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Donna walked quickly down the hall, nearly at a jog, carrying a bunch of papers that she needed Gina to sign. Caroline had told her to take care of it later, something about Gina having a visitor that had put her in a bad mood, but that simply didn't make sense to Donna. In all the time that Donna had known Gina, she'd never even seen the woman frown; she wasn't even sure it was possible for her to be in a bad mood.

Yet as she approached Gina's administrative room, perhaps the only room in all of G-Tech that wasn't filled with various transformative devices and creations, Donna felt something she almost couldn't describe. It was like a wall of pressure, the sort of foreboding, crushing feeling of hostility she was absolutely not accustomed too. What was going on in there? She couldn't walk away; what if Gina needed something? So Donna steeled herself, and approached the door, knocking before opening it just a crack.

"G-Gina? I have papers for you to sign..." Donna didn't realize how worried she'd sound. This feeling was practically alien to this place.

"Just put them off to the side. I'll take care of them when I'm done with my guest."

Donna swallowed hard. Gina's voice lacked all of it's normal vibrance and positivity. It was almost hostile. She quickly scurried in, placing the papers down, before looking over at Gina, and gasped.

Gina was almost always smiling, but at the moment she looked almost furious. Indeed, her eyes were filled with hostility and annoyance, not unlike a mother bear who considered some sort of danger to her cubs. But this wasn't directed at Donna; no, it was directed at the woman sitting across from her.

The woman had white hair like Gina's, but unlike Gina's unkempt mane, hers was perfectly straight. Unlike Gina's wild red eyes, this woman's were sharp and focused, almost hawk like. Her body was perfectly poised, perfectly postured, the point where Donna felt like she was looking at a work of art every time she stopped moving. Unlike Gina's strange dress, this woman was dressed in an extremely sharp business suit; one that went perfectly with her dark skin. Indeed, the two women were almost identical, and yet also complete opposites.

"Well, isn't she adorable. One of yours, I take it?"

The look that the woman gave Donna made her shiver. It was both predatory and yet alluring; it made her feel more like a meal on a plate than anything else.

"Yes." Gina's answer was sharp, and heavy. "Donna, please leave us for the moment. This won't take long."

Donna squeaked and nodded. She'd never heard Gina talk that way before. Whoever this was had to be really bad news. Without waiting for anything else, she practically bolted out of the room, not wanting to be anywhere near it as long as this feeling persisted.

Gina grated her teeth as Donna left the room. There were very few things, and very few people, who filled her with this level of disgust, but Dione was one of them. Dione, who never stopped to consider who she was taking things from. Dione, who never stopped to consider what the purpose of anything was. Dione, who was both more and less considerate that Gina.

"She's very cute, you know." Dione smiled, but it was nothing like the smile Gina usually gave. It was almost twisted; a knowing, curious smile that always led to bad things. "I think I'd like to-"

"You will not interact with my subjects." Every word that Gina spoke felt like a hammer falling against one's skull. "They are mine, Dione. I will not permit you to touch them."

Dione rolled her eyes. "So serious! When did you become so tense, Gina? You've always been the fun one, the loose one, the relaxed one. What's brought this on, hm? You can talk to me, you know. We're sisters; shouldn't sisters share everything?"

"I will share nothing with you. Not my subjects, not my creations, and not my pleasures. All I have for you is my scorn."

Dione let out a sharp huff. "You're always like this. Just because I tempted away some of your lovers in the past-"

"You take what does not belong to you." Gina cut her off again, not willing to let her explain away her actions. "You're a vulture, who feeds off other people's pleasures."

Dione placed a hand on her chest, feigning offence. "Why Gina, that's a horrible way to say that I have an eye for quality that you lack. You always storm ahead, building huge mountains of confections, never stopping to perfect or complete anything. It's no wonder that your lovers drift, when you can't focus."

Gina smashed her fist onto the table. "Enough! Why. Are. You. Here?" Every word was seething; clearly, Dione's mere presence filled her with rage.

"Is that any way to talk to your beloved sister? Really, you never had any manners... But I came to let you know that I've decided to open up a place in the city, since this place seems to be filled with such interesting people."

"You mean you want to benefit from my hard work."

"I swear Gina, you can't understand me at all. It's no secret to anyone that you placing your laboratory headquarters here has drawn lots of people who adore your products here. Products which, I'll confess, are rather wonderful. But your search for more has left you unable to cater to a different clientele."

"I don't know what you mean," Gina huffed.

"Gina, you're like a buffet. You have everything for everyone, and in large quantities. And that's great, but I prefer a more localized, focused experience... I prefer quality to quantity. I have no interest in preying on your kinds of people; I can't satisfy gourmands and don't want to. No, I prefer gourmets."

"Nice words, but we both know you'll enjoy being a competitor."

"I do fully intend to create my own range of products, yes. But I doubt you have interest in mimicking them. You're a lover of mass production. Me? I prefer finely crafted things, unique experiences. We're just too different. But I knew that if I simply began operating, you'd throw a fit; you always do."

"For good reason!" Gina snapped.

"We'll agree to disagree on that one. But I'm being polite. I have no desire to bother you or your company or your subjects. But if you are ever interested in a unique experience, feel free to come over to my place, sister." Dione placed a business card on the table between them, labeled 'The Third Circle.' It was ornate and flashy, clearly the work of someone with a lot of skill and talent. "That's the only reason I came by. By all means, continue to do what you please; I've never stopped you before, and I won't do so now."

Dione stood, flashing a seemingly warm smile at Gina. "And with that, I'll be off. A pleasure as always, sister." And with that, she turned and walked out, Gina's eyes staring holes into her back the entire way.

Everyone knew when Dione was in a mood.

For better or worse, once she came into your life, she became your life; everyone who worked with her, everyone who was shaped by her, learned the most subtle of her habits. Dione was more than a boss for them, more than a lover; she was their whole world. Someone who provided pleasures so intense, sensations so unique, that there was no room for anyone else in them.

So it was that as she strode into The Third Circle, everyone took note of her demeanor. The one who spoke first was a tattooed woman holding what looked to be a clipboard, her eyes searching Dione for any hope of pleasing the woman's exacting tastes. "Did your trip go okay, ma'am?" she finally squeaked out.

Dione didn't even look at her. She simply motioned for the woman to follow her as she strode forth into her establishment. "No, Hope, it did not. My sister is, unfortunately, as lost a cause as ever." She ran her finger across one of the tables. Spotless. Exactly as she demanded. "For someone with such creativity, she is remarkably incapable of focus. A pity."

Suddenly, she turned her gazed onto Hope, who seemed to wilt under the pressure and yet seemed eager for the attention. Like Gina, Dione was tall, but she seemed larger than she was when she turned her gaze upon you. If Gina's gaze seemed to swallow you up, Dione's gaze seemed to pick you apart, dividing you down to your base elements until she knew everything there was to know about you.

Dione remembered when she found Hope. At the time, she was simply walking by a tattoo parlor, and spied her through the window. In moment she knew that she'd be perfect for her next creation. Indeed, she'd left with Hope that afternoon, and a week later she was producing for Dione.

For that was what people were to her: tastes.

Gina loved the mere existence of transformation; she was thrilled with things as basic as making a person huge and full and aroused. But Dione needed more; not just anyone would do for her. No, she needed specific people, specific flavors, and she had quite high standards. Luckily, she was very good at making people want to please her. People who would never have considered being turned into things would be begging for her approval by the end of her conversations. People, after all, craved approval. They craved attention. And they were such prideful creatures that if you made them feel good, they would do anything for you.

Such was the skill of the master gourmet, Dione.

She recalled their earlier years, the debates she and Gina had over which was better. Gina inevitably said quantity, Dione always said quality. They were as different as oil and water, but there was nothing to be done about that. Sure, Dione could be a bit spiteful at times, but she had her reasons. Gina was careless, unconcerned with results, and made a mess of things more often than not. She was wasteful and unfocused and it drove Dione crazy.

Well, she had her own place now. Away from that insane asylum Gina called a science lab. She'd never create anything as bizarre as her sister, but Dione knew that her creations would always be greater than her sister's in the end.

"Ma'am?" Hope's voice broke Dione's train of thought. Clearly a bad idea based on how she shrunk as Dione's gaze refocused. "I h-have all the courses mapped out for tonight. And the g-guest list. We also need you to confirm the menu, and-"

"Enough." Dione held up a hand, silencing her assistant. "You have all been working for me long enough to know what I want. Manage it. I have... other things to worry about."

Hope swallowed hard, before scurrying off. Hard to imagine that when she'd first met Dione, she'd sworn at her. Ah, the thought amused her. But both she and they knew that she trusted them enough to manage when she was in this sort of mood; the mood of not knowing what flavor or taste she wanted.

It was a frustrating situation. How could she create when she didn't know what she was in the mood for? Perhaps she did need to be creative tonight. Perhaps she needed to just let her instincts guide her, pick someone who seemed interesting.

Oh dear, perhaps Gina was wearing off on her after all.

No matter. She'd simply find someone who piqued her interest when the night began. That was another difference between them, she realized; Gina was most active during the day, but Dione's most active period were during the night.

Luckily for her, she had useful and dedicated employees. Ones that would do things like take note of people who might be interesting to her, and interested in her. Some were important and powerful, some were just regular people. But all of them were suggested to her because her carefully cultivated employees and followers wanted to impress and please her.

Dione encouraged this, of course. She made sure to reward the ones that pleased her the most; that way all of them would work even harder. After all, they were all gluttons for attention and praise; the best way to ensure good behavior was to reward them sparingly.

Most nights the offerings didn't intrigue her. Tonight was different. There was a request from someone to speak with her, to interview her, to get to know her. Dione cracked a small smile; how interesting that someone would want to get to know her better, to learn about her and what she got up to. Well, who was she to deny such a person?

Setting the stage was easy enough; a casual set of instructions to her employees would set everything in motion. Indeed, it seemed this person was rather eager; they were willing to come that very night.

Dione would be prepared. She had no idea what she would be doing with this person, but already she could sense that it would be good.

As it turned out, the reporter in question was a middle aged black woman with medium length dark hair and brown eyes. She had the look of a serious professional about her; her suit was almost as sharp as the clothing Dione wore. From her gaze, Dione could tell she was discerning. No doubt she was exactly the sort of person who most restaurants and chefs feared: someone with taste and articulation.

Dione watched this woman from the moment she entered her establishment. She soaked in everything she could, trying to get a read on her flavor; for every person had a flavor, and it was colored by their personalities, their emotions, and their desires. The better she knew this woman, the better she'd know what to turn her into.

And of course, Dione was happy to let her wait a little bit. Best to try and throw a wrench in whatever her plans or expectations were, to make other people work around you and your whims. Already the game had begun; now it would come down to whether or not this woman could play the game as well as Dione hoped.

Finally, after making the woman wait almost a half hour, Dione entered her private dining room. As always, she was all poise, a stunning beauty that was more akin to a siren than anything. More than a few of her employees had described her as terrifyingly beautiful.

And just as she hoped, the woman who was to be her dining companion didn't seem to be impressed. Oh, Dione spied the way her eyes widened slightly, the momentary confusion and desire that played in her eyes, but she was already composed again when Dione sat down. Yes, this was exactly what Dione wanted.

"Well hello there, I'm Dione, the proprietor of The Third Circle. Apologies for the wait, my employees required some direction, and I couldn't simply let them be." Her voice was melodious, almost enthralling, perfectly practiced to draw people in to her orbit.

The woman however, seemed entirely unaffected, on the outside at least. Dione could already taste the slight change in her emotional state. Delicious.

"Wonderful. I'm Alicia, I contacted you about doing an interview?" All business clearly. "I have some questions about what you do here."

"And concerns, no doubt." Dione smiled. "Ones I will be happy to clear up over dinner, of course."

"Oh, there's no need for that," Alicia replied clearly wary.

"Of course there is! One can never truly have a good interview without food and drink. Especially not at my place of business. The best way to know me is through my tastes, after all, and I want you to have a full picture of them."

"If you like," Alicia replied with a sigh. "But I won't have you thinking that you can bribe me into speaking well of you."

Dione feigned surprise. "I would never expect such a thing. I like to think that my food is more than capable of making people speak well of me, no bribery required."

"Right." Alicia nodded slowly, her eyes moving to the artisan bread that was being placed on the table. From the scent alone, it was something that almost defied description. Whatever Dione was doing to create such a scent couldn't be natural, and certainly wasn't.

Her sister was, at her core, obsessed with science and the modification of the world through alchemical processes. Dione, in contrast, preferred magic; the ability to enforce her will upon the world and create exactly what she desired, with no mistakes or mishaps. Thus, the bread was exactly what she believed it should be, something nearly otherworldly in taste and smell, despite being bread.

Alicia hesitated for a moment, before taking a roll, her first bite forcing her to stifle a moan in bliss, before quickly recomposing herself. The slight blush on her cheeks made Dione smile more; she had this woman hook, line, and sinker.

"So can you tell me about yourself? This place?" Alicia finally said, her eyes darting back to the bread every few seconds when she thought Dione wasn't looking. "I'm very curious to address the rumors of what goes on here..."

"Well, I opened this place because I have very exacting standards," Dione answered, leaning in slightly. "I have an eye for quality you see. And when I can't find it, I make it. For example, the bread you're clearly enjoying. I couldn't find bread that I considered up to my standards, so I made my own."

Alicia cleared her throat awkwardly. She'd already eaten two rolls. "Yes, they're very unique. It's certainly better than anything I've had elsewhere."

"I'm glad to hear it! After all, I delight in surpassing people's expectations. I strive for unique, unforgettable, impossible experience whenever possible. Some would say I'm very indulgent, but I can think of no better compliment."

"That's a very... interesting way to put things," Alicia finally replied, after a few moments of buttering another roll. "It also matches up with some of the rumors I've heard."

"Yes, you did mention rumors before," Dione practically purred. "Tell me, what sorts of rumors have you heard to make you so interested in me?"

"Well," Alicia started, before pausing for just a moment, like she was trying to balance something in her mind. "Some would say that you're doing unsavory things here, that you pressure people into working for you, that you have a habit of seducing guests and turning them into all kinds of things for your own decadent amusement..."

"Well, I can firmly deny that I pressure anyone into doing anything or that there's anything unsavory going on here."

Alicia blinked. "And the part about seducing and transforming guests?"

"Oh, that's quite true," Dione replied, flashing a grin at Alicia. "I can't deny that I enjoy granting pleasures beyond the realm of food. All consensual of course. But I've certainly been known as a temptress."

"I can't imagine why," Alicia said a little too quickly, before putting yet more bread in her mouth. She realized she'd practically eaten the entire basket already, but she shoved that thought into the back of her mind for now. She had a ton of other things to be concerned about at the moment. "What do you do with the people you... transform?"

"Oh, many of them end up working for me, producing various things that I need for the restaurant. For example, some that become fruits are fermented and produce the most delicious wines. Others produce creams for pastries. Some become pastries and produce things like the bread you've been eating."

Alicia sputtered. "E-excuse me?"

"Yes, once they become bread, they end up producing tons of it, expanding nearly infinitely. You simply tie parts off and they drop off like fruits from a tree at that point. Entirely painless and indeed, pleasurable for the individual."

Alicia swallowed hard, as she seemed to reconsider eating more, before relenting and putting another piece of bread into her mouth. "I-It's certainly delicious..."

"Oh of course. Every person brings a unique flavor to things. It's something I hold great pride in. In fact, if you wanted, you could experience such a thing for yourself."

For the briefest of moments, Alicia seemed to be conflicted, before finally getting her answer out. "I'll pass, I think. I'm not sure I could be a... food." Little by little, Dione could see her facade weakening, and she was enjoying every moment of it.

"Well, we'll table that for now. Please, tell me more about yourself; you seem to know a lot about me, but I know so little about you."

"There's not to much to tell," Alicia started, as she realized she had in fact eaten all the bread. Truly, focusing on talking was easier than trying to confront that reality at the moment. "I originally wanted to be a doctor, I think, but I ended up going into journalism. I've been doing independent work for a few years now."

"Anyone else in your life?" Dione inquired.

"Not at present," Alicia replied, before pausing and blushing slightly. "Why do you ask?"

"Well, because if there wasn't, I don't see why there couldn't be."

That made Alicia blush even more. "A-are you coming on to me right now?"

"I am."

That seemed to throw the woman for a loop. "You do realize I came here to interview you about... about unsavory things."

"And you also said that you were curious about the rumors that I seduce people, and I said that those were undoubtedly true. I also said that I had no expectation that anyone would say yes, and that no one would be forced to. You're free to say no."

Dione could see the inner struggle in Alicia's eyes. The battle between her professional duty and her personal desires.

"I think I'll... leave my options open," she finally answered after a moment. "I'm not one to rush into things."

"That's perfectly fine," Dione purred. "But I'm still going to ask about you. You're a curious individual. Tell me, any vices of note? Pleasures I can offer you?"

Again, Alicia seemed hesitant to answer, like she was fully aware that giving Dione an inch was going to result in her taking a mile. But just like before, her desires won out. "Well, I do like wine. A lot. I mean I'm not an alcoholic. But I enjoy it. A lot." She was flustered now; Dione had found another in, and they both knew it.

"Wine it is! I shall be more than happy to show you some of my finest wines, ones that will put all others to shame."

Indeed, it took no time for wine to be poured, almost like her staff were literally waiting and listening for anything Dione might desire or require. With the wine came food; a near buffet of various entrees whose quality could best be described as fit for royalty.

Yet the proportions weren't gigantic; no, she'd leave Gina to serve things that way. Every dish she served was practically a work of art, insanely indulgent and captivating to any who consumed them. Indeed, while some of the portions were small, the impact each bite had was big.

And, of course, the calorie count was massive on every dish. One couldn't get away from that when they were talking about gluttony.

Alicia had intended to protest this; this was far too much food, even at those portion sizes. But the first bite silenced her before she could. As soon as the food hit her tongue, she was practically drowned in sensations she could barely articulate. Feelings, emotions, pleasures; this was no mere food, it was practically an experience in and of itself.

To say nothing of the wines that Dione served her. Dione had claimed that she had intended to put every wine that Alicia had tasted to shame, and she very much had. Every wine was unique, possessing flavors that Alicia didn't know were possible. It was like she was tasting someone's emotions, and the emotion she felt more than any of them was arousal.

Halfway through her meal, she was breathing heavily, a noticeable wetness in her underwear telling her that she was in far too deep. But she couldn't turn away. Even if she could have resisted the food, she couldn't resist the wine. Whatever she said to Dione, she did have a weakness for wine and always had. Alcohol had always been her vice, and while under normal circumstances she could usually control herself, these were not normal circumstances.

Alicia could feel herself getting intoxicated, but it wasn't a normal sort of inebriation. Normally, her senses dulled, but at the moment her senses had never been sharper; perhaps they were too sharp, too intense. She craved more, and it was like the more she consumed the clearer her desires became. Rather than make her easier to persuade, her indulgence was shaving away all the things that kept her from the things she really wanted.

Finally, as her belly bulged outward, pressing against the buttons of her suit jacket, she found the words she wanted to say. "S-so about that person you said that made wine for you..."

"Yes?" Dione leaned in, a flirtatious smile on her lips.

Alicia motioned to the glasses. "A-are all of these from them?"

"Oh, many different people. Every person is like a unique vintage."

The dark haired woman swallowed thickly, as she slowly unbuckled her belt to give her bloating belly more room. "A-and what is that like? Being a... a grape?"

"Oh, it's very intense." Was Dione always so close to her? She was getting close enough that Alicia could feel her breath against her skin. It tickled and teased her; it tempted her. "Erotic, arousing, mind blowing. Imagine filling with enough wine that you're ready to burst, and climaxing for hours upon hours a day as you're squeezed. An endless cycle of blissful fermentation and orgasmic release."

Alicia unconsciously rubbed her thighs together; were they bigger? She felt bigger all over, or maybe her clothes were smaller. She'd certainly consumed a lot of calories, even if she didn't know how many. She felt like she was getting fatter, her body softening as it processed the food she'd eaten.

"That sounds... good..." That was the best she could say at the moment. Her mind was already trying to process the sensations that came from dinner and the sensations that came from a growing body. The sound of her clothing creaking and groaning grew louder; her pants button burst off with an audible pop. And yet her mind was entirely focused on the promise of more.

She was hooked. She knew she was hooked. Alicia had tried to prepare herself for this before she had requested the interview; she'd talked to other people, heard the stories of how persuasive and alluring Dione could be, but she had thought that she could manage it. She'd been wrong. And worse, she was happy to be wrong. If this woman told her to turn herself into a grape, she'd do it without question.

But Dione was teasing her. Tempting her. Making her ask for it. It was maddening.

Maddening, because she knew she was going to be forced to ask. Alicia couldn't stop now; she was hooked, and she had to see this through. It was like Dione had read her perfectly, and Alicia knew when she was outplayed.

"What if I was... interested in becoming... like that?" God she couldn't get it out easily. It was embarrassing.

"Well, I would be happy to make it happen," Dione purred, her finger tracing Alicia's navel, which was peaking out between the gaps in her shirt buttons. "I think you'd make an adorable and delicious addition to my collection..."

Alicia swallowed hard. "I... I think I'd like that," she finally got out.

"Well, then let's be off." Dione stood, offering a hand to help Alicia up, who at this point seemed to be almost fifty pounds heavier than she had started. Her jacket had burst open, and down below, her pants were splitting in places as she put on the pounds. Clearly, if she wasn't going to be a grape, she'd end up too fat to walk!

Luckily for her, it wasn't a long way to waddle. And she was waddling at this point; every movement made her feel like she was going to cause her clothing to burst off her frame. It was humiliating... and arousing at the same time.

The cellar was larger than Alicia had expected. It was huge, almost cavernous. And off to the side were rows and rows of barrels, each containing a very bloated, very pleased woman, their bloated heads on top the only sign that they were in fact, people. Each of them was a deep purple color, with tubes attached to their bodies. Occasionally, one of the tubes would begin sucking, and the giant grape women would moan or squeal in ecstasy.

Alicia could already imagine herself in that position. It was one she found herself craving.

Dione meanwhile, had already prepared for such a thing, leading Alicia over to one of the empty barrels. It was here that Alicia got a good look at the barrel itself; it had to be at least twenty, maybe thirty feet wide! Was she really going into that? Would she be that big? A look around at the other grapes told her that she would be.

Alicia opened her mouth to say something, but Dione was already placing a cup to her lips. "Drink." It was a command, and Alicia didn't fight it. She wanted this; hell she couldn't remember ever wanting anything this bad before. She practically chugged the wine, though as soon as she did so, she felt very strange.

A hand moved to her gut, as another button burst off her shirt; she felt bizarre, like something was churning up inside of her. Then she belched, but before she could excuse herself, she belched again. It didn't help the feelings. She groaned, the strange feeling spreading throughout her whole torso...
And that's when she noticed the swelling.

It wasn't a little swelling either. Her torso was ballooning outward in every direction. Her chest, her belly, her sides, her back; all of it was stretching outward, making her body rounder and practically erasing any definition a body should have. All over her, her clothing rode up, stretching where it could and breaking where it couldn't. The sound of tearing cloth and ripping fabric filled the air, as Alicia found herself looking very much like a slowly inflating balloon.

There was another aspect to it as well: her skin was turning a very distinct shade of purple. All over, her dark skin shifted until it was a rich purple, like a perfectly ripe grape. At the same time, her skin stopped looking normal; it became smoother, without any hair or pores.

Her arms were too short to reach around her, and could do nothing but flail uselessly as she fell backwards onto an increasingly round body. Her legs, tiny and useless, kicked about, making her look like a very swollen turtle on its back. Before long, her limbs were swelling too, becoming absorbed into her growing body, until they vanished and were smoothed over, like they had never existed.

Alicia squeaked and moaned, feeling heat pool inside of her; as she grew, the nerves in her body changed, until all they felt was pleasure. Her eyes rolled back into her head, as her head swelled up atop her bulbous body, the pressure growing by the moment as she achieved something akin to real fullness.

Dione however, didn't do anything. Indeed, Alicia might have felt she was ripe, but Dione's discerning eye knew better. She still had plenty of room.

Alicia felt differently. She'd never felt so full, so bloated, and she'd never felt so much pressure before. She felt like she was on the very cusp of exploding, and she could practically feel her skin stretching, ready to split open at any moment. And yet, Dione didn't move! Alicia moaned; it was all she could do. If she had been able to speak, she'd have begged Dione to grant her relief, to squeeze her, to give her release and let her climax.

For Alicia was trapped between two different sensations she'd never felt before; she felt both like she might explode, and like she needed to cum harder than she ever had in her life. Yet she didn't explode, and she couldn't climax; she was trapped on the very edge, the most intense edging session of her life consuming her mind.

And still she swelled. Wider and wider, larger and larger. She was reduced to helpless, needy moans, the last bits of her ability to think focused entirely on the twin needs to climax and to not explode. It was like the greater the pressure became, the greater her pleasure; Alicia, who'd always fancied herself someone who preferred to be in control in erotic situations, was reduced to a whimpering, moaning mess, leaking wine from what had once been nipples and her sex.

Finally, Dione did more than simply stare approvingly at the giant grape woman. Slowly, she approached, trailing a finger along Alicia's skin. No, she was tracing a nail along Alicia's skin, something which both terrified and excited her. If Dione wanted, it would take nothing to cause Alicia to explode; she was so full, so taut, that she simply needed to press a little bit, and Alicia would burst.

But Dione did nothing of the sort, she simply walked around the massive fruit, her nail trailing along Alicia's skin, as though demonstrating how completely she held Alicia in her palm.

Finally, she got to her head. Looking down into Alicia's eyes, she gently kissed the bloated woman, causing another deep moan of pleasure to be released. Parting the lips, Dione smiled, and Alicia's heart practically fluttered. She felt like she was some kind of teenager again, seeing her first love, thinking she was in love, with this woman. She felt things at that moment she couldn't explain, needs she'd never have admitted to.

She'd do anything for Dione. If Dione wanted to keep her like this, she'd never complain. She'd do anything to please this woman, who made her feel this way. 
"You're rather tasty already," Dione finally said. "Though you're quite far away from your first squeezing."

Alicia's heart fluttered again at the praise, but confusion filled her mind. Far away? But she wasn't growing anymore! She was full! Wasn't she? She had to be!

"Aw, look who's confused," Dione purred, kissing Alicia's cheek again. "Right now, you're filled with juice. But fermenting requires something else. Sugar, primarily. So..."

Suddenly, other employees began rolling Alicia into the barrel. To her surprise, she very much did not fill the barrel. There had to be at least ten feet of space! But if that was the case, then she was going to get much bigger, and she already felt like she was going to explode!

The employees however, worked like all of this was routine. In fact, some of them were purple themselves; perhaps they were former grapes? There wasn't much time to think on it though, because they weren't just attaching tubes to her sex and her chest. No, they were attaching something to her mouth.

Alicia's eyes darted around, trying to figure out what was going on, before settling on Dione, who was looking at her approvingly. That was reassuring. If Dione was pleased, then everything was going as expected; there was nothing to worry about.

However, once the tube was fitted to her mouth, one of the employees pressed a button, and something rushed down the tube: sugar. It was impossibly sweet, but more than that, it reacted strangely to her body as soon as she swallowed it.

It was like she didn't have any organs anymore, like her whole body was just a bladder for juice. The sugar reacted with the juice inside of her, and she began to swell again as it churned about. Again the pleasure hit her, and Alicia found herself drifting in and out of consciousness from how intense the pleasure was.

Time seemed to pass strangely from that point on. She was aware she was growing larger, but how long it had taken her to really get that large she didn't know. At some point, she did indeed fill the whole barrel until she felt like it was squeezing her tight inside of it. More importantly, all the wine inside of her was making her perpetually drunk, with all the wonderful feelings that came with that.

And then came her first squeezing. The sides of the barrel compressed, causing Alicia to orgasm harder than she ever had before. As she climaxed, wine flowed into the tubes, being distributed into bottles for sale and consumption. The process would repeat, over and over, with Alicia dropping into an endless cycle of climaxes.

And then, when she had been squeezed enough, they let her swell back up, and filled her with more sugar, and repeated the process.

Meanwhile, an employee delivered Dione a glass of the product. "Here you are ma'am. Producer 053's first batch."

"Thank you. Now then..." She took a sip, before swirling the wine in the glass. "Hm. Sweet, but with a nice hint of desire and need. There's a lot of hidden flavors in here, so much denial... Not for everyone, I'm sure." She placed the glass down on the table.

"Send a case of it to my sister; I'm sure she'll enjoy a wine that tastes like hidden cravings and denied pleasures." 
 


Afterword

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




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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