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The scent of oak and fermenting grapes filled the air as Bethany and Miranda walked near the back of the tour group, trailing behind the other attendees who were eagerly listening to their guide. The dimly lit room, lined with rows upon rows of wooden barrels, felt almost cavernous. The cool air was a stark contrast to the sun-drenched vineyard outside.


Bethany sauntered lazily, her oversized paint-splattered button-down swishing with each step. "See? I told you this would be cool," she murmured, tracing a finger along the rough surface of a nearby barrel. "All these barrels hold the future of fine wine. Art in liquid form."


Miranda adjusted the cuffs of her crisp white button-down and shot her best friend a skeptical glance. "I wouldn’t call a glorified storage room ‘unique and special,’ Beth. You made it sound like we were going to some exclusive wine-tasting event."


Bethany grinned, completely unfazed. "We are. Eventually. We just have to survive the educational part first."


Miranda sighed, her fingers idly brushing over the edge of a barrel as she walked past. The movement stopped when she noticed something strange about the labels. She leaned in, narrowing her eyes at the bold black letters stamped onto the wood.


"G-Tech."


Her brow furrowed. She knew that name. G-Tech wasn’t a winery—it was a biotech company. A major player in genetic research, pharmaceuticals, and cutting-edge agricultural advancements. What the hell was their name doing on wine barrels?


"Beth, do you know who owns this vineyard?" she asked, lowering her voice.


Bethany, who had been admiring the soft golden glow of the overhead lights reflecting off the barrels, blinked at her. "Huh? No idea. Does it matter?"


Miranda tapped the G-Tech logo on the barrel. "It does if it’s a biotech firm that has nothing to do with winemaking."


Bethany peered at the label, tilting her head. "Weird. Maybe they’re just investors? Corporations get into all kinds of industries, right?"


Miranda crossed her arms, uneasy. "G-Tech doesn’t ‘invest’ for fun. They specialize in genetic modifications. If they’re here, they’re experimenting on something."


Bethany scoffed. "Oh, come on. Not everything is a corporate conspiracy. Maybe they just make better grapes or something. Science can be cool, you know."


Miranda wasn’t convinced. She had attended a few networking events where G-Tech had been mentioned, and none of those discussions had involved wine. Their work was highly classified, and she had always found their secrecy unsettling.


The tour guide, a cheerful man in his mid-forties wearing a polo with the vineyard’s logo, continued leading the group deeper into the facility. "And here we have our proprietary aging barrels, where our wine is carefully crafted using cutting-edge technology. Thanks to modern advancements, we’ve perfected a process that accelerates fermentation while preserving the traditional depth of flavor."


Miranda’s frown deepened. Cutting-edge technology? In winemaking? She exchanged a glance with Bethany, who simply shrugged and took another slow, appreciative breath of the rich, oak-scented air.


As the group moved forward, Miranda slowed her steps, her eyes scanning the barrels more carefully. Many were stamped with standard vineyard branding, but interspersed among them were more with the G-Tech label. Something about it felt off, even beyond the corporate involvement. The barrels with G-Tech’s logo looked newer, sleeker, their wood polished to a faint unnatural sheen.


"Miranda, you’re missing the fun part," Bethany whispered teasingly. "You’re supposed to be relaxing, not playing detective."


"Beth, don’t you think it’s strange that a biotech company is this involved in wine production?" Miranda whispered back. "Why would a company focused on genetics need to be aging wine?"


Bethany hesitated for a moment before giving an exaggerated shrug. "Maybe they’re just trying to improve flavors. People use science to make better food all the time. Maybe they’re making super wine. You know, like those giant strawberries that taste amazing?"


Miranda pursed her lips, but before she could argue, the tour guide’s voice caught their attention again.


"And now, for a real treat! We’ll be taking you into our private tasting room, where you’ll get to experience a selection of our finest wines, including an exclusive experimental batch that isn’t even on the market yet!"


Bethany clapped her hands. "See? Told you there’d be free wine."


Miranda sighed but followed the group into the next room. The tasting room was sleek and modern, with minimalist decor and soft lighting. Rows of bottles lined the walls, their labels embossed with elegant script. But among them, she spotted another familiar symbol: the sharp blue G of G-Tech, subtly blended into the branding of one of the featured selections.


Bethany was already reaching for a glass when Miranda grabbed her wrist. "Wait. Let’s be smart about this."


Bethany groaned. "Miranda, it’s wine."


"It’s G-Tech wine. We don’t know what’s in it."


Bethany gave her a look. "Do you really think they’re secretly drugging tourists? If they were doing anything weird, don’t you think the FDA would be all over them?"


Miranda hesitated, glancing around the room. She could see the other tourists eagerly sampling their drinks, chatting animatedly as the sommelier poured generous servings into their glasses. No one seemed concerned.


"Fine," she relented, watching as Bethany picked up her glass. "Just… if you start glowing or something, don’t say I didn’t warn you."


Bethany took a generous sip of the deep red wine, letting the liquid coat her tongue. The moment it touched her taste buds, her eyes fluttered shut and a shudder ran down her spine. It was unlike anything she had ever tasted before—rich, velvety, and impossibly smooth, with layers of flavor that seemed to unfold endlessly. A warmth spread through her chest, not like alcohol burn, but like a deep, radiant glow, as if the wine itself carried a kind of euphoria within it.


"Oh my god," Bethany gasped, clutching the glass as if it were suddenly the most precious thing she had ever held. "Miranda, you have to try this."


Miranda, who had been keeping a wary eye on the bottles lining the walls, looked over with skepticism. "I don’t know… That reaction is a little much for just a glass of wine."


Bethany waved her hand dismissively, her grin widening. "No, seriously. This isn’t just wine. It’s—it’s divine! It’s like… liquid perfection." She took another sip, moaning softly. "Holy hell, this is better than sex. You have to try it."


Miranda rolled her eyes but couldn’t ignore the way Bethany’s entire body seemed to radiate bliss. "You’re being dramatic."


"No, I’m not! Miranda, if you don’t drink this right now, I swear I will pour it into your mouth myself."


Miranda huffed, crossing her arms. "Alright, alright! If it’ll shut you up…" She took the glass Bethany shoved toward her and eyed it warily. She swirled the wine, inhaling the aroma. It was… incredible. The scent alone was intoxicating, deep and sweet with notes she couldn’t quite place.


She hesitated for a moment longer, then finally took a sip.


The instant the wine hit her tongue, Miranda’s breath hitched. The flavor was unlike anything she had ever experienced—rich, perfectly balanced, layered with complexity that made her head spin in the best way possible. It was a warmth that spread through her body like a comforting embrace, but also a spark of electricity that sent shivers through her limbs. She let out a small, involuntary sigh.


"Oh… wow," Miranda whispered, her fingers tightening around the stem of the glass. "This is…"


"See?!" Bethany practically shouted, giddy with excitement. "I told you! It’s like… I don’t even have words."


Miranda took another sip, then another. It wasn’t just good—it was euphoric. It was as if every nerve in her body had been gently switched on, making her hyper-aware of everything yet blissfully light at the same time. But what struck her the most was that she didn’t feel drunk. No dizziness, no sluggishness, just a perfect, buoyant sensation, like she could float if she wanted to.


Her mind, ever the analytical one, was already piecing things together, though the bliss of the wine made it difficult to focus. "Beth," she said slowly, "this isn’t normal. Wine doesn’t do this."


Bethany giggled, stretching her arms out. "Who cares? It’s amazing."


"That’s the problem," Miranda said, setting her glass down and rubbing her temples. "It’s too amazing. It’s doing something to us."


Bethany rolled her eyes. "Oh my god, you’re doing it again. Can you just enjoy something for once?"


"Beth, listen to me. We are clearly experiencing some kind of effect that shouldn’t be happening from just a few sips of wine. You feel it too, right?"


Bethany hummed happily. "Yeah, I feel great. That’s not a problem, though. That’s called good wine, Miranda."


Miranda’s jaw clenched. "Beth, I know wine. And this? This isn’t wine. Or at least, it isn’t just wine."


Bethany, still wearing a dreamy expression, finally sat up a little straighter. "Okay, Miss Business Major, let’s say for a second that this is something more than wine. What exactly do you think it is? A secret government experiment? Alien technology? A magic potion?"


Miranda groaned. "I don’t know yet, but I do know G-Tech is involved. And if a biotech company is secretly producing a wine that makes people feel like they’re walking on clouds, don’t you think we should ask why?"


Bethany considered this for a beat, then snorted. "Or, crazy idea, we just keep drinking it and enjoy the ride."


"Beth!"


Bethany sighed dramatically. "Fine. Fine. If it’ll help you relax, I’ll admit it’s a little… unconventional. But maybe this is just some cutting-edge fermentation process. Or maybe they added some natural ingredients that enhance the sensory experience? Science is cool like that."


Miranda pinched the bridge of her nose. "And what if that ‘enhancement’ is messing with our heads?"


Bethany waved her off. "Relax, Miranda. You’re not growing a third arm, and I don’t see anyone else freaking out."


Miranda glanced around. The other tour-goers were still drinking, chatting, laughing, looking utterly content. Too content. There wasn’t a single person showing any of the usual signs of alcohol consumption—no flushed faces, no slurred speech, no sloppy movements. Just… bliss.


Her gut twisted. Something was definitely off.


Bethany nudged her playfully. "If you’re so worried, why don’t you go ask the sommelier what’s in it? Maybe they’ll tell you it’s nothing more than grapes, love, and a little corporate magic."


Miranda considered Bethany’s teasing, letting the warmth of the wine roll through her veins, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. Normally, she would have let it go—let Bethany’s carefree attitude wash over her, let herself enjoy the wine like everyone else. But today, something was different. Whether it was the wine itself or the strange, creeping sense that something about this whole vineyard was just off, she felt bold. Reckless, even.


"Beth," Miranda said, setting her glass down with a deliberate motion. "We should investigate."


Bethany groaned, throwing her head back dramatically. "Oh my god, Miranda, you’re actually doing this? Can’t we just enjoy the best wine ever made and call it a day?"


Miranda shook her head. "Think about it. Doesn’t this feel too good? I don’t feel drunk. I don’t feel anything except… amazing. That’s not how wine works. And you said it yourself—this would make one hell of a story."


Bethany hesitated, chewing on her lip. "You do have a point about the storytelling aspect… And sneaking around is kind of my vibe…"


Miranda smirked. "Exactly. So let’s go."


Bethany sighed heavily but stood up, draining the last of her glass. "Fine. But if we get caught, you owe me a week of free coffee runs."


"Deal," Miranda said, grabbing Bethany’s wrist and pulling her towards the nearest corridor.


They slipped out of the tasting room unnoticed, their steps light as they followed the dimly lit hallway. It wasn’t long before they found a door slightly ajar. Beyond it, the ambiance changed immediately. The rustic, traditional vineyard aesthetic gave way to something completely different. It was sterile, gleaming, almost too clean.


Miranda pushed the door open further, her breath hitching at the sight before them. The room was massive, filled with rows of machines humming softly under cool, artificial lights. It looked like a fully automated laboratory, sleek metal surfaces reflecting the glow of LED displays. Tubes and tanks lined the walls, filled with mysterious liquids that shimmered under the glow of the equipment. The only thing missing was people—there were no scientists in white lab coats, no technicians monitoring the machinery. The whole thing ran itself.


"Okay," Bethany said, stepping inside and turning in a slow circle. "This is definitely not a normal winery."


Miranda nodded, moving toward one of the touchscreens embedded into the central console. "We need to go deeper. This doesn’t tell us anything about what they’re actually doing here."


Bethany glanced around, then spotted another door at the far end of the lab. "There’s our way in."


Bethany and Miranda moved cautiously through the next corridor, the hum of unseen machinery growing louder with each step. The walls were sleek and seamless, with no sign of rivets or bolts, as if the entire facility had been grown rather than built. It was high-tech to a level neither of them had ever seen before—smooth surfaces, automated doors that responded to their presence, and soft ambient lighting that adjusted as they walked. It felt less like a vineyard and more like something out of a futuristic sci-fi movie.


"This place is huge," Bethany whispered, her voice tinged with both awe and unease. "I swear it didn’t look this big from outside."


Miranda nodded, her eyes scanning the impossibly clean surfaces. "That’s what’s bothering me too. The main building wasn’t that large. But we’ve been walking for minutes, and it’s just… endless."


"Secret underground facility?" Bethany suggested, half-joking, half-serious.


"Maybe," Miranda said. "Or something even weirder."


Before they could dwell on the mystery, they stepped through another door and entered a vast chamber that made them both freeze in place.


Rows upon rows of enormous purple spheres, each at least ten feet in diameter, rested inside towering glass tubes. The tubes were connected to massive industrial presses, which descended in slow, rhythmic motions onto the spheres. With each press, a thick, viscous liquid was squeezed out, flowing through transparent tubes into another section of the facility.


Bethany wrinkled her nose as she took in the sight. "Okay… that's unsettling."


"More than unsettling," Miranda murmured, watching as the juice collected in large tanks before being redirected through even more tubing. "Beth, I think this is where the wine comes from."


Bethany blinked, then frowned. "Wait. So you're saying this juice—this stuff from whatever those things are—is what we've been drinking?"


"Looks like it," Miranda said. "And that means—"


Before she could finish, a sudden sound filled the room—a human moan. Long, drawn-out, filled with unmistakable pleasure.


Both women stiffened, turning toward the source. One of the presses had just finished squeezing a grape, and as the thick purple juice was drawn away, the sound came again—louder this time.


Bethany's face paled. "Did that grape just… moan?"


Miranda’s breath came faster, her stomach churning. "It did. And it’s not just that one. Listen."


Another press came down, squeezing another of the massive grapes, and another moan echoed through the chamber. The sound was unmistakably human, unmistakably filled with pleasure, and it sent an icy spike of horror through both of them.


Bethany took an involuntary step back. "Miranda… these grapes… they were people."


Miranda swallowed hard, her mind racing as she pieced it together. "That would explain why they’re so big, why they move, why they pulse like they’re alive. Because they are alive. Or they were."


Bethany clapped a hand over her mouth, her breath coming in shallow gasps. "Oh my god. And we've been drinking that?"


Miranda felt sick. The wine’s euphoric effect, the unnatural way it made them feel—she suddenly understood why. It wasn’t just wine. It was something else. Something made from people who had been turned into… this.


Bethany couldn’t tear her eyes away from the massive, pulsating grapes. Their deep purple skin gleamed under the artificial lights, shifting slightly with every slow, deliberate squeeze of the presses. But what unnerved her the most wasn’t their size or even the surreal way they seemed to breathe—it was the sounds they kept making when squeezed.


Soft moans of pleasure filled the room, echoing off the sterile metal walls. Every time the press descended, pushing down onto the massive grapes and forcing out more of the thick juice, the moans rose in pitch, unmistakably blissful.


Bethany shivered. "Why do they sound like that?" she asked, voice hushed with a mix of fascination and horror. "They don’t sound like they’re in pain. It’s like… they like it."


Miranda swallowed hard, her analytical mind trying to piece it together. "Maybe it’s part of what happened to them," she said, her voice quieter than she intended. "If they were people once… something changed them. Maybe the process makes it feel good."


Bethany glanced at her. "But they never shrink. They don’t seem to be getting hurt. Just… squeezed."


Miranda nodded, stepping closer to one of the nearby tubes, watching as the liquid drained through a series of tubes leading somewhere deeper into the facility. "Yeah. That’s another thing. If you were pressing juice from a normal grape, it would eventually shrivel. These don’t. They just… keep producing. They swell back up again."


They stood there in silence, watching the strange process unfold before them. It should have repulsed them. It should have made them want to turn and run. But neither of them moved. Instead, curiosity held them in place.


"How did they end up like this?" Bethany wondered aloud, almost to herself.


"Does it matter?" Miranda shot back, shaking herself from the daze. "We need proof. No one is going to believe us unless we get something out of here."


Bethany bit her lip, scanning the room. "Okay, fine. But how? We haven’t seen a single bottle, container, anything to collect this stuff."


Miranda’s gaze swept over the machinery. There were no obvious collection points, no open vats where they could dip something in and take a sample. Every part of the process was tightly sealed, the juice flowing through the tubes deeper into the facility. If they wanted to get proof, they would have to go right to the source.


"We’ll have to get closer," Miranda said reluctantly.


Bethany turned to her, raising an eyebrow. "You mean, we actually go up to one of them? You saw what happened when the press came down, right? It’s… interactive."


Miranda exhaled through her nose. "I don’t see another way. We need to get some of that juice. And since we can’t get it from the machinery, that means we have to get it from one of them."


Bethany hesitated, glancing at the closest tube. The massive grape inside pulsed faintly, as if waiting for the next press to descend. The thought of standing right next to one, touching it, being close enough to hear those moans in full intensity—


She shuddered. "Fine. But you’re going first."


Miranda shot her a look but didn’t argue. Taking a deep breath, she started toward the nearest tube, her footsteps barely making a sound on the pristine floor. Bethany followed closely behind, her heart pounding in her chest.


As they approached, the scent of the juice became overwhelming—rich, intoxicating, almost too sweet: the same as the wine they'd consumed earlier. Miranda reached out cautiously, her fingers hovering just above the slick surface of the tube.


Miranda pressed her hands against the glass tube, trying to slide it aside. It didn’t budge. She gritted her teeth, bracing herself against the cold, slick surface and pushing harder. Still, nothing. "It’s sealed tight," she muttered, stepping back and eyeing the structure critically. "Or at least too tight to move by hand."


Bethany, meanwhile, was scanning the nearby wall, her fingers skimming across the sleek, unfamiliar interface of a control panel. "There has to be something here," she murmured, flicking her gaze between the buttons and the strange symbols beside them. After a few experimental presses, a small mechanical chime sounded, and the glass tube began to hum with movement.


Miranda stepped back as the tube slowly lifted, retracting upward and leaving the massive grape exposed beneath it. The fruit quivered slightly as if adjusting to its newfound freedom, a low, almost imperceptible sigh escaping from within its glossy skin.


Miranda hesitated, exchanging a wary glance with Bethany. Then, slowly, she stepped forward. She reached out, her hand hovering just over the enormous surface before she finally let a single finger press into it.


The response was immediate. A deep, sultry moan reverberated from the grape, shuddering with something that was unmistakably pleasure.


Bethany took a step back, eyes wide. "Uh, did that grape just… moan? From being touched?"


Miranda’s pulse spiked. She yanked her hand away, staring at the massive fruit as if it might suddenly lunge at her. But it only trembled slightly, then stilled, pulsing gently in place like it was waiting.


"It did," Miranda confirmed, breathing out slowly. "And I think it liked it."


Bethany let out a nervous laugh. "Okay, so, in case it wasn’t already obvious, this isn’t normal. This is some seriously weird science."


Miranda wiped her palm against her pants, trying to shake off the sensation of the warm, slightly yielding surface. "We need to get a sample of its juice. We need to figure out what’s going on here."


Bethany nodded, though her gaze remained fixed on the giant grape. "But how do we even get it?" She gestured to the surface. "Do we just poke at it until juice comes out?"


Miranda bit her lip, considering their options. Then, cautiously, she extended her fingers again, pressing slightly firmer this time. The moment she applied pressure, the grape shuddered violently, another long, breathy moan escaping from within. A small bead of thick, dark purple juice welled up from where its nipples likely would have been, slowly trickling down its surface.


Bethany’s jaw dropped. "Oh my god. It is enjoying this."


Miranda swallowed hard, her mind racing. "Bethany, we need a container. Quick."


Bethany blinked, then scrambled toward a nearby counter, rifling through drawers and compartments until she found what looked like a sterile collection vial. She darted back, thrusting it into Miranda’s hands. "Here. But I swear, if I see you squeezing that thing like a stress ball—"


"I’m not enjoying this, Bethany!" Miranda shot back, frustration mingling with the lingering unease creeping down her spine. "I just—" She pressed the vial against the trickle of juice, watching as the thick liquid slowly pooled inside. "We need to know what this stuff is."


Bethany made a face. "I get that, but I just… it feels wrong."


Miranda understood. Everything about this was wrong. The size of the grapes, the noises they made, the way they reacted to touch—it all pointed to something deeply unnatural. But they had to focus. "We just need to analyze it. See if it’s safe. And then we decide what to do next."


Bethany exhaled, rubbing her forehead. "Fine. But can we at least not touch it again until we have a game plan?"


Miranda nodded, carefully sealing the vial and slipping it into her pocket. "Agreed. Let’s get out of here before something else happens." Turning on her heel, Miranda was ready to leave. But before she could take a step, a low, drawn-out groan came from the giant grape behind her. The sound deepened into a sultry moan, vibrating through the space with an almost needy quality.


Miranda froze. "Uh… what is that?"


Bethany tilted her head, eyes flicking between the trembling fruit and the control panel. "I think… I think it needs to be squeezed again."


Miranda whipped around, giving her an incredulous look. "Are you serious? Close the tube already then."


Bethany frowned, running her hands over the unfamiliar interface. "I don’t know which button does that! I mean, what if I press the wrong thing?"


"Beth, we don't have time for this! Just do it!"


Bethany hesitated for a split second before her fingers darted over the panel, pressing a button that looked important. A mechanical hum filled the air, followed by a deep thunk as the massive press above the grape began to descend.


"Wait, wait! The tube’s still open!" Miranda realized too late, her eyes widening in horror.


Bethany gasped, taking a step back. "Oh, shi—"


With a loud squelch, the press came down hard, enveloping the massive grape. The fruit shuddered violently as a deep, unrestrained moan filled the room. And then—


SPLOOSH!


A tidal wave of thick, glistening purple juice erupted from the open tube, spraying through the air in every direction. The force of the blast hit Miranda square in the chest, knocking her clean off her feet. She landed flat on her back with a wet thud, completely drenched in the warm, sticky liquid.


Bethany managed to dodge most of the spray, shielding herself with an arm as she gawked at the scene. "Oh my god," she choked out between gasps of laughter. "Miranda, you look like you just got dunked in a vat of jam!"


Miranda sputtered, pushing herself up onto her elbows. Juice dripped from her hair, her clothes utterly soaked and clinging to her skin. "Bethany," she growled, wiping at her face, "I am going to kill you."


Bethany couldn’t stop laughing. "I—I didn’t mean to! I just—I panicked!"


Miranda let out a long breath, staring down at herself in disbelief. The thick juice was everywhere—seeping into her clothes, clinging to her arms, pooling beneath her. It smelled overwhelmingly sweet, the scent wrapping around her like an intoxicating cloud. She could feel it on her skin, warm and oddly pleasant. Her white shirt had been dyed purple, and she smelled intensely of grapes. Just what she needed, really.


Meanwhile, the giant grape had gone still, a soft, satisfied sigh escaping it as if it had just been given the greatest pleasure of its life. Clearly, this was exactly what it wanted.


Bethany pressed a hand against the control panel, finally managing to shut the tube, but the damage was already done. "Uh. So… good news, I guess? It worked."


Miranda shot her a venomous glare. "Good news?! Bethany, I’m soaked! I smell like grape jam and it's everywhere!"


Bethany bit her lip, trying not to giggle again. "Uh… sorry?"


Miranda groaned, wiping more of the juice from her arms. The way it clung to her made her stomach twist. "Forget it. We need to get out of here before someone finds us."


Bethany sobered at that, nodding. "Right. Good plan. But, um… how do we explain why you look like you took a swim in grape jam?"


Miranda sighed. "We don’t. We get out, clean up, and pretend this never happened."


Bethany smirked. "Oh, you know I’m never letting you live this down."


Miranda shot her another glare but didn’t argue. Instead, she took a deep breath and hauled herself to her feet, juice squelching under her boots. "Let’s just go." After taking a few more steps, she suddenly stopped abruptly. A strange sensation crept over her, one she couldn’t quite put into words. Her body felt warm, and her skin tingled like static was dancing across it. She squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head, trying her best to regain her composure.


Bethany however, was still suppressing a laugh over the whole juice-soaked disaster. But when she realized Miranda wasn’t beside her, she turned to figure out what was going on. "Miranda? Why’d you—" Her words caught in her throat the moment she laid eyes on her friend.


Miranda’s face had gone a deep shade of purple.


Bethany gasped, her laughter instantly dying. "Miranda! Your face—it's turning purple!"


Miranda groaned, running a hand over her forehead. "What? No, I just—" She swallowed hard, feeling a growing tightness in her throat. "I just need a minute."


Bethany stepped closer, eyes wide with panic. "A minute? Miranda, your skin! It's spreading down your neck!"


Miranda inhaled sharply, but when she exhaled, it was almost like she was slightly out of breath. Her hands instinctively went to her stomach, pressing lightly against the strange fullness swelling there.


Bethany’s heart pounded. "Miranda, your hands!" she pointed, her voice rising in concern. Miranda looked down and saw that the same deep purple hue had begun spreading from under her sleeves, crawling down her fingers like ink soaking into fabric.


"I just… need a second to—" Miranda cut herself off, clutching her stomach as an odd pressure bloomed inside her. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but it was undeniably growing. She felt stretched, heavy in a way that was foreign and unnatural.


Bethany didn’t wait for Miranda to brush it off this time. "Are you getting fat?!"


Miranda’s head snapped up, an incredulous expression crossing her face. "Beth, I don’t feel fat. I feel… I feel... full."


Bethany took a step back, eyes darting down to Miranda’s midsection. It was definitely rounding, her once-fitted shirt stretching over the increasingly prominent swell. "Full?! Full of what?!"


Miranda shifted, the motion making her stomach press against the waistband of her pants in a way that felt both too tight and oddly good. She exhaled sharply, trying to regulate her breathing. "I don’t know. I just—" She winced as another wave of pressure pulsed through her. "I feel like I’m filling up with something..."


Bethany ran a hand through her hair, frantically looking around. "Okay, okay, this is bad. We need to get you help—now."


Miranda let out a short, breathy laugh, but there was little humor in it. "And tell them what, Beth? That I’m turning into a giant grape?"


Bethany clenched her jaw, her eyes darting back to Miranda’s increasingly swollen form. "Well, you kinda are!"


Miranda groaned, her hands pressing against the taut surface of her belly as it continued to swell outward. "Bethany, you are not helping."


Bethany threw up her hands. "I don’t know how to help! I've never seen someone turn into a grape before! We should just go find someone to help you!"


Miranda rolled her eyes, though even that felt strange with the growing pressure building inside her. "We can’t just run to someone for help. If we do, we’re basically admitting to trespassing. You know, breaking and entering? A crime?"


Bethany gaped at her. "Miranda, you are turning into a giant grape! Do you really think a misdemeanor is the big issue here?!"


Miranda clenched her jaw, adjusting her stance as she felt another pulse of fullness expand through her torso. "I can deal with it," she muttered, trying to sound convincing, even as her body betrayed her. Her belly was rounder now, firm and stretched tight, while her breasts, hips, and thighs had all taken on a noticeably fuller shape.


Bethany winced as she heard the distinct sound of liquid sloshing inside Miranda’s body. "Uh, Miranda? That wasn’t there before."


Miranda stiffened. "I heard it too." Her hands drifted downward, pressing lightly against her belly. A strange, shifting weight moved beneath her palms, sending a bizarre ripple through her insides. The sensation sent an involuntary shiver down her spine.


Bethany took a cautious step back. "Okay, I know you say you can deal with it, but you are literally inflating with juice right now! We have to do something!"


Miranda sucked in a slow breath, her fingers gripping the sides of her belly as another wave of swelling made her hips push further outward, the seams of her pants audibly straining. "I just… I need to think."


Bethany waved a hand in exasperation. "Think faster, because you're gonna need a new outfit soon."


Miranda felt heat rise to her cheeks, though whether from embarrassment or the warmth building inside her, she wasn’t sure. "I just need to stay calm."


Bethany pinched the bridge of her nose. "Miranda, your thighs just wobbled when you shifted your weight. That is not normal!"


Miranda glared at her. "Not. Helping."


Bethany huffed, running a hand through her hair. "Fine, fine, what’s the plan, genius? Because at this rate, I’m gonna have to roll you out of here."


Miranda exhaled through her nose, focusing on steadying herself. "First thing’s first, I need to stop growing."


Bethany gave her a skeptical look. "Right, and how exactly do you plan to do that? Because unless you’ve got a magical deflation button hidden somewhere, I don’t think just wishing is gonna do the trick."


Miranda frowned, shifting slightly and wincing as another slosh reverberated inside her. Her growing weight made movement more difficult, her balance shifting in ways that felt alien. "There’s got to be a way. Maybe… maybe we just have to find a way to drain this out."


Bethany’s eyes widened. "Drain it? And how do you plan on doing that? Do you have a spigot hidden on you somewhere?"


Miranda groaned. "I don’t know! But I can’t just keep expanding like this!"


Miranda gasped as another pulse of fullness surged through her, sending another wave of expansion rippling through her already engorged body. Her hands fumbled desperately with her belt, trying to undo the clasp, but her fingers were clumsy, her joints stiffening as the pressure inside her increased. The leather dug painfully into the curve of her swelling belly, the metal buckle pressing deep into the taut skin.


"Damn it—come on!" she groaned, tugging frantically. But no matter how she struggled, her fingers just wouldn’t cooperate. The belt held firm, digging deeper into her as if resisting her attempts to free herself.


Her shirt wasn’t faring much better. The once-loose button-down was now stretched tight over her swelling chest, the fabric visibly straining. The buttons now threatened to pop free with every movement she made. Her breasts swelled upward, rounding and pressing hard against the seams, while her belly ballooned outward, pressing against the underside of her shirt.


Bethany took a step back, her eyes locked on the dramatic changes happening before her. She wanted to help—should help—but she was frozen, unable to do anything but stare in bewildered fascination. "Uh… Miranda? You’re still… growing."


"No kidding, Bethany!" Miranda snapped, gasping as another pulse sent her hips and thighs surging outward, filling out her pants to the absolute limit. She could feel the seams stretching, the fabric creaking ominously as her thighs thickened, pressing tightly together. Her butt swelled up behind her, the fabric warping unnaturally as small tears formed at the stress points.


A sharp rip echoed through the room.


Bethany winced. "Okay, that’s not a good sound."


Miranda’s breathing came faster, not quite panicked, but definitely alarmed. "I am so not walking out of here like this," she muttered, still struggling with her belt, still trying to regain some control. But the more she pushed against it, the more it resisted, until suddenly—


Bang!


The belt snapped open with a violent snap, the sudden release causing Miranda to stumble back slightly as her belly surged forward unrestrained. The sheer relief of the pressure releasing made her exhale in a breathy sigh—only to immediately tense as her shirt’s buttons began to follow suit.


Pop! Pop! Pop!


One by one, the buttons shot off her shirt, pinging against the walls and floor as her chest and stomach surged forward unrestricted. The fabric peeled apart, revealing deep purple skin that shone slightly under the dim lighting. Her belly was round, impossibly tight, her breasts swollen and full as they pushed against the remaining fabric of her shirt, barely held in place by the straining sleeves.


Bethany’s mouth opened and closed uselessly. "Oh. Wow."


Miranda didn’t answer immediately, too focused on the increasingly alien sensation overtaking her body. The weight in her lower half made it harder to move, her legs thickened to the point where she could feel the stretch of her pants with every slight shift. Tears spiderwebbed across the thighs, giving way to more rips at the seams of her hips. She could barely stand properly now, her center of gravity shifting, her proportions completely unrecognizable from just a few minutes ago.


Bethany, finally shaking herself out of her stunned daze, took a hesitant step forward. "Miranda, are you… are you okay?" Her voice was unsure, her gaze flicking between Miranda’s massively swollen form and the alarming sloshing sounds coming from within her.


Miranda swallowed hard, planting her hands on her now-rounded hips. "Define ‘okay.’ Because I’m pretty sure I'm becoming a human juice container."


Bethany tried—she really did—to suppress the nervous laugh bubbling up in her throat. But the absurdity of the situation finally caught up to her, and a giggle slipped out before she could stop it. "S-Sorry," she stammered, covering her mouth. "It’s just… you really do look funny."


Miranda shot her a glare, but with her cheeks puffing slightly from the swelling, the effect was far less intimidating than she intended. "Bethany. Not helping."


Bethany bit her lip, eyes darting to the remaining strained fabric of Miranda’s pants. "Uh, you’re not gonna… pop, are you?" 

Miranda shot Bethany a glare, her purple cheeks flushed deeper in both frustration and embarrassment. "I don’t need to be thinking about popping right now, Bethany!"


Bethany held up her hands innocently, though the amused glint in her eyes remained. "I mean, you’re looking pretty close to it. Just saying."


Miranda groaned, but not entirely out of irritation. Her body was still swelling, every inch of her expanding outward in slow, relentless waves. She could feel it all—her stomach rounding, pushing further outward, her back pressing against unseen forces as it plumped up to match the rest of her, and her sides stretching, curving outward more and more. It wasn’t just her belly anymore—her whole body was growing, taking on a softer, rounder shape.


Her arms started lifting upward as her swelling sides began to press against them, forcing them higher and higher. Her fingers flexed, her hands curling slightly as even they felt puffy, like she was filling from the inside out with something rich, thick, and overwhelming.


Then came the tearing.


Rrrrip!


The sleeves of her shirt shredded completely as her upper arms swelled beyond what the fabric could handle. Her thighs thickened further, her hips pressing outward with an audible creak from her pants before the seams gave way, splitting and exposing the deepening purple hue beneath.


Bethany gasped. "Wow. Uh, Miranda, you’re, um—"


"Shut up," Miranda moaned, both out of frustration and something else—something much worse. A deep, pooling heat was forming in her core, an overwhelming wave of pleasure surging through her body alongside the expansion. It was mortifying, humiliating, and worst of all, she couldn’t stop it.


She bit her lip hard, trying to suppress the moan that fought to escape, but it was no use.


"Nnnnnnghh~!"


Bethany's eyes widened, her amusement shifting slightly into something else entirely. She swallowed hard, unable to tear her gaze away from Miranda’s massive, swelling form. "Oh… oh wow. You’re really feeling this, huh?"


"Don’t. Say. A word," Miranda panted, her whole body tingling as the pressure inside her mounted higher and higher. Her breasts had swollen to the point where they strained against the last remaining tatters of her shirt, her nipples hard and embarrassingly visible. Her thickened thighs pressed together, heat pulsing between them, and her ass, already plump before, now jutted out, round and heavy.


Bethany licked her lips unconsciously. She hadn’t meant to find this hot, but there was something so mesmerizing about watching Miranda’s body stretch and swell, becoming something utterly new before her eyes. "Miranda, I—"


"Don’t. Even. Say it," Miranda groaned, barely able to keep her head straight. She could feel her limbs being swallowed by her swelling body, her arms lifting higher and higher, her legs barely able to bend now as her thighs pressed tightly together. She was losing control, her body taking over completely.


And yet, the pleasure just wouldn’t stop.


She let out another desperate moan, her toes curling as her feet swelled too, becoming as useless as her fingers. The weight of her own expansion made it harder and harder to move, the sloshing sound inside her growing louder, her whole body pulsating with sensation.


Bethany stepped closer, hesitating, but unable to look away. "Miranda, you… you really are turning into a big, squishy grape."


Miranda wanted to scream, wanted to snap at her, but all she could do was let out another trembling moan as another wave of pressure hit. Bethany shivered slightly at the sound, feeling a growing warmth in her own body that she wasn’t entirely sure how to process.


Miranda gasped, her fingers twitching, her body now huge, swollen beyond any human proportions, and yet… it felt so good. She gasped as a new sensation overwhelmed her—a growing tightness around her feet. She could feel them swelling rapidly, her toes pushing against the inside of her shoes, stretching the leather until it groaned in protest. The pressure mounted higher and higher until—


BANG! BANG!


Both shoes exploded off her feet, flying across the room as her now bare, swollen soles pressed against the cool floor. She shuddered, a deep moan escaping her lips. The loss of restriction only made the sensation more intense, more pleasurable.


Bethany watched with wide eyes, her lips slightly parted as she took in the sight of her friend growing rounder by the second. Miranda's body was no longer just bloated—she was transforming into something else entirely. Her arms and legs thickened as her entire frame expanded, her limbs sinking into her increasingly spherical form. Each breath Miranda took came out heavier, more ragged, lost in the sheer overwhelming pleasure radiating through her body.


"M-Miranda… you're—" Bethany started, but her words faltered. She didn't know what to say. She couldn't look away.


Miranda barely heard her, her mind drowning in the euphoric sensations flooding every inch of her. Her lower body swelled wider and wider, her thighs fusing together as her hips spread outward. Her crotch met the floor with a wet, needy squish, making her whimper with desperate, breathy pleasure.


"Nnnnnh~!" she moaned, biting her lip, her entire body shivering as the weight of her own form pinned her down. Her skin stretched tight, glossy and smooth, the deep purple hue of a perfect, ripe grape overtaking her entire body. She was naked now, but it didn’t matter—her growing form left no room for modesty.


Bethany's breath hitched. She knew she should be panicking, should be trying to figure out a way to stop this, but the way Miranda writhed, the way she moaned, was hypnotic. Mesmerizing. And… undeniably arousing.


Miranda continued to grow, not just outward, but upward as well. Her round body ballooned higher, her stretched skin glistening under the artificial lights. Eight feet. Nine feet. Ten feet. The bigger she became, the more her thoughts blurred, lost in the haze of pleasure and fullness.


Bethany took an involuntary step closer, her hands trembling at her sides. "Miranda… you're so… big."


"Mmmhhhhh~!" Miranda couldn't respond, her voice swallowed by another wave of pleasure as her body pushed outward. Eleven feet. Twelve feet. Her face swelled, her lips plumping up, cheeks rounding until the last remnants of speech left her entirely.


Bethany exhaled, watching her friend become something massive, something impossibly round. And yet, even now, Miranda's body wanted more. The pressure continued to build, an insatiable force pressing outward, demanding release.


Miranda's swollen body trembled, her skin growing taut, the pleasure mingling with the unbearable pressure inside her. She was right on the edge, hovering between ecstasy and something even more intense. Her mind fogged over completely, lost in the overwhelming sensation of filling, of growing, of being on the very cusp of exploding…


Bethany’s breath caught as she heard it—an ominous, deep groaning sound coming from Miranda’s massive, overinflated body. It wasn’t just her moans of pleasure anymore; it was something else, something more foreboding. The sound was stretched, almost creaking, like an overfilled balloon nearing its breaking point.


Something clicked in Bethany’s mind.


The grapes in the facility weren’t just being pressed to harvest juice. They had to be squeezed, or else…


Bethany’s stomach dropped. If the same rules applied to Miranda—if she wasn’t relieved of all the pressure building up inside her—she was going to explode.


A sharp pang of fear shot through Bethany, but she forced herself to stay calm. She needed to think. She had to act fast. Miranda, lost in the overwhelming waves of pleasure flooding her body, barely seemed aware of the danger she was in.


Bethany swallowed hard. The noises Miranda was making, the sheer need dripping from every moan, every trembling whimper—an idea formed in her mind. It was unorthodox. It was insane.


But it might just work.


Taking a steadying breath, Bethany stepped forward and pressed her hands against Miranda’s taut, stretching skin. "Miranda," she whispered, her voice filled with both determination and uncertainty, "forgive me for what I have to do."


Miranda barely registered the words. Her body was a swelling ocean of pleasure, her mind drowning in it. The tightness, the fullness—it was too much, and yet she needed more. She couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, her body so round, so overwhelmed.


Bethany crouched and, with effort, pushed against Miranda’s huge, taut form. It took some effort, but she managed to roll her backward slightly, just enough to expose her engorged, swollen sex. The heat radiating off of her was intense, her entire body throbbing, desperate for release. She had to act fast.


Bethany reached forward, pressing her fingers between Miranda’s slick folds, immediately earning a deep, shuddering moan from her overinflated friend. Miranda’s body groaned in response, the ominous sound of stretched skin making Bethany’s heart pound faster.


"Hang in there, Miranda," Bethany muttered, rubbing slow, teasing circles against her friend’s most sensitive spot. She could feel the heat, the tension, the sheer pressure inside Miranda’s body.


Miranda whimpered, her hips twitching as much as her massive form would allow. Every touch sent sparks of pleasure coursing through her, intensifying the already unbearable sensations. Her body ached for it, craved it.


Bethany knew she had to go further.


Leaning in, she pressed her mouth against Miranda’s pulsing sex, her tongue flicking out to taste the slick heat pooling there. The reaction was immediate. Miranda let out a scream of ecstasy, her body trembling under Bethany’s touch.


The pressure inside her surged dangerously, her skin stretching further, the groaning sounds of strain growing louder.


Bethany doubled down, working faster, her fingers joining her tongue, stroking, rubbing, teasing, pushing. "Come on, Miranda," she urged against her friend's burning flesh. "Let it go. Let it out."


Miranda’s moans grew frantic, wild, her entire swollen form quaking with pleasure. The pressure in her core hit its breaking point, and for a moment, she teetered on the edge—caught between unimaginable ecstasy and the unbearable fullness threatening to burst her.


And then—


Miranda screamed, her body convulsing as the dam inside her broke.


A flood of thick, warm jam erupted from her, gushing out in powerful waves as she was milked for all the pressure building inside her. Her entire body shuddered with the force of it, relief crashing over her in overwhelming, blissful torrents.


Bethany barely had time to react as the thick, purple pulp sprayed over her, drenching her completely. She gasped, but didn’t stop, continuing to work Miranda through her climax, through the draining of the intense, unbearable pressure.


Miranda sobbed with pleasure, her entire swollen form twitching, shaking, convulsing. She had never felt anything like this—never in her life had anything come close to the sheer release coursing through her body.


Bethany pulled back, panting, her hands trembling. She wiped her face, trying to process everything that had just happened.


Miranda lay there, spent, her enormous, round body still glistening with residual slickness. She was smaller now—still bloated, still huge, but the danger had passed, if only for a moment.


Bethany exhaled, staring down at her. "That… was the most insane thing I’ve ever done." But she barely had a moment to breathe before she noticed that Miranda's body was starting to swell again. Her already massive form trembled slightly, her purple skin stretching once more as the cycle restarted itself. Bethany’s stomach dropped. There was no doubt about it now—Miranda wasn’t just stuck like this, she was exactly like all the other grapes in the facility. If left unchecked, she’d just keep swelling up again and again.


Bethany’s mind raced. She had to do something now. Her eyes darted across the room until they landed on an empty tube in the lineup—one of the massive containment cylinders designed for the swollen grapes. It was the only way to keep Miranda from exploding.


"Hold on, Miranda," Bethany muttered. "I’ve got to get you in there."


Miranda moaned, still lost in the throes of residual pleasure. Bethany pushed against her massive, swollen side, trying to get some momentum. Miranda was heavy, impossibly round and full, but she wasn’t immobile—Bethany could roll her. It started slow, with a few testing shoves, but once Miranda’s bulk began moving, her round body picked up speed.


Bethany dug in her heels, gritting her teeth as she maneuvered her over to the empty tube. The smooth floor made it easier than expected, but the sheer size of Miranda made every push a workout. Sweat beaded on Bethany’s brow as she fought to keep her balance, her arms aching as she pressed forward. A strange pressure twisted deep in her stomach, but she ignored it—she had to focus.


Finally, Miranda’s swollen body rolled into place within the tube, her vast form settling heavily into the containment space. Bethany stumbled back, panting, and quickly pressed the buttons on the control panel. The machinery hummed to life, the tube sealing with a deep hiss before the familiar sight of the press lowering into position.


Relief flooded Bethany as she watched the process begin. At least now, Miranda wouldn’t explode. She wouldn’t have to keep swelling up until she burst. This facility had been designed for this purpose—whatever was happening to Miranda, at least now it was under control.


Bethany exhaled sharply, leaning against a nearby console, her body finally catching up to the exhaustion of everything that had just happened. But as her breath steadied, something felt off. Her body felt warm.


Too warm.


A twinge of discomfort curled in her belly, growing stronger by the second. She straightened, her fingers moving to press against her stomach—and froze when she felt the firm roundness pushing outward beneath her oversized button-down.


Her heart pounded in her ears. Slowly, hesitantly, she pulled the fabric back, revealing the faintest tint of purple beginning to creep over her skin. Her stomach was rounding, swelling outward in a way that was horribly familiar.


Bethany’s breath hitched. The jam. She had been drenched in it when she helped Miranda. She hadn’t noticed, hadn’t even thought about it—


But now it was happening to her. Bethany’s breath came in shallow, uneven gasps as she placed a trembling hand on her belly. It was growing. She could feel it swelling, stretching outward, the taut sensation creeping through her midsection and seeping into her chest, her hips, her thighs. A familiar, tingling warmth spread across her skin as she staggered forward.


Her gaze darted around the room, desperate. If she swelled up as quickly as Miranda had, she wouldn’t have enough time to find anyone for help. She needed to act now.


Bethany’s stomach pressed outward, her once-loose button-down now straining against the rapid bloating. She gritted her teeth and moved, each step feeling heavier than the last. She was still mobile—for now—but she knew it wouldn’t last. Her whole body was changing too fast for that. She was already completely purple, the color spreading across her skin like creeping dye. And with each passing second, she could feel more of herself rounding out, filling up with the same jam Miranda had.


"No, no, no," she muttered under her breath, scanning the room frantically.


Then, she spotted it—an empty containment tube, identical to the one she had rolled Miranda into. Hope surged through her. If she could get herself inside, maybe, just maybe, she’d be able to control this before she lost the ability to move entirely.


The pressure in her gut was becoming unbearable. She clutched her stomach with both hands, groaning as her breasts, hips, thighs, and butt all swelled at once. She had tried to ignore the sensation at first, but it was impossible now. Every movement sent a pulse of pleasure through her body, distracting, intoxicating.


She shook her head. Focus!


Bethany took another step, but her growing thighs rubbed against each other, slowing her down. Her once-loose jeans, now stretched tight against her plumping legs, let out an ominous creak. Her shirt, though oversized, could barely hold her expanding chest, her buttons already looking strained. She could feel them pulling, the fabric stretched tight over the fullness of her rounding body.


She forced herself to keep moving, her hands bracing against anything she could find for support. Every step sent another jolt of sensation through her body, making her whimper. She needed to get to that tube before it was too late.


Her belly surged outward again, and this time, the pressure was undeniable. The sound of fabric straining filled the room, and Bethany bit her lip, sweat forming at her temple. She was running out of time.


Just a few more steps, right? She could make it.


Bethany felt her body pressing against the fabric of her clothes, the once-loose button-down and baggy jeans now straining as her form continued to swell. Unlike Miranda, who had taken on more of a traditional round shape, Bethany’s expansion felt different. Her whole body was inflating more evenly, like a bloated starfish, each limb pushing outward, making movement more difficult with every passing second.


She tried to move forward, but walking had become a slow waddle. Her arms and legs were stuck out at odd angles, too stiff and bloated to bend properly. She struggled to lift her feet, each step requiring more effort as the weight of her growing form bore down on her. Every motion sent a ripple of pleasure through her, which made it even harder to concentrate on just getting to her destination.


Her breath came in uneven gasps, heat building up in her core, as the pleasure mixed with the growing pressure inside her. She was filling up fast, too fast. She had to reach the machine, had to get inside before she became completely immobilized. But even if she made it, a terrifying realization crept into her mind—how was she supposed to activate the controls if she couldn’t press the buttons?


A loud pop interrupted her thoughts as a seam along the side of her jeans burst open, exposing the deep purple hue of her swollen thigh. Bethany groaned, a shudder of sensation rolling through her body as the pressure increased. More seams began to snap, her shirt pulling so tight over her chest and belly that she could feel the fabric cutting into her. Another button shot off, bouncing off the floor with a soft plink.


She clenched her jaw, trying to focus, but the growing heaviness in her limbs made everything harder. Her body was getting so big, each step more cumbersome than the last. The press was right there, just a few feet away, but every moment her ability to move was slipping away.


Her breath hitched as another surge of fullness rushed through her, her entire form swelling outward again. The last intact buttons on her shirt gave up the fight, popping off one by one, the fabric ripping apart as her belly surged forward. The sensation sent a jolt through her core, overwhelming pleasure making her knees wobble.


"Nnnnnh~!" she moaned, her cheeks burning as she fought to stay upright. It was so much, too much, and her body wasn’t stopping.


With great effort, she took another step forward, her wobbling, heavy frame making her nearly tip over. The thought of falling—of becoming too big to get up—sent a wave of panic through her. She had to get into that tube before it was too late.


Her thighs pressed tightly together, her bloated arms barely able to move, her belly so round it pushed against her swollen chest. She felt like a living balloon, about to burst at any second, and yet she had to keep going.


A loud tear split through the air as the last remnants of her jeans gave way, leaving her in nothing but the remnants of her ripped shirt clinging to her shoulders. She gasped, the rush of air on her exposed, taut skin making her shudder.


The machine was so close.


Bethany could feel her body trembling, heavy and swollen, the pressure so overwhelming it clouded her mind. She had to find a way to press the button. But how?


Another wave of pleasure coursed through her, making her legs tremble. She let out a whimper, her swollen body rocking slightly in place, desperate for relief. If she didn’t find a way soon, she wasn’t sure how much longer she would last.


Bethany felt her arms bloating, now too thick to bend, her fingers disappearing into the roundness of her swelling limbs. Her body was overtaking itself, swallowing what was left of her ability to move. Panic surged through her, but she had no time to think—only to act.


Desperation took hold. With the last bit of control she had left, she swung her swollen hand toward the control panel, slamming into it with the awkward weight of her inflating body. She couldn't see what she had hit, couldn't tell if she'd activated the machine, but she couldn't wait to find out. With one final, strained push, she let herself fall forward into the waiting glass tube.


She landed hard, her belly hitting the floor of the chamber, her immense form settling into place. She could barely feel her legs now—no, they were gone, fully absorbed into the roundness of her body. Her arms followed shortly after, swallowed up by the relentless swelling, leaving her nothing but a massive, helpless sphere.


And yet she was still growing.


Her cheeks plumped up, her lips parting as a moan escaped her, vibrating through her tight, stretched skin. She couldn't hear anything outside the glass tube, only the pulsing of her own overfilled body, the sloshing of liquid inside her, the deep, desperate pressure pressing from all sides.


Had she done it? Had she sealed the door? Had she started the machine? She couldn't see anything, couldn't move to check, couldn't even think properly anymore. The pleasure, the need overwhelmed her senses. The sheer amount of fullness sent electric waves of arousal through her, tightening her insides in a way that made her shudder.


She was going to pop.


She could feel it, the limit of her skin, the unbearable pressure that threatened to send her bursting apart. She couldn't stop it, couldn't control it, couldn't do anything but surrender to the inevitable—


And then the press came down.


A deep, overwhelming force pressed into her bloated form, sending a shockwave of relief crashing through her. The pressure rushed downward, draining from her body in thick, flowing waves. The immense tension inside her was finally being released, the tightness easing as the machine did what it had been built to do.


Bethany let out a muffled, trembling moan, her body shuddering as the juice flowed from her. The sensation was beyond anything she had ever experienced—pleasure and relief mixing into one overwhelming sensation, leaving her lightheaded and weak.


Before Bethany could catch her breath, before she could even process the overwhelming relief that had just flooded her body, she felt it happening again.


The moment the juice finished draining from the tube, the pressure began to return. Her massive, round form shuddered as she started swelling all over again, her smooth, taut skin stretching tighter, her body growing larger with each passing second. The realization dawned on her in a brief, fleeting moment of clarity—this was her life now. This was all she was. All she would be.


And then the pleasure hit.


It crashed over her like a tidal wave, sweeping away all coherent thought, washing away any lingering resistance. The heat spread through her, deeper and more intense with each cycle, her body bloating ever larger, ever rounder, until once again she teetered on the edge of bursting.


Then, just before she reached that final, terrifying climax, the press came down again.


The cycle repeated.


Swelling. Pressure. Release.


Over and over, her body filled, strained, moaned in desperation—only for the crushing, overwhelming force to squeeze her back down, draining her, leaving her empty for mere moments before it all started again.


Bethany lost track of time. She lost track of everything. Was it minutes? Hours? Days? The world beyond the glass didn’t exist anymore. The only thing left was this—this endless loop of pleasure, of swelling and bursting and swelling again.


Would anyone ever know what had happened to her? Would anyone find her, rolling helplessly within the machine, forever trapped in this cycle of unbearable bliss?


Or would she just keep growing, forever? 


Epilogue

Two workers strolled casually into the squeezing room, both clad in identical crisp white uniforms, the G-Tech logo stitched neatly on their pockets. The taller of the two, a woman with short black hair tied into a bun, scrolled idly through a tablet while her companion, a shorter redhead with a smirk permanently affixed to her lips, popped a piece of gum into her mouth.


"So, you see those two girls anywhere?" the redhead asked, chewing lazily. "The tour guide said we had some strays wandering off."


The taller woman glanced up from her tablet, scanning the room. "Well, they’re not wandering anymore." She nudged her chin toward the lineup of massive purple spheres resting in their containment tubes.


The redhead raised an eyebrow, her gaze flicking toward the oversized fruit, and then to the tattered remnants of clothing scattered across the floor. A slow grin spread across her face. "Hah. Well, that answers that question."


The taller woman tapped on her tablet, making a few notes. "That’s two more than we had yesterday. Seems like they just volunteered for the job."


The redhead let out a short laugh. "Normally, we gotta go through a whole hiring process to get people to sign up for this. Guess these two were just really eager."


She stepped closer to the tubes, eyeing the two newest additions to the lineup. Both massive, round, perfectly ripened—the telltale deep purple hue of full transformation. The chamber hummed softly as the press lowered onto one of them, a slow, rhythmic squelch echoing through the room as the juice was extracted.


"They settled in pretty fast," the taller woman noted, adjusting her glasses. "No signs of resistance, either. Think they even realized what was happening to them?"


The redhead leaned against one of the machines, watching as the other massive grape quivered slightly, another quiet moan escaping as the press came down. "Oh, they know. Maybe not at first, but I bet they’re getting the full experience now."


The taller woman smirked. "Well, it’s not like they can complain about it."


The redhead chuckled, watching the two new 'workers' swell slightly again, the cycle starting anew. "Nope. And from the looks of it, I don’t think they want to." She watched the rhythmic cycle of swelling and squeezing, chewing her gum thoughtfully. "You ever think about joining them?" she asked, her smirk widening. "Seems like a hell of a good time."


The taller woman let out a low chuckle, adjusting her glasses as she glanced at the two massive, moaning forms in their containment tubes. "Oh, sure. Thought about it plenty. But let’s be real, it’s a lot more fun playing with them after the fact."


The redhead snickered, tapping on the glass of one of the tubes lightly with her knuckle. Inside, one of the transformed girls gave a small, shuddering tremor, her bloated form pulsing slightly in reaction. "Yeah, gotta admit, there’s a certain charm to it. But you gotta wonder—if it’s so great, why aren’t more people signing up?"


"That’s where the affiliate program comes in." The taller woman tapped something into her tablet, pulling up a set of numbers. "Turns out, turning people into the fruit is way more lucrative than being one. We get our bonuses, the company gets more product, and they get… well, this." She gestured lazily toward the pulsing, shifting grapes. "Everybody wins."


The redhead raised an eyebrow. "You say that like they even care about winning anymore. Look at them." She leaned closer to one of the glass tubes, her breath fogging slightly against the surface. "They don’t want anything else now. They probably don’t even remember what they were before. Just big, happy juice tanks."


The taller woman smirked, shutting off her tablet and slipping it into her pocket. "Exactly. And as long as people keep wandering in here, well… let’s just say our job security is pretty solid."


The redhead sighed in mock wistfulness. "Guess I’ll just have to be satisfied watching." 
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