Bliss as a Hippocampus
Transforming into a Water Spirit

Imani giggled underwater, twisting and turning through the ocean’s embrace with her eyes open. She wouldn’t have wanted to miss a thing, after all, even as the water tingled, burning lightly. Her eyes, after all, were not designed to be kept open in such strong salt water for such a long period of time but she didn’t want to miss a thing as glorious corals and multi-coloured fishes flashed by, bearing witness to the flow of her long, black hair streaming behind her.
Her heart leapt and pounded, bikini cupping her body and her modesty perfectly while still allowing her to be one with the ocean, her dark skin gleaming with good health. The tiniest bubbles of air clung to the hairs on her arms as she swam like a dolphin, working her legs together to pump herself through the water, not yet needing to breathe as exhilaration flooded her in a way that she could only have, before, imagined.
And, in that moment alone, Imani knew that she was home.

It happened swiftly, her skin turning a pattern of splotchy blue and grey: a design that could camouflage her as she flashed through the water like an eel. She would have laughed if she had the breath to do so but her chest was tight and she had to concentrate on swimming, unwilling to yet come up for air as she hunted for her destination, not wanting to betray the will of the sea before her time. 

No fear. There was nothing to fear as she turned in the water, spinning and twisting down to the corals, her legs melding together and her bikini suit softening into her body as if it had never before being a separate part of her. No mammary glands were needed for what the sweet will of the ocean had in store for her and the sea smoothed away her chest, leaving a rounded strength in its wake, pushing out and out and out.

Her feet...no. Her tail. Imani could not help but turn and twist, striving to see as she paddled in place with her hands, cupped to scull, feet becoming two fins like what a dolphin would have on the end of their tail. But it was the strength and muscle that rippled up her legs, leaving the vertebrae of an elongated spine in the centre for control and flexibility, that drew her the most, a burst of energy bidding her to try it. And she had to, speeding off even halfway through her transformation, arms above her head and directing her path with a stream of bubbles fluttering from her lips joyfully.

Yet she could not keep her arms up there forever, the muscles that controlled them thicker and more unwieldy by the second. No, they were destined for something else, her arms pulling back to her sides to form flippers as her head and neck sweetly elongated and extended, drawing divinely into the shape that the ocean had always, truly, wanted her to have.

Could she shift back afterwards? Ah, that was something that remained to be seen, Imani’s heart pounding in her chest as she slipped into the slender power of a dolphin, a dip in her back, however, instead of a rise in front of her powerful, mighty tail. Her head pushed out, bone growing along with it, and her nostrils closed up for a moment as they curled into a new shape – an arc on each side that would better be able to filter the air when she did return to the surface.

But she didn’t seem to need as much air as her lungs swelled to fill a much large ribcage, sides barrelling out and a squeal bursting from thicker and fuller lips even as she took on a horse’s head-shape and pointed ears, tapered like fins. The thicker fins that her arms had come, pectorals that could help control her direction, made more sense and she spun in a circle, trying to catch the stream of seaweed-like mane that flowed down her neck, even stroking past the rise of her withers and down her back, further assisting her natural camouflage.

Muscle. Strength. Power. What more could she have possibly have needed as she revelled in the shape, the body fitting her like a wetsuit glove, slunk down to her body in a perfect fit. But maybe it was actually her human body that had needed to slip into the form of a hippocampus, a water horse, to feel whole and real again, one with the ocean that she so very dearly adored. 
Her tail swept down almost without conscious thought and she shot skywards, nostrils flared and eyes strained wide. There was a small blind spot before her nose but she had to trust her range of vision, eyes looking to the sides and around in excellent peripheral vision, tail stirring up the water as she all but flew to the heavens, the breakaway between one world and the next.

For she would have it all and she would forever be a vessel through which the ocean could exact its will on those that required it. 

As a hippocampus, she breached the glittering barrier between water and sky and cried out her change in a shrill whinny to the wiles of the ocean and anyone who cared to listen. Crystalline droplets scattered from her tail as she disappeared once more, leaving nothing more than a splash and a ripple in her wake, her excitement in her own change and fresh strength impossible to contain.

She had to try it out! Every last bit of it that she could! And, so, she shot through the ocean like an arrow, powering on and on with all the joy in the world encased in her heart, swelling to fit.

The ocean had heard her. And she had become all that she needed to be: one with her brothers and sisters of the water.

Forever.
