
        
            
                
            
        

    
Tales From G-Tech: Watermelony

A Watermelon Transformation Story

Louis Baker


Tiffany rushed to her college's biology department, mentally kicking herself for oversleeping. It was an important day for her; today she was her weekly turn as a test subject for the college. Usually that meant just having blood drawn or trying some new thing they had cooked up, and Tiffany didn't exactly care enough to pay attention to the specifics. But she did care about the extra few hundred dollars they gave her per session.

After bursting rather unceremoniously through the door, she realized she was probably the first one here. A perfect time to get a look at herself, make sure she didn't also forget to wear clothing or something. Looking into a mirror, a Korean woman with long black hair looked back at her. Though her loose button down shirt and jeans were wrinkled, she at least looked put together enough to not be mistaken for a vagrant.

"Oh, are you here for the test?"

Tiffany spun around, looking at the source of the voice. Immediately, she noticed the receptionist, a rather kind and cheerful Latino woman who she'd met previously.

"Yes!" She hoped she didn't sound too out of breath. "I hope I'm not late..."

"Oh, not at all!" The woman stood, motioning for Tiffany to follow. "It's just that today's test was sponsored by an outside company named G-Tech; they're pretty cutting edge. Especially when it comes to new plants and foods."

Tiffany nodded, only half paying attention. It was easy to tune this kind of stuff out.

"So, are you ready? Any weird feelings from the last test?"

"No, not really." Tiffany shrugged. "I'm just hoping this won't take up too much time."

Suddenly, the receptionist stopped in front of a door labeled 'test room #4.' "Well, I'm sure it won't take long! Just go on in, the instructions are on the table."

And with that, the woman walked off, leaving Tiffany alone. After taking a moment to stretch her limbs, Tiffany entered the room.

Unsurprisingly, it was the same one she had been in before, a small white room with a single table and chair, with the chair facing the door. There was a large mirror on the wall to her right, presumably a one way mirror, so that other people could watch and she could see whatever was happening as well. Assuming, of course, that something actually happened. Tiffany had never seen anyone in there though; it was probably just for show.

As the door shut behind her, Tiffany made her way to the table, looking down at the instructions that had been provided for her. Luckily, they weren't exactly complex. All she had to do was chew one of the pieces of gum provided and narrate as best she could everything she tasted and felt. No doubt the colored squares next to the paper were the pieces of gum in question; aside from their various colors, they all looked and smelled alike. Hadn't the receptionist said something about this being sponsored by a food company? Well, at least this would be an easy test.

After some deliberation, Tiffany decided on taking the green square. Once she had unwrapped it, Tiffany popped it into her mouth, chewing as instructed without a moment's hesitation. At first, it was bland and kind of flavorless, hardly what she would have called enjoyable. She was about to comment on it, before she suddenly tasted something new and rather intense.

According to the instructions, she was just supposed to talk, so she did; she wondered if they had put microphones in the room or if maybe she was on camera. Either way, she didn't have anything to talk into, so she hoped she was doing this right.

"So, at first it was really bland, but now it's like... the most intense watermelon flavor I've ever tasted?" Tiffany's mouth worked, chewing harder than she entirely intended to. "It's like, really intense. It almost feels like I'm eating watermelon right now..."

That was strange, right? Gum wasn't supposed to be like this, right? The flavor was so intense, she could have sworn she was eating watermelon. Her eyes wandered back to the wrapper again, and sure enough, the flavor was only listed by its color.

"The texture is... kind of weird too..." Tiffany continued, trying to get her words out between chews. "Like it doesn't feel like gum in my mouth anymore. It feels like watermelon? I don't think I've ever actually eaten so much in my life, honestly."

It felt like she was chewing gum less and less, and more like she was chewing an endlessly juicy piece of watermelon. As her mouth worked, her mind tried to wrap around what was happening, but it was just too much to take in at once. Was it even gum in her mouth anymore? Still, she kept chewing; she really wanted that money, and a little weirdness from some gum wasn't going to stop her. After all, it did taste alright, aside from being somewhat intense.

Suddenly, Tiffany felt something new and rather unexpected. Her hand went to her belly, as she felt a sudden fullness that hadn't been there before. "Oh, that feels weird... Why am I full?" She could feel her belly slowly bloating beneath her shirt, the way it did when she ate too much at a family meal. Was the gum causing this?

After another few moments of chewing, the bloating only seemed to grow worse, and Tiffany found her legs wobbling slightly beneath her. She was starting to feel strangely lightheaded, like she was suddenly overtired.

She tried to think of why this could be happening; maybe they had drugged the gum somehow? They did say this was a new test, so it was possible they had made a mistake somewhere. Honestly, Tiffany was about to voice her concerns, only for something new to come to her attention.

There was a loud, wet gurgle from deep inside her belly, as it continued to swell outwards. Tiffany's eyes widened, as she gently poked at her swelling middle, now large enough to show beneath her oversized shirt. "Uh, I'm getting... bigger? My belly is huge... Is this meant to happen?"

Tiffany swallowed thickly; it was getting harder and harder to talk as the gum seemed to be producing more and more watermelon. She was starting to feel beyond bloated; her hands moved to gently cradle her now growing gut as it swelled outward.

Her thought raced as she tried to comprehend how far her belly had expanded, as she watched the buttons on her shirt begin to pucker as her belly pressed against them, struggling not to pop off. She was starting to feel pregnant, almost queasy, as every swallow added yet more watermelon juice to her stomach.

"O-okay, is it supposed to like, stop? I'm starting to feel kinda... off..." Unfortunately, there was no response, and her belly just continued to fill. Desperate, she looked to the instructions, trying to figure out if there was any clue she missed.

Instead, as she bent over, her belly surged again, causing the button on her jeans to burst off and go flying over the table. More worryingly though, as she let out a yelp, she felt herself swallow the gum.

"Ah!" Tiffany gasped, her eyes widening, as her stomach sloshed about from all the movement.

"Uh... I think I just swallowed the gum. Is... Is that bad?"

At least she didn't feel like a cow anymore, chewing away endlessly like she had been. But the feeling of fullness hadn't gone away. Looking down, she could see the buttons on her shirt straining as her belly pressed against them. It felt like she was carrying a beach ball beneath her shirt, but at least she didn't think she was getting any bigger now.

"Okay, so was that good? Did I do that right? It's going to stop now, right?" For a moment, everything seemed still, and only the sound of the liquid in her belly sloshing around could be heard. But then, Tiffany caught sight of herself in the mirror, and her eyes widened again. "What the hell is happening to my face?!?"

Across her face, starting with her nose, a distinct green color was spreading. The shades were inconsistent though, less a uniform green and more akin to a...

"Watermelon..." Tiffany's mouth worked, her mind reeling. "Why is my skin turning green like a watermelon?!?"

Tiffany had no idea what was going on. The green color was slowly spreading across her face, becoming more distinct the more it spread. At the same time, her belly wasn't slowing down either. If anything, it was getting faster, her stomach bulging out further as her skin stretched to accommodate all the juice inside her.

"Why isn't it stopping?!" Tiffany's hands pressed against her growing, green colored belly. "I swallowed the gum! Wasn't that supposed to make it stop?"

Instead, she could only watch as the green color spread across the rest of her in the mirror. She could see it disappearing beneath her collar, and she already knew her belly had begun to turn green. Still, she couldn't believe how little of her seemed to be spared. She could see her hands slowly turning green, and she just knew it was likely going all the way down to her feet. Even her hair was turning green; it's normal black color seemed to be pushed out as a dark green uniform hue replaced it from the roots to the tips.

"Is this permanent?!? Can you fix this?!?" Tiffany's voice was desperate, but she got no response. She tried to open the door, only to find that it was locked; perhaps they had expected this? "You can't do this to me! You can't turn me into a... a watermelon!"

Suddenly, the feeling of fullness grew to a point that Tiffany felt like she might have reached her limit. Sure, she felt bloated and full before, but now she felt like her belly might really burst.

"Oh god, it's... it's really uncomfortable... Can you fix this? Someone? Please?"

But again, no one responded. Just as she thought she was going to burst though, she felt something inside her give way, and now she felt like she suddenly had a lot more room. But any relief Tiffany felt soon disappeared, as she discovered that her chest and rear were beginning to swell, as were her thighs and sides. The juice hadn't stopped filling her.

"Oh no, no no, no no no, I don't want to get bigger! I'm already huge!" Tiffany's hands pressed against her swollen body, trying to make it stop. But instead, it just kept expanding, the buttons on her shirt starting to look more and more like they were ready to burst.

Her belly kept bloating, pushing out further and further as her body struggled to make room for all the juice. Her sides and back began to round, as her breasts swelled large, each of them becoming balloons in their own right. Her butt cheeks filled out the seat of her pants, while her thighs swelled against their denim prison. All the weight made her legs feel weak and unsteady, but Tiffany was afraid to move. The last thing she wanted was for her clothing finally give out and leave her completely naked.

"Oh god, what do I do? When does it stop? Is it supposed to stop? It is, right? Someone out there please tell me it is!"

Of course, no one did. And Tiffany could only continue to watch in horror as she continued to swell. She could see herself in the mirror, see herself growing rounder as her figure first became an almost comical hourglass, followed by the parts of her figure like her chest being absorbed into her growing body. She was looking rounder, and the only saving grace was that her clothing seemed to stretch.

Or at least, it had been stretching. Suddenly, the first of her shirt's buttons gave way, followed by another, and then another, letting her enormous, green body surge forward, spilling out into view. Her shirt simply couldn't stretch anymore, couldn't contain how round she was getting. Below, she could hear her jeans tearing, feel the seat of her pants splitting, as her body swelled larger and larger by the moment.

Tiffany's hands reached out, desperately grabbing at the table, trying her best to steady herself. Her fingers looked weird now; like the rest of her body, they were filled with juice and had become almost like fat sausages. Even her nails had turned a darker shade of green.

However there was no time to think about that. Finally, her jeans gave way with a loud bang, as the denim split and tore apart, her lower body bare and green for everyone to see. At the same time, her shirt was tearing across her back, as her arms seemed to get further and further apart; she was growing so large compared to how she started, she wasn't sure anyone would recognize her when this was over.
And the swelling wasn't stopping. Tiffany's arms were growing larger and rounder, slowly sinking into her body. She couldn't even keep her hands on the table anymore, as her arms grew too short to reach.

Her legs too, were growing shorter and stubbier, disappearing into her swelling body, to the point where it was getting harder to stand upright. Her body was too heavy, her legs too unsuited to lifting her as she was now. The last thing she saw in the mirror as she fell backwards was the realization that she was growing taller in addition to wider.

With a thud, Tiffany fell onto her back. With her arms and legs gone, she couldn't hold herself up. She looked exactly like a watermelon now, the only thing marking her out as human being her head. She could feel the weight of all the juice inside of her pressing outwards against her skin, which had begun to become harder, almost like a real watermelon.

"H-hey, I can't... move... can you help me, please? Someone? Anyone?" There was no answer, but she wasn't sure what anyone could do for her anyway. She was too heavy, too large; she had to be at least six hundred pounds, right? And she was at least fifteen feet tall, not to mention almost ten feet wide. There was no way she was leaving this room, let alone getting help.

But she still had to try, right? Though as she went to speak again, she felt her cheeks and lips plump up, as juice rushed to her head, causing it to swell atop her massive body. She looked like a chipmunk, her cheeks all puffy and her lips bloated, unable to do anything but squeak in protest at her condition. 
But then, she felt something even stranger. Her hair, previously untouched save for the green color, began to harden and twist, becoming like a stem. She moaned in protest, but there was nothing she could do; she was a watermelon now.

In fact, the transformation was done, and she had just been left on the ground, a huge round melon. She didn't have a voice anymore, no way to ask for help. She was completely helpless.

And that was it, she was certain of it. Her life was over, she was a watermelon now, and she just had to accept it. She couldn't do anything, couldn't fix herself, she couldn't even protest her situation. But what was going to happen to her? Would they leave her here? Would they abandon her? Eat her? 
She really hoped they weren't going to eat her...

Suddenly, the door opened. "Well, look at what we have here! A perfectly ripe watermelon~" Tiffany would have protested that she was a woman, not a watermelon, but she couldn't even if she wanted to. However, what she hadn't expected was that the woman spun her massive, heavy body around so that she could look Tiffany in the eyes.

The woman was dark skinned, with medium length messy hair, and she had a smile that was equal parts entertaining and terrifying, like she was fully aware of the mischief she was causing. Somehow, Tiffany knew this woman was responsible.

"So you're my Tiffanymelon, hm?" She stroked her chin in thought. "No, gonna have to workshop that one."

"Oh, I know! From now on, you're Melony. Since you're a melon and all~"
She had to be crazy. Or insane. But the more Tiffany looked at her, the more she could see a gleam of intelligence. She was just cruel, maybe even sadistic!

"Oh, what's the matter?" She smirked. "Don't worry, I'll take good care of you~" The woman ran a finger along Tiffany's skin, before pausing for a moment when Tiffany didn't react. As though something was wrong. "Hm. That's not right. Let me check something for you..."

Suddenly, the strange woman rushed out of the door, disappearing and leaving Tiffany alone for a few moments. Then, she returned, with what appeared to be a rather large needle.

"Okay, so apparently, someone screwed up and gave you the stuff that wasn't for testing! Because trust me, this was meant to feel good." Good? Turning into a watermelon was meant to feel good? Oh now Tiffany definitely didn't want her injecting anything into her!

Tiffany let out a squeak in protest, trying her best to demand that this woman didn't do whatever it was she was about to do, but to no avail. The woman suddenly struck her with the needle, injecting her with who knew what.

Though she'd intended to protest, her desire to do so instantly disappeared. Instead, Tiffany felt an odd sensation overcome her entire body. At first, her entire body felt warm, and then tingly, like she was being massaged from the inside. Like her body was changing somehow.

And then she felt it. A deep, intense arousal stronger than any she'd ever felt before. She'd had sex before, and in fact thought that she'd had good sex, but this was more intense than anything she imagined possible. It was like every inch of her body was now an erogenous zone, and she was in heat. 
Tiffany whimpered in need and lust, unable to satisfy herself, unable to reach climax on her own. Was this part of this woman's plan? Was she just increasing the sadistic part of this experience? Humiliating her, making her enjoy being a watermelon and...

"Let me help you, Melony~" With a gentle kiss, Tiffany was sent over the edge, letting out a cry through her bloated lips as she squirted watermelon juice everywhere out of her sex. She'd never thought of herself as being messy, but right now she didn't care; it was like the floodgates had been opened.

As the woman gently stroked her skin. Tiffany felt herself climax again and again and again, riding waves of pleasure she didn't know were possible, as she practically melted under this woman's touch. 
Finally, after a while, she calmed down, still the same size, but feeling much, much better.

"And there we go. You were supposed to feel all that during the experience, not after. Sorry for the mix up. I'm Gina by the way. I'm the one who runs G-Tech, and these experiments~"

Tiffany didn't have a response, not that she could have said anything if she did.

"So, now you're mine for a bit~ At least until we squeeze you. Don't worry, it feels great~" And based on how she'd kept her promise on what good felt like, Tiffany was certain she was in for something amazing. Maybe this Gina woman wasn't so bad after all?

Still, she didn't have long to ponder that, as suddenly there was a flash of light, and Tiffany found herself much, much smaller. Small enough to carry around. She squeaked a high pitch squeak in protest, only for Gina to pick her up and carry her off, towards who knew where.

Hours passed, and finally Gina returned her back to her original size. It felt weird to think of her being so large as her original size, but it was the truth. Now she was in some kind of strange laboratory; no doubt where Gina did all kinds of weird things to people!

"Alright, now we get to juice you. Ready?" 
Tiffany tried to nod her head, and was immediately rewarded by being rolled into some kind of glass tube, and hooked up to smaller tubes. Metal arms armed with pads surrounded her for reasons she couldn't understand, but she had a feeling she was in some kind of strange car wash.

Suddenly, the process began, and the strange pads began to squeeze her from every angle, causing her to orgasm on the spot, as her entire body shuddered. With every press, the juices within her were forcibly extracted, and it felt so very good. Tiffany found herself wanting it to continue, it was nearly addicting it was so good.

"That's it, just relax. And feel free to enjoy yourself, okay~? I want my Melony to be happy!"
Melony, that was right. Gina had called her Melony. It had to be a nickname, right? Because there was no way her name was actually going to be Melony, right? Maybe when she was smaller, after she was juiced, she could protest the name... but at the same time, she found herself kind of liking it. Maybe it was all the pleasure going to her head; she was, after all, in the process of practically orgasming her brains out.

"Just think of this like an extended orgasm. A very, very long and fun one~"

Well, when Gina put it that way, it did sound nice. And it was. For hours, the machines squeezed and juiced her, extracting all the watermelon juice from her body. Little by little, she shrank back down, her body getting smaller as the juice flowed out of her.

After several hours the machines were finally finished. The tube opened, allowing her to fall out, exhausted, onto the floor. She could barely move, she was so tired. She didn't know it was possible to feel so exhausted, so spent. She felt like she'd been having the best sex of her life for hours, and her whole body felt like a wet noodle.

Suddenly, Gina's appeared next to her, gently flipping her limp body over, looking down at her with an amused grin.

"And there's my beautiful watermelon~"

Melony blushed a deep green color; despite everything that had happened, she couldn't help but feel a little flattered. Something about Gina was just so... sincere.

"I have a few other projects in mind. I hope you'll be willing to help me out again?"
Melony hesitated. On the one hand, she wasn't entirely sure she wanted to go through that again, but on the other hand, it had been pretty amazing once Gina fixed things. And sure, she was still green, and sure, she was chubbier than she'd ever been before, but how could she turn down such an experience, when it felt that good?

Finally, she answered. "Alright... But I really think I should get paid for this. You did get a ton of juice out of me after all."

Gina's smile widened, clearly pleased. "Oh, of course~" she purred. Gina's hands gently roamed across her body, sending Tiffany's already sensitive nerves into a frenzy, as she felt another orgasm coming on. "I'll be happy to pay you~"

Well, that was that then, wasn't it? She was going to have to get used to this... and used to Gina...
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