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Chapter 1
The wind whipped sheets of rain and sea spray as the pair made their way along the promenade towards the hotel, the air full of salt and iodine, the faint tang of iron and rust.  William trudged behind Juliette, soaked and laden with baggage while Juliette, her long curly blonde hair bright in the gloom, walked quickly, still dry under her umbrella. 
Juliette was pretty, if not quite beautiful, and William had grown up admiring her, was ecstatic when, six months ago, she’d finally agreed to let him buy her dinner.  Juliette huffed as she scanned the line of run down, weathered buildings that sat facing the sea, their once bright frontages faded by sun and wind and storm until they seemed almost as cragged as the distant cliffs.
“Could you have booked a more bleak holiday!”  Juliette snapped.
William lifted his head, his dark brown hair sodden, slicked to his forehead and face, half obscuring his view.  Rain and spray stung his eyes.
“When you said you wanted to take me on a romantic weekend away this isn’t what I was picturing.  I was thinking, sun, cocktails, somewhere fun and vibrant, not this run down, desolate shanty town!”  Juliette said.
William bit back the urge to rail against Juliette’s insults.  It was true the seaside resort was past its prime, but it was all he could afford on his part time salary and the weather, the sudden flurry of out of season storms when it should have been bright and sunny and warm, was hardly his fault. He took a deep breath, the air damp and cold, and sighed.
“Maybe the weather will improve tomorrow?  I mean… we’ve got the whole week here. I’m sure the sun will come out at some point.”  William said.
Juliette laughed but it was a hollow, mocking sound.  It was clear she was annoyed and disappointed with William’s attempt at a romantic surprise, but William was determined to make the best of it.  He’d saved for months for this trip, it was the first holiday he’d paid for all on his own, and even as modest as it was he had been looking forward to the chance to romance Juliette, perhaps even earning the chance to finally consummate their relationship for the first time.  However, given the weather, and Juliette’s reaction, William conceded that his chance of finally losing his virginity was rapidly dwindling.
“And if it doesn’t, like the weather forecast has predicted?  We can sit in the crappy hotel and play cards?  Maybe go to the model railway museum?  You know I passed up a week away with the girls for this?  A week in Ibiza!  For this!”
Juliette laughed again, mocking, shaking her head as though unable to believe her own foolishness.  William took another deep breath and forced himself to remain calm, hefting the bag on his shoulder back into position, his spine aching, both hands full of Juliette’s luggage.  He turned to stare out to sea, stared off into the storm, the haze of and spray.
The horizon was lost in a fog of grey, heavy and dull, the high sun hidden behind dense cloud cover.  Rain lashed his face and, far out, moving quickly and nimbly over the waves as though skating over ice, a single dark figure skittered.  William blinked but the figure remained, behind it a billowing black cloak threading out like smoke.  William frowned, puzzled.
“What was it called again?  The hotel.”  Juliette said.
William turned away from the sea to Juliette in front of him, her pace quick so that he struggled to keep up as laden as he was.
“The Royale.  We should be close by now.”  William said.
William glanced back out to sea but the figure was gone, vanished as though it had been only a figment of William’s imagination, conjured by fatigue and the distorted shadows that rippled across the dark sea.  William shivered.
“Well, I can’t say much for your choice.”  Juliette said.
Juliette stopped in the middle of the pavement suddenly, still dry under her umbrella, only her small handbag slung over her shoulder, so that William almost collided with her.  Juliette stared across the road at a small hotel nestled between two larger buildings.  William turned to look and there, its once bright sign faded, several of the lights that illuminated it dead, was the Royale.
 

“Oh god, this is… eurgh!”  Juliette stopped just inside the room and shook her head.
William, dripping, cold, tired, picked up the bags and carried them into the room, closed the door.  The room was clean, bright, though the decor was dated, overly floral with too many pastel colours, crowded and busy.
“When you said you had a romantic holiday booked as a surprise I wasn’t picturing my nan’s bedroom!”
Juliette laughed at her own wit.  Crossed the room to the two single beds that had been pushed together in imitation of a double.  She sat on the foot of the bed and bounced, testing the mattress.
“It has good reviews for the food and cleanliness, and if the sun comes out the beach is meant to be really nice.”  William said, his voice quiet, almost defeated.
Juliette nodded but didn’t speak.  She looked around the room, lips pursed, brow furrowed.
“Well, I guess we’re here now.  Tell you what, why don’t I go have a bath and you pop out see if you can’t find a shop.  I could really do with some crisps and a couple of bottles of wine to help cheer me up.”
Juliette rose to her feet and crossed to the bathroom door, pushed the door open and peered in, nodding.
“Well, at least the bath’s a good size, even if it’s not the nicest.”  She said.
William took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh.  He nodded, slowly.
“Sure.  Any idea what flavour or what kind of wine?”  He asked.
Juliette glanced back over her shoulder, her expression blank.  She shook her head.
“You’re supposed to be my boyfriend.  If you don’t know by now what I like then why am I even here?”
Juliette stared at William, as though expecting him to answer.  He stood by the door for a moment, still in his wet coat, still rain soaked, and he nodded.
“Right.  Sure.  Sorry.”  He said.
Juliette smiled.
“Get three bottles, and lots of crisps.  I have a feeling I’m going to need to get hammered if I’m going to enjoy this holiday!”  Juliette said, laughing.
William forced a smile, turned, opened the door and stepped out.  He trudged along the hotel corridor towards the exit, heading back out into the storm and the darkening day.
 

William did not hurry, walked slowly along the beach front, savouring the cold sting of the sea spray.  The crash of waves on the beach was a hush lullaby, soothing, calming.  He stuffed his hands into his pockets, kept his head down, and walked on, past the rows of hotels and shops and homes, giving Juliette a chance to enjoy her bath, to calm down.
The storm raged, the sun sank lower, the day darkened.  William headed down a flight of steps on the promenade onto the beach, the sand and pebbles crunching beneath his feet.
He stopped just beyond the tide-line, the wash of water bringing in kelp and rotting strands of rope and litter, a froth of foam that lingered as the water receded.
William took a deep breath, watched the water for a moment, and far out, barely glimpsed in the settling gloom, a dark figure skittered across the waves, black cloak flowing behind like a flock of crows.  The figure raced, faster than any boat, in towards the shore, and William watched it, tracked it.
As it vanished further down the beach behind a rock, near the sheer cliffs, William frowned.  He glanced back over his shoulder towards to the hotel that was smaller now, but still clearly visible through the haze of rain.  He turned, looked back along the beach to the cliffs.  Rain fell, waves lapped on the shore.  In his pockets William’s hands formed fists and he stepped off, heading away from the hotel, the row of shops, heading out into the storm, towards the cliffs where he had last seen the dark, mysterious figure.




Chapter 2
William clambered over rain slicked stones, the sea spray stung his eyes, and the lichens and kelps that grew there were treacherous underfoot so that he had to clamber with feet and hands.  Just below him waves crashed against the rocks, jagged and blade like, sea foaming, as though rabid.
William climbed, finding treacherous hand holds and foot holds, rising higher up the mound of rock and stone and pebble that cut off the beach, eager to see what was beyond, to see where the figure had vanished.  He stopped to catch his breath, looked back. 
The day was dark now and growing darker and the front of shops and hotels, bright in the heavy dusk, seemed distant and remote.  He knew he should head back, should have already begun his return journey to the hotel, but something about the way the figure skimmed across the stormy waves had captured his imagination, and when he thought of returning, to the hotel room, to Juliette, who was probably still sulking, his heart sank.  Better to give her more time to cool off, to settle into the room.  William turned back and looked up.  It wasn’t much further.  He could turn back then. 
William took a deep breath and began again to climb, one foot after another, one hand after another.  By the time he reached the top he was sweating, hot, breathing heavily, and the rain drummed on his skull, on the back of his coat.  He stood on top of the mound of rocks and looked down.  The shore below was empty, no sign of boats or people yet still something on the air lingered, the scent of smoke, a faint noise that was almost lost below the noise of the storm, rain and wind, and the clamour of the waves crashing far below.
William frowned, took a step forward.  Just a few more steps, to be sure, then he could turn back.
The rock below shifted and, the ground already slick with rain, moss and lichens like grease, William slipped, fell.  The ground heaved as more rocks gave way, sliding down into the sea below, and with them went William, falling down into the unknown.
 

It was black.  William shifted, sat up, blinked.  The world remained dark but began to settle, the spinning slowing.  The ground became calm, damp pebbles and sand, and in the distance, muffled, was the quiet noise of rain and wind and waves lapping on the shore—where he sat no rain fell.
William lifted a hand to his head, winced, hissing as he felt the small bump on the side of his skull.  He tested his limbs, legs and arms, and was relieved to find that there was no major pain and no loss of movement, his bones unbroken, just a few scrapes and bruises.
In the quiet dark the reek of smoke was stronger, and there was the floral, cloying scent of herbs and grasses and flowers.  Barely audible, little more than a ghost of a whisper, was a voice, a lilting, melodious song.  William frowned and turned his head to try to fix the direction of the sound.
In the darkness, faint but becoming clearer as his eyes adjusted, a warm glow flickered, a dull warm light cast against rocks, a shadow moving, dancing.  William watched it as he rose to his feet, eager not to lose sight of it in the dark, and he set off.
He moved carefully, slow delicate footsteps, silent, some instinct urging caution.  The light grew brighter, the smoke became dense, burning wood and leaves, a maelstrom of perfumes and odours, and the voice, the lovely song, grew louder.
William crept through the darkness towards the light, as though drawn to it, a moth to a flame, unable to resist its pull.  He took quiet, shallow breaths.  He thought of the strange figure skittering across the waves, its cloak like a fluttering raven’s wing, the way it had danced impossibly across the water, the way it had vanished.  He shivered, out of more that cold.  His heart beat a loud drum.
 

The song was beautiful and strange, words in a language William had never heard.  The air stirred, as though moved by subtle currents, a tingle at the back of his skull like static.  He stopped at the mouth of the cave at the end of the tunnel he had been creeping down and knelt low, eased forward to peer in, and froze.
In the cavern a large fire burnt, flames a chaos of colours, reds and golds, faint blues, but also greens, pinks, purples, and others for which there were no names.  To the side of it, stripped naked, her large black cloak laid out on the rocks behind her to dry, was woman, ageless, beautiful beyond belief.
William dared not move, barely dared breathe.  The woman danced around the fire, singing her strange, alien, mesmerising song, the melody and music of it hypnotising, conjuring bizarre, impossible images in the flames, sunken cities, monsters, beasts, creatures of myth.
It was the woman though who held William’s attention.  She was tall, lithe, her skin was so pale it seemed almost blue, flawless, her arms and legs thin, her hips wide and butt pert, her breasts small but full, pink nipples like the first roses of spring.  Her long hair was dark like her cloak, like a starless, moonless night, and it flew behind her as she danced, flowing free, almost as though suspended in deep water, swaying with ocean currents.  Between her legs was a thatch of coarse dark hair that hid her sex.  Her face was stunning, green eyes bright, her lips were ripe and deep green to match her eyes.  She was unlike any woman William had ever seen—statuesque, imposing, full of a dark and terrible power that left him feeling weak and small as he watched her.
She danced, swayed, spinning and stepping around the fire, singing her eldritch song that filled the cave with visions of things wonderful and terrible.  She moved as though diving, as though the air were cold depths, a care and power in her movements that made William shudder, a cold creeping dread settling in his belly.
No one was going to believe what he saw.  Without thinking he reached back into his pocket, fished out his phone.  He activated the camera and held it up, his hand shaking.  He tapped the screen to capture the image of the dancing woman and the cavern was filled with a sudden dazzling light—the flash of the camera.
William’s mind went blank.  The woman froze and there was a sudden, terrible silence.  Even the fire seemed to still, the flames dying back so the cavern was filled with dense shadows, a chilling gloom.  The woman turned to face William, her eyes fixed on him even as he knelt in the darkness at the mouth of the cave.  She saw him, her green eyes sparkling, lit by some potent internal fire.  She smiled and her smile was beautiful and awful to behold.
“An uninvited guest?  How rare, how special.  You’re quite far from home little one, why don’t you come in and be warm by the fire.”
The woman’s voice was calm and charming, full of power and William struggled against the urge to obey her.  He fought against the desire to step out into the cavern, to approach the fire and sit as he had been commanded to, aware that he should turn and run and flee, every instinct screaming in panic and terror, but he could not move.
The woman, naked, stunning, full of power and fury, stepped closer.  William cowered, frozen, his heart sinking, trembling.  He knew that he could not resist her command again.
The woman stopped just in front of William, knelt where he was at the mouth of the cavern.  Her eyes were bright and behind her the fire flickered.  She loomed, dark and pale, her beauty breathtaking, the scent of her body like the scent of the sea, but more, a potent feminine musk that made William’s balls ache.
She stared down at him, examined him, her gaze seeming to bore into his very soul.  Her smile widened.
“My, I think you may be just what I need.  How fortunate for me, and how terribly unfortunate for you.  Now, stand, and step forward.”  The woman said.
William resisted for only a moment before his body, beyond his control, moved of its own volition.  William rose to his feet and, as the woman stepped back into the cave, her eyes still on him, William followed her.




Chapter 3
The woman walked backwards, facing William, never taking her eyes off him, her gaze hypnotic, powerful, a spell that bound him to her will.  He moved with her, limbs heavy, sluggish, a puppet animated by her command even as he fought against it, struggling to free himself, to regain control of his body, to turn, flee.  He screamed internally, in terror and frustration and rage, but the mental cry was in vain.  His body was no longer his own, it belonged to the beautiful, captivating, powerful woman in front of him.
The woman stopped on the far side of the cave and William stopped with her.  She studied him for a moment, appraising him, a slight frown then a laugh, and she nodded, as though agreeing with herself.
“Now, you stand just there and wait.  I think I have the perfect use for you in mind.  How fortunate I am that you wandered into my hands.  I should thank you, but I won’t”  The woman said.
Her voice was as lovely as her face, but, like her appearance, contained a terrible cruelty that made William’s flesh prickle.  Her smile was like the cold, hard blade of a knife.
William follower her instruction, moved to stand to the side she had indicated, stopping beside a pool that rose and fell in time with the noise of the lapping tide—the water was dark, soft waves rippling against the floor of the cave, and the thought of what it might contain made William shudder.
“Now, hand over that device of yours.”  The woman said.
She held out her hands and without hesitation, without thinking, William raised his arm and dropped his phone into her outstretched palm.  The woman grinned, as though pleased by the obvious control she had over the man in front of her.
Her lips moved and she spoke several words in the language she had been singing in, the sound of them wonderful and dreadful.  The phone burst into flames, a bright green heatless fire blazed briefly, and then the phone was nothing more than dust.  The woman tipped her hand over to pour the dust onto the floor, brushed her hands together to loose the last few particles.
William stared in horror, frozen, powerless.  Yet still something about the woman facing him, something about her beauty, her confidence despite her nakedness, her aura of authority, her body, aroused him, and he felt his cock stiffening in spite of his fear.
“I really can’t stand those modern contraptions.  And it seemed a useful way to make the situation clear to you, help you believe what I’m about to tell you.  I find the ‘oh that can’t possibly be true’, ‘that’s only a story’ routine to be so awfully tiring.  You see… what was your name?”
“William.”  William spoke without hesitation, compelled to answer.
The woman smiled, obviously pleased by his unwilling obedience.
“You see, William, I am Riran, a witch.  A sea witch to be precise.  The oldest of those few sea witches still left.  I’m older than I look, older you can probably imagine.  And, as with wisdom, the older I get, the more powerful I become, which leaves you, mortal boy that you are, completely at my mercy.  Now, how about we even things up between us.  You’ve seen me naked, I think it’s time you returned the favour.  Strip!” Riran spoke the last word with force.
William, reeling from what he had been told, tried to resist, but in vain.  His arms and hands moved on their own, rose to begin pulling off his jacket.  Inside he screamed, howling at the loss of his free will, but Riran only smiled. 
As Riran watched, taking obvious glee in her power over the man in front of her, William continued to strip.  His cheeks turned pink as he realised that his cock was fully erect, hard and throbbing, his lust fired by the stunning, powerful woman in front of him, his humiliation and inability to resist her only stoking the fire of his arousal.  As Riran looked down to William’s crotch, as though reading his mind, William felt his balls tense—this woman controlled him, utterly, and what was worse was that he seemed to enjoy her awful power over him.
 

“Well, it’s not a lot to work with, but it will do.”  Riran said.
She smiled as she spoke, staring at William as he stood naked in front of her, his arms limp at his sides, unable even to cover himself with his hands.  He blushed a deep red, cheeks burning as Riran circled him, examining him, her smile mocking and cruel.
William had never been ashamed of his body, and, though he was never the tallest or most muscular, had considered himself tall and broad enough, almost handsome, but to stand in front of such a beautiful, domineering woman, naked, vulnerable, exposed, was almost too much take and it left him feeling small and unworthy.  Yes still his cock was hard, throbbing, aching, his humiliation arousing him.
Riran moved around to stand in front of him and stopped.  She looked down at his cock and laughed, a cold humourless sound.
“Not much at all, but then if it was more substantial you’d probably be worthless to me and I’d have to kill you.  As it is you’re just what I’ve been looking for.”  Riran spoke slowly.
Riran looked up into William’s eyes.  Her smile was wide and William shuddered at the calculating malice in it.  She was gorgeous and dangerous and part of him wanted to fall to his knees and beg her, plead with her, wanted desperately to please her.
“You see, William, I’ve been having a small problem, and someone like you, someone pure, virginal, is exactly what I need to solve it.”
William reeled.  She knew.  She was mocking him, again, and despite himself, his cock seemed to swell, becoming harder, almost painful, stimulated by the waves of humiliation and shame that washed over him.
“But, as you are you’re no good.  Luckily I can change that.”
Riran raised both arms, hands palm up, and began to speak in the strange, eldritch language William had heard before.  Her words formed a song, a chant, and a wind stirred in the cavern, Riran’s hair rising behind her as though billowed by deep ocean currents.  The light in her eyes grew brighter and her flesh seemed to shimmer with an unearthly light, like scales of pearls.
Riran’s smile grew wider, her gaze fixed on William, and he stood frozen, mesmerized by the woman’s power, enthralled by her beauty.  His heart drummed in fear and the cavern grew cold.  Behind him, out of sight, there was the sound of water splashing, something wet slapping on rock.  His skin crawled at the thought of the pool and what it contained. 
 

Something wet and soft wrapped around William’s ankle and Riran sang, grinning.  The cold wet embrace crept up William’s calf, a smooth, chill grip that was soft yet unyielding, like living silk, then crawled over his knees, wrapping around his legs to bind them together with a force that was almost crushing.
Riran’s smile was breathtaking, her eyes bright and stunning, her beauty as undeniable as her power and the terror she inspired in William.  William could barely breath, the cold crushing force spread up his legs, squeezing his thighs together, pressing into his flesh, binding him, restraining him.
Riran sang and the cavern shimmered, the air distorted by the energies she was summoning.  Beneath William the floor of the cavern began to glow and he looked down, barely able to move his head, he saw what was enveloping him.  Kelp, dark and wet and coated with a thick slime, living tendrils from the deep obeying Riran’s whims, wrapping around him like thick, strong rope. 
The kelp crawled over his skin, up over his hips and butt, over his hard cock and swollen balls, the caress cool and squeezing, almost pleasurable despite the fear and dread.  The kelp crawled onward, over his belly, back, binding his arms to his sides, wrapping around his chest like slick, cold bandages, squeezing him like iron bands so that he could only breathe with difficulty.  He knew that even were the witch to release him he could not escape now, bound as he was—the kelp wrapped around him, his legs pressed together, arms pressed into his sides, his entire body encased in the slimy dark tendrils, mummified. 
Riran’s song rose in pitch slightly as the kelp closed on William’s throat and neck.  His heart was racing and he tried to be calm as it spread upwards to his head, his face, but he could not help but panic, a cold terror at the thought of what fate might await him.
As the kelp crept up, wrapping William’s face and head in it slick, cold, slimy ribbons, Riran sang on.  As William was encased he shuddered, not even the witch’s control enough to overpower his fear and revulsion as he was shrouded in the rank, wet, living darkness.
Riran’s song ended and she smiled.
“And now for the final phase.  I think you might even enjoy this.”  She said.
Riran began to sing again and the song was different, calmer, like summer seas, warm and soothing.  The kelp that bound William began to shimmer and undulate, rippling with magical energies, pressing, squeezing.
William’s body became warm, then hot.  The kelp that cupped his butt shifted, eased in towards his crack, his hole, even as the kelp on his face began to force his mouth open.  Slick cool tendrils penetrated him, mouth and backside simultaneously, slipping easily into his throat, his ass, stretching him, pulsing, easing deeper.  The pain of the assault shifted as they began to ripple inside him, becoming pleasure, a bright knot in his belly expanding.
The ribbons around his legs squeezed, crushing, his flesh deforming, bones aching as they shifted, his feet altering, twisting, becoming thinner, wider.  William’s hips grew hot as the kelp rippled over his flesh, caressing, expanding even as his butt swelled, the bones changing to become wider, his flesh becoming plump.
His breath caught as the bindings around his belly grew taught, his waist narrowing, inside his throat and ass the tendrils pulsed, coating his inner walls with their viscous slime to allow them deeper, more intimate entry.  The knot in his belly swelled as his cock swelled, the pleasure intense now even as the pain that wracked his body became worse.
The kelp around his chest pinched his nipples, massaged the flesh and muscle there, squeezing as it undulated, his ribcage shrinking, chest swelling, becoming heavy, his nipples more sensitive.  The sensations were almost overwhelming, confusing, so that even Riran’s song, powerful, potent, melodious, seemed distant and faint.
The kelp massaged, teased, squeezing and pressing and moulding William’s body, the magic of Riran’s song deforming his flesh, changing him, the pain and pleasure numbing sense and reason.  William’s shoulders were pressed, shrunk, and his head felt engulfed, his lips and jaw and cheeks and nose all effected by the sea witch’s magic, his scalp tingling as even his hair was changed.  The bindings squeezing him, shrinking him, his body becoming petite, slight, his legs pressed together until they felt almost like a single limb.  The skin on his feet and leg and butt prickled, a stabbing sensation that became a cold remote numbness.
The slick tendrils in his throat and ass continued their assault, sliding deeper, stretching his lips, his entrance, filling him, the knot in his belly a bright spot of pleasure now, William bound and helpless to resist.  The kelp that cupped his cock and balls offered only the gentlest of caresses, that part of him at least apparently unaffected.
William had little concept of what was being done to him, the new sensations too alien, the magic and the pain and pleasure of it all overpowering thought.  His chest became heavier, hips and butt round, waist thin.  His shoulders became narrow, his arms svelte, his face and hair changed and his legs… they seemed to be utterly alien, a single limb with cold hard flesh, his feet long and thin and wide.  Only his cock remained unscathed.
As the kelp undulated over his shaft, the tendrils in his butt and throat hot, deep, began to pulse, throbbing, filling him with a hot vile liquid that seemed to reinforce the changes done to him.  The knot in William’s belly became large and bright and as his cock was massaged by his living bindings, the tendril in his arse deep, thrusting, pulsing as it filled him, he shuddered.  His balls tensed and his cock swelled and he came, and the magic that had mutated his body burned suddenly, as though his orgasm were sealing the magical alterations Riran had wrought.
William’s mind went blank, his breath was short.  Riran’s song shifted suddenly, and she spoke her final word with an emphasis that shook William, the force of it like a physical blow that sent him reeling into darkness.




Chapter 4
William woke in black, his head spinning, the world rocking, his body aching, a tide of strange sensations that his brain struggled to process, memories of bondage, pain, pleasure.  He opened his eyes, blinked, and there was a dull light flickering.  He shifted, sat up, looked around.
He was still in the cavern and, across from him, sat by the fire, watching him, was Riran.  She was grinning, a malevolence that was almost tangible.  William felt himself quell, shrinking under the weight of her scrutiny.
“So, you’re awake.  Good.  I’ve been growing impatient waiting.”  Riran said.
“What did you…”  William cut off midsentence.
His voice sounded wrong, too quiet and too high.  He swallowed, his mouth dry, and lifted his hand to his throat.  His throat felt odd, too thin, his Adam’s apple gone, and his hand… he lifted it up in front of his face and looked at it.
His hand was smaller, fingers slender, feminine, his arms svelte and lithe.  He looked down at himself and saw his body for the first time, changed.  He had breasts, small but obvious, pert and full, pink nipples, and his legs were curvy, his hips flared.  He reached down to touch himself, as though to confirm what he was seeing.  His hands felt his breasts, sensitive and heavy, his nipples, his stomach.  They ran down to his hips, butt, legs.  The room spun, heaved, the world turned upside down.  His skin was hairless, smooth, delicate.
The only relief was between his legs, his cock and balls, still whole and intact, if a little smaller.  He looked up, looked back to Riran.
“What did you do to me?”  William asked.
Riran smiled.
“The way you were was of no use to me, so I changed you.  As a side effect you’re now a little prettier, a little more feminine.”
“A little?  I’m… I’m a girl!”  William said.
He felt a tide of humiliation and shame, weak and small in the face of the witch’s power.  His body was remade, smaller, dainty, sensitive and, as though stirred by his new body’s sensitivity, as though kindled by his embarrassment, William felt his cock pulse and throb despite what had been done to him.
“I think that little thing between your legs says otherwise.  You’re not a girl, you just appear like one.  Consider my letting you keep it a gift, though it’s more for my own benefit.  Were you a proper pretty girl you might easily loose that precious innocence of yours, a sweet kiss from some noble prince, and then my curse would be undone, and I can’t have that.  So, I made you as you are now, neither boy nor girl, a little protection.”
“Curse?”  William said.
Riran nodded.
“Yes.  An old magic.  Something along with your transformation.  A simple binding spell that compels you to act on my command.  Dispelled only by true love.  So, given your situation, practically unbreakable.”
“But… why?”  William asked.
Riran’s grin spread.  She was still naked and her body, lit by the fire’s dancing light, seemed almost ethereal, an unreal beauty.  Her eyes were bright, brilliant green, hypnotic and dazzling.
“Ah, now we get to the meat of the issue.  You see, I’ve been searching for a rather powerful artefact, a pearl, that would allow me to expand my territory of influence.  I won’t bother your pretty little head with details, but suffice to say I want it, and I’ll do almost anything to get it.”
William felt himself blush at Riran’s taunting, he had not seen his face yet, was he really pretty now?  He raised a hand and felt his jaw, his lips, his nose.
They all felt changed, his lips plump now and sensitive, his jaw delicate, nose thinner and smaller.  Even his cheeks had been altered, and his hair was longer now, flowing down over his shoulders, bright turquoise curls that seemed almost to shimmer.
“The problem is that it is protected but ancient magics that I have been struggling with.  Numerous wards and cantrips keep it from falling into the wrong hands, hands such as mine.  However, there is a simple solution.  An innocent, like you, pure of body and soul and heart, would be able to gather it easily enough, and then you could deliver it to me.”
William listened, nodding.  He bit his bottom lip as a soft breeze caressed his breasts, his nipples stiffening in the chill, a tingle running up his spine.
“And then you’d let me go?”  Willam asked.
Riran’s smile was cold and calculating.
“I’d consider it.”  She said.
William knew that this was the best chance he had of escaping.  He clung to the hope that what had been done to him was reversible.
“Then I’ll do it.”  He said.
Riran laughed, loudly, the noise of it cold and bitter and hard.  It echoed off the stone walls of the cave, distorting into something ghoulish.
“William, you have no choice.  You do what I say.  But I suppose I appreciate your willing surrender.”  She said.
William blushed and his cock, unwilled, as though responding to Riran’s taunting, swelled slightly.  The power she held over him, her cruelty and beauty, excited him, and the realisation made William feel small and pathetic.
“How… how do I find it?”  William asked.
Riran’s smile became a smirk.
“Ah, now we get to the most fascinating part.  Its underwater, deep, which is why I had to perform this elaborate transformation on you.”  Riran said.
“But… how am I meant to…”
Riran held up a hand to silence William.  He cut off and the cave fell in to silence.
“It’s better if I just show you.”  Riran said.
 

Riran rose slowly to her feet, her movements effortlessly graceful.  She moved towards William, stepping carefully, poised and looming, an aura of undeniable power that made William quail.
“Legs out in front of you.  It’ll make this easier on you.”  Riran said.
William obeys, stretched his legs out.  He was cold, skin prickling.  He looked down at his legs, shorter now, shapely, his thighs plum and his hips and butt round, distinctly feminine, and he couldn’t help but admire his new body.  He felt a warm swell of something close to joy.  He might look like a girl now, but at least he was an attractive girl.
“Now, brace yourself.”  Riran said.
She raised her hands and muttered three words in her strange, lilting, eldritch language.  There was a rush of air, a current of power in the atmosphere, and from behind William came the sound of rushing water and then a wall of cold and wet drenched him, almost drowning him.
He gasped in shock, suddenly frozen, struggling for breath and then there was a wave of sensations too strange to process.
William’s body convulsed, his legs twitching, pressing together, his flesh crawling, undulating.  There was a pain in his neck, like skin splitting, and then a rush of cold air filling his lung.  His legs and feet were agony, squeezing together, his skin burning.  His feet stretched, his bones shifted, his things and knees and calves and ankles fusing to make a single limb.
William could only stare in horror as his body changed in front of him, his heart thundering, breath short.  As the skin from his waist down began to harden, rippling, changing colour, William realised what was happening.  His legs had become a tail, his feet a fin, his skin was become scales, shimmering and iridescent.  He lifted a hand to his neck and felt his skin, three splits on each side, gills that flapped as he breathed.
“I’m… I’m a mermaid?”  William said.
Ririan laughed, nodded.
“Yes.  How else would you be able to dive for me?”
William stared down at his new body, a fish tail in place of legs, his torso human, female, full breasts and narrow waist.  Even his hair, the bright turquoise curls, seemed to suddenly make sense.
“The transformation remains while you are soaked with sea water, but will wear off as you dry, so you’ll be able to move around on land to bring me my treasure.”
“And if I bring that to you you’ll undo this?”  William asked.
Ririan smirked.
“Perhaps, though I think you may be quite useful in the future, so maybe not.  Either way you are for now my pretty sissy mermaid slave.  Now, you said you were called William… that’s no name for my pretty mermaid.  How does Willow sound?”
William shook his head.
“No… my name is…”
“Your name is Willow.  You are my mermaid slave.”  Riran said—her eyes flared bright luminescent green.
Willow stared up at the witch, the scales of her tale glistening wetly in the fire light.  She took a deep breath, nodded.
“My name is Willow.”  She said.  “I am your mermaid slave.”
Ririan smiled, a wide vicious grin.
“Good girl.”  She said.




Chapter 5
Willow dove off the cliff, kicking off with her long, beautiful legs.  She was naked and her long turquoise curls billowed behind her as she plunged towards the sea far below.
She hit the water and slipped effortlessly into its cold embrace, her body instinctively knowing how to move so that she made barely a splash.  As the water enveloped her, cradled her, she felt her body shift, the magic within her reworking her legs, feet, neck.  Her gills formed quickly, almost painlessly now, so that she took her first breath of the open sea, a deep inhale of salt water, the tang of it almost sweet, a promise of freedom that she knew she was denied, still bound as she was to Riran, the sea witch.
Her legs took a moment longer to change, the bones and flesh adjusting, two limbs becoming one, feet stretching and widening to become a large, powerful fin.  As her tail formed her skin shimmered, hardening into scales that glimmered like gems, beautiful, shimmery.  Even her beautiful, feminine torso changed slightly, the skin altering imperceptibly to keep her warm in the icy depths.
As her tail settled Willow kicked, her movement instinctive, the powerful strokes of a mermaid, and she sped off through the cold dark water, diving deeper, picking up pace as she swam, breathing in the salt water.  She was one with the sea, moving gracefully, effortlessly.
The sensation was a marvel, liberating, joyful, and Willow laughed as she swam, the noise muffled by the water that surrounded her.  Her eyes, subtly shifted, saw clearly through the murky water, peering even through the darkness so that that underwater world was clear and bright.
Her tail kicked, easier than running, walking, and her arms allowed her to make small, graceful movements, darting through the currents and waves like she had been born in the water.  For a moment even the curse that bound her to Riran was forgotten, and she swam out into the deep sea, towards the treasure she had been sent to collect.
 

The ship was deep, the waters there dark and colder than ice, a bitter staleness, rank compared to the sweet freshness of the upper, open ocean.  Willow dove down, sinking, swimming towards the broken galleon beneath her, its wooden hull rotten and covered with slime and kelp.  There was an aura about the boat, the water tingling with something close to electricity, like the air before a storm, and Willow knew she was in the right place.
Just need to get the pearl and then head back.  If I’m quick maybe she’ll release me, change me back.  Willow thought.
She knew that it was unlikely, that the witch had little incentive to release her, but she still clung to hope.  She thought for a split second about fleeing, heading out into the open water, but the twinge of pain in her skull reminded her that that was not an option.  She was still bound to the witch, compelled to obey, forced to return by the curse laid on her.
She swam on, the water becoming colder and fouler as she sank towards the ship.  The ocean currents lessened as the depth increased, while above her the storm still raged.
The freedom of swimming is at least pleasant.  Willow thought.
She smiled, the one gift of her transformation was the joy of swimming, the liberation of moving so gracefully through the water, the joy of becoming one with the sea.
I suppose being trapped like this for a while isn’t too bad if I get to swim.  Willow thought.
Beneath her the galleon grew large, looming, dark and foreboding.  The crack in the side was black as pitch but it was from there that the energy emanated.  The pearl, the treasure she sought, was inside.
Willow swam up to the boat and peered inside.  Her eyes adjusted to the gloom and there, at the bottom of the hull, was a rotten chest, within it gold, gems, and a large, shimmering pearl.  She knew even at a glance that this was the treasure Riran sought.
She used her arms and the powerful kicks of her tail to squeeze through the crack in the boat and dove to the bottom, to the chest.  The water grew warm as she neared the treasure and the pearl, the water alive with protective magic.  As she picked it up she felt a jolt run through her arm, filling her body with a bright, throbbing power, testing her, judging her before dulling, cooling to a low constant glow, the light soft and comforting.
Why does she need this?  Willow thought.
She knew that the witch could not be planning anything benevolent for the pearl, was certain that Riran would use its power purely for her own gain, but still, she knew she had to return, that there was no choice.  She was powerless against the sea witch’s power and magic and so, with the pearl in hand, clutched tight, she kicked off towards the crack in the galleon’s hull and the open seas, the shadows cast by the pearl’s glow dancing and flickering around her.
 

As Willow emerged from the galleon a flicker of light on the sea bed below caught her attention.  She paused, then dove towards it, swimming swiftly, her tail pushing her effortlessly through the cold depths.
Nestled beneath a crag of rock, half buried by sand and mud, grown over with kelp and weed, was the remnants of one of the ships cabins, the contents obviously spilt as the ship had sunk.  A broken bed, several chests, scraps of clothes, cups, plates, and, to one side, the object that had dazzled Willow and caught her attention—a mirror, cracked and tarnished, but still relatively whole, the light from the pearl reflected back.
Willow paused to stare for the first time at her reflection.  She floated, small movements of her tail and arms to keep her effortlessly in place, made without thinking, new reflexes and instincts conjured by her transformation. 
Willow stared blankly for a moment before smiling, breaking into a wide grin.  Her long turquoise curls floated around her head, shimmering faintly in the pearl’s light, the colour eye catching, bold, but suited perfectly to her new form.  Her tail, longer than her legs, thick with muscle, the fin long and elegant, moved ceaselessly, effortlessly, holding her in place, the scales that coated it shimmering, a vast array of colour that all seemed to match her hair, running up to fuse seamlessly with the flesh of her belly. 
I’m beautiful. Willow thought.
Willow moved her tail, deliberately, and the reflection copied her, the image unreal, unnerving, but also pleasant.  For the first time her transformation seemed real, undeniable.  Her tail was a thing from fairy tales and legends, myths, but practical, built to power her through the seas and oceans, a thing of mesmerising beauty, shimmery and elegant, its shape, the curve of it, the swell of her butt and hips, even the flow of her fins, was distinctly feminine.
Her body too had changed, her waist narrower, belly flat, her small but full breasts, plump rosy nipples.  Willow reached up with her free hand, her arms lithe, hands small, dainty, and touched her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple lightly.  The contact was electric, a flush of pleasure and arousal, her new body so much more sensitive.
Willow squeezed harder, pinched harder, bit her bottom lip as she moaned, her tail flicking with small quick motions, animated by the sudden rush of joy as Willow stared at herself, admiring her obvious charms.  She was smaller now, her shoulders narrower, and her body glittered with a sheen, like many coloured stars painted across her flesh, but it was her face that grabbed her attention as she fondled herself.
Her jaw was pointed, face now heart shaped, big almond eyes, bright blue with flecks of green, lit by the pearl’s light.  Her nose was thinner, her cheeks higher, and her lips were full and plump, rosy.  She was undeniably pretty, beautiful, and, with her cheeks flush with arousal, her expression one of pleasure, she was utterly sexy.
She squeezed her breast harder, pinched her nipple, moaned, squirming as she watched herself in the mirror.  Behind her a shadow moved, distant but massive, seen even through Willow’s pleasure haze.  She dropped her hand, suddenly cold, and turned to look back.
In the distance, but growing rapidly closer, drawn by the light of the pearl, was a shark, a vast wall of muscle and teeth and predatory instinct.  Willow quaked, frozen in fear, and her hand clutched the pearl tight.  Her body screamed one word, run, but for a moment she was too terrified to listen.
As the shark drew closer Willow snapped herself from her daze and turned and kicked off.  The powerful motions of her tail kicked up a cloud of sand and mud and she began to swim.
Willow swam hard, fast, her heart racing.  Her tail thrashed and with her free arm she made quick, erratic changes of direction.  Behind her, tracking her, came the shark, its movements effortless and lethal, closing the distance slowly, but constantly.
Willow forced herself on but it was not enough.  Her body was tired, still unfamiliar with its new form despite her imbedded instinct.  The shark was closing, close now, and a chill dread settled around Willow’s heart.  She was still miles from land, trapped out at sea, pursued.  She made a snap decision and, with a flick of her tail, shifted direction, began to rise towards the surface.
The shark followed, closing.  As Willow rose the water became fresher, cleaner, sweeter.  Her breath was ragged, the tang of salt in her mouth, lungs, her hand clutching the glowing pearl.
Perhaps if I drop it it’ll distract…  Even just the thought of dropping the pearl caused Willow agony.
Riran’s curse bound her to the witch’s will and it was impossible for her to disobey.  She was slave to the witch’s command, even if it meant her death, and so she swam for her life.  Above her the water heaved, waves, a dull stormy light.  Behind her the shark rose up after her.
Out of the corner of her eye Willow glanced a shadow on the water, large but not massive—a boat riding the waves of the storm.  With a flick of her tail and a twist of her arm she shifted direction, made for the boat.
Her tail thrashed and she sped through the cold water, the shark closing.  Her lungs and heart and tail burnt from the effort, her strength fading.  With one last push she threw herself up, breaking the surface and she was flying, leaping from the water towards the boat, free.  Too late she saw the net dangling from the side of the boat and then she was snared, entangled, held above the heaving sea in the confines of the rope.
Willow glanced back, saw the shadow of the shark circle then turn away, its quarry lost.  She was trapped, but she was alive, safe for the moment.




Chapter 6
The boat swayed, riding the waves as the storm raged.  The net in which Willow was trapped hung limp from an arm that jutted out from the boat, high above the heaving water.  The deck was empty, the boat shuddered as it braced through the storm’s chaos.  Willow let herself float, suspended, the rain beating against her skin, and waited.  In her hand she still clutched the softly glowing pearl.
As the storm subsided and rain stopped Willow roused from her half-sleep.  Sun broke through the clouds and the sea settled to a calm.  As her body dried she felt her tail shift.  Her flesh rippled, scales becoming skin.  Her bones cracked, and her one limb became two, flesh splitting then reforming, her hips morphed into a new configuration.  Her legs were shorter than her tail but were curvy, her butt was round and full.  Between her legs the small reminder of her stolen masculinity remained, her dick small now and almost worthless.  The thought made her blush, her balls aching.  She shifted to test the net’s strength but it refused to give.  She was bound, helpless.
To the side, on the boat, a door opened.  Willow froze as a man, tall and broad, dressed in simple trousers and a tatty woollen jumper, stepped out.  He surveyed the boat for any damage caused by the storm, eyes scanning carefully, for the moment oblivious to Willow’s presence, and so she watched him, cautions, her heart racing.
He was older, middle aged, and weather beaten, his face haggard by wind and rain and storm, but still handsome, his eyes bright and intelligent, a short brown and grey beard on his cheeks and chin and jaw.  He moved about the deck with a stoic wisdom and confidence. 
As he turned to inspect the net his eyes fell on Willow and his eyes went wide in shock.  He laughed, once, in surprise, then moved quickly, without speaking, to bring in the net.  He remained composed, calm despite the bizarre situation, but moved with speed and efficiency, deft, confident.
As the net was brought closer to the boat Willow moved her arm to her chest, and covered her male shame with her free hand.  The man lowered the net to the deck and with delicate fingers undid the tangle to rope and knot that had been so inescapable to Willow.
His arms were thick, muscle earned by a life of hard work, his hands were coarse and rough, but there was something gentle about him and Willow could not help wondering how it would feel to be held by this man.  As the rope fell away the man turned to Willow, smiled.  His face was charming, reassuring, and there was a well of kindness in his bright blue eyes.  He seemed unphased by her nakedness and her beauty.  Willow felt small and vulnerable in his presence.
“You rest there lass.  I’ll get you something to warm you up.”  He said—his voice was deep and resonant, calm and sure.
Willow could only nod and smile.
The man pulled the last of the net off of Willow as she lay covering herself and dropped it to the side.  He rose to his feet and moved off, headed into the ship.  He was gone for only a moment before he returned, carrying a thick woollen blanket.
“Here, wrap this round you to cover up, then you can come inside and I’ll get you something to eat and drink.  Then we can talk.”  The man said.
Willow nodded.  The man unfolded the blanket and draped it around her shoulders, covering her in the dense, scratchy wool.  Willow pulled the blanket snug to cover herself and the man offered her his hand.  She stared at it for a moment before taking it.
His palm was massive compared to her, his skin coarse and worn, but his grip was soft, his hand easily enfolding hers.  He pulled her effortlessly to her feet as though she weighed nothing and his smile was calm and charming.  Willow felt her heart flutter.
“Now, tea of coffee?”  He asked.
Willow swallowed the lump in her throat.
“Tea, please.”  She said.
Her voice was soft and quiet and girly compared to his and she was small stood next to him.  He loomed, powerful and tall and she felt reassured by his strength, comforted by it.
“Tea it is then.  And with sugar as you’ll be needing something sweet.  Now, follow me.”  He said.
He stepped off towards the cabin and Willow obeyed without thinking, followed after the man toward the bright warmth of the ship’s interior.
 

Willow sat at the small table as the man prepared tea.  The boat rocked and outside the day grew duller as the sun began to set.
“Here, drink this.  It’ll do you good.  Afterwards I’ll make us something to eat.”
The man put two mugs on the table and he moved to sit opposite Willow.  Willow looked to the mug in front of her, steam rose from the sweet milky tea.  She held the blanket closed as she lifted the mug with one hand, glad for the warmth of it, and she sipped.  The tea was strong and sweet and lifted her spirits.  In her lap the pearl was warm and heavy.
“So, do you have a name?”  The man asked.
Willow looked up from her drink.  Nodded.
The man laughed.
“Well, what is it then?”
“Willow.”  Her voice was soft and husky, sensual.
The man stared as her, focussed on her, smiling.  He nodded.
“A pretty name for a pretty lass.”  He said.
Willow felt her cheeks grow warm at the compliment.  Her belly fluttered, her heart raced.  Something about the man opposite called to her, made her feel things she had never experienced before—she bit her bottom lip hard in an effort to ignore the emotions that raged within her, looked back to her tea to hide her blush.
“I’m Artair.  I’m afraid it’s just me on the boat so I don’t have any clothes that’ll fit, but you’re welcome to wear a shirt or jumper and a pair of my trousers, just until we get you back on land.”  Artair said.
Willow nodded.  She took another sip of the hot tea, the sweet liquid calming, comforting.
“Thank you.”  She said.
Artair sat quiet, watching.  He frowned as he studied Willow.
“So, Willow, you mind telling me how a pretty lass like you ends up trapped in one of my nets in the middle of a storm way out to sea in nothing but her birthday suit?”
Willow swallowed, shivered.  She looked up from her tea, met Artair’s gaze.  His eyes were calm, kind, patient and she wanted desperately to tell him everything but knew that he would not believe her.  As Willow thought of the words to explain her situation she suffered a pull at the back of her mind—the magic of the sea witch’s curse, binding her, silencing her.  In her lap the pearl was heavy and she knew she must return it to Riran.  Willow’s heart sank, aware that she could do nothing but lie to the man who saved her.
“I… I fell overboard, off a boat.”
Artair nodded but from his expression it was clear he did not believe her.
“So… that’s it?  Just fell overboard off a boat?”  He asked.
His gaze was hard, scrutinising.  Willow wanted to look away but could not, held by Artair’s attention, his blue eyes hard, intense, but not cruel.  There was a deep, timeless patience there and she wondered if he would still be as kind to her if he knew the truth, if he knew what she really was, not just a mermaid but… at the thought Willow felt her cock twitch, stirred by a warm flush of shame and humiliation that fired her arousal.
Willow squirmed in her seat, pulled the blanket tighter to hide her shame, her secret.  Artair’s arms were thick, strong, and his shoulders broad.  Willow could not help but wonder how it would feel to be wrapped in those arms, to be held, safe.  As she stared into Artair’s eyes she could not help but admire his rugged features, the hard worn handsome charm of his face, his coarse beard, lips—how would it feel to be kissed by him.
Her heart skipped and her belly fluttered and something deep and wonderful stirred.  A warm flush rose in her cheeks.
“Sorry I… I just don’t remember much.  I was asleep and the storm… I just… I woke up in your net and that’s all I remember.”  Willow said.
The charming, kind, handsome man opposite studied her, his smile faltering.  It was clear her lie had hurt him and Willow suffered a pang of guilt.  He nodded, lifted his mug to his lips and drank deeply. The muscles of his forearms were like coiled, knotted rope and the sight of them made something in Willow’s belly grow taught.
“Ah, well then.  How about I make some food for us, then I can put you to bed.  Tomorrow I’ll take you back to port and you might remember more.”  Artair said.
He put his mug down and shifted, rose to his feet to turn away from the table.  On a whim Willow put her mug down, reached out to grip Artair’s wrist.  He stopped, turned back to face Willow.
The blush in her cheeks worsened under Artair’s scrutiny as he stood tall and powerful over her.  His arm was a sold mass of muscle and bone and warm flesh in her tiny hand.  Willow squirmed as her cock pulsed, throbbing, growing slightly hard at just this minor contact, and she swallowed with difficulty.  The knot in her belly fluttered, grew taught.
“Thank you.”  She said.  “For saving me.  Really.”
Artair smiled softly.
“I just saw someone in need and did what little I could.  What brings a pretty girl like you out here in your state is I suppose no business of mine.”  He said.
Willow’s cheeks flushed a deep, bright, hot pink.  She bit her bottom lip.
“You… I wish I could tell you, really.  I want to, but I can’t.  I’m sorry.”  Willow saids.
Artair nodded.  His smile was kind, charming.
“Don’t you worry about it.  I’ve suffered worse in my years.  You just rest while I fetch you some food.  You’ll feel better after sleep and once we get you back to land I’m sure.”  He said.
Willow nodded.  In her lap the pearl was heavy, a chain that bound her to the sea witch Riran, and her heart sank as she thought of how she had no choice but to return.




Chapter 7
“You can sleep here.  Its small but its comfortable.  I’ll be just outside the door if you need anything.”  Artair said.
Willow looked down at the bed, a thin mattress attached to the wall, a nest of pillows at one end, a crumpled mess of sheets at the other.  It was not neat but it was clean and it look welcoming and she smiled.
She turned to look up at Artair who stood beside her, tall and broad and handsome and his face, weather and care worn, was kind and soft, his blue eyes bright.
“Thank you.”  She said—her voice was soft, barely more than a whisper, and obviously feminine, alluring, a slight tremble.
She blinked, fluttering her eyelashes as she smiled.  The heat in her cheeks had not faded and, stood as close to the strong, rugged man who had saved her, so small and weak in comparison to him, the knot in her belly had swollen, tight and hot, her skin pricking.  She bit her bottom lip, held the blanket close around her shoulders, acutely aware of her nakedness.  In one hand, hidden beneath the blanket, was the warm pearl.
Artair watched her for a moment, brow furrowing though his smile remained.  His eyes were sharp, intelligent, and seemed to bore into her soul, searching for something that Willow longed to give.
“You’re welcome.  I’m sure after some sleep you’ll feel better.  Tomorrow we should make it back to port, so don’t you worry your pretty head too much.”  He said.
“I…” 
Willow tried to confess, to speak her truth, but the curse laid on her by Riran prevented her, a pain in her skull, and so she fell silent.  Artair lifted his large, strong, callused hand and placed it on Willow’s dainty shoulder.  His grip was gentle but behind his tenderness there was a strength that Willow knew could easily overwhelm her.
The knot in her belly grew tighter, a fluttering that spread through her body like electricity.  Willow looked up, chewing her bottom lip, her turquoise curls falling around her shoulders.
She was powerless compared to the kind, gentle man in front of her, his stoic, contained strength a rock against which the storm would break her.  She squirmed, her nakedness beneath the blanket humiliating, and the wave of shame at her situation, transformed, cursed, emasculated, caused her small cock to throb and harden.  Artair squeezed her shoulder softly.
“It’s okay.  You don’t own me any explanation.  You rest, tomorrow see how you feel.”  He said.
Willow looked up in to the ruggedly handsome face, his hair pulled back out of his eyes, still damp with rain, slight curls, his coarse salt and pepper beard.  His lips were so full, inviting.
Willow shook her head and widened her smile.  She stepped closer to Artair.
“I owe you my life.”  She said.  “You saved me, and you’ve been so kind.  Will you at least let me thank you.”
The words came almost unbidden and Willow felt a wave of fear and excitement at the implication of her words.  She pressed her petite, curvy, feminine body against the man who had pulled her from the sea.  His torso was firm, solid compared to the plushy curves of her new form and the contrast made her want to purr.
“You don’t have to thank me.”  Artair said.
“But maybe I want to…”  Willow said.
His smile was unsure now but his eyes burned with desire.  He did not move, did not pull away, stood still as Willow pushed her body into his, pressing her small breasts against him, grinding her hips into his thigh.  The warmth of his body, the smell of him, the tangy musk of his sweat and the sea, was intoxicating.  Willow’s balls tensed as her arousal, her need, grew.
“Maybe I really, really want to thank you.”  Willow said—knowing that she did, that she wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything.
Artair seemed torn, his desire for the pretty, beautiful girl in front of him obvious.  Willow grinned, raised a hand to press it against the tall, broad man’s chest.
“Why don’t you just stand there and let me thank you.”  Willow said.
As Artair watched Willow let the blanket fall from her shoulders to her waist, wearing it like a skirt, her small, pert breasts freed, her pink nipples puffy and erect, signalling her arousal.  Artair grinned, stared down at the exquisite creature he had fished from the stormy sea, and nodded.
“I’m not one to stand idle Willow.”  Artair said.
Before Willow could react Artair raise his hand to grip the hair on the back of her head, holding it tight, tilting it back as he leaned down to kiss her.  As his lips met hers she felt her heart skip, her belly flutter, and she melted into the broad, strong man who had saved her.
Artair kissed Willow hard, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip.  She whined, moaned at the flush of pleasure, the kiss more urgent, more intense than any she had yet experienced, his passion and desire and hunger a force that overwhelmed her.
Artair pulled back and stared into Willow’s eyes.  His grip in her hair was painful but pleasant, the force of his grip reaffirming his lust for her.
“Now, you said something about thanking me?”  Artair said.
He grinned and Willow nodded.  She sank, slowly, willing, to her knees, her movements guided by Artair’s hand in her long turquoise hair.
 

Willow stared up at Artair, the blanket pooled around her waist and over her legs to hide her growing erection, small but hard, throbbing.  She smiled and, with trembling hands, reached up to undo his belt, the thick leather heavy, the sound of the buckle loud even over the drumming of her racing heart.
As her hands brushed over Artair’s crotch Willow felt his growing arousal, his cock becoming swollen, large and hot.  The prominent bulge in his trousers grew massive, a thick, long throbbing mass that made her mouth water and her head spin.  She could barely believe what she was doing but she knew that she could not stop now, not even if she wanted to.  Just as she had known how to use her body to swim, her tail and arms moving on instinct to navigate through the water, she knew how to use her new body to pleasure the man who stood over her.  She knew what he wanted, and she wanted to give it to him.
Willow’s trembling fingers worked at Artair’s buttons, undid his trousers, pulled them down along with his pants.  His cock popped free, and bobbed, swaying with the motion of the boat, and Willow’s eyes went wide.  It was enormous.  Even before her transformation it would have dwarfed her cock, but now it made her seem miniscule and the flush of shame only fired her arousal.
“Just go slow.  It can be a lot to handle, but I assume you’ve done this before?”  Artair asked.
Willow tore her gaze away from the thick, long dick in front of her and looked up.  She had never even been down on a girl yet or had her cock sucked, let alone suck one.  She shook her head.
“No, never.”  he whispered.
Artair smiled.  He nodded.
“Then go very slow, and be careful with your teeth.  If you can’t take much use your lovely soft hands.”  He said.
Willow’s belly fluttered, nervous, excited, and she nodded.  She looked back to the cock that hung so inviting and she reached out with one hand to take it in her grasp.
It was warm, the flesh soft, and it throbbed in time with the beating of his heart.  Willow stroked it, slowly, and her mouth began to water.  The fluttering in her belly grew stronger.  She opened her mouth, let her tongue extend and leant forward towards the beautiful, swollen dick.
Her tongue lapped over the prominent head, the sweet taste of Artair’s precum, and Willow shivered in delight.  She wanted more and, without hesitating, she moved forward, opened her mouth wide to take the cock into her mouth. 
Artair moaned in pleasure and Willow wrapped her lips tight, her tongue undulating against the bottom of his shaft.  The crown, bulbous, brushed against the back of Willow’s throat as she took as much as she could.  Her mind went blank and she sucked hard, savouring the taste and the scent of the dick that filled her.
She moved her hand in time with her head as she began to ease her head up, taking almost the entire length of Artair’s dick from her mouth, only the head still in, her lips sucking hard on the swollen ridge, her tongue lapping over the oozing slit, circling his crown.  Artair shuddered, gripped Willow’s hair tighter as though to claim her, and she moaned in pleasure as she took his hot, hard length back into her mouth, taking it deeper, suppressing the urge to gag.
“Fuck girl, you have a natural talent!”  Artair exclaimed.
Willow felt her heart swell with pride at the pleasure Artair took in her oral ministrations.  She moaned in delight, her small cock as hard as steel in the folds of her blanket.  She worked her hand, slick with her saliva, up and down Artair’s shaft as she bobbed her head, lips locked tight, tongue working hard.
Willow pulled her head back, took a deep breath, then pushed her head down, her lips slick, tingling.  Her cock ached, leaked a constant streak of precum.  She squirmed as she took Artair’s cock deep, the prominent head pushing against the back of her throat.
Artair moaned, gripped Willow’s curls tight.  Willow forced herself down, suppressing the urge to gag, Artair’s swollen head thick and girthy, hot in her mouth and then, suddenly, it slipped deep in to her throat, pressing, suffocating her with a delicious pleasure.  Willow and Artair shuddered as one, both moaning at the rush of sensation, the walls of Willow’s throat milking Artair’s thick cock, the tight embrace a delight.  He gripped Willow’s hair and forced himself deeper and Willow surrendered her mouth and throat to his dick.
“I’m close… so fucking close…”  Artair whispered.
Willow murmured in delight at the thought of Artair cumming for her, filling her mouth with his semen.  Artair pulled back, pulled his cock from Willow’s throat and she gasped, giddy.
Artair slipped his cock in and out of her mouth, controlling the pace now, fucking Willow’s pretty face, fucking her lips, and Willow let him, her lips tight, sucking, working her tongue for his pleasure.
As she slipped her hand up and down she felt his balls tighten, his cock grow impossibly hard, swelling, becoming larger.  The knot in Willow’s belly was a bright spot of pleasant flutterings as she waited in expectation of what was to come.
“Yes… take it… take it all… fuck…”  Artair mumbled.
He thrust in to Willow’s mouth and then his dick erupted, filling her mouth with spurt after spurt of thick, salty cum.  She swallowed eagerly, shuddering in delight at what she had done, the pleasure she had gifted to the man stood over her, a euphoria unlike any she had ever know. 
Artair came over and over, more than Willow had ever thought possible, the tang of his jizz clinging to her tongue, bitter but pleasant, coating her throat.  She whined and mewed in delight as she swallowed, working her lips and hand to milk the last from Artair, her cock aching and swollen, her frustration a delicious agony.
“That was… amazing… you’re quite the treasure.” 
Willow smiled but, at Artair’s words remembered the curse that still bound her.  In her lap, warm and smooth, was the pearl, the chain that linked her to the sea witch.
“Now, I think it’s time for sleep.”  Artair said.
Willow nodded.  She licked her bottom lip, savouring the last taste of his cum.
“Would you… would you sleep beside me.  Keep me safe?”  Willow asked.
Artair nodded.  He looked down with kind, gentle eyes that belied his strength and resolve.
“Of course.  Though you have nothing to be scared of.  Not out here.”  He said.
Willow felt her heart sink, knew that there was no saving her from the sea witch’s clutches, that nowhere was safe.  She was a prisoner.




Chapter 8
Willow was woken from slumber by the noise of thunder, loud and repeating, a drumming that came often, growing closer.  It was dark, and the ship heaved violently, the storm returned.  Beside her Artair stirred, sat up, roused by the change in the weather.
He stiffened as the thunder grew louder, closer, the sea’s motions becoming more animated, more violent, so that the ship was tossed by the brutal force of waves.  Wind howled, gibbered, screamed.
“This is no normal storm.”  Artair whispered.
Willow felt suddenly cold and afraid.  She reached beneath her pillow, felt the warm, smooth orb of the pearl.  She tried not to think what the storm might bring.
Artair threw off the blanket and climbed out of bed, pulled on his trousers, boots, jumper.  Willow watched him, marvelled at his calm confidence, his broad back and shoulders, his strong arms.  She felt crushed at the thought of what she might have brought upon him.
“Where are you going?”  Willow asked.
Artair turned to glance back over his shoulder.  He smiled, a stoic certainty, resolved.
“This storm is wrong.  I need to check the ship, make sure we’ll be safe.  I’ll not be long and you don’t need to worry.  I’ll keep you safe.”
Willow tried to smile but failed.  As Artair turned to leave she rose from the bed, wrapped the blanket around her shoulders, and grabbed the pearl from beneath her pillow.
Artair stepped off, opened the door and headed out towards the door that led onto deck.  Behind him, small and frightened, but resolved, came Willow.
 

Rain lashed the deck, sheets of icy bullets that stung flesh.  The sea raged, waves like mountains, tossing the small ship about like a toy, yet still, as though able to read the erratic weather, Artair kept the ship stable.  Willow, stood within the small cabin, could only marvel at the way Artair steered the boat, navigating the treacherous conditions with skill and courage.
Lightning lit the dark sky, forks of brilliant bright electricity.  The sea foamed and raged and the wind screamed.  The thunder came again and again, louder each time, circling the boat, as though hunting it.  Artair paid it no attention, focussed, but Willow knew what it meant, knew what came in the storm, and she stood trembling beside the man who had saved her, the man she had damned.  She clutched the pearl tight, hoped that it might be enough to buy her freedom so that she could remain where she was, with the man who even now worked to keep her safe.
The thunder came again, closer, closing, and then lightning lit the sea directly in front on the boat.  On the wave, a distant silhouette growing rapidly closer, was a skittering figure, its dark cloak billowing behind it like a flock of carrion fowl.
“What…”
“You should go below.”  Willow said, cutting Artair off.
Artair glanced at her, frowning.  The lightning came again, thunder following almost immediately after, and the skittering figure skating over the sea was closer, closing fast on the small boat.
“Why?  What do you mean?”  He asked.
“Go below… let me stay up here.  What’s coming, what’s bringing this storm, it’s coming for me.  Let me face it.  I don’t want you to come to harm after all you’ve done for me.”  Willow said.
Artair shook his head.  He smiled but the smile was grim, his eyes narrowed.  His expression was taught, fretful, but he was still handsome, rugged, courageous.
“I’m not leaving you alone.  Whatever happens, whatever comes, I’m here.  I’ll not let harm come to you”  He said.
Willow smiled in spite of the cold dread that enveloped her.  Her heart skipped and she longed to embrace the man beside her, to curl up beside him, to be safe in his arms, but she knew that it was impossible.  In the storm, closing on her, came her fate, the sea witch Riran.
Lightning came again and the skittering, skating figure was almost upon the ship, its fluttering cloak like a void.  Thunder boomed but it was not a roar but a voice, calling one word, WILLOW, with a fury that made the boat shake.
“Where are you girl?  Come out before you make this worse!”
Riram’s voice boomed over the din of rain and wind and thunder, amplified by magic to become omnipresent, coming from all directions at once.  Willow shrank, small and timid, moved closer to Artair.
The man, tall and broad and stoic, turned to face her, looked down at her.  His brow was furrowed and his face was stern, but calm, a quiet, unshakable composure.
“Can you explain?”  Artair asked.
Willow shook her head.  At the thought of telling Artair the truth her skull blazed with pain, the curse that bound her to the witch holding her silent.
She looked up into Artair’s calm, blue eyes, his handsome face, and something in her stirred, something bright and joyous, and she knew she owed him at least an explanation and so she fought against the magic that ensnared her despite the pain.  She forced words to come.
“She’s… a witch… sea witch… I have something she wants… she holds me… with a curse… I can’t… can’t…”
Willow cut off, fell silent, her breathing ragged, her face pale from the effort.  She was shaking.  Holding the wheel of the boat with one hand Artair wrapped his other arm around Willow’s narrow shoulders.
“I won’t pretend to understand but whatever this witch is, we can face her together.  I told you I’d keep you safe and I meant it.”
Willow tried to smile, to seem relieved, but her expression was grave and fretful.  She turned to look out the window of the cabin and as lightning lit the darkness a wave, massive, foaming, fierce, loomed over the small boat and on its crest, as though flying, came the sea witch Riran.
The wave fell, hammered the boat, and Artair struggled to keep it afloat, fighting the storm.  As the water washed off the deck Willow could only stare in horror as Riran was left standing, calm and patient, unphased by the tempest that raged around her.
“Come now girl.  I have waited long enough for my prize.  I know you have it.  Bring it to me.”  Riran said.
Her voice was dull and forceful, full of magic.  Willow felt her body tense and ready to move without her willing it.  Artair gripped her tighter, held her and refused to let her go.
“You’re not welcome here witch.  The girl is not going anywhere with you.”  Artair spoke loudly, clearly, his voice cold and deep.
Willow watched as Riran shifted her attention from her to the man beside her.  Her smile widened, became malevolent and cruel, and Willow shivered despite the warm comfort of Artair’s embrace
“A man, and quite a handsome one.  My little mermaid has been a busy girl.”
Riran smirked, turned her gaze back to Willow, studied her for a moment, sniffed as though scenting the air.  She stepped closer.  Around the boat the storm still raged but the sea in which the boat rested was calm now, as though the witch’s presence was enough to quiet the sea’s rage.
“You’re still pure, but… there’s something… the smell of his seed.  You pleasured him with your mouth, didn’t you?  Unable to resist his rugged charms, unable to contain yourself, so eager to see what pleasures your new form might offer you.  Such a vulgar slut!”  Riran taunted, grinning.
Willow’s cheeks burned with shame and her cock twitched at the memory of how it felt to have Artair’s cock in her mouth, how his cum tasted, the pleasure that filled her as she sated his lust with just her lips and tongue and throat.  Artair tightened his grip around Willow’s shoulders, squeezed her.
“Get off my ship.  Now!”  He said.
Riran laughed, the sound mocking, loud despite the storm’s howling, amplified by her magic and her malice.  Her grin spread.
“I’m not leaving without my treasure and without my girl.  It took quite some magic to make her and, as pure as she is, I still have use for her.  If you think I’m leaving empty handed you’re mistaken, and if you think you can stand up to me you’re a fool.  Now, hand her over and I might just let your ship survive my storm.”  Riran said.
Artair tensed.  Willow could sense the anger in him, the cold, hard fury.  He turned to face her.
“Do you want to stay here, with me?”  He asked.
Willow nodded, bit her bottom lip as she stared up into Artair’s impossibly blue eyes.  She wanted more than anything to stay with him.  Artair smiled, turned back to face the witch.
“The girl stays.  It’s her choice.”
Riran smirked, then laughed again, colder this time, quieter.
“Has she told you?  About her secrets?”  Riran asked.
Willow felt her belly drop, wished the ground beneath her would open up and swallow her.  Artair’s arm lay still wrapped around her shoulder.  Outside the cabin Riran stood shrouded in the black flock of her cloak, her hair wild in the erratic winds.
“Her secrets are hers to keep.  She’ll tell me when she’s…”
“That she is a he, a boy.  Look between her legs if you don’t believe me.  And worse, he’s a freak.  The body of a girl on land, the body of a mermaid in the water… but always still just a tainted, nasty little boy.”  Riran’s voice was filled with hate.
Artair was suddenly quiet, still.  Willow shook, felt her eyes fill with tears.  She pulled out of Artair’s grasp and stepped back before he could react.  He turned to face her.
“Is this… is it true?”  He asks.
Willow stared at the floor, at her feet.  Her body went limp and the pearl in her hand fell to the ground, rolled towards Artair, stopped at his feet, though he did not even look at it.
Willow nodded, slowly.  Her heart was cold.
“It’s all true… I… I’m not a real girl.  Her magic made me into this… into a girl, a mermaid.  I didn’t mean to deceive you.  When we… I just wanted… I’m sorry.”  Willow said.
Before Artair could react Willow turned and fled out of the cabin and into the storm.  As the pearl tapped at his boot he looked down, bent to pick it up, studying it for a moment before releasing the ships wheel and heading out into the storm after the girl with the turquoise curls.
 

Willow cowered half way between the cabin and the witch, close to the side of the boat.  She refused to look at Artair as he stepped out into the rain after her.
“I don’t care what you were, or what you are Willow.  To me you’re beautiful and if you’ll let me I’ll protect you.” 
Artair called out but his voice was whipped away by the wind so that it was barely more than a whisper.  Willow kept her face turned away, clung to the side of the boat, wind tugging at the blanket wrapped around her.  Artair turned to face the witch, held up the pearl.
“Is this what you want?”  Artair cried, shouting over the din of the storm.
“Give it to me.”  Riran held out her hand in expectation and demand, her tone of voice a command filled with magic.
Artair’s expression was grim, resolved, and he remained where he stood, Riran’s eyes widening in shock as her demand was ignored.  Artair’s grip on the pearl tightened.
“Release Willow, and you can have it.”  He said, his words slow, emphatic.
Riran shook her head.
“No.  The pearl and the… girl, are mine.  Both belong to me and your petty act of resistance changes nothing.  Give me the pearl, now, and I’ll make your death quick.”
Artair forced a smile.  His face was pale and wet with rain.  Willow looked up, to Riran.
“Let him go, please.  Let him go and I’ll go with you.”  She said.
Riran laughed.
“No.  I think I’ll kill him, and I think I’ll enjoy it.”  Riran said.
Artair was silent for a moment.  He glared at the sea witch in fury.
“Well then I suppose I have nothing to lose, do I?”  He said.
Before Willow or Riran could react Artair raised his hand and threw the pearl against the deck.  As Riran screamed and lunged Artair raised his foot and smashed his heel down hard on the glowing, fragile orb.  The soft surface cracked, bright fissures propagating as he ground his foot down and then, finally, before Riran could reach him, the pearl shattered, and the air was filled with a sudden light and song that evaporated into the darkness, leaving only dull, lifeless shards drained of power and magic.
“What have you done!”  Riran roared.
The sea around the boat came suddenly to life, heaving, rolling, and the boat rolled with the swell of waves.
“You’ve ruined everything!”.
Riran raised her arms and as she lifted them the water around the boat rose up, looming dark and fierce.  Riran dropped her arms and the water fell, crashing over the deck, a cold, dark, brutal deluge that left only Riran unharmed.  Artair stumbled, grabbed a hold of a tangle of netting secured to the side of the boat, and clung on.  Willow, already tired, small and weak, was knocked from her feet and thrown overboard.  She fell, tumbled down into the cold, dark sea and  sank beneath the surface without a trace.




Chapter 9
Willow’s body pulsed with life, her legs and flesh changing, her metamorphosis catalysed by contact with sea water.  Her two legs became one, skin fusing, bones conjoining.  Her feet grew thin and long, became one large, elegant fin.  Her skin shifted, hardened, became scales, and the flesh on her neck split to reveal her gills and she took her first breath of the sweet, cold, salty water.  Her eyes opened and she looked up, to the surface, where Artair struggled against the witch for Willow’s freedom.
Willow floated in place, her hands and tail working in unison to keep her still as the currents tried to move her.  Her mind raced—time was short.
I need to do something.  Willow thought.
She knew alone she was powerless against the witch but there had to be something she could do.  As she struggled to focus she felt something click and then she remembered the last time she had been in the water, hunted, pursued by the massive shark.  She smiled.
If only I can find him in time.  She thought.
Willow turned and dove, sinking deep, scanning the depths below for sign of the massive predator.  As she sank she thought of how to lure it out, remembered facts about the scent of blood on water.  In desperation Willow raised a hand to her lips and put the flesh between finger and thumb between her teeth.
Willow bit down, hard, teeth breaking skin, and her mouth filled with the tang of iron.  She swam on, swan down, and let her hand hang beside her, leaving a trail of blood in her wake.
 

It did not take long.  Within minutes Willow felt something at the back of her skull, some new instinct imbued by her transformation tingling.  She turned and looked over her shoulder and there, in the distance, half hidden in the murk stirred up by the storm, was the shark, massive and pale and closing rapidly, following the trail of blood to its source.
Willow felt a shiver of terror run through her and could not help wondering if she had made a terrible mistake.  She turned away, too late now to change her mind, and looked up, to the surface and the boat where Artair was struggling with Riran.  Willow kicked off, her fin thrashing, pushing her through the water with ease, and she sped towards the battle that raged above.  Behind her the shark sped up to follow, hunting its prey, drawn by the scent of Willow’s blood.
I just need to swim.  It doesn’t matter what happens to me but I won’t let her take him. Willow thought.
Her lungs burned and her heart thundered.  Above her the sea rolled, waves crashing, so that the water’s surface obscured what happened on the deck of the boat.
Whatever happens to him is my fault.  Will thought.
Her hand beside her trailed blood, tainting the water with the scent of her.  Behind her, tailing her, hunting her, came the shark.  Willow’s fin beat the water, pushing her faster and faster, desperate to survive, to escape, to save the man that had saved her.
Willow forced every last ounce of strength into her tail, willed herself faster, aware that she had to not only break the surface but jump high and, hopefully, land on the far side of the deck.
She tucked her arms into her side and kicked, hard.  The water frothed.  Behind her the shark was close now.  On the deck she saw Riran stood tall and proud and, struggling to hold his grip, Artair, beaten at by waves and wind.
Hold on.  I’m coming.  Willow thought.
Willow broke the surface of the water and soared, flying.  Behind her, drawn by blood, unwilling to let its quarry go, the shark followed.  It breached the waves and came soaring after Willow, soaring over the boat. 
With a flick of her tail Willow twisted, altering her trajectory, landing heavy on the deck.  The shark was not as agile or as smart and flew like a missile of muscle and teeth, its target set, Riran, stood in its immutable path.
In her fury, focussed as she was on Artair, she noticed Willow and the shark too late.  She shark collided with her, knocking her from her feet, its teeth sinking deep.  Riran screamed in pain and anger, and the storm screamed with her.
The shark tumbled to the deck and thrashed and as it bit down on the sea witch blood ran with the wash of waves.  Distracted by the sudden predator that held her in its jaws, Riran’s magic ebbed, the storm calming quickly, the boat settling.  Willow twisted, turned to Artair who stood drenched, his gaze torn between Riran’s battle with the shark and Willow, laid out on the deck, the scales of her mermaid’s tail glistening like wet gemstones.
“You really are… you’re…”
“A mermaid?”  Willow said.  “Yes.  I’m sorry.  Everything Riran said was true.”
Even as the sea witch fought against the massive shark, its teeth sinking deep into her flesh over and over, its bulk thrashing as it wrestled with her, the deck ringing with her pained screamed, Artair laughed.  The sound was a spark of joy and he shook his head.
“I was going to say you’re beautiful.  I’ve always dreamed… and then here you are.  Like a creature from a treasured dream.”  Artair said.
Willow felt her heart swell and her cheeks flush with blood.  She bit her bottom lip, tried to use her tail to push herself across the deck towards Artair, crawling with her arms.
“I’m so sorry.”  Willow said.
Artair shook his head, moved towards Willow.  Though the storm had calmed it had not dissipated completely.  A wave, larger than the others that rolled across the settling sea, hit the boat, almost knocking Artair from his feet.  He reached out and grabbed Willow’s hand to stop her from slipping back into the sea.
Riran, entangled with the shark, had no such anchor.  As the boat rock she and the predator locked on her slid towards the side of the ship even as she struggled.  She looked back to Willow, her eyes full of anger, and grinned.
“You’re still cursed girl.  Even my death can’t break that old magic.  So, I give you one last command.”
Her voice was venom.  As the shark slipped overboard Riran went with it, falling towards the cold sea.
“Die!”
It was one word, spoken with force and arcane power, a command that Willow knew she could not disobey.  The crash of the shark hitting the water was loud and then Riran was gone, but her curse remained, and Willow gasped even as the sea calmed.
“Willow?” 
Artair moved to pick Willow up from the deck, cradling her, her small body light, and her tail flopped limp.  Her breath was ragged now and her heart stammered even as she fought against the sea witch’s last command.
“You’ll be okay now.  She’s gone and the treasure she wanted is broken.  Even if she survives she won’t be back.”  Artair said.
Willow shook her head.
“No… the curse… her magic… it lingers.”  Willow’s voice was weak, barely more than a whisper, and faltered.
Artair rose to his feet carried Willow back towards the cabin, rocking in time with the boat’s sway to stay on his feet.
“I can’t stop it… her curse… I can’t resist.”  Willow’s voice grew weaker.
Her heart slowed and her breathing became shallow.  Her body became lifeless, grew cold.  Artair stared down at her, the girl he had saved, the girl who had saved him, and he shook his head.
“No.  Not like this.  Not now.  You can’t just leave.”  He whispered.
“I don’t… want to.”  Willow said.  “If I could stay with you… I would.  I’d like to.  You were… so kind.”
Willow felt a loss unlike any she had ever suffered.  Artair stared down at her, shaking his head, his handsome face made ugly by pain and grief.
Willow turned pale, her body became limp.  Artair, desperate, lifted her higher, bent his head towards her.
“No… please.”  He whispered.
Willow did not answer.  Without thinking Artair moved his lips to hers, kissed her, softly, the contact gentle and tender and full of emotion.  There was a spark that passed between the pair, an energy, warm, bright, that filled them both, an ancient magic conjured by their kiss.
Willow’s heart beat strengthened and she took a deep breath.  Artair kissed her harder, his lips pressing into hers, and then Willow shifted, raised her arms to wrap them around Artair’s neck, pulled him close.
Willow kissed Artair back, bit at his lips, murmured in pleasure, the warm glow filling them both.  Her body grew hot, taught, and Artair squeezed her before pulling back, grinning.
“You’re okay?”
Willow took a deep breath, her cheeks flush a bright pink.  Her breathing was quick, shallow, excited, aroused.  She nodded.
“Your kiss… it saved me.  You broke the curse with your love.”  Willow said—her voice was soft and tender, quiet and feminine.
Artair blinked, stunned.  He looked down at Willow, to her tail, the scales that still shimmered.  He frowned.
“But you’re still… not that I mind… but you said I broke the curse.”
Willow grinned.
“You broke the spell binding me to Riran.  My transformation is something else.  But… you like me… don’t you?  You still think I’m pretty?”  Willow asked.
Artair nodded, smiling.  The network of fine lines at the corners of his eyes made Willow’s heart skip.
“I think you’re beautiful.  Now, let’s get you looked after.”
As Willow looked up at Artair she saw for the first time the scratches and bruises on his face, arms, the spots of blood on his jumpers.
“You’re hurt?”  She asked.
Artair shook his head.
“It’s not bad.”
Willow smiled.
“Well, if you’re going to look after me, then you’re going to have to let me look after you.”  She said.
Artair’s smile spread.
“I think I can accept that.”  He said, grinning.




Chapter 10
As Willow dried off her tail began to change, morphing back into legs, her scales reverting to soft, plush skin, her bones reconfiguring to make her one limb two, her fin becoming two small dainty feet.  Artair watched mesmerised, amazed at the rapid, almost erotic reconfiguration of her body.
“You really are amazing.  And so stunning.”  He whispered.
Willow grinned, blushed.  Artair reached out to brush a lock of her turquoise curls out of her face, tucked it behind her ear.
“You don’t mind… what I am?”  Willow’s tone was nervous.
“You mean mermaid or… that you’re not quite like other girls?”  Artair asked.
Willow’s blush deepened.
“Maybe both.”  She whispered.
Artair laughed, gently, the sound kind.  He shook his head.
“I don’t mind at all.  What you are is special, and wonderful, now, let me have a look at you.”
Artair reached out to take Willow’s wounded hand, her bite still bleeding, and examined it closely.  He sighed as though relieved.
“It not bad, but I should clean it to stop infections.”  He said.
Willow nodded, a warm glow wrapped around her as she knelt naked in the cabin, watched as Artair tended to her, rinsing her cut, bandaging it.  His touch was gentle, caressing, soft and kind.  The glow in her belly expanded and her cock ached, a gentle throbbing that made her almost giddy.
“There.  Almost as good as new.”  Artair said.
He released her hand and Willow looked down at the bandage.  Her hand was sore but the pain was less.  She smiled, looked back to Artair.
“Thank you.  Now it’s my turn to look after you.  You were hurt.”
Artair shook his head.
“I’m fine, really.”
“I’m not moving till you let me look at you.  Now take off your jumper before I force you to!”  Willow said, a stern note in her voice.
Artair laughed and Willow could not help but giggle, the idea of her forcing the tall, muscular man to do anything was ridiculous.  She was small and slight, beautiful, but no match for his strength.
“Please?”  She asked.  “You looked after me now I just want to look after you.”
Willow put a note of pleading in to her voice, fluttered her eyelashes, pouted.  Artair softened and Willow felt a rush of pleasure as she realised the effect she had on the large, ruggedly handsome man.  Her body, her face, her nature—he desired her, wanted her, and that made her powerful in her own way.
“Fine.  But I don’t want you fretting.”  Artair said.
As Willow knelt at Artair’s feet, looking up at him, he pulled off his jumper, bearing his chest.  He was broad, with the coarse muscles earned by hard word, his body hairy, masculine, and the sight of it made Willow feel weak with desire.  She felt her mouth water, her cock aching, and she bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning.
“See, not too bad.”  Artair said.
Willow could only nod.  Overcome with lust at the sight of the man who stood before her.
Artair’s torso was marked with scars and bruises, a few cuts and grazes, but nothing serious.  Willow reached out a hand to caress a gash on Artair’s side.  He winced, a hissed intake of breath, but did not pull away.
“No.  Not bad.  But I’ll have to wash and tend to you.”  Willow said—she looked up into Artair’s eyes as she spoke, husky, her caress soft, words full of longing.
Artair smiled.
“I think I can cope with that.  If you can cope with the consequences.”
Willow smiled, nodded.
“I can cope.”  She said.
 

Willow used a damp cloth to clean Artair’s wounds, pressing gently, wiping the salt and grit from his cuts.  Artair never once flinched, though from the sound of his breath is was clear that he hurt.
Willow’s hands were soft, small and dainty, smooth on the warm, taught flesh of Artair’s body.  He was trim, his stomach and chest firm, and as she caressed him, fingers tracing slow patterns over his skin, she could feel the barely constrained power of him.  Her breath quickened, her heart thundered.  The knot in her belly grew taught and her balls ached with hunger and need.  She wanted more than just to touch him.
As Artair stood still, as though frozen, Willow leaned forward, kissed the man’s firm, scarred chest.  His skin was soft, warm, and the scent of him, his sweat and musk, was rich and deep and sweet.
Willow extended her tongue, licked across Artair’s chest to his nipple.  There was the tang of salt, from the sea and from his sweat, and as she bit gently, teasing, Artair gasped.
“If that’s how you tend to wounds then I have another I’d like you to look at.”  He said.
Willow pulled back, looked up into Artair’s blue eyes.  She smiled.  Artair reached out and took her small hand, led it down, running it over his taught stomach, to his crotch.  His cock was hard, hot, massive.  Willow bit her bottom lip.
“You want me to tend to you?”  She whispered.
Artair nodded.  Willow sank slowly to her knees in front of Artair and reached up to unbuckle his trouser.  She tugged them down, watched in delight as his thick, long cock popped free.
Artair moaned as she reached out to grasp it gently in her hand.  He shuddered as she leaned forward to run her tongue around the swollen crown.
“You are so perfect.”  Artair whispered.
Willow looked up, stared into Artair’s eyes as she opened her mouth wider.  She leaned forward, took his cock between her lips, and sealed them around his shaft, began to suck.  Artair shuddered in delight, his moan grew louder.
Willow felt the knot in her belly expand, taking pleasure in the power she had over the man, the desire she provoked in him, the pleasure she could give with just her mouth.
Willow wanked Artair’s cock with her hand as she took him deeper into her mouth.  Her lips locked around his girth, her longue lapped at the underside of his shaft.  Between her plump thighs her small cock grew hard, aching with a need she barely understood.  She wanted to pleasure this man, wanted him to claim her.
Artair reached down, entangled his fingers in Willow’s hair, gripped her head tight and thrust into her mouth.  The head of his cock pressed at the back of Willow’s throat but she refused to gag, opened herself to him, forced herself down.
Willow’s throat opened and Artair’s hot, thick, throbbing cock slipped deep.  He moaned in pleasure as the walls of her throat milked him, tight, wet, her lips closed to suck his cock as deep as she could managed.
“You are like a dream come true!”  Artair exclaimed.
Willow pulled back, slid Artair’s cock from her throat.  She sucked hard, her lips tight around his bulbous crown, so that his dick left her mouth with an audible pop.  She smiled up at him, her hand still gliding up and down his spit slicked shaft.
“You want to make my dream come true?”  Willow asked.
Artair stared at the beautiful girl for a moment, his pretty mermaid, nodded.
“What is if you want?”  He asked.
Willow’s grin widened.
“The witch, Riran, could use me because I was still pure.  I want you to save me from her.  I want you to make me a woman, make me your woman.  I want you to claim every part of me.”  Willow said—her voice was quiet, nervous, a timid uncertainty.
Artair smiled, his face charming, comforting.
“You want me to fuck you?”  He asked.
The brazenness of his words made Willow blush as she bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  She wanted it, needed it.  She nodded.
“Then say it.”  Artair said—his smile widened.
Willow stared up at the strong, handsome man in front of her.  She was quiet for only a moment.
“Please, I want you to fuck me.  I need you to fuck me.”  She whispered.
Artair grinned, he took a deep breath.  In Willow’s hand his thick, long cock throbbed, becoming impossibly hard, his lust kindled by her words.
“Then get on the bed and bend over.”  He said.




Chapter 11
Willow rose to her feet, moved to the bed and climbed up, went down onto all fours, her butt facing Artair who stood still for a moment appreciating the beauty of the sight.  Willow’s backside was round and full and pert, her hips wide, her thighs curvy.  She kept her head down, her arms stretched out in front of her, so that her back was curved to lift her butt higher as though in offering.  Between her thighs her small, hard cock hung, pretty and dainty.
Willow turned to look back over her shoulder at the man who stood topless, his hard, fat cock still wet with her spit.  She smiled, wiggled her backside to entice him.  Her dick and balls swayed with the movement.
“Come get me.”  She whispered.  “Make me your woman.”
Artair grinned.  Willow’s skin seemed almost to glitter, shimmering like the sea on a summer day, and her eyes sparkled as her turquoise curls fell over her shoulders and her face.
Her butt was almost mesmerising as it swayed, between her glorious cheeks nestled her puckered hole, waiting, beckoning.  Artiar slipped his trousers off and stood naked behind his pretty mermaid, his beautiful girl, and he took a deep breath.
“You truly are a dream come to life Willow.”  Artair said.
Willow blushed, bit her bottom lip.  Artair’s words filled her with joy and longing and, as though to demonstrate her need, she opened her legs wider, arched her back to offer more of herself.
Artair needed no further provocation.  He stepped forward, moved up behind willow and reached out to grasp her butt, a hand on each cheek squeezing.  Willow gasped, moaned, pushed back into Artair’s large, coarse, strong hands.  He caressed Willow’s soft flesh, her smooth skin, her plump cheeks pillowy.
“You are so utterly sexy.”  Artair said, his voice filled with awe and lust.
Willow looked back, stared up into his face as he looked over her raised backside, his gaze roving her curves, lingering on her delicate rosebud.  She shivered, half in delight, half in nervousness.  The knot in her belly grew taught.
“Do you really think I’m pretty, that I’m sexy?”  Willow asked.
Artair nodded.
“I really do, but, perhaps it’s better if I show you?”  He said.
Willow shuddered in delight at the implication of his tone, not knowing what he meant exactly, but understanding enough that she wanted him to show her.
“Please.”  She whispered.
Artair’s smile widened and, without speaking, he sank down to his knees behind Willow, his hands still gripping her butt.  He leant forward, towards her, his breath caressing her thighs.  The scent of her skin was like the sea and blossoms, sweet fruits, like summer peaches.
As Artair’s tongue ran up Willow crack she moaned, loudly, surprised by the touch, startled by the pleasure, the rush of sensations.  Artair’s tongue slipped up and down, wetting Willow’s flesh, tickling her intimate areas, running up to the base of her spine, down to the base of her balls, lapping there briefly, her cock twitching, dripping precum.
Artair’s tongue paused at Willow’s hole, circled, teasing.  Her breath became ragged, her body shuddered.  She moaned and whimpered in delight.
Artair pressed his tongue in towards her entrance, pressed the tip gently, but firmly, ticking, lapping.  Willow’s hole grew slick and opened for him, allowed him greater entry.  Her moans grew more fevered and Artair lapped harder, his spit slickening her hole, tongue pressing, deeper, her skin soft and sweet and smooth.  Willow pressed back, wanting more, needing more, her body alive with tingles of pleasure, the knot in her gut overwhelming, giddy, drunk on the sensations.
Artair pulled back and Willow moved to follow his tongue but his hard hands held her in place.  One hand shifted, moved off her cheek and ran down.  His finger tip ran along her crack, her flesh slick now, and the tip stopped at her puckered, wet hole.  Willow whined, needful, craven, and Artair grinned as he pressed, gently but firmly, his finger entering her, the tip slipping barely inside.
“Oh fuck.”  Willow moaned.
Artair stared at the voluptuous butt in front of him as he pressed harder.  Willow’s hole was tight and resisted.  He pressed harder and then his finger slipped deeper.
“Do you like that?  Being fingered like the dirty girl you are?  My little slut?”  Artair whispered.
Willow nodded.  Artair slipped his finger deeper, twisted it so that it curled round towards Willow’s belly, pressing and rubbing against an inner spot that sent jolts of pleasure running through her, her cock twitching, the fire in her belly becoming hot, filling her with a dull, warm glow that made her whine.
Willow rocked back, taking more of Artair’s thick finger, taking it deeper, shuddering as his knuckle popped in and out of her slick hole.  Artair smiled, slapped Willow’s butt with his free hand, pressed his finger deeper, satisfied by Willow’s whimpers, his hard, long, thick cock aching with need.
“Now, I think someone’s ready to become a woman.”  Artair said.
Willow nodded, her breath shallow, quick, her heart racing.
“Yes.  Please.  I need you inside of me.”  She said—the words were more true than any she had ever spoken.
 

Artair pulled his finger slowly out from Willow and shifted up behind her.  He stared down at the curve of her body, the swell of her butt, and grinned.  She stared back, looking back over her shoulder, face flush, panting, her hair bright and her eyes dazzling.
“Please…”  She whispered.
“Please what?”  Artair asked.
Willow bit her bottom lip, her cheeks turning deep pink.  She took a deep breath, her mind buzzing at the thought of confessing, at the thought of how far she had come, at the thought of what had happened to her.  She was about to beg a man to fuck her, claim her, about to beg a man to take her for the first time, to take her virginity.  She knew that after this there would be no going back.  She would be forever changed, forever a woman, forever Willow.
“Please, fuck me.  Put your cock in me and fuck me.”  She whispered.
The words branded her.  She could not help but smile at the thrill that saying them gave her.
“Such a dirty, eager little slut.”  Artair said.
His words made her wiggle her hips, provoking her lust to greater heights.  A rush of pride and pleasure mingled with the shame of what she said and she was happy, truly happy.
“I’m your slut.”  She whispered.
Artair nodded.  He moved in closer, spat into his hand and worked his saliva along his long, thick shaft.  He leant into Willow, ran his shaft up and down her crack, the prominent head rubbing over her entrance, pressing slightly, teasing her, lubricating her puckered rose.
Willow wiggled her hips, enticing Artair, pressed back, eager to feel him fill her, eager to have him fuck her.  He laughed and slapped her butt cheek with one hand even as he ran his cock around her slick entrance.
He ran his cock down, paused at the centre of her hole, pressed, gently, and Willow’s pucker began to open, stretching to accommodate Artair’s substantial girth.  She moaned, in pleasure and pain, and Artair pressed harder, the prominent crown of his cock splitting her wide.
“Fuck… yes… please…”  She whimpered.
Artair pushed, his cock stretching Willow’s hole, tight, hot, slick, and then, suddenly, she opened and the bulbous head of his cock was inside her, her entrance clamping tight around his shaft.
“My god girl you’re perfect!”  Artair said.
Willow only moaned, beyond words.  Her body felt alive as it never had before, the knot of pleasure in her belly overwhelming now.  She whined, pressing back, needing more of Artair’s cock inside of her.
Artair felt her slip down and he thrust forward to meet her, filling her, splitting her wide, his hips slapping against her firm, round cheeks.  Willow wiggled and Artair pulled back, his cock sliding out of her and the loss was almost painful.
His crown rubbed over her inner walls, pressing on her bright spot of pleasure, her mind numb and giddy, her cock dripping a thin stream of precum now, balls aching, throbbing.  As Artair thrust back into her Willow gasped, pushed back.
Artair ran his hands up over Willow’s butt to her hips, gripped her tight, held her in his power, pulled her hard into him, fucking her.  He pulled back, thrust in, timing his movements as he pulled Willow back, his cock slipping in and out easily now.  The pain of her first penetration had faded, replaced with only glorious pleasure.
“You are so perfect.”  Artair moaned.
He thrust harder, fucked harder, faster, taking what he wanted from Willow, taking his pleasure, claiming her beautiful, sexy body as his.  Willow offered herself up to him, gave herself over to him utterly, surrendering to the pleasure he offered, his power over her overwhelming thought so that she felt only delight.
Artair’s cock sank deep, over and over, rubbing over Willow’s inner walls, her hole, hot, tight, wet, gripping him, milking him as she worked her hips in time with his thrusts.  His grip on her hips tightened, almost painful, and he pulled her hard back against him, her butt slapping against him, her cock and balls swaying, leaking, aching.
“Please… cum in me… fill me… make me yours…”  Willow whispered, her need urgent.
Artair was panting now, heart racing, Willow’s face contorted with pleasure, cheeks flush.  He fucked deeper, harder, faster, Willow’s hole tight around his shaft, squeezing, massaging.
“Yes… I’m close…”  He moaned.
Artair’s cock throbbed inside of Willow, growing harder, larger, and she felt the racing of his heart vibrate through her even as his cock pressed against her bright spot of pleasure, rubbing over and over, his thick shaft and prominent crown urging her on.
“Cum in me…”  She whined.
Artair buried his cock deep, thrust hard, his grip tightening.  His cock swelled, throbbed, pulsed hard and then, suddenly, he was cumming, filling Willow with his hot, thick, sticky semen.
The sensation was joyous and the feeling of being filled sent Willow over the edge.  Her balls tightened, her cock throbbed and, without even touching herself, she came, her cock spasming, her body filled with a pleasure unlike any she had experienced before.
“Fuck… oh god… yes…”  Willow whimpered, overcome.
Artair held himself deep, his cock throbbing, cumming over and over, filling her, claiming Willow as his.  Willow shivered, her orgasm filling her body in a way she had not thought possible before.  Artair thrust hard one final time even as Willow’s hole squeezed, milking the last drops of his climax from him.
Willow collapsed and Artair lay on top of her, the pair panting, hearts racing, sweating.  Willow could not help but smile, giggling slightly, almost delirious with joy.
“That was… wow.”  She whispered.
“So you enjoy it?”  Artair asked.
Willow nodded.  She turned her head as Artair leaned forward, their lips meeting, a clumsy, awkward, tender kiss.
“I couldn’t have asked for more.  I’m glad that it was you, like this… for my first time.”  She said.
Artair’s smile widened and his grin was happy, joyous.
“I’m glad too.  Very glad.  You’ve made me very happy and brought me such pleasure.”
Willow sighed, Artair’s weight pressing down on her, his hard, muscular body a comfort.  She felt small, weak, but safe.  As Artair’s cock softened it slipped from her hole, slick, his cum oozing pleasantly out of her, warm and sticky.  She wiggled her hips, savouring the sensation.
“You truly are a treasure.”  Artair said.
Willow smiled as Artair wrapped his arms around her, hugging her.
“Then you won’t mind me staying?”  She asked.
Artair laughed.
“I practically insist on it.  A girl as beautiful and special as you doesn’t come along often, and after all, who’d make a better wife for a sailor than a mermaid?”  Artair said.
Willow felt her heart swell, her breath caught.
“Wife?”  She asked.
Artair nodded.
“If you say yes.”
Willow twisted, squirming beneath Artair, rolling over to face him, her small breasts pressing into his chest.  She smiled, stared up into Artair’s handsome face, his bright blue eyes.  She nodded.
“Yes.”  She said.  “A thousand time yes.”
Artair grinned, leant forward.  He kissed his bride to be and she squirmed beneath him, savouring his strength as she kissed him back, her pretty cock already beginning to swell again, Artair’s cock hardening as she ground her hips against it.  Willow felt safe, and happy, and as the ship rocked, her body entwined with Artair’s, she gave no thought to the life she had left behind.
THE END
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