Dinner, Interrupted
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   Baxter entered his home after an average day at work in exactly the same way that he did every single day for the past 12 years; through the garage. And he found his wife Shannon in the exact same place as he’d found her every single day for the past 12 years; in the kitchen preparing their evening meal.

Wearing khaki pants and a blue shirt, which was the standard dress at the chemical plant, he swaggered in and greeted her in the usual fashion.

What Baxter loved, what he thought about practically all day was, “What will she be wearing today?” For every single day over the past 12 years, without fail, she’d be wearing something different… sometimes outrageous, sometimes normal, sometimes simple, sometimes unthinkable.

Like the time he found her in her self-described “Super Slut” outfit. A crotchless, pantyless version of a Super Girl costume complete with the blue spandex pants and shirt, a red “Supergirl” emblem emblazoned on the front. Heck, she even had the cape!

They screwed themselves silly that day, their dog “Caesar the 3rd” howling all evening!!

Another time he entered finding her covered in toothpaste from head to toe, or wearing hand towels stitched together, wearing his clothes on backwards or the time he found her covered in Saran Wrap®. 

He smiled inwardly remembering how much trouble he’d had eating his sack lunches from then on.

He had a gift to, though he couldn’t always come up with something new to surprise her, he always tried. Just last week, he entered holding a baby alligator on a leash, with a pink bow atop its head, fangs blaring as it scurried nervously across the cold tile.

Today, Baxter found Shannon in the kitchen wearing her red, cooking apron, white cotton bra …. and nothing else save the pink bunny ears standing proudly atop her head.

Shannon was an average looking woman, 5’ 6” tall, curly dark hair with an average weight of about 135 lbs. and average “B” cup breasts but to Baxter, who loved her dearly; she was simply the most beautiful woman in the world. 
He paused as her entered the kitchen and took in her newest adornment. Covering his mouth to keep from laughing, he wheeled in his newest surprise.

In a dark, gravel-like, nearly menacing voice, Baxter said, “Hello lover.”

Shannon smiled, somehow after all these years she never tired of hearing those two words. How it could make her instantly wet in her loins continually mesmerized and intrigued her yet loved it nevertheless.

“Hiya stranger,” she answered back without turning around, in the exactly the same way she always answered, in a throaty, seductive voice. 

She had heard clanking sounds but just figured that he was into his normal “Surprise Mode.” Her skin turning slightly red from embarrassment, her tiny butt exposed through the back of the apron.

He snuggled up to her from behind and nuzzled her neck, she almost dropped the frying pan out of sheer passion but continued cooking dinner.

He smirked and taking the hint that she was going to play a bit hard to get, he began to caress her backsides slowly, working his way down to her wonderfully tight butt and in between her legs… heaven.

She loved it when he did that, sometimes she just needed a good ol’, nasty, take-me-from-behind-and-fuck-me-senseless romp just to keep things lively.

He rubbed her ass slowly, groping her hindquarters with alternating tenderness and fierceness, then suddenly; she moaned!

LOUD!

Very, very loud… in fact, so loud that it surprised them both and they each giggled like teenagers after the high school prom, in the back of their father’s Chevy.

Still caressing her with one hand, Baxter reached back and found the end of the tube, crimping its end he reached for the top of the canister and turned it one full rotation.

Carefully warming it with his free hand, he slowly and carefully inserted it into her lovebox whilst simultaneously biting her neck… hard!!

Shannon yelped and was on the verge of getting angry when he soothed her again with soft, gentle kisses.

Wiggling her butt around, she could tell something was different yet she just thought it was his fingers probing her loins, moving deep within her.

“You’re in a bit of a hurry,” she mentioned.

“No, not really,” he replied nonchalantly.

Releasing the kink in the line, Baxter smiled as the warm compound flowed through the transparent tube into his lovers’ body. This special substance he’d discovered quite by accident at the plant had still unresolved characteristics but what he did know about the substance pleased him greatly.

It was non-toxic, slightly lighter than air and it caused whatever it came in contact with to instantly become balloon or rubbery-like and, most importantly, he had brought a 50 liter canister of it home… to play.

The kissing continued, the cooking continued, the inflation continued and neither Shannon nor Baxter thought about letting on to what was really happening.

“Are you really going to keep on cooking, ignoring me?” Baxter asked, hoping for the answer he wanted.

“O…of…. of course dear,” she replied, feeling a bit gassy and tight in her belly region

yet completely determined to finish cooking. Although only an average cook, Shannon consistently tried new recipes from various magazines. Their cupboard stocked full of the latest cooking utensils purchased during nights when she couldn’t sleep.

Tonight’s dinner was pretty simple, albeit a bit unorthodox.

“What’s for dinner anyway, honey?” He inquired, watching the fluid steadily flow into her, it’s effect unrealized yet.

“Breakfast,” she blurted out, “We’re having breakfast for dinner tonight.” 

She said, whilst reaching over to prepare the skillet with slices of thick bacon.

“Feel anything?” he asked, nonchalantly.

“Besides your fingers probing my butt… uh… ummm, I’m actually feeling a bit gassy,” she replied introspectively.

Baxter lifted up his hand and was about to show her that his hands were free but instead decided to let things get a bit more interesting.

“How does it feel?” he said.

“Kinda warm and tingly,” she giggled, “I like it, please don’t stop!”
“Errr, okay…” he answered. “Say, I don’t think that you’ll be able to complete err… breakfast … ummm.. dinner so why don’t you stop for a moment and lets do what comes natural… you know… conjugate the marriage a little.”

Feeling challenged, she replied, “You do your worst mister, although whatever you’re doing feels pretty good….”

She pauses, noticing her chest is beginning to rise ever so slowly, her breasts seem to be swelling and her stomach feeling so stuffed.

“…I really want to get dinner finished, you can have me later, okay honey?” She says, her face now a flustered red color.

“Oh… okay sweetheart but I’m willing to bet that you won’t be able to complete fixing our meal, in fact, I don’t think that you’ll last 10 more minutes.”

Shannon wheels around halfway, “Mister, you’ve got a bet!”

Baxter thrusts his hands towards her face, her reaction is classic as she realizes that although she still feels a wonderful, tender probing deep within, it wasn’t Baxter’s hand pleasuring her. 

It was something…. something entirely different.

With a stirring spoon in one hand and the fork occupying the other she twists around a bit more to finally see the tube coming out of her, then snaking towards an undescriptive canister. The silver canister is marked, "Experimental."

Sensing her awkwardness and apprehension, Baxter pipes up, “It won’t hurt a bit sweetheart, I promise you! Just relax and enjoy the experience.”

“Oh… OH… okay honey,” she responds confidently, biting her lip in attempt to hold back the mini-orgasms she is feeling.

“Wow!” Baxter comments, “That was a nice one! There will be plenty more of those… amongst other things.”

Shannon simply nods her head and resumes scrambling their eggs.

Baxter steps around to the barstools facing the kitchen, resting his elbows on the counter, he watches.

Shannon continues, however she begins to notice her bra tightening. And it is not just her breasts that seem to be larger but her whole chest seems to be expanding outward.

She pauses, stands completely still as she feels her belly push forward, the strings of her apron loosening.

“Breakfast is burning,” Baxter whispers softly, bringing Shannon abruptly back to the task at hand.

Her inflation continues, barely perceptible to the eyes. Shannon grits her teeth, the pleasurable sensation of the warm gas combined with her seemingly endless mini-orgasms nearly causes her to quit. 

"I'm not a quitter," she mumbles to herself, "And, dammit, he won the last bet we had and I had to walk around naked all weekend." 

A wry smile snakes across her face remembering that moment, while a bit awkward, the long hours of unbridled sex made the previous bet more than pleasurable.

Shannon belly presses forward, swelling slowly outward.

The sausage and bacon cooking on one side, the eggs continue to sizzle on the frying pan on the other burner. Shannon continues stirring methodically, her body expanding further.

"Honey," she says, "How much … errr… how much is in the canister?"

"About 50 liters," he responds coyly.

"H... hh…how big will it make me, how… oh… big will I grow?" She stammers.

"I'm not quite sure really, pretty big I think," he smiles.

Still her belly swells, her breasts begin expanding as well, both causing her apron to slowly rise upward.

Her taut belly now presses against the counter and, in its expansion, causes her to readjust her stance further from the stove.

"You're halfway there," Baxter remarks after looking at his watch. 

"But this is taking too long!" He remarks, waltzing over and twists the handle open fully.

An audible "whoosh" is heard followed by a sensual "yelp" from Shannon as the warm liquid surges into her. Realizing that she's running out of time, Shannon stirs even faster, willing the eggs to cook more quickly.

Her belly presses forward more and more, her previously ample breasts swelling higher and higher, her apron strings spring free, now unattached from her body. 

"Not fair," Shannon shouts as she drops the stirring spoon to hold down her apron which now blocks her view. "I can't see!"

"Details, details… anyone can work under ideal conditions, sweetheart," Baxter smirks, returning to his seat to watch the show.

Further and further she balloons away from the stove, her belly and breasts pushing her away from the stove. Her arms are completely outstretched at this point, barely reaching the skillets.

"Two more minutes… can you make it?" Baxter chides her.

"I… I… I don't know… oh… oh… OH!!" Shannon responds, another more powerful orgasm shudders through her expanding form.

Whilst utilizing her left hand to stir, Shannon uses her right hand to hold down her ballooning apron, she accidentally brushes her areola and is surprised to find its Montgomery bumps have expanded as well.

More to the point, she finds them very, very sensitive!

"Oh my, my, my…. I ..." she stammers, her brow furrows as she tries to concentrate yet fully realizing her libido is about to simply take over any moment.

"90 seconds," Baxter announces, "What… no biscuits?"

Shannon spins around, staring at him for a brief moment but her thoughts of anger are interrupted by two things.

One; she realizes that she is barely touching the floor, her belly and breasts are so large now that they're actually lifting her slowly to the ceiling and Two; her skin is tingling all over which generally means that she is but a moment away from a powerful, ground-shaking orgasm.

"Bax…. Baxt… Baxter!!" She screams, dropping the kitchenware, her arms flailing about as her inflated body is overwhelmed by an orgasmic crescendo.

"Damn… and you were so close! Oh well, you lose," Baxter responds with glee, rescuing his inflated bride.

He stops for a moment, taking in the spectacle.

Suspended in midair, she is writhing helplessly, teeth clenched tightly, her head shaking back and forth slowly. Her enormous belly and breasts jutting towards the ceiling, their expanse dominating her body.

She doesn't notice her continual uprising however, Shannon is far to engrossed in one rapturous orgasm after another. 

Her dainty feet and legs kicking sporadically as wave after wave of extreme gratification envelope her.

Baxter repositions himself to her side and, looking up to her face he simply watches her enjoy the moment. Quickly, he removes their meal from the heating element, "Dinner is just gonna have to wait," he says.

Grabbing her arm, he tugs gently and she floats along side as he journeys towards the bedroom.

Like a kid with a new balloon, Baxter gently escorts her… but she stops suddenly, the hose to the canister is still attached. The handle still turned on full.

Still inflating, Shannon pants, "No… more, no… more… more… more!!"

Baxter scratches his head at her unintelligible ranting, the canister still inflating his bride.

She floats about 2 feet in the air, her watermelon sized breasts which jut straight up into the air are dwarfed by her bean bag sized belly, each of the pulling her slowly skyward towards the ceiling.

Just when Baxter reaches for the canisters handle, the hissing stops. 

"Empty… damn!" Baxter mumbles with slight disappointment.

He detaches the tube from her love parts lovingly slow, Shannon yelps with delight as it exits her.

"Oh… my, oh my… my… MY," Shannon says. She caressing her inflated, distended body softly, feeling the wonderful warmth flowing within. Reaching her for nipples, she finds them just out of reach of her outstretched hands.

Baxter, noticing her frustration, responds by enclosing his mouth on one swollen nipple whilst stoking the other nipple with his free hand. 

Shannon's eyes widen instantly, finding her aggrandized areola are becoming infinitely more sensitive with each caress, each kiss causing her to shake and shudder even more.

Baxter continues guiding her to the bedroom, Shannon floats along helplessly as Baxter perseveres in licking her breasts. 

His free hand moves from guiding her along to the outer folds of her labia, he enters her easily finding her extremely wet and slippery.

Leading her effortlessly to the bedroom, Baxter begin rubbing her exposed clitoris, Shannon squirms and tries to reach his gentle, intruding digits but finds that she is far to large to stop him. 

She is his play toy…. and they both know it.

Baxter turns the corner and, upon spying their giant king-sized bed, he shoves her gently toward it. Her momentum carries her along towards the bed, Shannon now suspended effortlessly fully four feet above the carpet. 

Her belly and breasts have stopped expanding leaving her hugely swollen and immobile and somewhat delirious from the multiple orgasms, yet still extremely and completely helpless.

Baxter removes his clothing, his stiff member stands tall and proud, awaiting to plunge deep into his lighter-than-air lover.

Shannon feels a breeze rush past her, hears the quiet padding of her lover’s feet as he dashes past her and flings himself onto their bed.

Shannon is a spectacle to behold as Baxter lays on his back at the corner on the bed, his erect penis ready to dock with his overblown, floating wife much like a zeppelin approaching a large mast.

Shannon cannot see her impending contact, her belly and breasts far too large but senses Baxter's presence as she floats closer and closer.

Shannon gasps, surprised as tight and powerful hands grasp her inner thighs and spread her legs effortlessly. She is far too large and tired to struggle, unable to even say "No" as she realizes what is about to happen.

She feels Baxter's' enormous and erect penis impale her slowly, seemingly much bigger than ever before.

"Oh my god Baxter…. that feels soooo good! And so huge!! What have you done to yourself?!" She says as her eyes nearly roll back into her head, the initial implosion almost causing her to lose consciousness.

Bigger and bigger he gets as he continues entering her. He is not quite sure why his engorged member has extended so long, so very far into his inflated lover… and, at this present moment, doesn’t really care.

Deeper and deeper Baxter grows into her. “Perhaps it’s a side-effect of the gas,” Baxter thinks as he continues to swell. 

Shannon is now suspended above their king-sized bed, swaying slowly back and forth as wave after wave of tiny orgasms rock her in place. Baxter lying on his back, his enormous penis anchored firmly within her, holding her in place. 

His giant member bulges and pulsing rhythmically, sending hundreds of millions of sperm on their expedition.

With one last cataclysmic detonation, Baxter and Shannon explode in a flurry of sensual gratification, their arms and legs akimbo in great abandonment!

Slowly and without effort, Baxter distended penis loses its firmness and Shannon descends slowly towards his outstretched arms. They embrace firmly, Baxter trying his best to envelope her but she is far too large to hold completely.

In near perfect unison, they snore soundly as they drift off to sleep, large smiles filling both of their faces.

The End?

