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Chapter 1: Prologue

“You can't be serious! I can't work like this!” Gina fumed, tossing her papers across the room. “I need test subjects, you know that! Without test subjects, I can't create new products for you!”

The tall demoness really did hate her boss' stinginess sometimes. For someone who embodied gluttony in most of its forms, he was a real pain when it came to giving her what she needed to work. G-Tech had released dozens of wonderful products out into the world, built entirely on her genius. But she couldn't release new ones if she didn't have people around to test on. Releasing untested products into the wild was a recipe for disaster.

“Gina, I understand your frustrations, I do.”

“Do you? Do you really? Because I don't think you do, Mr. Zebel.”

“Oh, I do. I want you to make new products, and you can't make new products without people to test them on. However, your propensity to end up with people stuck in storage after agreeing to your tests means that there are far fewer test subjects available.”

“That doesn't sound like my problem, that sounds like your problem.”

“Hear me out, Gina. Just because we can't get test subjects doesn't mean we can't test products. It just means we need to find alternative means of doing so.”

Gina pursed her lips. “And I assume you have some ideas in mind?”

“Oh of course I do. But you may not like it.”

A heavy sigh left her as she slumped in her chair. “Alright, what is it?”

“Tours.”

Gina groaned. “You cannot be serious. I am not a tour guide. I am a scientist.”

“Hear me out. We don't have a ton of people wanting to be test subjects. But we do have a lot of people who want the chance to see things we've not released to the public. We choose a few, we let them in, and you simply lead them to the products you want them to try. Things they're no supposed to try. Things that you just so happen need to test.”

“I'm listening.” Okay, Gina could see where this was going. It wasn't a terrible idea, as far as ideas went.

“Obviously, they sign contracts before they enter about liability and the like. Thus, if they break contract... well you have your test subjects. You just have to be more creative with it.”

“Is there some reason I couldn't just hire tour guides for the same thing?”

“You could absolutely use tour guide hiring as a way to get more subjects. But obviously, you can't hire people to do this sort of work. The last thing we need are people who could expose this plan of ours and cause us trouble.”

Gina frowned; he was right about that. “Well, I don't like it. But I don't have any better ideas.”

“I think you'll find that once you start doing it, you'll enjoy it. You always had a bit of a sadistic side after all.”

“You're not wrong about that... Alright. I'll get to work.” And with that, Gina hung up the phone. Now she just had to figure out how to make this all work. First, she'd need to look at how many people had put in applications to try and tour their facilities...

Oh. Well that was many times more than she had expected. Many, many times more. There were quite a lot of people, plus their families and friends, who seemed to really want to see what Gina was doing in the G-Tech facilities...

A smile formed on her lips as she scanned the list. Oh, this was going to be far, far easier than she thought. She just needed to accept some of these, let some grunt do the scheduling... and then tempt them properly.

But what if she had even more test subjects? If people wanted this badly to see the facilities when they weren't doing any promotions for being able to see the place... how many people would willingly offer themselves up to her if offered the chance? Even better, how many would offer up what tempted them most if that was one of the questions?

Gina was growing giddy with anticipation. This was going to work out better than she'd hoped, no doubt about that. Now, to get some grunts on the job, and get the first test subjects... no, tour guests, into the facility.


Chapter 2: Blueberry Blow Up

“Come on, Mom! Hurry up!” Anne couldn't believe this. She got chosen out of who knew how many people to see the inside of a G-Tech lab, and she was being slowed down by her mother! Anne was just out of college, forward thinking, demanding, and direct; she was very much not someone who liked to wait around. Thin, blonde, and well kept, the only thing that seemed out of place was how she dressed that day. Normally, she'd have dressed well, but since she assumed she'd be snacking all day, it was a sweatshirt and sweatpants for her.

Her mother meanwhile, was mostly the opposite. While attractive and holding her looks despite being almost fifty, she was chubbier than her daughter and slightly shorter. Though she was just as blonde, she preferred to take things slow, and enjoy the experience. Unlike her daughter, Virginia actually got dressed in her opinion, though she was still casual. Slightly over-sized jeans and a denim shirt were good enough for her.

“Anne, relax. No need to rush.”

“I just want to see everything. This place looked huge from the outside. And that means there's a ton inside! So hurry up!”

“Fine, I'm coming, I'm coming!”

Anne rolled her eyes, darting inside. She was going to see everything, and her mother was just going to have to catch up. Though once she got to the lobby, she wasn't really certain where to go. There didn't appear to be anyone else around-

“You must be Anne.”

Anne practically jumped out of her skin. Turning around, her eyes widened in shock as she looked up at the very tall woman before her. Was she seven feet tall? And she was built like a body builder. She put Anne's figure to shame! She tried not to focus on the fact that the woman had skin as dark as coal and eyes as red as fire, that made her feel like she was being inspected, like she was some kind of bug under a microscope.

“I-I am, yeah...”

“Wonderful!” The woman clapped her hands together, a bright smile appearing on her face. A smile that did nothing to make Anne feel less worried about her gaze. “I'm Gina, I'll be your tour guide today.”

“Oh, wonderful. I'm just waiting for my mom, she's going to be-”

“Oh wow. You are tall.”

Anne flushed with embarrassment. You weren't supposed to just say things like that! “Mom, these is Gina, and she's our tour guide, and-”

“I am tall, yes. You must be Virginia. I certainly hope I can show you both plenty of amazing things today~”

“Well that does sound pretty great!”

Anne huffed. “Yes, it does. Can we go?”

“Anne, there's no need to be so rude, we can-”

“Absolutely get moving. I'm happy to show you both around! This way~”

Anne ignored the look her mother gave her, following Gina through the doors and through the rather science lab looking hallways. It didn't take long for things to be shown off; rooms with giant marshmallows larger than cars, rooms with candy bars being produced in seconds, rooms with giant chocolate eggs being created and filled... there was a lot of giant candy, it seemed. And yet, nothing she could get her hands on!

It didn't help that her mother was constantly chatting with Gina, who seemed entirely happy to indulge her with all kinds of talk! That wasn't why she had wanted to come! Anne had figured this place would mean lots of free candy, the cheat day to end all cheat days!

As soon as Anne saw an opening, she pounced. “Gina, I'm really enjoying myself, but is there anything we can see a bit... closer? Or try?”

There was a sudden sparkle in Gina's eyes that Anne wasn't sure she liked. Why did she look like she expected her to ask that? “Oh, you want to have things you can touch, hm? We can absolutely do that. Come, this way~”

Gina suddenly turned sharply to the left, and led the two other women through the labyrinthine hallways, before leading them through a door and into what seemed to be some kind of large greenhouse. Around them were rows and rows of bushes with... jellybeans on them?

“Ah, here we are. This is one of my newest creations! Jellybean bushes! Rather than produce them artificially, I've found a way to grow them! As you can see, they produce all manner of colors! And before you ask, yes, you can eat them! Though don't eat the blue ones. They're not right yet and we wouldn't want you getting sick.”

Anne checked out as soon as she said that it was okay to eat them. No doubt the warnings were like the warnings on the papers they had signed before coming; boilerplate stuff meant to cover their butts if something went wrong. Clearly, they could be safely ignored!

And ignored they were. Anne happily gorged herself on jellybeans; surprisingly, they didn't taste like candy, but actual fruit! Every single color seemed to taste exactly like the fruit they were based on. Apple, cherry, grape, blueberry, orange... Honestly, she probably could have eaten them for hours, and she didn't even like jellybeans that much!

“Enjoying yourself?”

Once again, Anne almost jumped out of her skin. How could such a tall woman sneak up on people so easily? “Oh yeah, they're great! I can't wait to see what else you have in store!”

“I can't wait to show you~” There was something sickeningly sweet, almost knowing, in how Gina said like, like she didn't believe that at all. Anne tried to put it out of her mind.

After a few minutes more, Anne slowed down, then stopped eating; she felt abnormally full all of a sudden. Clearly, she'd eaten too much too fast; it was obviously time to move on!

“Okay, enough of these... let's keep moving.”

“Oooh, you're probably right. I think I could eat these for hours though... Bit hard to stop yourself from eating the blue ones though, right? They're so tempting when the others are so good, aren't they?”

“Huh? Oh, right. Yeah.”

“Anne! You didn't eat the blue ones, did you?”

“Of course not! I mean, I don't think so? I'm sure it's fine. I feel fine.” A gurgle from her gut said otherwise. Anne really did feel fuller now; it was like she was weirdly bloated, which was luckily covered up by her sweatshirt. Wearing loose clothing had definitely paid off for her.

“Alright, if you're sure, I mean...”

“Something wrong?” Again, Anne wanted to tell this woman to stop sneaking up on her like that.

“No, nothing!”

“Anne may have eaten some of the blue ones. That's not bad, is it?”

Anne rolled her eyes and groaned. There was her mother, always saying the things Anne didn't want her too. “I'm fine! Nothing's wrong!” Another gurgle came from her belly, slightly louder this time. The bloating feeling wasn't going away either, it was only getting worse! She felt fuller than she had before somehow.

“Really? Are you sure?” Gina leaned in slightly, eyes seeming to gleam mischievously. “Because if you did eat the blue ones, it's important that we know. They have very specific side effects.”

“Side effects? What kind of side effects?” Her mother's tone was quickly conveying worry; Anne couldn't believe this was happening. She was fine! Probably!

“Well, there's a few telltale signs. First, there's the bloating, which gets pretty bad. Then there's the skin discoloration. And of course, then comes the swelling. Why, people who eat them swell right up into blueberries themselves. It's a real problem.”

“Oh, thank god you're joking!” Her mother breathed a sigh of relief. “I thought you were serious.”

“I'm quite serious,” Gina retorted. “The last five people who ate them all became blueberries. That's why I deliberately said not to eat them. Of course, how fast the person swells up depends on how many they ate...”

“Anne, how many of them did you eat?”

“Mom, I'm fine! And I don't know? A few?” A much louder gurgle, one that couldn't be hidden, suddenly echoed from her belly. Looking down, Anne flushed as she realized that her belly was starting to push out against her sweatshirt. She really was as full as she felt!

Without missing a beat, her mother pulled up her sweatshirt and gasped. “What's wrong with her stomach?”

“What do you mean what's wrong with my-” Anne cut herself off as she looked down at her bloated, blue middle. It was a deep blue, as blue as the jelly beans she had eaten. “What's wrong with my belly?” Placing her hands on it, she could feel something sloshing around inside her, something that was making her belly press out against her hands.

“As I said, side effects include discoloration and bloating, which you're currently experiencing. At least we're now aware of the fact that you're becoming a blueberry.”

“I am not become a fruit!” Anne protested, despite her belly's further gurgling. Pulling her sweatshirt down, it did nothing to change the fact that she was starting to feel like she was pregnant or something. And it was then that she caught her mother staring at her face in confusion and horror. “What? What's wrong?”

“Your face! It's... it's blue!”

“What do you mean my face is blue?”

Her mother dug around in her purse before producing a mirror. “Look at yourself! You're blue!”

Anne gasped as she looked at herself. It was true. Her entire face was turning blue, spreading up from her neck and covering her entire head. Her eyes had been brown, but they too were now blue. Her blonde hair was even changing color, the blue color spreading from the roots right down to the tips.

At the same time, she realized her hands were turning blue, and she could only look down at her feet in dismay, watching the same thing happen to her feet through her sandals. She was definitely completely blue now.

Looking up at Gina, she tried to stem the panic that was building inside of her. “What's going to happen to me?”

“I already told you, you'll end up as a blueberry.”

“But what does that mean, exactly?” Her mother asked. “Like, she's not a fruit, she's a person! She can't... she can't turn into a fruit!”

“Oh, she's already well on her way to being a fruit. Right now, her body is processing all the fat she has, turning it into juice. Or at least, it's on its way to doing so.”

“But I don't have a lot of fat on my-” Anne was cut off as she felt a sudden surge in her rear. Looking behind her, she realized that her butt had grown considerably; it now easily filled out her sweatpants. Grabbing it with both hands, she realized how squishy it felt, like a water balloon.

“There we go! See, it's progressing like I said. Let's see now... You're five eight, right?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Oh, just calculating off the top of my head how large you're going to get.”

“What do you mean how large she's going to get? Fix her!” Her mother cried.

“Yeah, fix me!” Anne felt her hips swelling outward, making her look decidedly pear shaped; she was really glad that she'd worn sweatpants today. At the same time though, her growing thighs were making it really hard to stand normally; she was forced to widen her stance more by the moment. Soon, Anne found that she was running out of room in her sweats; never had she imagined that she would be that large in her entire life. And yet, it was happening right here.

“Well, that's going to have to happen after you're done ripening.”

“What happens to her then?” Her mother asked. “How do you fix her?”

“First we're going to juice her. That's a squeezing process where we get the juice out. That's the first bit.”

“And then?” Anne felt her belly swelling larger, poking out from between her waistband and her sweatshirt. Trying in vain to pull it down to cover herself, she realized that at the same time, her sides were beginning to swell up as well; every little bit of fat on her body was turning to juice! Her chest was getting bigger too; she could feel her breasts pressing against her bra, as it became increasingly tight. At least it was stretching a little bit.

“It'll be time to figure out what to do next. Don't worry, we won't just leave you as a giant fruit.”

“You'd better not!” Anne yelled, trying to sound intimidating. She didn't buy that Gina wouldn't just leave her as a giant blueberry. Not at this point. She didn't exactly have anything she could do though; she was quickly growing larger and there was no way she'd make it through the doors let alone out of the building.

Her body was beginning to look round. Her back was swelling outwards, as were her sides, forcing her arms upward. More and more of her skin was showing between her sweatshirt and sweatpants, as her body grew larger than anything they could cover. At this point, Anne was certain she'd never be able to reach around herself anymore. Then, there was a loud snapping sound as her bra broke, her breast surging forward and taking up most of her sweatshirt as a result. Honestly, her sweatshirt had become more of a bra, as she found herself swelling larger by the moment.

“How big is she going to get?” Her mother asked. Anne, admittedly, didn't want to think about that.

“Well, given that blueberries tend to end up around two and a half times the height of the person... She'll probably end up around fourteen feet, give or take a foot or so.”

“What?” The two women said in unison, though both were quickly drowned out by the increasingly loud sounds coming from inside Anne's body. The gurgling was accompanied by a dull creaking noise, as Anne felt her body stretching to accommodate all the juice inside of her. A few moments later, something horrifying occurred to her. “My feet aren't touching the ground anymore!”

“What?” Her mother walked around her, confirming what Anne had said. It was true; she was now balancing on her crotch, her legs slowly being absorbed into her body. At the same time, Anne could feel her arms growing fatter, before slowly disappearing into her increasingly large spherical body. Trying to keep as much of her body in existence as possible, Anne tried to move her hands and fingers, whimpering pathetically as she realized that both were swelling up just like the rest of her.

The sound of her clothing creaking was growing increasingly loud; obviously there was no chance that she was going to remain covered forever. That said, the idea that she was going to burst out of her sweatpants and her sweatshirt filled her with a dread she hadn't experienced before. It made the whole thing feel more real, like the realization that she was outgrowing what should be overly loose clothing made it all the more obvious that she was huge and getting bigger by the second.

Seams were breaking in her sweatpants, as Anne felt her feet swelling inside of her sandals. With a few loud snaps, they broke, leaving her feet to swell freely. All in all, the continued signs that she was in fact, becoming a blueberry was more humiliating than she could bear. She couldn't imagine how it could get any worse...

“Anne, you're leaking!”

Immediately, Anne flushed. “What? Where?”

“You're breasts and...” Her mother trailed off. Was that embarrassment Anne heard?

“You're leaking up top,” Gina gave Anne's breast a squeeze, causing pleasurable feelings to spread through her body. “And down below~” Her foot touched Anne's groin, causing the swelling girl to moan.

“Don't do that! Don't...” Her mother trailed off again.

“Get her off? Try not to be too mortified, ladies. The experience of swelling so large is often pleasurable as one gets larger, and the experience of being juiced is even more so.”

Anne however, was already rather mortified. She could feel her sweatshirt and sweatpants growing damp as juice leaked from her, a result of her growing increasingly large and her clothes growing increasingly stretched out across her form. Suddenly, there were several loud ripping sounds, as her body grew too large for her pants. The cloth simply tore off, as her body seemed to take advantage of the fact that it was becoming unrestricted. Moments later, her breasts began to tear through her sweatshirt, until it simply fell off of her, leaving Ann naked and exposed, leaking juice onto the ground.

Anne's mother stepped back, watching her daughter swell. She was swelling faster now, that was obvious, growing taller as well as wider. Wide eyed, her mother and Gina watched Anne grow increasingly round, her human features slowly disappearing as she grew.

Her nipples, previously large and swollen with juice, slowly disappeared, becoming stretched out and flat against her body, with the only indication that they had existed being the slightly darker blue spots on her otherwise uniformly blue skin. Her hands and feet swelled up, slowly disappearing into her body, her fingers and toes becoming nubs until those too disappeared completely.

Anne felt juice rush to her face, her cheeks and lips swelling up and making it entirely impossible for her to speak. All she could do was moan or groan, as she began to lose sight of everything around her. Her shoulders and chest were slowly obscuring her view, as her head sank down into her body slightly.

Suddenly, Anne felt something new, something she hadn't expected: pressure. The sudden pressure of having a body that no longer had anything left to absorb, but which still wished to grow. She could feel and hear her skin stretching as she swelled, though it was slower than it had been. She was being stretched out now, and that created a pressure which filled her with equal parts panic and pleasure.

Moaning through a swollen face, Anne couldn't fight the arousal that was flowing through her entire body as she got even bigger. She was leaking, she knew that, and she knew she should put up more of a fight against the pleasure that threatened to consume her thoughts... but at this point, it was nice to just stop thinking about her current predicament. So much so, that she lost all track of what was happening around her...


Chapter 3: Like Daughter Like Mother

Virginia couldn't believe this was happening.

Her daughter was a blueberry! Not only that, but she was still swelling up! She had to be at least twelve feet wide, and equally as tall, and yet her daughter was still growing bigger by the moment! The sound of her skin creaking, the sound of the juice flowing, continued to grow louder, and yet the tall woman who was their tour guide seemed more interested in watching than doing anything.

“What are we waiting for! We need to do something!”

“No, that would be a bad idea,” Gina replied, rather calmly despite the giant blueberry before them. “She's rather fragile right now. While I would love to juice her, she's not fully ripe, and we wouldn't want to accidentally make her explode.”

“Explode? She can explode?” Virginia was starting to panic. Her daughter couldn't explode! And this woman should be doing something to stop that!

“She could explode. That doesn't mean she will explode. In fact, I would much rather she didn't explode.”

Virginia threw her hands up in frustration. She wanted to do something, anything, to help her daughter. A daughter which now towered over them both and which was still growing larger. She was also moaning in a way that Virginia couldn't really decipher. On one hand it sounded like pleasure, but on the other hand, what if it was pain? What if Gina was wrong, and her daughter really was going to explode?

Anne was certainly leaking more. Juice slowly dribbled from the dark spots that had been her nipples, now so large and stretched flat, and from her crotch. Perhaps she was like a balloon, and if she wasn't helped, she might explode?

Virginia couldn't handle that. She needed to do something! “Well if you're not going to help, I am!”

Moving closer, Virginia tried to roll her daughter backwards, so that her crotch was at chest level for Virginia. That seemed to be the easiest way to get the juice out. Now she just had to push around it, right?

“You really shouldn't do what you're doing.” Gina's tone sounded scolding, but Virginia thought she heard what sounded like amusement underneath. “You're going to regret it.”

“I'm going to help my daughter, and there's nothing you can-” Virginia was cut off as she pressed against what she assumed had once been her daughter's thighs; immediately, like a cork being removed from a bottle, juice sprayed forth from her daughter like a fire hose. Virginia was knocked back by the spray, utterly floored by the torrent that was suddenly unleashed.

Though it was only for a few seconds, she had been drenched completely; being sopping wet like she had been dunked in a pool of juice was not on her list of things to do today. Wiping the juice from her face as best she could, she realized that Gina hadn't moved; she'd just been standing there calmly.

“Is that why you told me not to do that?”

“Yes, though there's another reason.”

“And what reason is that?” Virginia tried to shake the juice from her hands, only to realize that the blue color on them wasn't the juice. Her hands were blue. Pulling up her sleeve a bit, she realized her wrists were too. Pulling up her pants leg, she found her ankles were as well.

“It... dyed me blue?” was all Virginia could get out, her mind suddenly reeling with uncomfortable and worrying possibilities.

“That's not all it did.”

“What do you mean that's not-” Virginia was cut off by a loud gurgle in her stomach, followed by a sudden, intense fullness. If she could have, she would have paled, as realization came over her as to what was going to happen. Staring up at her daughter's growing form, panic began to take over. “You mean I'm going to... I'm going to...” Slowly, Virginia's belly swelled outward, bringing back feelings of being pregnant years before. Holding up her increasingly heavy gut, she quietly thanked the fact that she wore loose clothing that day...

“Yes, you're going to be a blueberry too. It's why I tried to warn you.”

“But you can fix me too, right? Right?” With a sudden surge, Virginia's gut grew too heavy to hold; dropping it, it burst through the button of her jeans, causing it to shoot and bounce off her daughter's growing body. The zipper burst as well, unable to contain the pressure of her growing body.

“Well, probably. Second hand blueberries are slightly different.”

“Different how?” Virginia's rear suddenly swelled, each butt cheek growing full and heavy, immediately filling out her jeans. She'd never been particularly curvy in the way that people wanted women to be, and now she was many times larger than she'd ever imagined wanting to be. She could feel her butt pressing into the seat of her pants, feel the denim straining to hold her massive rear in... Was this how Anne felt? So large and helpless and...

Was she aroused?

Virginia let out a whine as she felt her thighs and hips swelling up, the creaking denim acting like a ticking clock telling her that her doom was approaching. And yet, she found herself rubbing her growing thighs together slightly, juice already leaking slightly from her crotch. “What's... What's different about me...?”

“Well, for one, the swelling is usually much quicker... and the berries tend to get much larger. And, of course, the sensations are rather intense...”

A loud ripping sound signaled that her butt has split her jeans down the middle, and yet the feeling of it caused her to orgasm. A deep purple blush appeared on Virginia's cheeks, as she felt arousal growing stronger than her fear. Honestly, she was happy that her daughter was already a berry; she'd never want Anne to see her like this!

“Oh god it's feels... it feels...” Virginia was turning truly pear shaped, her thighs bursting through the seams of her jeans and revealing more and more blue flesh beneath. Her waist widened considerably, her poor, overtaxed pants trying and failing to contain the growing woman within. Finally, with a loud bang, they burst off her body, the ripples through her body causing Virginia to climax once again.

“So... good...” Reaching down, Virginia realized she couldn't actually reach her crotch anymore. She couldn't stimulate herself. Her arms were too short, even though they were still normal sized, to reach over her growing body.

Speaking of a growing body, Virginia realized in her ecstasy, she had lost track of how the rest of her body was changing. Her belly had never stopped growing, but the bagginess of her shirt had managed to cover it before. Now, it was too large for that. She was too large. Her body was growing rounder, unlike how her daughter had grown; whereas Anne had grown piece by piece, Virginia was growing everywhere at once, spreading out from her core.

Her breasts swelled up, bursting her bra, but Virginia barely noticed in her euphoria. What she noticed, however, was that her shirt was no longer capable of covering her. Buttons puckered as large gaps appeared between them, revealing her blue skin beneath; yet instead of fear, Virginia found herself craving the moment when they finally burst off.

She did not have to wait long. Her rapidly swelling body, rounding out as it was, did not spare her clothes anymore than it had spared her daughter's. One button over her belly burst, and then another, and then another, until each of them had shot off in various directions leaving her body exposed. Unlike her daughter, whose breasts had grown first, Virginia's simply disappeared into her body. Somehow, she couldn't find it in herself to care, when she felt this good.

Arousal was clouding her mind; Virginia was only somewhat aware that her body was still growing at this point, she was simply riding the waves of orgasms that kept coming as she swelled. She heard her shirt ripping across her swelling back, heard her sleeves burst as her arms swelled, but she ignored them. She was entirely focused on how good it felt.

Virginia had never had any sex that felt as good as what she was now experiencing. Even as she felt her arms and legs disappearing, she couldn't bring herself to want it to end. Even as she heard the bangs that meant that her shoes had burst off, she couldn't bring herself to cry for help. Even as her face swelled up, as juice filled her lips and cheeks and her head began to sink into her body, she couldn't bring herself to worry about any of it.

Unlike Anna, Virginia was leaking considerably, a result of how aroused she was and how intense the feelings were. And yet, she was still growing larger, and faster, than her daughter had. Soon, she was larger than her daughter, and yet she still swelled bigger by the moment. Virginia had become a blueberry, same as her daughter... but she had never been happier or more aroused.

Even as the workers began to roll her away, even as she found herself being rolled towards what she assumed was the juicer... she wished she could tell them to stop, to not juice her, lest the pleasure stop...


Afterword
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