From Beach Babe to Beach Ball 2

By Mollycoddles

The woman was huge.  Not all over, just where it counted.  Strutting across the beach with a sensuous swing in her hips, the statuesque black woman looked like an overpumped Grace Jones with her close-cropped curly hair and her thick muscular arms and legs.  But no bodybuilder had tits like those! They were two big plump breasts filling out the cups of her miniscule red bikini, the swatches of tiny fabric barely covering her fat nipples let alone her areolas.  When she passed by the lifeguard tower, Alexa turned to watch the Amazon goddess walk away, noting how the back of her sling swimsuit was wedged between the perfectly round lobes of her plush sand-covered behind.

Those were no natural curves.  Clearly that woman was yet another shelium user.

Alexa grunted in annoyance.  It was only a year or possibly two since shelium gas had been approved for human consumption, but already the gas was changing the world. Created as a low-risk alternative to traditional breast enhancement techniques, the gas was perfectly safe in low doses and could be easily pumped into the human body to enhance its natural curves.  It made painful and expensive surgery a thing of the past, and, as an added bonus, the shelium injections induced a temporary but dizzying high.  It started out as a popular body modification tool for aging heiresses and over-the-hill actresses, but as the prices continued to fall, it soon became affordable for the general population.  Henry saw more and more women coming in for treatments – whether moms who wanted to firm up their curves after a couple pregnancies or young teens receiving the treatment to celebrate a sweet sixteen, it looked like shelium was here to stay.

Alexa grimaced. It just wasn’t fair!  Alexa was a thin Asian girl with a cute bobbed hair-cut, a serious face, and, worst of all, a flat chest.  Poor Alexa!  For years, she had dreamed that someday she would sport a beautiful voluptuous figure that would make men drool.  But puberty hadn’t been kind to her.  Sure, she lost her baby fat and gained a few inches of height, but her front remained as flat as a pancake.  As a lifeguard, it paid to be built for speed, so Alexa’s aerodynamic build like her run across the beach and dive through water faster than any of her co-workers.  For years, she had been considered the best lifeguard on the beach!

Until… shelium.

It was all because of Beach Ball Boobs.  Well, her real name was Marissa, but Alexa always thought of her zaftig bleach blonde co-worker as Beach Ball Boobs because, well, her boobs were literally the size of beach balls.  Marissa had taken so many shelium treatments that she was starting to resemble the Michelin Man… except with a big cushiony tummy, wide hips, and enormous buoyant breasts.  Her excuse was that shelium helped her stay afloat, but Alexa was certain she was just doing it for the attention.  And the bigger Marissa got, the more attention stayed on her!
“Another shelium bimbo,” growled Alexa, her face dark with envy as the statuesque goddess sauntered past. “Can you believe how much these women pump themselves up? It’s obscene! They look like they’re gonna bust outta their tops. So gross! Right, Jody? Jody?”

Alex’s co-worker Jody blinked.  Jody really hadn’t been paying attention at all.  She was more than used to Alexa’s rants, so she tended to tune them out.

“Sorry? What was that, Alexa?”

Alexa gestured toward the departing form of the ebony amazon, noticing again that the woman didn’t just benefit on the front end.  The woman’s rear end was two perfectly round globes, gently bobbing as she walked, the overstretched material of her sling suit disappearing between those heavenly orbs.

Alexa narrowed her eyes.  Jody didn’t understand.  Jody was a naturally curvy redhead with pale Irish skin spattered with freckles.  Her red swimsuit hugged her ample chest and rounded bottom snuggly, but also showed off her trim waist to good effect.  

“Aw, it’s not so bad,” said Jody. “I mean, so what if she’s done some shelium? I mean, like, everyone’s doing it.  I don’t see the problem.”

“Of course, you don’t see the problem, Jody. Come on, I know you’ve done shelium.”

Jody shrugged. “Just a little.  You know, to get an extra boost for my gals.”  Jody reached under her chest and hefted her full boobs for emphasis. “I don’t see what the big deal is.”

“No big deal! Have you seen Beach Ball Boobs lately?  Even after her little incident, she hasn’t cut back on the shelium at all! She still looks like a big blow up doll! It’s totally not fair that she gets all the curves and I get nothing!”

“If you’re so jealous of Marissa, why don’t you just get some shelium treatments too? It can’t be that expensive,” said Jody.

“It’s not a matter of expense,” snapped Alexa, “The problem is all those stupid bimbos overdosing!”

“You mean Marissa? I heard a rumor that she floated away…”

“No, she was fine. That dumb balloon bitch just floated around for a few hours until she just naturally deflated. It caused a huge stir and even got her dumb fat ass on the evening news, but nothing came of it. Now she’s back like nothing happened at all! No, the real problem is bimbos filling themselves up with shelium until they explode.”

Jody’s jaw dropped. “That doesn’t really happen, does it?”

Alexa shrugged.  “That’s the rumor. And apparently that’s enough to require every shelium buyer to fill out a psychological ‘addiction likelihood profile,’  So now, if your profile says that you’re too likely to become an addict, they won’t sell you a single puff!  It’s ridiculous!”
“Ahhh,” said Jody, realization dawning. “And let me guess: Your profile says that you’re destined to be an addict.”

“I’m not destined! Just… likely. But that’s totally stupid! You know me, Jody! I don’t smoke, I don’t do drugs… I don’t even drink beer! Why would I get flagged as a potential addict?”

“Um…”

“Exactly! This is just a total miscarriage of justice! Totally not fair!” cried Alexa, crossing her arms angrily across her nonexistent bustline.

“Aw, you gripe too much,” said Jody affectionately mussing Alexa’s straight black hair.  Alexa scowled.  Jody was much taller than she was, and Alexa enjoyed the larger woman calling attention to the height difference almost as much as she enjoyed it when people noticed the flatness of her chest.  Alexa was livid!  How could she ever hope to catch any attention when she was built like a pre-teen boy!

But that’s when she saw him.  Her ticket to curves!  Alexa’s eyes lit up as she recognized a familiar figure padding across the sand, a dorky-looking guy in a Hawaiian shirt, Bermuda shorts, and flip-flops, pulling a wobbly shelium cart behind him.

“Hey!” She jabbed Jody in the ribs with her elbow. “Isn’t that the guy that used to supply Marissa?”

Jody shrugged. “I guess so? What difference does that make?”

Alexa’s face broke into an evil grin.  “It makes all the difference. Watch the tower for a few for me, will ya, Jody?  I got… I gotta talk to him for a sec.”

Jody nodded as Alexa briskly trotted down the gang-plank and then dashed across the beach toward the retreating figure of the shelium salesman, kicking up sand in her wake.

“Hey, you!” snapped Alexa, stomping over to the nerdy guy with the shelium push-cart. “You’re Henry, right?”

The nerdy guy turned around, his eyes wide with surprise.  He looked Alexa up and down.  For a moment, he almost thought that he was being chased down by a young man, since Alexa’s slim boyish physique and short bob haircut made her look pretty androgynous.  He only assumed she was a girl because she was wearing a red bikini, although the top was almost superfluous.  Alexa could have walked around the beach topless without anyone staring.

Henry nodded. “Yeah, what can I do for you?”

Alexa jabbed an accusatory finger in his chest. “You’re the guy who blew up Beach Ball Boobs, aren’t you?”

Henry went pale. “You mean Marissa? That… that was just an accident! It wasn’t on purpose!”

“No, it wasn’t, I’m sure. But, boy, you sure dodged a bullet there, didn’t you?”

Henry glanced to and fro nervously. “What do you mean?”

“Well, when the rescue workers questioned Marissa after her little, um, trip, she didn’t tell them who pumped her up like that.  Lucky for you! A guy could get in big trouble for overfilling a client like that.”
“I didn’t overfill her,” said Henry, crossing his arms and fixing the tiny Asian woman with a stern glare. “Well… maybe a little. But it wasn’t anywhere near the legal limits! And how was I to know that the heat would have that effect?”

“Doesn’t matter. If I were to finger you as the cause behind the incident, they’d kick you off this beach faster than you could imagine.  Of course, maybe we could work out an agreement.”
Henry glanced around nervously. He didn’t like the sound of that.  But he also didn’t like the sound of going to jail.  He wasn’t sure how seriously he should take Alexa’s threat, but he did know that the authorities were itching to find someone to make an example of to discourage shelium dealing.  He didn’t want to be that example.

“What kind of agreement?”

“Nothing too dramatic.  I just want a little of that shelium you got there.  Say, one or two pumps. That’s it.”

Alexa licked her lips, running her delicate little tongue around her lips without a thought, as she stared at Henry’s shelium cart. Damn, she wanted that so bad that it almost hurt!  Subconsciously, Alexa inhaled deeply, filling her lungs with air and imagining what she might look like with a few extra inches of pneumatic bustline.  Henry watched her chest rise beneath the pointless bikini top.  She could definitely stand to gain a little padding, thought Henry.  She’s so small.  Surely it couldn’t hurt to give her a couple pumps.  Then she’d be happy and leave him alone…

“Okay,” said Henry, “One or two pumps.”

“Perfect,” purred Alexa. She grabbed his hand. “Now come on!” 

Alexa burst into the lifeguard tower, dragging Henry behind her.  It was a comical sight, since she was a good foot shorter and nearly 100 pounds lighter than the guy she was pulling along.  Jody startled as they entered.

“Alexa! What are you doing? Who’s this?”

“Jody, this is Henry. He’s Beach Boobs’ dealer.”
“Hi,” said Jody, extending her hand to shake.

“I’m not Beach Boo—I mean I’m not Marissa’s dealer!” yelped Henry to Alexa as he grabbed Jody’s hand. “I’m a perfectly legitimate salesman! You make it sound like this is illegal or something.”

Alexa rolled her eyes. “Look, you dork, I don’t care a whit about what happens between you and Beach Boobs. The important thing is that you aren’t going to leave here today until I have a nice plump pair of Double Ds, okay?”

Alex dropped into a swivel chair, wincing slightly as her bony ass hit the seat.  There wasn’t much padding to cushion her fall.

“Double Ds? Hey, you said only a pump or two—“

“Oh, stop being all holier than thou! What’ll it take to give me Double Ds? Like, three pumps? Don’t be a baby, Henry!”

Henry gulped.  His eyes flicked over to Jody, but she just shrugged.

Alexa leaned back in her chair, offering up her midriff.  Henry paused, his eyes trailing down the Asian shortstack’s flat stomach to her delicate little navel right above the waistband of her red bikini panties.

He sighed and twisted the knob on the tank.  The hose immediately began to hiss and vibrate, and Henry quickly shoved it into Alexa’s belly button.  

Alexa squeaked and her eyes bugged out in surprise as she felt the first gust of shelium blast into her body.  Whoa! That was… weird.  She didn’t know how to describe it.

“Whoa! That’s super weird but… I feel it! I can really feel it!” Alexa crowed as she sat bolt upright in her seat. “Jody, this feels really funny… but it’s nice!”

Almost instantly, Alexa’s nipples popped to attention, growing so stiff that they tented the fabric of her useless bikini top.  Alexa would have been embarrasses except that she was so excited!  This must be the first stage! She was actually going to have tits!

Alexa sighed in contentment as she felt the shelium enter her body.  This was a normal response; most women found that the shelium inflation process was accompanied by a feel of well-being, which could vary from a sense of simple peace to mind-blowing euphoria.

Before the eyes of everyone watching, two small bumps slowly swelled into existence on Alexa’s chest, growing into the waiting cups of her bikini top. They were small but they were perky.

“Ahhhh oh my Gawd, it’s working!” cried Alexa, her face breaking out in a wide grin. “Look! I’ve finally got tits!”
She jumped up and down in excitement, watching in rapt attention as the small mounds on her chest bobbled in time to her movements.

“Yeah, that’s a good start,” said Jody. “What are you now, A cup?”

Alexa put her hands on her hips and scowled. “Why do you have to rain on my parade, Jody? Can’t you just be happy for me?”

“Just… you’re still kinda… small.”
“Small?!”  Alexa narrowed her eyes. “Who are you calling small?”

“Well, just compared to me…”

Alexa glanced down at herself.  Her new boobies were perky and round…. But small.  They were so delicate that they barely constituted handfuls, and their small size made her erect nipples poking through the stretch red fabric look absolutely gigantic.  Jody was absolutely right.  She needed to be bigger.

“C’mon, Henry, gimmie another blast,” coaxed Alexa. “I need to be at least as big as this lummox if I’m gonna get any respect.”

Henry nodded and obediently turned up the gas.  The effect was immediate as Alexa’s boobs billowed outward.  When they were small, her itty bitty titties were angular and pointy, but, as they grew, they gradually filled out into a pleasing roundness like tulip bulbs. No, they more resembled water balloons hooked to a faucet.  It was probably just the power of suggestion, but Jody could swear Alexa’s boobs were hissing subtly as they grew… just like balloons inflating!
“Whoa, Alexa, do you hear that sound? I think it’s your boobs!” cried Jody.

“That happens sometimes, it’s just a side effect of the treatment,” said Henry. “Speaking of which, that’s gotta be way over Double D.”

Indeed, Alexa’s breasts had bloated to the size of canteloupes and showed no signs of stopping.  Henry moved to pull the hose from her navel, but Alexa kicked him away with her bare foot.

“Hands off, dork!” she snapped, “I’m nowhere near full! I just need a little more.”  She smiled as she hefted her growing breasts, reveling as she felt the strings holding her bikini top together grow taut.  She could feel her shoulder straps starting to dig into her shoulders as the weight in her cups grew heavier, and she wondered how much longer her top would last before her expanding knockers simply blew it to shreds.  Damn, Alexa really wanted to see that.  She blinked.  What was wrong with her? Did she actually want to expose herself in front of Jody and Henry?  Normally, the answer would be no…. but… there was something about this feeling of pure joy coursing through her veins that was turning her into an exhibitionist.  She didn’t care about what Henry or Jody saw, she only cared about her own pleasure now.

“Keep pumping…” said Alexa.  She sighed in bliss as she felt another gust of shelium blast into her body.  Gawd, this felt soooo good!  She could just lie back and grow forever!  Nothing was better than this feeling of absolute euphoria, the electric tingle of her skin stretching tightly as she expanded to accommodate more air.  

“Ooo this feels soooo good,” she bubbled, reaching up to cup her now enormous breasts.  How big were they?  F cup? G cup? Actual breasts would have been ponderously heavy, sagging down to her navel and straining her back and shoulders.  But these shelium hooters? They were light and bouncy and lusciously round!  She loved it! How big could she get before her swimsuit burst under the strain? How big could she get before SHE burst?  Her breasts were massive, the size of twin bowling balls, but light and firm and bouncy like a pair of party balloons.  This was great!  Why had she wasted all those years cursing puberty for being stingy?  Real breasts of this size were heavy and sweaty and they made your back hurt.  These helium hooters had none of the same disadvantages! They were perfect!

Well, almost. They could be bigger.

Alexa turned to the side, admiring the heft and sway of the now watermelon-sized breasts bulging from her chest and testing the limits of her red bikini top.  The two triangles of fabric weren’t designed to accommodate a real bosom, so they did little more than hide her nipples now.  And if she jiggled too much, she was in real danger of having a nip slip!  Alexa grinned.  She’d never before in her life had to worry that her breasts might jiggle at all, let alone jiggle too much!  But still.  Why stop now?
“Are you happy yet?” asked Henry, “You’re pretty big.”

“How much did you give Beach Boobs?” asked Alexa, ignoring Henry’s question as she continued to admire her new voluptuous form in the mirror.  She turned again, looking over her shoulder to examine her petite flat behind.  “I seem to recall that Beach Boobs had some booty to balance out her boobs. That wasn’t your doing, was it?”
“I don’t control where the shelium goes,” said Henry, “That’s some sort of… I dunno, some sort of science thing.  I just know that if you pump enough into a woman, eventually her body starts to redistribute it.”

“Ahh, I see. So you’re saying: When my tits are full, I’m gonna start filling up downstairs too?”

“Maybe—“

“Hell yeah,” said Alexa, grinning widely. “So you’re saying my breasts need to be a lot bigger before I’m going to get some curves elsewhere too.”

She flopped back into her chest, her colossal chest bouncing with the impact as her small bottom hit the seat.  She leaned back again, her twin blimps rising so much that they looked like they might just lift her up off the seat.  Henry grimaced.  He didn’t relish the memory of the time when he had accidentally inflated his friend Marissa too much and she had actually become airborne.  But he thought that Alexa probably had a long way to go before she faced that problem.

But she kept growing… and growing… and growing…

“Damn, Jody, I, uh, really think maybe you should think about topping off,” said Jody uncertainly as Alexa’s tits billowed their way out of alphabet range.  Alexa was too busy blissing out to pay her friend any mind, though.

“More… more… I need more!” gasped Alexa, gritting her teeth as her eyes rolled back in her head.  She felt like she was about to pass out from the pure bliss!  To her surprise, it wasn’t just her breasts tingling anymore.  Her crotch was on fire!  Alexa wasn’t sure why, but feeling her breasts swelling with air was making her extremely horny!  Remembering her manners, Alexa quietly crossed her legs, hoping that Jody didn’t notice that she was so wet that she was leaking through her red bathing suit.  The shoulder straps were digging deeply into her shoulders. 
“Keep going,” commanded Alexa, “I don’t want you to stop until I pop my top! I’m gonna have the biggest tits on the whole beach!”

The strings holding her bikini cups together creaked and groaned as her expanding knockers pushed against them with increasing pressure.  Alexa’s ruddy nipples were huge now, as big as wine corks, swollen both with the onslaught of shelium but also with Alexa’s own desire.  If her watermelon-sized hooters didn’t burst the strings off of her bikini cups soon, her diamond-hard nipples were going to split right through the fabric.  As both her breasts overall and her nipples specifically continued to bloat under the effects of the shelium injection, Alexa wondered which it would be.  Who would be the culprit to destroy her straining top?

“I’m not gonna be happy until I’m so big that my bust busts out! I want this bikini shredded!” demanded Alexa haughtily.  Her head was swimming. Damn, no wonder women got addicted to this! What a rush!
She didn’t need to wait long.  Alexa could feel the stitches pulling tighter and tighter, the sound of popping threads filling the air as the strings slowly ripped away from the over-abused cups.  The red fabric didn’t even cover Alexa’s massive nipples anymore; they looked like two little red hats on her nipples, leaving her burgundy aereolas visible and unprotected.  The strings sank deeply into the soft flesh of Alexa’s bloated boobies, but then… SNAP!  With a sound like a rubber band breaking, Alexa’s bikini top finally gave up the ghost.  The flimsy garment snapped in half, blasting off her teats like a slingshot and flying across the room to crash into the wall above Jody’s head.  The taller girl ducked just in time to avoid being slapped by a runaway swimsuit!

“Hey! Watch it!” said Jody, turning to survey the damage caused by the exploding top.  

Meanwhile, the explosion sent shock waves through Alexa’s big naked orbs.  Her zeppelin-sized jugs quivered with pressure.  Jody opened her mouth to complain about Alexa nearly braining her with her bikini top, but stopped when she caught sight of her friend’s massive mammories.  They were so big and full that they seemed to be throbbing, pulsating as they grew, angry red stretch marks slowly popping into existence down the length of those titanic torpedoes.  This did not look safe.   
But Henry’s warning seemed to be coming true. Alexa’s jugs must have finally started to feel full, because suddenly she was rising in her seat as her scrawny bottom quickly plumped up into two ripe hemispheres of plush flesh, swallowing up the back of Alexa’s red bikini bottoms.  Her thighs puffed outwards, briefly giving Alexa an exaggerated hour glass look, before her flat tummy also began to inflate.  Alexa was blowing up all over but she barely cared!

“Damn, Alexa, I don’t think they make bikinis in your size anymore,” said Jody, “You’re… you’re huge!  I think you’re… I think you might be too big? Maybe you shoud… stop.”

“I’m too big for any bikini to handle now,” said Alexa proudly.  And it was true.  The once slim waif was now a burstingly bloated beauty with curves to spare.  Alexa’s gigantic jugs stood out proudly, as full and round as overinflated beach balls but still light enough to bounce airily when she moved.  Below her gargantuan breasts, Alexa’s belly was a perfect sphere – it bulged out to her knees.  Alexa’s slender legs were thick and turgid, her thin arms were bloated… her entire body was looking more and more like an overinflated love doll with every passing minute, but Alexa herself didn’t show any sign of slowing down.  All she wanted was more, more, more!
“That’s way too much,” said Henry, “You’re too full!”

“Nonsense,” snapped Alexa, “I feel fine! I’d know if I was full!”  She glared at Henry as if to dare him to remove the hose.  It didn’t matter if he tried, Alexa would just kick him away again.

A confused look briefly crossed the over-stimulated blimp girl’s face as she felt a sudden twinge of sharp pressure right behind her belly button.  At first, she dismissed it as her imagination.  It must have something to do with the hose being stuck there, she thought, but the sensation wouldn’t go away.  Instead, it just got more and more intense, slowly building up to pain… then to pleasure.  In her highly agitated state, ever sensation was amplified to the point that even the barest tickle sent shock waves of bliss crashing through her ballooning form.  Even pain feels good when you’re this inflated, though Alexa dreamily.

But the feeling kept building, keeping pace with her growing body.  What was happening? Should she be worried? Alexa couldn’t concentrate.  She was in heaven!  She didn’t care about anything other than her own pleasure now!

“Oh…oh…oh Gawd!” gasped Alexa, her eyes snapping open as a new wave of euphoria crashed over her.  “Oh Gawd I can’t take it, it’s soooo good! Oh my Gawd I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

The next words were drowned out by a mighty groan.  Alexa squeezed her eyes shut and moaned in animal ecstasy as another arc of sexual electricity jolted through her.  Simultaneously, the pain behind her belly button throbbed to a sudden crescendo and her navel unceremoniously burst out like a turkey thermometer – popping the nozzle from its mooring and sending the twisting hose crashing to the floor. 
“What the,” snapped Alexa, craning her neck to see what had happened.  She couldn’t see over the arc of her mammoth mammories or her globular gut, but she could hear the hiss of escaping shelium as the hose thrashed on the floor.  Shelium that should have been going into her!

“Your belly button popped out,” explained Jody, “And it knocked out the hose.”

“Goddamn it,” snapped Alexa, “Just shove it back in, would ya? I’m not done growing yet!”

“Okay, that’s really enough,” said Henry. He was really starting to get worried as he watched Alexa’s tightly swollen curves throb and pulse.  She was severely overfilled.  Henry could tell just from looking at her, but he also could read the warning signs.  One of the few things that he remembered from the shelium handbook that he’d been given when he bought his first tank: A popped navel meant that it was time to stop.  It was almost like a built-in pressure indicator, and this indicator was telling her that the pressure was WAY too high.
But before he could stop her, Jody had already picked up the hose and pressed it back against the bulge of Alexa’s everted navel.  Without the snug little cave, it wouldn’t stay connected on its own, so Jody had to hold it.  Not that it needed to be connected to Alexa’s belly button to work. Shelium was easily absorbed through the skin.  Most people just seemed to like the belly button as the perfect symbolic in-take valve, although some of the kinkier clients, Henry had heard, would even hold hoses against their nipples or… even more sensitive parts.

There was no time to think about that, though! As soon as Jody pressed the hose to Alexa’s body, Alexa exploded in size.  Alexa groaned as her swelling form pulled her bikini panties tighter and tighter, the strings sinking into the yielding flesh of her inflated thighs and hips, the triangle of fabric over her crotch pulling against her fat, spongy pussy.  Then the tell-tale sound of popping stitches alerted everyone that the bikini bottoms were about to follow the example set by Alexa’s top.  With a loud RIIIIP, the remaining stitches tore loose and Alexa’s bikini bottom flew across the room, allowing her lower pot belly to burst out to an even greater size.  The formerly petite Asian girl now looked like a hot air balloon, her body dominated by her titanic globular breasts, her puffed-up thighs, massive belly, and smooth rounded buttocks.  She looked like a caricature of feminine excess and her arms and legs were so swollen that she could no longer bend at the joints; she just sat stiffly looking for all the world like an inflatable sex toy.
“Here, I’ll help,” said Jody, holding the hose in place.
“Jody! Stop it! She’s had way too much!” cried Henry, “You’re gonna make her explode! What are you doing?”

“Explode?” Jody yanked the hose away from Alexa, her eyes wide with fear. “You’re joking, right? That couldn’t actually happen, right?”

“That’s… bullshit!” wheezed Alexa.  By now, her bulk filled most of the room.  She was so puffed up that arms were beginning to lift up to her sides and she was looking more and more like a big round blimp topped with two massive, hot air balloon-sized breasts. “I’m nowhere near full! I’ve got plenty of room left!  Just put the hose back, Jody, I need to get bigger!”
“You are absolutely full,” said Henry, “Jody, don’t you dare put that hose back! If you do, she is absolutely going to explode!”

“Ughhhh, this is so annoying!” whined Alexa, flapping her hands and feet uselessly. “You’re just like those stupid Shelium Board Psychiatrists!”

“Shelium Board Psy…? Oh crap, you were certified as an addiction risk, weren’t you?” Henry slapped himself on the forehead.  “Of course! It all makes sense! No wonder you had to blackmail me to get your shelium fill!  I’m such a fool!”

“Is it really bad?” asked Jody. “Like, if we just stop now, she’ll be fine, right?”

Henry stared up at the swollen globe that was Alexa.  “You really need to stop now!”
“That is ridiculous, I’m fine,” insisted Alexa, “Keep the hose there, Jody. Don’t be silly!”  

Jody stared at Alexa.  Jody had definitely seen her share of overinflated shelium babes on the beach.  Lots of women didn’t have the taste or restraint to stop inflating themselves before they started to look just goofy.  It wasn’t unusual to see pool-float beauties with breasts the size of beach balls straining the limits of their swimsuits.  But Alexa was far beyond that now…

“I think Henry might be right,” said Jody, lowering the hose.

“C’mon, Jody, I barely feel full at all!” whined Alexa. Her words were hardly convincing when her ballooning curves were literally trembling with tension, pumping up to absurd proportions. “Don’t you think I know my own limits?”
Alexa fumed.  The residual bliss from her shelium high was still lingering in her body, making her thoughts fuzzy and distorted, but she knew how good this felt.  She couldn’t think of anything better than to grow, grow, GROW! Sure, maybe she’d had just a teensy little bit too much.  But was that such a bad thing?  Didn’t she deserve to have a nice full set of breasts after all that she’d been through?  It was totally unfair that every other woman got boobs when she didn’t! She was only making up for lost time!  Alexa sighed.  The tightness of her skin, pulled snug over impossible curves, heightened the euphoria of her helium buzz; it felt like she was wrapped snuggly in a nice downy comforter!  And the thought that this might end was really just the worst!

“But the psychology—“

“Oh come off it, Jody! Do I seem like I’m addicted? I’m just having a nice shelium experience, like everyone else!”

“I…well…I guess… if you say so…”

Jody gulped. She didn’t like being yelled at.  Jody was actually pretty easy to manipulate, so it didn’t take much coaxing before she once again placed the hose against Alexa’s trembling skin.

Her eyes rolled back in her head as her body began to expand again, faster this time.  The pressure inside her was rising, rising, rising, drowning out all sound until all she could hear was her own thumping heartbeat, pounding like a jackhammer with all the excitement of that pent-up sexual energy.  Gawwd, this high was sooo good!  She was simultaneously buzzed and super horny and every second was just pumping more shelium into her and making her feel better and better!  She couldn’t hear Jody and Henry fighting over the hose, she couldn’t hear the low hiss of gas entering her or the building cacophony of squeaks as her overinflated body swelled to its absolute limits. None of that mattered at all!  All that mattered was that she was getting bigger and it…felt… so…. Good!!
“See,” mumbled Alexa, a satisfied smile creeping across her face as she blimped to fill the room with her balloony curves. “I told you that I wasn’t addicted. I can stop anytime that I want!”

***

Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
