked being a man, anyway. I never felt comfortable in my own skin. 

“Come back to bed,” she said with a sexy pout as she patted the bed. “And we’ll see what else I can take from you.”

My erection only grew when I heard those words. There was a tiny part of my brain screaming “run,” but who could run from a fantasy brought to life?

I slowly tip-toed my way back towards the bed. Serena grabbed my arm and yanked it down, causing me to tumble a little as I fell towards her. I felt my wavy, longer hair flutter behind me as I fell, and I giggled a little as I landed on the bed. 

My laugh sounded strange to me - higher pitched, girlish, feminine - but also, very beautiful. The kind of laugh I’d compliment a girl for having was now the laugh that was coming out of my mouth.

Serena leaned over me, her own hair falling onto my face as she brought our lips close. She grabbed the collar of my dress shirt firmly as she kissed me, tearing my shirt open with one deliberate yank and causing the buttons to fly everywhere, noisily clattering onto the floor.

With my shirt off and my chest exposed, Serena brought her hands over my budding breasts. They felt immeasurably sensitive, and I gasped as she dragged her thumbs across my new nipples.

As Serena’s tongue penetrated the deepest recesses of my mouth, I felt my new breasts swelling up in her hands. She kneaded them eagerly, and then broke the kiss, staring directly into my eyes.

“You ready?” she asked. Ready for what - well, I dared not ask that. Instead, I just nodded.

Serena maintained eye contact while her hands moved down, taking off my belt and my pants. She reached her hand into my underwear, slowly dragging her hand across my crotch.

At first, the sensation felt odd and even non-sexual - she was petting my cock, rather than stroking or pumping it, after all. But then, Serena resumed kissing me, and all that changed.

My toes switched as her tongue nearly went down my throat, and I felt little twinges of pleasure as her fingers rubbed against me harder. Based on the other changes that had happened to me, I had an inkling as to what was to come, but I didn’t care. 

Actually, that wasn’t quite right. If I was being honest, I was loving it. I wanted to happen. I bucked my hips against Serena’s hand, hoping the friction would help the process speed up. She kept rubbing herself against my cock and balls, and I felt my flesh start to melt and turn into putty in her hands. 

She wrapped her tongue around mine and started to suck, and then I felt her fingers sink inside of me. I came hard, moaning through the kiss, and then I curled up against her shoulder, feeling exhausted. 

“You did good, baby, real good,” she said, stroking my hair as I drifted off to sleep.

~

Had it all been just a wonderful dream? 

That was the thought which captured my mind upon waking the next day. It so frightened me that I dared not open my eyes. I couldn’t bear to see my old apartment, my old male body, and my old life again after what had happened to me last night.

“Morning, beautiful,” said Serena, running her hand across my hair, down my neck, and onto my chest. She paused for a moment to give one of my nipples a little tweak, sending shivers throughout my body.

I guess that answered that.

“Morning,” I said cautiously in my new, feminine voice, as my eyes fluttered open. I could see Serena’s dark hair falling into my red curls. It looked so beautiful.

“So, do you have a plan?” I asked. 

“A plan?” she asked, her voice even more honeyed than usual.

“I mean...when am I going to change back or is this, you know…” I said, my voice trailing off.

“Permanent?” Serena said. “What do you think? Would you really want to go back?”

I guess my old life was really gone. But what was I supposed to do now?

“Yeah, I mean...would you be OK if I stayed here until I could get my new life on track? You know, get a new job, and...”

Serena chuckled for so long, I don’t know how she didn’t suffocate.

“Pearl - can I call you Pearl, now, dearie?” she asked me. I nodded. It seemed as good a name as any.

“Pearl, you’re going to stay here, live with me. Your only job is to look pretty and have fun. I have plenty of money for us both,” Serena explained.

It was hard to find an objection to that.

~

We lingered in bed for a couple of more, blissful hours, before hunger finally drove us up and out. I reached for my discarded suit pants. I tried to put them on, but even with the belt cinched as tightly as it could go, they limply fell to the floor. Apparently I was a lot more svelte as a woman. 

Serena stopped me by grabbing my arm. “What are you doing?” she asked me. 

“Getting dressed?” I asked. Did she want me to parade around naked? 

“You think you’re going to wear your old clothes?” she asked, her nose wrinkling up at the thought. “No, no, no, I’ll let you borrow some of my clothes.”

She walked over to the closet and pulled it open, displaying a department store’s worth of garments. 

“Go ahead, try something on,” she said. When I inspected the clothes, I found that they were all different sizes and styles. Had some of these belonged to a friend, I wondered? Or, less likely, had Serena once looked different, herself?

Despite being a woman and having sex as a woman, it still felt weird to pick out a dress to wear, and I stood at the closet, frozen in place.

“Oh, I’ll just pick something,” she said, with more amusement than annoyance in her voice. She grabbed a white tank top and a frilly black skirt. Then she grabbed a pink pair of panties for me, throwing them towards me.

I didn’t catch them, instead, they landed on my shoulder, the bottom part hanging down a little, hitting my cleavage. It felt silly, but also, very sensual. Once again, I didn’t move, just enjoying the moment.

“Let me put those on for you,” she said, when she saw I hadn’t done so myself. I tried to protest, but she held my arms in place, and kneeled down so I could step into the panties. 

They felt really silky and soft as she slowly hiked them up my thighs. When she reached my butt, she slapped the elastic band. When the panties reached my crotch, she reached inside them with her pinky finger, rubbing me ever so slightly.

“Hungry?” she asked.

“I...ugh…” I stammered as my nerves lit on fire once more.

“I’ll go make us some breakfast,” she said. 

~

I followed Serena down the stairs to the kitchen, catching little glimpses of my new reflection in every fish tank. Whenever I saw this strange woman, I felt stunned. She was beautiful, a good deal younger than I used to be. 

Every few steps, I noticed something new about myself - how narrow and small my nose looked, the shape of my delicate little chin, the length of my new lashes and how beautiful they looked when my eyes were halfway open.

Unlike yesterday, the fishes didn’t immediately swim towards the edges of their tanks as I walked past. Perhaps, I thought, they had gotten used to me?

Serena cut a grapefruit in half for us to share, and then she whipped up a smoothie using so many different kinds of vegetables that I lost track. I’d never eaten this healthy in my life. Perhaps, I thought, with this new body, I was getting a new lease on health - and my waistline. It tasted a little bitter, but I’d had worse.

Afterwards, Serena pulled out her laptop and we watched a workout routine involving a handful of girls. At first, they were just doing typical cardio, then some stretching that bordered on the erotic. Long squats, leg splits that caused legs to brush against each other, an arching motion that…

Wait, did those two girls just start kissing? What kind of a video was this?

“OK, all done,” Serena said, turning it off.

“What?” 

“Aww, you wanted to see how it ends, huh?” she said, giggling a little. “I know just the thing to cool off after a tape like that. Let’s go for a swim.”

“A swim?” I asked.

“Don’t you love the water?” Serena asked me back. It didn’t really seem like a question I could say no to, given her enthusiasm for the idea. “I know what will convince you,” she said, somehow sensing my trepidation. “Let’s pick out a bikini for you to wear.”

A bikini? Seeing Serena in that, as well as my new, sexy self, certainly did convince me. We pranced upstairs, and soon, we were clad in matching, pink bikinis. Of course, Serena’s breasts were bigger than mine, but I didn’t mind that one bit.
 

“So, are we going down to the ocean?” I asked.

“No, too public,” said Serena. “I have a little indoor pool, in the basement.”

Both the terms ‘little’ and ‘basement’ were gross understatements, but I suppose by this time, I should have expected surprises when it came to Serena. 

The entire floor was an intricate grotto, complete with a mist machine to provide jungle air, a pool that contained a sandy shore and a mock desert island in the center, complete with a treasure chest, and off to the side a large boulder. The water even smelled salty.

“Go ahead, jump in,” she said. I didn’t jump, but I slid into the water slowly. My nipples stiffened up from the cold, which was an interesting sensation. When I was about halfway in, Serena tackled me from behind, her weight pushing me underwater. 

I was coughing and sputtering when I surfaced, and I heard Serena laughing. For about a minute, I was furious with her, but one look into her deep eyes calmed my soul again. She cradled my shivering little body in her arms and planted a kiss on my forehead.

“Don’t be mad, baby,” she said. “Just trying to have some fun.”

“Why didn’t you install a water heater?” I asked, my teeth chattering.

“I’m all about creating realism,” Serena explained. “But if you really are cold, we could some hot tea.”

“Sounds great,” I said, heading back towards the edge of the pool.

“Where are you going, Pearl?” she asked. I turned around immediately, surprised by how natural it felt to hear her call me by my new name.

“To get the tea?” I asked meekly.

“Why would we need to leave the pool to do that?” she asked me. I stared back at her silently, once again, feeling dumfounded. “Come on” she said, grasping my arm firmly, and once again, pulling me underwater.

I tried to swim back to the surface, but Serena was stronger than I was, and she was determined to pull me down. I opened my eyes and I could see she was heading towards the boulder to the side. She dove down, deeper, and pulled us through a narrow opening, and then upwards again…

When we surfaced, Serena pulled herself up onto a floating cushion. We were inside the rocky structure, which was lit by tiny shafts of light coming in from the top.  Built into the side of the rock wall was...a mini bar?

“Here’s the button for hot tea,” she said, pouring me a small glass as I coughed and gasped for air and sat on the floating cushion, which sank a little into the water but kept me afloat without having to tread water. “Here, you like it?”

I was so cold and so desperate for comfort that I drank it down before blowing on it. The scalding water burned my lips, but even so, I could taste the flavor. It was complex and rich, like a mixture of vanilla and seaweed. As unusual as it was, I couldn’t deny that it was the best tea I’d ever tasted.

“Thank you…” I said at last. Serena was nothing if not exciting.

“Can I ask you something?” Serena began, and then carried on, without waiting for my answer. “Did you like ‘The Little Mermaid’ as a child?”

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “Why?”

“Did you ever identify with the character? Did you ever...you know...wish you could become a mermaid?”

This time, I decided to play coy.

“Well, Ariel wanted to become a human, so I couldn’t very well identify with her if I wanted to become a mermaid. Right?” I asked.

“Very clever,” said Serena, who, for a moment anyway, looked genuinely impressed. “But it’s not an answer to my question.”

“What about you? Did you identify with Ariel?” I asked her. 

“No, another character always provided me with inspiration…” she said, her voice trailing off a bit. “But...seriously, Pearl, tell me about mermaids. It’s important.”

“Mermaids are beautiful, graceful, feminine,” I began. “Lovely, really. Sure, I love mermaids, but what does that matter?” Of course, she was right. I had thought about what it had been like to be a mermaid when I saw that movie. 

“Finish your tea, first,” she instructed, and it sounded more like an order than a request. I nodded and gulped it down.

I wasn’t sure if it was because I was finally getting used to the water, or if the tea had warmed me to my core, but as soon as the last drop had made its way past my lips, the chill that gripped me vanished. I felt calm, comfortable, content.

Serena was gazing at me with the same glint of lust in her eye that she’d had when she’d transformed me into a woman. That could only mean…

“Serena?” I asked, as I felt my body growing warmer still. “What’s happening to…”

“Shh…” she said, lunging towards me and hugging me tightly. “Don’t speak.”

“But…” I protested.

Serena fiddled with my bikini top with her hands, and a few moments later, it dropped into the water. She reached behind herself and took off her own top, and then she embraced me once more. 

This time, our breasts were mashed up together, our nipples slipping and sliding against each other delightfully. She nuzzled my neck as she hugged me with all her might, the air nearly being forced from my lungs.

If her goal was to shut me up by distracting me, it worked. I closed my eyes, leaned back, and relaxed. I could feel myself slipping off my floating cushion, but that hardly mattered to me. My hands were running through Serena’s hair, my nipples felt electrified, and my neck felt on fire as Serena gave me a hickey.

I let out a long, contented sigh as I slid down, into the water. But I didn’t cough or struggle to find air. In fact, I felt as though I could breathe just fine!

Serena let me go after a few moments, swimming out of the grotto and towards the mock desert island. I followed her, my legs propelling myself far more swiftly than I was used to.

When I reached the edge, I found I was having a hard time getting a footing on the sand. When I cast my glance downwards, I realized why: my feet had fused together. Little green scales spreading over my skin. My legs could no longer more on their own, like a giant flipper or...a mermaid’s tail. 

My skin gained symmetrical, geometric colored markings as it led to my tail. My fingers started to fuse together, my hands gaining a webbed, flipper like look to them. Thin, silky red fins sprouted up from my sides and the backs of my arms. I heard a little snap, and the band of my bikini bottom popped off, floating away from me limply. 

“Such a beauty” Serena cooed, as she stared down at me from the island. 

“You...you did this?” I said, using my arms to drag my limp, partially fused legs onto the sandy embankment. “Why?” I gasped, suddenly feeling incredibly dry.

“Why is a big deal for you, isn’t it? I thought you said mermaids were lovely.”

“Yeah, but that...doesn’t…” I said, coughing as loudly as I’d done when she’d first shoved me into the water. “Help me…” I wheezed. 

“Your help is right there,” she said, pointing towards water. “Just a few more seconds, and the process will be complete. Then your gills will be ready,” she said nonchalantly.

My gills? My gills!?

I resisted her call to slide back into the water, not sure I wanted “the process” to complete itself. From the way she was describing it, this sounded permanent, too.

“Come on, Pearl,” she said. walking down and stroking my cheek as tears flowed down it. “Don’t do this to yourself. You’ve got to breathe.” 

The sharp longing in my chest became too much to resist. Reluctantly, I slid myself back down towards the water. The sand seemed to scrape against my scales uncomfortably, but I would have dragged my eyes across sandpaper for a breath of fresh air.

As soon as my legs were under, they finished morphing into a traditional mermaid’s tail, and I could “breathe” again. 

“Why!?” I cried out.

“Pearl, baby, you’re a beautiful mermaid now! Just think of all the fun we can have together!” Serena said. 

“But I’ll be stuck in this pool,” I said. “Right?”

“Of course not,” she said. “We can always get you a more...mobile...tank of saltwater,” she said, after some hesitation.

“Ok,” I said, at last. “But could you, you know...have at least warned me, first, what was going to happen?”

“And spoil the surprise?” she said. “Of course not!”

I stared up at Serena for a few moments, not sure what to say to that. She just gazed down at me, taking a seat on the treasure chest in the middle of the island.

“So, what’s in that thing, anyway?” I asked her. 

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said with a wink. “It’s for you, of course,” she clarified as she hopped to her feet excitedly and pulled it open. Then, she walked down the sandy shore towards me with a plastic bag in her hand.

“So, what is it?” I asked.

“Mermaid stuff, for you to look extra-pretty, of course,” she said. “You can’t have a pink bikini top, can you?” she asked, yanking it off before I answered. Her fingers scraped against my nipples as she did so, which distracted me from answering her question.

“I...um…” I hedged, as Serena held up a clamshell-style bra for me. She placed it across my chest for me, and I had to admit, it felt very natural. She also pulled out a few strings of pearls for me to wear over my neck and around my wrists.

“What’s that?” I asked, pointing towards the last item in the bag, a small black box.

“Haven’t you ever seen girls put on makeup before?” she asked me.

“Ugh...not really, no,” I confessed.

“That’s so cute,” Serena giggled, before kneeling down in front of me and starting to apply some of the face paint from the container. 

It quickly became obvious that this wasn’t ordinary makeup. Not only did she give me blushing cheeks and rosy lips, but bright teal eyeshadow the extended well past my eyebrows. 

I gazed at my rippling reflection in the water, and with every swab of her hand, the old me faded away a little more, and I became someone who looked a little prettier, a little more feminine, a little more like a stylized version of a mermaid.

“That stuff won’t wash off in the water, so don’t worry about getting wet,” Serena informed me.

“How do I wash it off, then?” I asked. Serena just giggled again.

“Pearl, you just kill me sometimes. How do I wash it off?” she pantomimed me. It was strange, hearing an imitation of a voice that really mine coming out of the mouth of someone else. I wasn’t sure if I ought to be insulted or flattered. 

“What’s next, Pearl, are you going to ask me how to turn back into a human again?” she said, giving voice to my unspoken question.

“So, I can’t?” I asked her. For some reason I couldn’t quite explain, I felt like a child being denied dessert by a loving but stern parent.

“Of course not, sweetie,” she said, running her hand under my chin. “Stop worrying so much. Think of all the fun we’ll have once you just embrace it.”

“Embrace it?” I asked her. I had allowed her to turn me into a woman, without expressing much discomfort or resistance. Was I really going to just go with her on this, too?

“Yes, my darling. Accept it. Embrace it. Like a big girl,” she said, leaning down and pulling up my clamshell bra. She latched her mouth around one of my nipples, her finger squeezing and pulling on the other one.

“No...no fair.” I gushed, as I fell backwards onto the sand. My tail flopped around in the water as Serena’s mouth electrified me with pleasure.

“Being a mermaid’s not so bad, is it?” she asked me, after her mouth left my breast with a wet popping sound.

“No…” I admitted, as she started grinding herself against me. She pulled down her own bikini top, as well as her bottom, and placed her body over mine, pressing me into the sand and kissing me passionately. The feeling of our breasts together was like heaven.

As her legs wrapped around my tail and her hips locked onto mine, she whispered in my ear. “Wriggle around for me.” 

I tried my best but we barely budged. She was surprisingly strong - or, since I changed, I was surprisingly weak.

“Is that the best you got! Squirm! Squeal!” she barked into my ear.

It felt a little degrading to hear it like that, but to my shame and surprise, it only fueled my arousal. I complied, trying harder to wriggle my tail and squealing, just like she asked.

The friction gave us both pleasure, and as I gyrated my hips, I could feel the sand beneath us giving way. Slowly, we were sliding into the water.

“Yes! Yes!” she shouted. “Do it!” she ordered, yanking at my hair with her fists. It hurt like hell but I loved it.

As I slipped over the edge of pleasure and slipped into the water, I could also feel my resistance to my newfound changes slipping away. Nothing that felt so good could be so bad, I thought. Whatever she wanted from me, whoever she wanted me to be, I’d do it, I thought. Just as long as I could feel like this, always.

We tumbled into the water, not with a splash but with a slow whimper. My hands and outsplayed fingers were the last things to touch the sand, scraping against them as I sunk beneath the surface. 

~

Serena left the pool - to do what, I don’t know - and I slept a little, feeling strangely comfortable at the bottom of the pool. I was awoken when I heard a sharp splashing sound.

“Miss me?” Serena called out. I swam towards her, and then I wrapped my arms around her, and she wrapped her legs around my tail. Swimming had never been so much fun.

As we sipped Mai Tais together in the underground grotto, I felt completely content. Serena was right: being a mermaid meant being beautiful and graceful. Why had I resisted her?

“You look happy right now,” said Serena as I sipped my drink. 

“I am happy,” I said. “I can’t imagine anything better than this.”

“I guess I have a more...creative...imagination than you do,” said Serena.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, looking into Serena’s eyes as she stared at me silently.

I could feel my gaze shifting upwards, and I adjusted my floating seat, thinking that I must be sinking into the water. But the seat wasn’t sinking. So why was Serena - and the room - suddenly getting taller?

“Serena…” I said, gasping a little. 

“Pearl,  you’re going to be just fine,” she said.

Fine? Why would I need to be fine? What was happening to me now?

I glanced down and saw that my body was taking up a lot less of the seat than it had been. My proportions were being diminished, I realized. The room was growing taller because I was shrinking, likely down to a child’s size already.

I pushed myself off of the seat and swam towards Serena. She pulled me partially out of the water, cradling me in her arms and perching me on her lap.

“Serena, Serena,” I said. “What’s going on?’

“Shh….” she said. “Just relax, okay?” She pulled off her bikini top, and then placed her hand behind my head, guiding me towards her nipple. 

I hated to admit it, but the infantilizing gesture did relax me - and turned me on. Serena’s breasts were now nearly as big as my head, much larger from my perspective, and her nipple took up nearly my whole mouth.

As my body shrunk to the size of a baby, I suckled contently. Serena pushed herself off of the cushion, to allow my mermaid tail to continue to bask in the water. Soon, she started to sing to me.

“Little mermaid, so pure and so good.

Be my little mermaid, just like you should.

Shrink for me, be my little angel tonight.

Pearl, everything is going to be all right.”

As the song concluded, her nipple grew too big for my mouth, and it popped out. I opened my eyes again, and realized I was much smaller than an infant. Serena looked like a giantess, so that made me...the size of a Barbie doll?

“Aww! You’re so cute!” She said, wagging her finger in front of me playfully, like I was a mewling newborn kitten. “Who’s a good little girl?”

“I am?” I asked. Or, at least, I tried to. My voice came out in sharp “eek” sounds, like I was a dolphin.

“Yes, you are!” she cooed. She stroked the underside of my chin with her finger very delicately. “Go ahead, swim around me. I know you want to.”

Swimming around Serena’s body was like taking a tour around some beautiful Renaissance statue - only Serena was far more majestic and beautiful than any work of art ever could be. I could see every inch of her up close thanks to my tiny size, and from this angle, even small imperfections seemed to only add to her beauty. 

The slightest hint of wrinkles under spellbinding eyes just made her look more mature and in control. The tiny dusting of freckles on the bridge of her nose, which I’d never noticed before, made me imagine she might have acquired them having spent one too many fun days at the beach.

Her breasts, which were entrancing at any size, were even more fun now that I’d shrunk. Underwater, they were huge, soft balloons, floating freely. I ground my whole body against them, and when I slithered into Serena’s cleavage, she crossed her arms and pressed her breasts together, enveloping me completely in her warm, feminine flesh. I’d never felt so safe or so happy.

When she let me out, I swam down to her tummy, sticking my mermaid tail into her bellybutton, flapping it around to tickle her. Her laugh, filtered through the water, was like thunder. 

She reached down and grabbed my waist with her hand and yanked me out. I thought it was because she didn’t want to be trickled anymore, but Serena had something else in mind. She shoved my body, tail first, under her bikini bottom. I knew exactly what she wanted.

My tail slowly probed her insides, which felt very warm and pleasant. As I struck the right spots, her legs kicked with passion, creating currents that could have caused me to drift away if it weren’t for the band of her bikini bottom holding me in place. 

Hearing her climax was amazing. The echoes of her passion reverberated off of the walls, which then hit the water at different angles, so I heard her cries of satisfaction with a thousand different variations. 

I could feel the spasms of her womanhood on my tail, they threatened to suck me inside her completely. At first I tried to fight against this, but then I stopped when I started lustily imagining what it would be like if her hungry vagina really did swallow me up. 

About half of my body was sucked in when she finished. Serena reached down and pulled me out of her and then lifted me partially out of the water. My lower body was still in the water, while my torso sat upright in her cupped hand.

“Want to have some fun, ‘little’ mermaid?” she asked me. What was I going to do, say no?

Looking up at her, so large and powerful, made me feel like I was a mortal in the presence of some long-forgotten Goddess. I blushed a little and stared down at my tail.

With her pinky finger, she tried to worm her way down the skin of my belly, and inside the little flap where my tail began to touch my womanhood. But, at this size, even her pinky was far too big and too hard. I winced with pain, and she stopped.

“Oh, you poor little thing,” she said, stroking the sides of my face comfortingly. “I know what we’ll do.”

Still gripping me firmly, Serena lowered herself into the water. Then, she brought me closer and closer to her face, and slowly her lips parted.

I felt like a swimmer in a horror film, staring at some giant shark. Playfully, I decided to try to swim away, but to no avail. 

Serena wrapped her lips around my tail, then placed her tongue around my waist. If she wanted, I thought, she could probably swallow me down like a roll of sushi. The thought was terrifying, but it also was making me get warm. 

Her tongue started to wrap around me, brushing my nipples and causing them to stand on end. Was she really doing it, I wondered? I couldn’t decide if I was horrified or excited. I let out another “eeek!” sound, though to be honest, I’m not sure if I would have said anything else had I still possessed the capacity to say words.

No, instead, she was trying to tongue me. Finally, she reached the spot she was looking for, bathing my genitals with her giant tongue. She licked at my tail, too, as if she wanted to lap up every drop of her own juices that were still on me. God damn, that was a sexy thought.

“Eeehh…” I sighed as wave after wave of pleasure engulfed me. With every stroke, I was sliding just a little further into her mouth. I glanced down and I saw her tongue and her throat, churning powerfully as she licked at me through the water.

I came just as my head sank under the water, my cries of passion turning into a small stream of muffled bubbles. My mermaid tail slid partially into Serena’s throat, but she grabbed me by my arms and pulled me back out before I slipped down any further.

~

I slept curled up inside her bra next to her breast, her nipple providing a nice pillow and her heartbeat gave me a soothing rhythm that helped me relax. It seemed so loud and determined at my size, causing my entire body to resonate with it.

I awoke when I could hear it beating faster and faster. I crawled upwards, and I could see Serena doing her aerobics workout, this time partially underwater, as she watched her laptop on the island.

The instructor was training the girls on how to kiss. 
 

“See? You’re getting better!” she said encouragingly to a younger girl, as they stretched back and forth, their lips locking as they met.

Serena was continuing to do her stretches, but as she did them, her hand was inside her bikini bottom. This woman was insatiable!

As her arousal increased, I could feel her nipple growing harder against my back. I turned around, wrapping my arms around her breast, and rubbing my groin against her breast bud vigorously. I heard the women on the tape moaning as I heard the soft, wet, slippery sounds of Serena’s hands at work. 

Her heart beat faster and faster, and her nipple grew firmer and longer, penetrating me further. Every so often, Serena’s stretches would cause her chest to temporarily leave the water. When she re-entered a few moments later, it was with a firm splash that shook me to my bones and made my tail curl with joy.

When Serena came, her cries of joy created vibrations throughout her body, vibrations which passed onto me and drove me over the edge. I shrieked a little as I came, and as Serena slinked back into the water, she pulled me out of her bra. 

I was able to see the workout film end, with all the girls lying next to each other, looking sated and exhausted.

Serena peppered my face with kisses from her huge, soft, pillowy lips. Then, she pushed off into the water, doing a belly float. Sitting on her tummy was like sitting on a giant, moving island. 

I rested my head inside her belly button, while my tail skimmed the surface of the water. Then I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep again. 

~

“Goodnight, Pearl. I hope you don’t feel like a small fish in a big pond,” she said, before walking upstairs, much later.

Her words echoed around in my mind. A small fish in a big pond…something about them struck me as grimly ominous.

When Serena turned me into a woman, part of me was thrilled. And even when she turned me into a mermaid, I had no real complaints. But...a tiny mermaid? Sure, today had been a blast, but...what was next? 

~

When I woke up the next day, I felt frustrated and bored. This place was a paradise - beautiful, warm water, sumptuous food and drink, and a woman who I was sure would grant me any comforts I asked for. So why wasn’t I able to enjoy it? 

Without Serena, there was only so much to do here. Even though my new tiny size made exploring this place take a lot longer, I could only do so many laps around the pool before I felt as though I’d seen everything.

But there was one thing I hadn’t seen, and it was sitting next to door: an empty fish tank. Serena had hundreds of fish tanks all around her house, but none of them were empty. Except this one. 

A small fish in a big pond….

That’s when it hit me. I wasn’t going to stay here. She was going to place me in one of the tanks, put me into one of the many nooks and crannies in her home, and turn me into her pet. Then, she’d forget about me completely, and probably seduce and transform the next guy she ran into.

I remembered how interested the other fish had been when I’d first entered her home. That was because they, too, had all once been in my position. They were trying to warn me to leave, lest I end up just like them.

Every time Serena had seen me, she’d changed me further. I knew she’d finish the job when she got back. So, if I wanted to save myself, I had to act, and act fast.

Near the fish tank was a shelf with a variety of potions - little jars of varying size and shape. Perhaps, I thought, one of those could help me. 

But how could I get there? The shelf was several feet outside the edge of the pool. I couldn’t hold my breath, as it were, for long enough to crawl there, not at my present size, at any rate. I could hear footsteps - probably Serena walking around up there. 

My mind spun into high gear as I realized I had precious little time, and I began to formulate a plan. Escape from the pool - somehow - and then get to the potion cabinet without suffocating. Then, hopefully, get an antidote, change back, and then get the hell out of here.

I drove under the water and headed for the mini-bar. I pulled out a plastic bottle of soda, which was now about as long as I was. I grabbed it and smacked it against the rock. Then, I swam back, dragging the soda along with me. This proved a little difficult, as the thing kept trying to bob to the surface.

Finally, I was at the edge of the pool. I heard the door to the basement open.

“Pearl, honey?” Serena asked. “How are you doing?”

I said nothing as I frantically tried to open the cap. It was almost off when I had a moment of hesitation. Serena had been so kind to me - like she really loved me. Would she really do something so horrific to me after all this?

“I was thinking…” she began. “How would you feel about moving someplace a little more appropriate? Someplace where you could see me more often? Would you like that?”

I knew what that meant - the fish tank. It was all I needed to hear before I decided to take the plunge.

I pushed the lid off, and the shook-up soda bottle blasted me forwards across the sand, like a rocket. I could feel my body screaming out for air. If this didn’t work, I realized, I had no way to get back to the pool, and given my size, there was a risk that Serena might not see me right away when she came down the stairs…

No use second guessing myself, I thought. And, no time.

My bottle rocket crashed into shelf. Which potion to take? The labels were in some kind of foreign language I’d never seen before, so I just had to guess which one was an antidote. 

I grabbed a purple bottle with the picture of an octopus - maybe an antidote to a mermaid, like Ursula and Ariel? -  and tried to unscrew it, but no use. Finally, I smashed the thing against the shelf, then I leaned down and licked remnants of the liquid up from the broken shards.

My body tingled, and then, with a burst of purple light, I could feel myself expanding. The huge shelf shrunk down to its original size, relative to me, that is. I still couldn’t breathe, but this was a good start - my changes were indeed reversing themselves!

“Dear Goddess, what have you done!?” Serena asked, when she saw me.

“I...found...the...antidote!” I cried out triumphantly, even though my lungs were burning. 

“There is no antidote, Pearl!” she shouted back at me. “You can never change back! You’ll just change into something else!

Something else? Uh-oh.

Maybe that was a lie, but why would she lie, now, after I’d already drank it?

My legs started to split apart again - a good sign. Before long, I was standing on my own two feet, and I struck a defiant posture as I looked at Serena, who appeared genuinely terrified for the first time since I’d known her.

I took a step towards the water, but I slipped. I glanced down and realized why - I wasn’t standing on my own two feet at all. I had three legs now, maybe four...five? New ones seemed to be descending from my body, and they didn’t look like legs at all. They were long, full of white little circles - suction cups? Was I growing tentacles?

The ceiling hurtled towards my head as I realized I was still growing taller. Soon, my head smashed against it. I was outside the room, now, outside the house. It was starting to shrink away from me, and with horror, I realized I was still growing.

I still couldn’t breathe, though - my lungs weren’t reforming. I realized that I was too big even for the giant pool. Where else I was going to find enough water to sustain me?

I turned around and I saw the ocean. Of course. I slid - using my many legs - across the rubble that was the side of Serena’s house, and then, into the sea. Finally, the burning feeling in my chest subsided.

It was an exceptionally clear day out, and I could see my reflection in the rippling ocean. My head bore a dark hood of some kind, like the top of a giant squid. My beautiful hair, now a shade of pinkish purple, cascaded downwards until it went to my backside. 

My torso still was human, more or less, with an ultra exaggerated hourglass and a huge breasts. Dark, strange-looking, ornate markings decorated my body, covering up my arms and dancing across my waist.

My legs were now eight giant, pale tentacles, which moved about on their own, slithering this way and that.

Had this change happened when I first arrived, I would have been scared out of my mind. I would have screamed, blacked out, and prayed it was all a bad dream.

But I’d been subjected to so much in the past week that all I could see was the stunning beauty of my new opportunity. What I had in my possession now was power, and I intended to use it.

Where was Serena? 

With one of my tentacles, I smashed off the roof of the house, opening the thing up like a giant doll house. I peered over the side with my giant face, hoping to spot her. But she was nowhere to be found.

Then, I heard a familiar sound: the revving up of the engine of my old car. But, as it often was, the thing was stalled, preventing her escape until it was too late. By the time the car had started, I’d raised up my tentacles, and then smashed them against the water, creating an onrushing tide that spilled onto the road and brought my car out to sea.

I picked up Serena’s body out of the sinking car with my tentacle, the suction cup holding her in place and tearing off her dress as I lifted her. Dragging her through the air felt like I was a child again, playing with my Barbie dolls.

Worried that my extraordinary size might draw attention, I slid into the water I held her above me. Soon, we were both all but submerged, with only our heads above the water. 

I stared into her eyes, wondering what she was thinking now that our roles were reversed. Was she going to be furious that I’d thwarted her plan? Terrified at how I might claim my revenge? Would she whimper and moan and beg for her life?

No. 

Instead, she stared straight ahead at me, with those big, beautiful, hypnotic eyes of hers. She actually looked proud of me, instead of being afraid for her life. In spite of everything she’d put me through, in spite of her lies and her scheming, I had to admit, I was still utterly beguiled by her. 

“What now?” I asked, my mouth partially submerged. The roaring words caused a huge burst of bubbles to rise to the surface of the water, in inverse of when I’d been so small and only able to produce tiny squeals and little streams of air.

“That’s your call, Pearl,” said Serena. “What do you want?”

That was a very good question. I’d been so focused on trying to stay one step ahead of Serena that I now longer knew what I wanted. But, after all of her scheming, why was she letting me take the lead? It must be because...

“All of your power was connected to giving me spiked drinks, right? Wine, Tea, Mai Tais?” I asked. “So you’re helpless out here in the sea, aren’t you?” I said, trying to talk a little softer, but my voice was still loud enough to blow her hair back.

“I sure am,” she said. “You could have your way with me out here, probably just wreck me,” she said, gesturing towards my tentacles. I’ll admit, the thought had crossed my mind. My massive limbs started moving towards her, and I contemplated exactly how I might use them.

“But, Pearl, I don’t think that’s what you really want,” she said. 

She was right. She was always right, about everything. I didn’t have the stomach, or, for that matter, even the desire to hurt her, even if she deserved it. But I didn’t want to go back to that house and just be another forgotten fish in a tank, while Serena seduced more guys. 

“I know you must be thinking the worst of me right now, Pearl. But the truth is I’ve been searching for someone, someone who could be my partner in crime. You’re the only one who got away from me, so you’re the only one I’d trust by my side,” Serena explained. “Just let me get back into the house.”

“What do you want in there? And what will we do after that?” I asked. Would we live together at the bottom of the ocean? Smash ships and turn all the crew into mermaids? Abduct beachgoers and turn them into more of us? Spawn an army and conquer the world?

“I have some ideas,” said Serena, the glint returning to her eye.

THE END

If you enjoyed this story, then please leave a review, and check out my site, My Transformations, where you can read more of my work and find out about new projects. Also, consider reading the following transformation ebooks:

Love in the Water (Lesbian Romance/Mermaid)
As a young girl, MJ was obsessed with the sea, and once found herself waking up underwater as a mermaid when she nearly drowned. Now that she's in college, she's tried to put that all behind her, but when new feelings and familiar faces start to surface, she'll have to make tough choices about what kind of future she wants. This book has a love triangle/romance focus. 

From Nathan to Nanako: Changed into a Cheerleader (Gender Change,  Race Change) 
Nathan's an awkward, gentle giant: a big, shy, oaf of a man who crushes hard on the head cheerleader at his school, Daniella. Nathan tries out for the football team to impress her, but even though he doesn't make the cut, he manages to get invited to one of Daniella's famous parties. Little does he suspect that it's a party for two, and Daniella is bent on satisfying her unique tastes. Nathan to Nanako is also available as a beautifully narrated audiobook. 

The Transformation Mall (Various, Including Weight Gain and Class Change)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into fat nerds, and much, much more. Most of the stories contain weight gain.

PunkerBell (Punk/Goth, Lesbian, Weight Gain, Various)  
Marion Falls is a conservative small town, where everyone is the same - at least, until PunkerBell grants the wish of a frustrated teenager named Cynthia, who just wanted to have a smoke without her mom nagging her. This is a lighthearted, transformation-description heavy story. It contains lots of body type changes, personality changes, sexuality changes, and more.

Going Bananas (Ape Transformation, Female Muscle Growth, Weight Gain)

Georgie Simmons is the first human being to be sent to explore another planet. But when she lands, she finds she's stranded, and something is causing her to change. Can Georgie learn the truth before she loses what's left of her humanity, or will she lose her mind and "Go Bananas?"

From Zero to Xena: The Ring of Change Saga Book Two (Female Muscle Growth)

A shy, out of shape girl named Zoe has a crush on her new personal trainer. Jim, though, is tired of training people who don’t care about fitness. He longs for a protégé, someone who he can mold into the perfect athlete. Jim is about to find out what happens when he gets his wish, and the magical Ring of Change begins to alter Zoe's figure and her personality. In fact, he'll wind up learning a lot more about the ring than he ever expected - he's in for a big surprise when he puts it on himself! 

From Nikki to Nerdy: The Ring of Change Saga Book Three (Nerd, Weight Gain) 
Nikki is a blonde bombshell with a hot body and an empty mind. Zeke is the geeky leader of her study group, and begrudges the attention she gets from everyone. When Zeke's friend says Nikki is perfect, Zeke says that the perfect woman is someone even nerdier than he is. Soon, Zeke comes across the magical "Ring of Change," and it finds its way onto Nikki's finger. What will happen when Zeke gets his wish? Can he really handle a woman who can out-nerd him in every conceivable way

From Bridget to Bimbo: The Ring of Change Saga Book Four (Bimbo, Breast Expansion)

JD's first day of work at the coffee shop is derailed when he makes the wrong drink for an uptight, frumpy professor named Bridget Brimlow. He's roped into spending his day at her boring lecture - until he gives her the magical Ring of Change, with the power to change the wearer into the perfect person for whoever gave it to them. JD's perfect woman is a young, hot, big busted bimbo, so that's who Bridget becomes. Should JD have been more careful what he wished for?
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