Fleur hugged her knees, eyes languishing on the various needles and gauges
set in the gray metal walls, and gave another long, heartfelt sigh. Fully twelve
atmospheres remaining, by her reading. Or, by a more relevant metric, a half-
dozen more hours steeping in ennui inside the tiny decompression chamber
aboard the ship that served as their base of operations, almost but not entirely
motionless in the safe waters of the harbor. She should be grateful, she knew.
Relish a bit of boredom after the mishap earlier that day, from which only quick
reactions and some impressive new technology had saved her. But that was the
sort of thing that happened five hundred feet beneath the surface. That was part
of the thrill. Free diving on the world stage was daring, dangerous, exciting.
Risky. Nine hours in a steel box with only a bare cot and a jumble of spare tanks
and fins stored there against regulations for company was none of those things.

Still, she had to smile a little in her post-panic purgatory. When her sponsors
had trotted her out in that revolutionary new wetsuit, they were all about slogans
and safety margins, cutting-edge science and national pride. A girl could survive a
meteor strike wearing it, they’d said, and Fleur had to believe them. The tight
weave seemed practically bulletproof. And though it left her movement
unimpeded, something or other about the way it squeezed her body was
supposed to make decompression sickness a thing of the past. Naturally, then,
she'd accepted it, not as some boring safety measure, but rather as a sleek red
license to push the limit, trimmed in flattering lines of white and blue.

And push it she had. She liked to think she really could have snatched that
record right back from her stupid, smug, smirking rival—Natali's face swam
before her, the bane of her competitive career, presenting the eminently
punchable expression she always wore as the press swarmed around to play up
the rivalry—if her ascent balloon hadn’t torn open 180 meters beneath the
surface. She’d made it up on emergency air without things progressing from dire
to catastrophic, which was no small miracle. And her efforts hadn't resulted in a
total loss; they'd still gotten some good data off her, the kind those hangers-on
with clipboards dreamed of recording and feared ever collecting. The suit had
proven itself a wonder, indeed. And now here she was. Shuffled into the chamber
with no time to clear its unsanctioned debris, stewing in ennui as she paid the
piper with almost half a day of waiting for the tortuously slow decompression
cycle to finish. A jail cell, except without the interesting roommates. Or the hope
of parole.

She lay back on the cot, closed her eyes and sighed again. Dreams of the
cool, blue depths that awaited her once she was freed from her steel coffin and
cleared by the medical team came drifting over her. Fantasies of sliding into the
light-starved abyss, leaving Natali drifting stunned and jealous in her wake.



The imagined weight of a gleaming, golden medal had just settled between
her slim breasts when she snapped an eye open. Had something moved?
Probably, she decided, looking pointedly at the pile of equipment she was certain
went against one code or another as gentle swells rocked her safe prison. The
impersonal jostling of tank against fin, nothing more. The sea was ever in motion,
and the crew—on the subject of regulations—doubtless had their own excuses to
shirk their watch. The captain himself would be out on shore by now, unless she'd
mistaken a series of particularly lurid dreams for reality. Not that she cared much
about such supervision; she was serving out her sentence in solitude, boots on
the deck or no. She sighed again, a lungful that would fill a phone booth at
normal pressure, and flicked her eyes over to the pressure gauge out of habit.
Not a hair under twelve atmospheres. In fact, was it her imagination, or had it
actually inched backwards since she last gave it a glance?

No, she thought, that was just the boredom speaking. She felt like a student
again, sitting in school and swearing they’d invented clocks that jumped back five
minutes whenever you looked away. Her eyes fluttered shut once more, but
almost immediately she heard another movement, this time loud enough to
recognize a faint, echoing quality that meant it wasn’t coming from inside the
chamber. Another glace at the gauge, and—twelve and a quarter? She sat up,
legs hanging off the cot.

“Is someone there?”

No answer but another muffled clink. "Who—" she paused, closed her mouth
and listened. Something that wasn’t a tap or a clank. So quiet she felt it more
than heard it, picking gradually up as she strained to perceive it. When she could
hear it properly she recognized it easily as the subtle hiss of rushing air. She
stood and walked over to the equipment in the corner, none of which seemed to
be leaking. The dial on the wall was pointing to thirteen now. That was too much.
Way too much. A leaking scuba tank couldn’t do that. Her pulse picked up as she
called out again, and was answered only with a freshening hiss.

There was no doubt now; the chamber was refilling, taking in air until it was
back up to where it had all started. Had the cycle somehow reset? She checked
the panel of buttons and levers on the wall, and hadn't the faintest idea where to
start. She wasn’t a techie. She was a rising star, the diving prodigy, the Blonde
Beauty, the French Mermaid. All she could really tell was that the needles on the
pressure gauges were moving backwards, and that they weren’t moving slowly.
Fourteen atmospheres, they showed, then fifteen, then seventeen. That was... she
recalled the simple conversions she’d learned. Diving ten meters was equivalent
to adding one atmosphere. One atmosphere worked out to about fifteen PSI. The
needle pushed past eighteen and kept on moving. That was 180 meters, right?



That’s where it had started, where it should have stopped. Yet it didn't even slow.
Nineteen, twenty atmospheres. She looked down at herself, slid a trembling hand
down the front of her wetsuit. That meant 300 PSI inside the chamber. Inside her.
She could blow a Macy’s parade balloon up with her own breath at that point. Half
the gauges were maxed out now, the rest well on their way. There had to be
some malfunction. She traced her fingers around the knobs, over various buttons
and half-legible labels. Before she could work up the courage to twist or press
anything, a deafening silence fell over the chamber and with it, a palpable sense
of relief. Someone was getting a talking to once she got out, but—

Squeeeaak.

She turned to the door and then quickly back down to the panel, where a
bright red light winked on and off above a label that sent her heart pounding:
Manual Vent Engaged.

“Wait! Stop!” she shouted, running to the door. It was already too late. A
new, far more terrible hiss filled the chamber, this time heralding the motion of air
in the opposite direction. The gauges began to fall. Fast. In moments she could
feel the pressure differential billowing up inside her as the twenty plus
atmospheres she'd been forcibly acclimated to pushed out against the
plummeting exterior pressure. She gulped down the rising swell in her chest, but
didn't dare try shouting again lest the blast of escaping air cascade into a
runaway equalization that would rip her lungs to shreds. Her cheeks reddened
and her chest heaved. A familiar pounding rose in the back of her throat, the
throbbing sensation of holding in a breath against the desperate need to breathe.
The sensation began to spread, pulsing and throbbing and leaking out to fill her
whole body. The rush of venting air grew louder, and then louder still, and yet it
wasn't loud enough to drown out her panicked whimpering.

How many atmospheres was the suit rated for, again? Up and down her body
it squeezed her, growing tighter, ever tighter. It had been snug before, flatteringly
tight over her athletic form, like a second skin. Now, as she hugged herself with
both arms, the material seemed stretched to her touch, taut and smooth and...
round? She pulled her arms away and looked down at herself. What she saw
made her eyes go wide—but not nearly as wide as the rest of her. Her breasts
were swollen up like two slick, red watermelons, and her stomach an
unmistakable curve between them. Even as she stared in incredulity she could
feel the suit tightening, hear the hollow gurgle of trapped gas expanding within
her, see her turgid melons ripening and the smooth taut curve of her midsection
pushing farther outward with each frantic beat of her heart. Enough air to inflate
a Macy's parade balloon, she thought again, and that was exactly what was
happening to her.



Larger and larger she grew as the densely-packed atmosphere drained away
and the air trapped inside her swelled to fill the void. Her cheeks puffed out like a
hamster's as she struggled to keep herself corked, the marvelous super-material
of the wetsuit squeaking and straining in her growth. She could only stand there,
wobbling on unsteady feet as her belly bulged like a bright red exercise ball
beneath her titanic breasts and her hips and her ass filled out to match. The floor
rocked beneath her and she stumbled, throwing out her arms stiffly in a bid to
stay upright, but her legs were sluggish and her balance disrupted by her
newfound girth and the motion of the ocean. One clumsy step back and she lost
her footing entirely, tumbling backward onto the hard metal floor. As she
impacted, she felt her whole body thrum with a note like a bass drum.

She bounced once, still vibrating, and came to rest on her back. The drab
ceiling filled her vision, along with a concerningly large portion of her own bloated
body as her stomach made a concerted bid to reach it. She tried to sit up, but the
sheer volume of her midsection was far too much to overcome. She was stuck. A
bright red, round, squeaking balloon of a former lithe swimmer, waving her limbs
uselessly, unable to regain her footing or lift herself to reach the panels on the
wall to stop the evacuating air.

There seemed to be no end to the swelling, no limit to her growth. She was
filling out like a life raft, every two atmospheres’ difference pumping her body
tight as a car tire. Her ballooning thighs pushed slowly apart, swollen arms
spreading out like smooth red sausages, her entire frame blowing up until she
seemed to fill half the chamber. It felt as if she'd swallowed a whale for dinner,
and was working unwillingly on seconds. Her wetsuit began to groan ominously,
staccato snaps filling the air. Any moment now and its miraculous fibers would
meet their match. The stitching would give way. A seam would fail. A single rip,
that was all it would take, and then the suit would tear away and all that pressure
would finally escape all at once, blowing up her naked body like a bomb. She
closed her eyes, felt sweat running down her temples, a throb in her chest...

Squeeeaak.

The door to the chamber gave a metallic clank and swung slowly open,
venting the last bit of pressure with a hiss. She looked over her spherical belly,
which creaked in complaint with the sudden drop in atmospheric pressure, and
her eyes met a sight straight out of her nightmares.

“You just don’t know when to let go, do you?” Natali purred, and smiled,
tossing her black velvet hair, letting it fall back over olive-skinned shoulders and
frame her rosy cheeks. “Two... accidents in one day. What’s a girl to do under all
that pressure?”



Fleur gave a little squeak, tried to scuttle backwards, and managed only a
pitiful wobble. Her gleefully-grinning rival gave a loud, short laugh in response.
One word played over in Fleur’s mind, that one exquisitely emphasized word,
underlining the sudden revelation that there had been no unplanned malfunctions
after all. Dread filled her like hissing air as Natali sauntered forward, a tight
yellow-and-green bikini clinging to the athletic body that was cresting the horizon
of Fleur’s enormous stomach.

“Of course, they say pressure makes diamonds. But you look more like a
party balloon to me. A very, very full one." She traced a finger around the handle
of her diving knife, which was still strapped to one leg, as she stepped over the
threshold to the chamber. "Just one little pinprick away from going... pop!" She
laughed again as Fleur lay spread in her shadow, a mirthful giggle that echoed off
the metal walls.

Fleur's puffed-up cheeks flashed a deeper shade of crimson. The thought of it
was mortifying, sending a wave of hot, helpless shame crashing through her. To
burst. To pop like the balloon she was. It was a prospect as absurd as it was
humiliating, yet the overwhelming pressure thrumming through every inch of her
lent a horrifying plausibility to the threat. Her space-age wetsuit groaned under
the strain of containing her. She could feel the seams straining, the fabric
stretching thin, the pressure in her body pushing outwards, desperate for release.
A single rip, she thought, one single slice in the high-tech material...

"I must say," Natali mused as she slid forward and mounted Fleur's swollen
stomach like a rodeo rider, her naked thighs spread wide, "That suit is truly
remarkable. I thought for sure you'd be nothing but scraps by now." Fleur
whimpered, cheeks burning red as the new weight squeezed her overfull body.
Natali grinned mischievously at her discomfort, squeezing her legs, sending a
pulse of pressure through Fleur that seemed as if it might push her over the
edge. "But everything has its limit, doesn't it? And I think your luck's just run
out." Laughing again, she drew her knife and lowered it like a pin towards Fleur’s
balloon belly.

No, no, no! pleaded Fleur silently, completely at her rival’s mercy. She
watched the point of the knife inch closer, bracing herself for that final,
precipitous moment, but Natali angled the tip away at the last second and
skimmed it sideways over the taut red surface, wandering over the vast expanse
of her body, exploring the trim of her suit, poking ever so gently at the seams.

“Oh, but I forget my manners,” Natali said, and slipped the knife back in its
sheath, flashing a smile that was near as threatening. "I never said hello, did I?”

She leaned in, prostrating herself over Fleur’s voluminous frame, propping



herself up on hands splayed wide over firm, swollen breasts. Closer still she
leaned in, her naked legs gripping Fleur’s rounded sides ever harder in a bid to
prevent herself from sliding forward off the slope of her stomach.

“Bonjour,” she said when their noses nearly touched, and kissed Fleur softly
on each cheek. She grinned and lingered there a moment, staring triumphant into
pleading eyes inches from her own. “Et au rev—"

With strength of desperation Fleur struck, adrenaline fueling her swollen
arms as she brought them up and wrapped them tightly around the back of
Natali’'s head. Natali jerked back, trying to push herself free, but Fleur held on,
digging her fingers into Natali’s dark hair and pulling her in ever closer. With a
final heave she yanked Natali forward and downward and covered her rival's lips
with her own in a furious, desperate kiss that was neither tender nor romantic.
Natali’s eyes went wide and she squealed as realization struck her—

Fleur blew.

The rush of air that blasted forth was so massive, so rapid, that she feared
for a moment that the catastrophic uncorking she'd been so carefully avoiding
had come to pass, that the resistance of Natali's body was insufficient to
moderate the sudden release. But Natali, in all her lithe, athletic glory, held
herself together—just barely. Fleur's breath surged into her like a tidal wave, her
cheeks ballooning and her body bulging out so rapidly it was a wonder she didn't
simply explode then and there. She kicked and struggled and bucked, yet Fleur
held her fast as her high-tech wetsuit squeezed the air from her body like a giant
hand, forcing her to act as the helpless, squealing receptacle for every last bit of
it. The strings of Natali's tiny bikini bit into her tanned flesh as she inflated like a
life raft under the force of Fleur's exhalation. Her breasts billowed and her belly
swelled, pushing her up and away as Fleur’s grip tightened, pulling her back down
to maintain the seal. Even as Fleur paused to gather herself for the next assault,
the air continued to flow between them, the balance of pressure working
unstoppably to correct itself in a continuous transfer that gushed down Natali's
throat like a firehose shoved between her lips. And when Fleur did blow again in
earnest, the result was nothing short of spectacular. Natali squealed and kicked as
her legs as her billowing stomach lifted her up on its mass, her tits going
spherical and her hips and thighs and ass followed suit. She was nothing but a
vast expanse of curved olive skin wrapped ever more tenuously in garish green
and yellow as she whimpered and groaned and puffed out in all directions.

Fleur continued her assault with vigor. Her wetsuit still stretched drum-tight
against her colossal girth, but it no longer creaked and crackled and threatened to
give way at any moment. The sensation of her own deflation was nothing short of



heavenly, the gradual relief of pressure a balm to her frayed nerves. Even more
satisfying was the feeling of Natali's belly ballooning out against her own, the
muffled protests and pathetic squeals that died against her lips, the sudden rip
that sounded as the knife burst off her swollen thigh. A fire burned in Fleur’s
chest, a righteous indignation whipped into a blaze by the desire for vengeance,
the feeling of power. She wasn't just saving herself; she was getting even. She
was turning the tables, taking Natali down a peg or three, paying her back for
every slight, every insult, every sneer and taunt. For the balloon that had torn
180 meters deep, the chamber that had vented twenty atmospheres in moments,
for the taunting, playful prick of her knife. One thought stood out to her as she
filled her flailing rival until her naked midriff swelled out as round as her own. One
goal: she was going to pump every last bit of air into Natali that she could
handle, and then keep on going.

Natali’s bulk was enormous now, pressing down on Fleur like a baby whale.
Fleur's limbs loosened gradually as the air evacuated her body, limbering up,
regaining their strength and flexibility. Reclaiming their range of motion. Without
warning, she broke the kiss and heaved upwards, forcing Natali off of her before
she became too difficult to move. They rolled over another, jockeying for position,
Natali’s pressure-stiffened arms and legs no match for Fleur’s returned mobility.
They skidded over the smooth floor, scattering piles of equipment like two
enormous bowling balls, finally coming to rest against a cold metal wall. Natali
was propped half-upright, Fleur leaning in on top of her. Fleur smiled, touching
Natali’'s cheek as she tried to turn away, met her panicked eyes as she locked lips
and resumed her inflation.

The air flowed less violently between them now, but Fleur’s fervor was
undiminished. Relentlessly she pumped her body, pouring all her pent-up anger
and frustration, all her fear and humiliation, into her rival's quivering frame.
Forcing it all right down her throat. Natali squeaked pitifully, a complaint that was
worse than useless. Fleur pressed on despite the feeble protest, strengthened in
spite of it, extracting twisted satisfaction from every inch her rival swelled
beneath her. Soon she was nearly back to normal size, still squeezing herself with
all her might, working herself like a vengeful bellows. Slowly the last few breaths
came as Fleur began to fight uphill against the pressure building in Natali, buoyed
up by her rival's taut skin rising beneath her, now creaking tantalizingly in
complaint until she was utterly swollen, completely immobile, as tight and round
as Fleur had ever been, her cheeks bulging like grapefruits and her arms and legs
spread out comically.

When Fleur could force no more past her rival’s lips she slid smoothly back
onto the floor, standing before Natali’s spherical frame and scanning her up and



down with a satisfied smile. The pressure inside them was finally equal, though it
seemed strange to think it; Natali resembled little more than an olive-skinned
beach ball while Fleur, wrapped in the grip of her miraculous wetsuit, simply
looked a bit curvy. She slid a hand appraisingly down her front. There was enough
air inside her yet to burst someone like a tick under normal pressure. Well—she
flicked Natali’s belly, producing a panicked squeal and a sharp, reverberating note
—almost. She looked down as something cold and heavy rolled against her ankle;
a spare tank of air knocked over by their struggle. An idea struck her, so
delicious, so perfect, it made her laugh out loud. She knew exactly how to fix
that.

Fleur picked up the tank, grabbing the attached rubber hose in her other
hand, and set it upright before Natali with a little metal clank. The valve squeaked
open easily in her grasp and the hose jumped in her hand, hissing and writhing
like an angry snake. Natali’s wide, frantic eyes darted from the hose in Fleur's
hand to her face and back again, her swollen cheeks flushing a deeper shade of
crimson. She shook her head, clamped her lips shut, managed a pitiful *"Hmm-
mmn! Mmmn-mm!” Fleur leaned forward, toying with the hose, shooting a jet of
air over Natali's cheeks, blowing back her hair. Still grinning, she met her
distended rival’s eyes and then pushed the end of the hose between her own lips.

The effect was immediate and intense. The air gushed into her, her cheeks
bulging and her chest rising at the blast of pressure, and she gulped it eagerly
down, riding out the initial shock until she was groaning not with fear or
discomfort but with gleeful anticipation. She closed her eyes, shutting out Natali’s
flailing limbs to concentrate on the feeling of the air pumping into her, swirling
inside her body, of her skin pushing out against her suit. Her stomach rounded
slowly out again as her internal pressure climbed, breasts plumping and thighs
expanding. Yet not nearly so much as they would without the suit. The space-age
material squeezed back, molding itself to her every deepening curve, reinforcing
her flesh, bearing the brunt of the pressure and containing the swelling within
her. She felt it all, every millimeter of expansion, every bit of the building strain,
all of it transmuted by the suit’s miraculous fibers into a warm, tingling pressure
that was downright pleasurable this time around. A balloon again, but this time in
control, swelling and stretching with glorious purpose. It was intoxicating,
invigorating. Empowering. At last she groaned her satisfaction and opened her
eyes again and looked down at herself, traced the curve of her belly with one
hand. Enough air beneath her touch to pop someone like a cheap balloon.
Definitely.

She turned shut the valve on the tank and let the hose drop from her mouth.
Two strides forward and her plump form pressed gently against Natali's globe-like



belly. The French Mermaid leaned over her rival's distended form, half-climbing

atop her, propping herself up with hands that sank slightly into the taut, green-

and-yellow wrapped melons, watching her rising panic with relish. Giggling, she
kissed her on each swollen cheek in turn, and then hovered nearly nose-to-nose
with her.

“What is it you were saying?" she purred. "Oh, right. Au revoir, ma belle."

She grinned and swept a stray lock of hair tenderly from Natali's face. And
then, with one last look at her desperate expression, she wrapped both hands
around the back of Natali’s head, pulled her in, and sealed her lips against her
rival's.

Then, once more, she blew.

Natali waved her sausage arms, kicked her balloon thighs, squealed into her
rival's mouth and struggled with all her might, but it was all for naught. Fleur held
her tight, prosecuting their kiss with forceful intimacy as she pumped a long, slow
breath down her rival's throat. It wasn't the gushing torrent of before, but a
steady, deliberate stream of air, controlled and inexorable and utterly personal,
and Natali was helpless against her power. She took it unwillingly in, tight and
turgid as a tick about to pop, unable to move, unable to resist as she gulped it all
down. Her muffled squeaks and squeals grew more frantic as Fleur blew again
and then again, each breath a deliberate act of dominance, a vengeful assault
that pushed in without pause despite the monstrous pressure building within
Natali's body. Natali pulsed and throbbed beneath her rival, eyes going wide and
cheeks going wider as her very skin began to creak like overstretched rubber,
echoing the ominous impossibility of her situation off the steel walls. Every
endless inch of her gleaming olive form was stretched to its absolute limit, and
she knew this time that there was no hope of matching the pressure contained by
Fleur's miracle suit with her own unaided flesh.

And Fleur knew it, too.

Her exhalations slowed, drawn out with deliberate, teasing slowness in a
final, intimate taunt. The creaking of Natali's skin grew louder with every puff, the
sound of her impending doom sweet music to Fleur's ears. Her heart raced with
the thrill of it, but she kept the flow even and controlled, savoring the instant, the
culmination of her vengeance. Another breath, and Natali's expansion slowed,
creeping asymptotically out toward her ultimate limit. She was a bomb, primed
and ticking, the detonator beyond the reach of her flailing, puffed-up limbs. Fleur
drew in a breath, long and slow and deep as the sea itself, the last she'd need.
She dug into the kiss, bringing her tongue to bear, groaning with the pleasure of
dominating her rival with the forceful intimacy as she held the breath that would



seal Natali’s fate within herself. She paused, letting the anticipation build, a
delicious, agonizing moment of pure suspense. And then, with a final triumphant
surge, she blew.

Natali's eyes went wide as she gulped down that last, fatal puff, the
exhalation they both knew she had no hope of containing. For a moment she
teetered on the brink, a living balloon growing tighter rather than larger, a
pneumatic powder keg with her fuse burnt to the quick. Her cheeks flushed
crimson with the effort of resisting the straw that would break the camel's back,
but there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop it. A final muffled squeak
died against Fleur's lips as the very last bit of air she could possibly contain
entered her, and then a little more. The deep, rubbery keening of her
overstretched skin escalated to a crescendo, and gave way abruptly to a
deafening report like a thunderclap that echoed in the steel chamber.

Fleur blinked her eyes an instant later from her new position, splayed out
against the far wall. She lay there for a moment, dazed and breathless, a ringing
in her ears and a lump on her head from the impact. Tiny shreds of green and
yellow swirled around the chamber like snow, settling gradually over the floor.
She stared at the spot where Natali had been just a second before, replaying the
moment in the theater of her mind. The feeling of pumping that last breath into
her murderous rival, the terminal creaking of overstretched skin, the stifled panic
of her squeal, the feeling of power as Fleur blew her up to bursting despite her
desperate efforts and then the ultimate, cataclysmic release. Slowly Fleur smiled,
and then she grinned.

How'’s that for pressure? she thought, watching the drifting tatters that were
all that remained of her former rival.



