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Late the next morning, Doug woke up to the comforting sound and smell of bacon sizzling in the kitchen.  Nina cooking?

Confused by her new behavior, for a moment, he almost forgot the unbelievable night of fantasy sex he’d just had, but it all came crashing back to him in a flood, and unable to contain his excitement, he lept out of bed and threw open the bedroom door with a flourish.
“Oh My God, that was incredible!” he cried from across the dining room.
Nina’s hair was a mess but held up out of her face with a pair of chopsticks.  She was wearing a pair of overalls, flip-flops, and nothing else.  Her now full, ripe F-cup breasts were bulging out of the sides, leaving a huge dark cavern underneath that begged exploration.

Doug skipped across the dining room in joy and pulled up behind her, leaning his head in to kiss her neck and whisper in her ear, “Good morning, my hot balloon mama.”  He gave her breasts a big squeeze, as she purred in a mock turn-on.  “Did I mention that was incredible last night?”  Doug put his arms into her overall pits, cupped her left breast with his right hand, and stroked her belly just above her patch with his left. 

“Mmm.”  She almost purred, and briefly lost control of the spatula.  “I got the memo back there in the dining room.”  She flipped the bacon, and the pan hissed and released a new burst of bacony yumminess.  “I thought you wanted breakfast in bed, and with me in that red dress we got from Saks,” she said without turning her smirking face.

Doug moved around the side of the stove to face her.  “How is this possible?  You turned into a balloon girl last night, like something out of my deepest, wildest fantasies!”

“I don’t know, but I’ve got an admission to make, Doug.  A couple, actually.”  She casually unloaded the bacon onto a plate with a paper napkin to soak the grease.  “I didn’t like you at all.  I was going to get pregnant, ditch you, and then soak you for child support.” She said all this casually, while breaking some eggs and cutting up some swiss cheese to mix in.

Doug didn’t know quite what to say.  He was appalled, but he kind of knew at the same time.  That’s why he never put his cock in her before.  He didn’t want to take the chance, but she was so seductive that night, it was so wrong and forbidden and crazy, that it was impossible not to.  And at the same time, he admitted he was kind of playing her.  He didn’t intend to stay in this relationship if the abuse kept up much longer.  He was losing his stamina.  But everything was different now.  Doug tried to say something, but nothing came out.
“But when I finally got you to come inside me, I came, too.  I came hard and at the same time, and it was nothing like I thought it could be, and something was exchanged between us, some kind of bond.  I realized I could have what I want without being such a bitch.”  She beamed like she’d just won the lottery.

Doug blushed.  “Well, I can’t take all the credit…”

“Shut up and listen, sweetie,” she said with an instructive smile.  She paused, considering whether to say this, whether he was ready, and then shrugged.  “My Dad constantly teased me about how I looked when I was a kid.  Told me I looked too fat, too flat, too stupid, too ugly.  I couldn’t work out enough or eat well enough or get the right clothes to change his opinion.  Boy, I tried.  Tried so hard.  All I wanted was his love, and all he did was abuse me.”  She took a couple of pieces of broiled, buttered sourdough out of the toaster oven just as she was finishing up the scrambled eggs.  “He fucked me up pretty good.”
“My God, sweetie, I had no idea.”  Nina motioned him to get the plates, and Doug started setting the table in a daze and got out the OJ.  She split the eggs & bacon into the plates and sat down at the table with Doug.

“I swore I’d raise a kid, and it would be without a Dad.  I knew I couldn’t fix what he broke in me, but I swore I’d do right by my kid.  And somehow that would make it OK, and make it OK for me, too.  So that was my play.  You had it all.  You were bright, sweet, charming, just needed a minimum of ass-kicking to get in shape.  Drink your OJ, sweetie.”  Doug smiled sweetly and pounded his drink.

“And you were a slave to my tits, sweetie, so I kind of had my way with you.  Sorry about all that, by the way.  Kinda turned into my Dad, I think.”  She carefully arranged the scrambled eggs on her toast and started cutting it up.
“You were a fucking bitch, honey.”  Doug took a bite of his bacon without breaking eye contact with Nina.  He liked the honesty, but he was also still kind of worried about how she might react.  24 hours ago, that’d be an ass-kicking.  Doug noticed the bacon was excellent.  Crispy, just how he liked it.

“I still kind of am, sweetie, but I’m trying to change.  The first time you came inside me last night?  You got my number.  Second time, I got yours.”  She was eating the bacon, too, and was chewing with her mouth open now.  “Like the bacon?”

“The bacon’s good.  Real good.”  Every bite seemed to squirt out more juice that slipped down his throat.  Best fucking bacon he’d ever had.  “What do you mean by…”  He was feeling lightheaded.  “… got your number.”  Doug’s eyes were getting heavy.

“You like the bacon because it’s fried up with homemade butter.  Not much, but just enough, just a pat of homemade butter.”  She smirked again, and looked up at him slowly.  She slipped her hand under her overalls so that Doug would notice, and felt up her breast, as if checking the pressure on it.  “They’re getting full again.  Making butter is tiring, damn near wore me out.  It’d be easier to just feed this directly to you, Doug.”  She lifted her breast out of her overalls and squeezed it.  A single stream of milk sprayed onto his eggs.  “Drink that.”  The eggs now featured a small puddle of milk in them.
Doug had gone completely hard, but the rest of him felt weak.  He was grossed out by the puddle of milk in his eggs, and he was overcome by an insane, powerful thirst, but the OJ was gone.  As his thirst increased, he felt his cock growing larger and larger, and he heard what sounded like an inflating balloon coming from beneath the table.

“Getting thirsty, aren’t you, Doug?”  Nina sprayed Doug’s face with a thin layer of milk from both breasts.

He was indeed getting thirsty, and his hard on had grown from its normal 6 inches to 12 inches and 2.5 inches wide, and was now touching the top of the dining room table.  Even his balls seemed to have grown.  They were now the size of tennis balls.  But something seemed wrong about drinking her milk.  There was danger in it.
“I’m getting thirsty, too.”  She slipped below the table and put a hand delicately on each ball, then very gently and slowly slipped her mouth over the top of his cock and let it slip down her throat.  She started sucking gently at first, not little high-pressure sucks, just a very steady negative pressure that increased smoothly, like she was the cylinder of a car that was pulling in gasoline by depressing the piston, like it was inevitable.

Doug felt the pressure building.  It felt like his cock was going to pop off if he couldn’t compensate.  Nina started kneading his balls, which now felt like balloons and were each the size of a baseball, and so full.  The thirst was now intolerable, and his balls felt like they were going to explode.  “OK, OK!  I’ll drink the milk!”
Nina pulled his now 15” long, 3.5” wide cock out of her mouth and waited.  “The butter’s wearing off, Doug.  Drink it, now.”

Doug paused.

“Drink it now, or I’ll inflate you myself.”  To demonstrate, she put Doug’s cock back in her mouth, but this time, she blew, and Doug felt his baseballs inflate into softballs, and dick blow up to 24” long and 4.5” wide.   There was no way he was going to be able to walk anymore, much less be seen in public.
“Please stop!  I’ll drink it!”  Doug took his fork and tried to eat the eggs.  The puddle of milk poured off the eggs and spilled onto the floor as he raised them to his mouth.
“You fucking moron!  Who drinks milk with a fork?  Oh, now you’ve done it.  Wasting my milk.  How dare you waste my milk?”  Nina came up from the table, and with a hand still on his giant, inflated cock, she dragged him to the bedroom.  He had the image in his mind of a balloon being dragged behind a petulant girl holding the balloon angrily by its string.

Doug apologized, feeling childlike, like he’d been naughty.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to spill it.  Please, put your nipple in my mouth.  I’ll drink it.  I promise, I’ll drink it.”  Something was telling him this was an incredibly bad idea, but he was impossibly thirsty, and he was afraid.  There was something powerful and frightening about her, something she wasn’t telling him, and he felt like if he didn’t make her happy, he might be in worse danger.

She laid him flat out on the bed and unhooked her overalls, and then unbuttoned the fly.  Her breasts had grown much larger, to something like HH cups.  “They’re bigger, Doug.  They’re filling full of frothy, foamy milk.  You’re going to drink it all this time, or I’m going to turn that cock into a 6-footer, your balls into beach balls.  You want that?  Think that will help you at your job?”
“No, no!  Please, I’ll drink it all.”  Doug looked like a wild horse that had just been tamed.  A spark went out of his eyes, and he closed them, and nodded.
Nina leaned over and pushed her fat nipple into his mouth.  It was soft yet firm, and it was growing in his mouth.  It felt like a growing volcano about to blow.  The nipple was starting to make its way to the back of his throat.

“Open your throat, Doug.  Don’t fight it.”  She leaned into his face, smashing it against the bed with her massive tit, while very slowly sliding herself down his cock.  The nipple had grown very long and wide now, and had made its way well down his throat, like the Alien face-hugger, about to plant its egg.  “That’s it, Doug.  It’s coming.  Try to swallow it.  If you try to swallow it, I’ll tit-cum into your throat.  It’ll feel soo good.”  Nina closed her eyes in ecstasy.

Doug didn’t dare.  It was too much now.  Her breasts and inflated to the size of beach balls, and his head was completely drowned in one.  It wrapped around his head and was starting to threaten to cut off his air.  In a panic, he gulped, and that triggered it.  Nina tit-came hard down his throat.  It was like beer-bonging 3 gallons of cappuccino foam.  He felt it filling his belly, and then as she pushed down on his belly, he felt it move into his balls and cock.  Nina pulled her now mere F-cup out of his mouth.

Doug felt a rumble in his privates.  “What have you done to me?”  Nina started moving to place the other nipple in his mouth, which was already 6 inches long.  “No, no!  It’s already too mmmmmph!”

“I told you not to fight it.”  She pushed down on his face again.  This time, he knew not to swallow, but he was running out of air.  Suddenly, he felt his cock inflating out of control, filling Nina with a monster.  It grew from 24” to 5 feet long and a foot wide in a matter of seconds.  It went all the way into Nina’s head, which swelled slightly to accept it, and she swooned.  “Mmmm.  I’ve got your cock on my mind, Doug.  Swallow, or I’m going to pop you.”  She produced a knife from the back pocket of her overalls and put it the point to one of his balls.

Doug screamed “MMMMMMMMMMMM!!!!” and then swallowed another 3 gallons of foamy breast milk.  It mostly went to his balls, which inflated to the size of bean bags.  But his cock grew another 3 feet, but with nowhere to go, instead of going further into Nina, it just lifted Nina up further into the air, which separated him from her suffocating nipple.  She dropped the knife and while crucified by his cock, made use of her dangling legs by sinking each foot into one of his inflated balls.  She started kneading them.
This sent electricity through Doug, and he felt himself building up to a colossal orgasm, but something was screaming at him not to come now.  This is what she wanted.  She was doing something to him, controlling him.  Something terrible was at stake.  He tried to think of dying, and it started to get him unarouesd.
“Oh no.  No, no.  You’ve got to cum those two giant balls worth of cum into me Doug.  Hey, I know.  You like to see my titties inflated in order to blow, don’t you?”

“It’s not going to work!  You’re scaring me!  You can’t make me cum when I’m scared!”  But they both knew it was a bluff.  It would only be all the more irresistible.

“I’m going to start blowing my breasts up now.”  She started pushing herself up and down his cock with her whole body, making deep knee-bend jumps, launching herself off his soft balloon balls into the air, and then sliding slowly down his foot-wide cock.  With each launch, his cock acted like a piston, filling up her breasts with another gallon of air.  They went from F-cups, back up to HH’s, then to MMM’s, and then started hanging down like the pendulous monsters on a farang ding dong girl, down past even her feet, so that they were slapping his face, even though she was still crucified on his cock.  Soon, they didn’t even lift off of his face as she continued to thrust up and down, and just started inflating into perfectly spherical orbs.
“No!  Please don’t!  What are you doing to me?”  Doug knew it was just a matter of time now, as he watched the breasts consume more and more of his vision, overwhelming him, and the sensations in his balls as she pushed off, and as she slid down his cock, was just dominating a piece of his mind he had no control over.  “Please don’t hurt me?”

“I’m your balloon girl, Doug.  So big.  I only want to get bigger.  Don’t think I can stop.  I love that my breasts are balloons now.”  He was drowning in her giant breasts, now the size of 8’ barely under inflated weather balloons, and pressing against the bedroom walls and ceiling.  They had become somewhat translucent, letting light through just a little, but the breast flesh still felt at least a foot thick and rubbery-silky.  The familiar smell of latex was again suffocating the air.

“Wouldn’t it be great if my ass inflated, too?  Do you think it might create a little too much pressure on your cock, though?  Oh, I’m so sorry if it does what I think it’s going to do to you, sweetie.  I’m sorry in advance.”  Now, with every thrust, her ass was expanding, and it would let out the characteristic cracking sound of a balloon under much higher pressure than her breast balloons.  As her ass grew, it made her pussy tighter, and it clamped down tighter and tighter with every slide down the pole.  “Oh, baby.  I love inflating for you.  Doesn’t that feel good?  Don’t you wish I could be your balloon girl forever?”

Doug was going out of his mind as her ass cheeks slowly increased the pressure on his cock.  “Yes.”

“What was that?  Please say it, Doug.  Say you want me to be your balloon girl forever.  Please say it.”

“Will you be my balloon girl forever?”

“Forever and ever?”

“Please be my balloon girl forever and ever, Nina.”

Her ass was the size of a pair of 6’ advertising balloons again, only this time much tighter, and she squatted down deep and low into his balls, and jumped higher up than she’d ever gone before, and just as she launched, she cried out, “YESSSS!  I’ll be your balloon girl forever!”  As she slid down this time the pressure got so high that she got a huge increase in ass pressure as she came down to the base of his cock, nearly cutting it off.

He came thunderously, again filling her with the foamy cum that blew into her and stuck to her balloon breast and balloon ass walls, then soaked in.  It was so much cum he could not imagine what was accountable for the mass of it all.  He cried out in pleasure, “Oh GOD, that’s the BEST fucking…”
“What’s wrong, sweetie?” she asked innocently, essentially a balloon girl the size of a room just absorbing his foaming cum.

“I don’t think it’s stopping, honey.  I’m feeling weak.  Am I going to be OK?”

“I’m sorry, Doug.  I’m so sorry.  I need this.  I’ll be your balloon girl forever, but I need every last drop of you.  I need you inside of me.  Don’t be afraid.”

“OH GOD, THE CUM WONT STOP!  IT’S SUCKING ME DRY!  HELP ME!”  His cock pumped and pumped, like the aftershocks of an orgasm gone on far, far too long.

“Don’t’ be afraid, sweetie!  I love you, Doug!  I love you.  I’ll be your balloon girl forever now.  Isn’t that what you wanted?”  Her pussy muscles were relentlessly pumping every last drop out of his giant, inflated cock.
Doug was too weak now to even fight it.  “… help me … you’re killing me …”

“If you tell me you love me, Doug, I’ll end it.  I promise I’ll end it.”

“I … love … you …”   He’d pumped the last of his prodigious balls into her, and now his body was being turned into cum so that this too could pump into her.
“Do you take me as your wife?”

“I …”  Doug felt his body deflate like a balloon, all the innards turning into a foamy liquid that shot up his cock into her.
“Don’t you love me, Doug?”

“I … do …”  He felt his body diminishing even as he said it.
“I do, too.  We’re married now, Doug.  We’re a part of each other, now.  We’re one.”

And then, Nina breathed out, closed her mouth, and then sucked the rest of him into her.  The remainder of his skin and cock were turned into more cum-foam, which continued to line her breast and butt walls.
As she realized she had killed him utterly, she sobbed quietly with both sorrow and joy, trapped in her bedroom by her giant 10’ breasts and her hugely high-pressure 8’ ass cheeks.

She would miss him horribly, but he wasn’t meant for this world, and she needed his essence in order to have her balloon daughter.
Still, she felt haunted.  What did he do to her mind last night?  What did it mean?  It was still nagging at her when she realized she could already feel her daughter inflating inside her.  She let her worries melt away and prepared to give birth.

