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  Cream Balloons Redux


	Cream had always hoped to grow up to be as big as her mother, Vanilla. Rather, she wished that her bust would blossom out to that matronly figure. She'd was close to closing out high schooling and although puberty had come and gone, her lithe, lanky figure persisted. It was depressing. Although it was a strange wish to be as largely busted as her at that age, it was something that haunted her dreams and bathroom reflection.


	She would stuff her bra privately, and was cowed by witnessing another girl leave tissues in her wake after taking a spill, bumping into other students whom were in too much of a hurry. The embarrassment hung over her for the rest of the year. Anyway, Cream did enjoy filling her bra with warm water balloons, stretching her bra out so much that it no longer fit. Sadly, though, she knew that the bra had its limits, and being so small for her flat chest, she couldn't fill the balloons up to their capacity. They barely tipped a B cup, and she wanted more. Sometimes she'd use air and forego the bra entirely, enjoying the cartoonish look, too.


	However, the bell rung, pulling her out of her expository daydream. The boring reality set in again and she reviewed her literature project, writing out what she thought the protagonist's motivation was, and how the world around her reflected on the modern world's woes. Winter vacation was more on her mind than anything though, and despite her innocent childhood, she'd developed a rebellious curiosity, but was wily enough to put on that carefree, cheery face and charm any punishments away, even when she was caught breaking some rule.


	School was out for winter and its holidays. Everybody was clearing out, cleaning up, and preparing to close the whole area. Cream had snuck into one of the storage rooms, well, offered to help sort things out and clean up. The upperclassmen and staff had gone off to some other task, leaving her be. She quickly finished cleaning up the remnants of the holiday party and stashed away an entire canister of helium gas and numerous latex balloons she'd planned on using for her own bosom-boosting fantasies.
	Cream was so quick that she was able to seek out her sluggish keepers and offer to clean up elsewhere, too. She nicked some cheerleaders uniforms, including some of their bras, various sizes of swimsuits, and costumes made for school plays. Nobody really cared what she was doing with it, assuming that the cart she was rolling through the halls in plain sight were merely for laundry. It, too, was rolled outside by the curb, where nobody paid it much mind. Even the groundskeeper, who had nothing better to do than garden and form conspiracy theories, wasn't headstrong enough to bother anybody about it. Besides, when he looked at the collection of discrete items, he noticed the signed note about storage problems, and they would come for them later.


	Cream smiled, accepting the farewells and parting cup of fruit punch obviously left over from a party that'd been over with for hours. She took a sip of it, and then left the facility, dumping it in a water fountain, having drunk none of the stale juice.
	"Disgusting,” she muttered, sticking her tongue out. It wasn't a long walk home. The town was relatively small. A cozy little city tucked away in the hills overlooking a vast coastline. It was, however, getting dark, and first snow was expected to fall that night, too. She wheeled her stolen goods home, and long before mother Vanilla was home, Cream had stored everything away in her room.


	Cream looked around the kitchen, glancing out the window, seeing that snow had begun falling. It was beautiful. The gentle amber glow from streetlamps lighting up the night in a wintry fog, but then it deepened rapidly. It was coming down in heavy sheets. She turned on the television, biting her lip. Record snowfall was reportedly coming within the hour, but as she looked out, she couldn't even see the mailbox at the end of the driveway.
	The phone rang, and as she feared, her mother was on the line, "I'm stranded at work, honey. There's plenty of food in the fridge though. This should all be cleared up by tomorrow. Yes, I'm okay. I'm just glad I didn't get out on the road before this happened. Yes, we'll be okay on food here, too. The cafeteria in the office is well-stocked and I'll probably cook something fancy up for everyone here, too! It'll be fun. Well, it's sort of a pain. Some of have pets and...” Cream sighed, honestly worried for her mother, but paradoxically impatient and distant after realizing that her safety was assured. After an eternal 5 minutes, they said goodbye, seeya tomorrow, and hung up.


	Cream had a quick dinner, and then giggled, already getting ideas about her haul tonight. Back in her room and in front of her big mirror, she looked over her body. Svelte, elegant, but not curvacious. She dragged the helium tank out and attached it to a veritable garden of hoses and valves, taping two of the hoses into one of the big bras she'd stolen, along the straps and into the cups. Then, she took some of the balloons she'd taken and started stretching them out to get them ready for inflation.
	They were positively massive! They were as big across as her head, probably more, and stretched out even further. The scent of powdery latex filled her nostrils. It excited her. She'd done this many times, but never with so much hardware! She snipped some holes into the bra, looped the nozzles through them where the nipples would be and put on the bra. It fit so loosely! But not for long, she giggled.
	She taped the nozzles to the hoses and then pored over all the costumes she could wear. She opted for the classic, putting on the cheerleader's outfit. It was made of a spandex blend, but it didn't fit her. The skirt was a bit big on her, too, but the leggings fit tightly, as did the arm length gloves. It was so shimmery and shiny! Cream swayed, watching the blue and white stripes gleam. The anticipation was absolutely killing her, but she kept up with her strange routine... 
	Cream set up her tripod and camera, checked her computer for the proper angle, making sure no matter what, her body would be highly visible, with the array of sliding door closet mirrors to catch anything she could've missed. With them recording now, she found her vibrator, applied a light lube to it and slid it beneath her panties, and tucked the large pink rubber egg into her body. She wore the wired controller on a collar, its shape a heart.
	"Hello out there,” Cream whispered into the camera, "As you can see, your balloon bunny's found some hardware that'll let her pump up even more than usual.” Cream rubbed her so-called necklace, "I've come into some more intense expander implants. I wanna fill them up with helium for some floaty fun, but don't worry, they're rated for sizes so big that they'll stay soft even when they get bigger than basketballs.”
She smiled, turning around, showing the hoses running into her bra, cooing, "See? They're fitted into my clothes, the expansion hoses.” As she turned around, she traced lines, showing the hoses bulging through the glittery blue'n'white top, "And into my chubby nipples.” She squeezed the balloon nozzles in just the right way to make them appear like enormous nipples. She knew her internet audience would love that after uploading her recording.


	"Mmnn, I've always loved how big my nipples have gotten after my rubbertex treatment, don't you?” she asked her camera. "Anyway, let's get started, ok?” She flicked her collar on low, leaning down to make sure it was obvious, and at the same time, she twisted the valve open on the helium canister, releasing a steady flow of helium into her balloon bra. As Cream's vibe buzzed in her body, her mouth opened to let a little happy sigh out, her chest stirring as the flat balloons filled subtly.
	"Ah! I can feel it starting. It's slow. Slow and steady. I can't wait to feel my braaaa tighten around my big balloons,” she whispered. "Do you want me to maybe.. Maybe hurry up? You know how impatient I get, baby. I want big tits now..” And so Cream turned her collar up to medium, and the bunny bit her lip, blushing as the vibe really buzzed inside her. She crossed her legs, swaying her hips and moaned, "Oh yeahhh, now I can feel it coming.. The pleasure. My breasts. Are.. hh—hah~ Stretching more. Getting bigger..”
	She twisted the valve open more. A gentle buzz picked up by the camera was overshadowed by the insistent hissing that eminated from the Cream's faux-bosom. It was very apparent now, her chest sticking out with a pair of instant volleyballs. She dug her fingers into them, mashing them together and explaining that her bra was still loose, and her tits were that big already!
	The girl stuck her chest out, grinning proudly, drooling a little, hypnotized by her own figure more than anything else. ~Tssssssssss~ The tone of her inflating breasts was deepening into a bassy tone, her nozzle nipples sticking out, puffy and obvious. She felt herself up all the time, rubbing down her thighs as she showed off. The stretchy cheerleader top was distorting its striped pattern and slogan 'Reach for the Sky' were stretching horizontally, widening steadily. Cream smiled, twisting the valve and her collar OFF.
	Her breasts were each enormous, bigger than her head, and bulging over the bra, visible through the tight top. Somehow, it remained tucked in, so elastic that it was still snug to her belly, but definitely stretched to the point where her navel was visible through that thinning fabric as well. She grinned, pulling the skirt up and showed her thin, but elegant thighs, and the copious juices that she was giving in pleasure, purring, "The bigger they get, the more joy I feel. Oh gosh. This is the biggest I've ever gotten? Let me turn around for you.”
	She did, raising her arms up, causing the multiple bulges of cleavage over the straps and cups to well up to Cream's chin. She gasped, "This is amazing, but I want more. Sh..should I get more? My babies are already,” and she emphasized her lust, groaning,” Sss..soooo big! Listen to how much my skin has stretched!” Cream rubbed the balloons together, and the peals of squirky rubber filled the air.
	"Ohh, but I don't think I can do this with just one inflation device. I.. I think I have to double up,” she cooed, keeping up the pretense that her remote vibrator was the cause of her breast growth. Cream pulled the skirt off, and her top untucked, the bottom hem sliding up, resting just across her navel. She had nothing on beneath but a garter belt and sopping wet panties.
	She laid on her bed, on top of her huge breasts, so big that they were not only visible from behind, but from beneath, and every angle. They elevated her off her bed by a good foot, pancaking out to her sides and under her arms. Cream had a second vibe in hand, slathering so much lotion on it that it looked like drooling semen. To tease herself, and her audience, she spread her legs more as she peeled her panties to one side, revealing her surprisingly puffy pussy. She pulled on the pink cable, showing the 2 inch wide egg embedded in her slick, pink vagina. While holding both of them, looking over her shoulder into one of her many mirrors, she used the cable to band them together and started wedging the over-wide pair or orbs into her body. Her eyes rolled back as she stretched her puffy pussy so wide it was unreal, but in they went with much slicky, sucking, wet noises.
	She sat on her knees, showing her audience the second collar she was putting on, then wordlessly, grinning and drooling drunkenly, tipped her jaw back and slowly slid both meters from OFF to low, gasping. She turned the valve. The hissing returned. She slid their intensity meters to medium, moaning, and reached over, shaking, to open the helium tank more. Finally, she rasped, "But we know what you want, master.” Cream flicked both collars' remotes to High, and gave the helium tank a twist, yelping and quaking on knees while declaring, "We want MORE! MORE! MORE!” Every time, she gave the valve a twist. Fsss! HSSSSS!!!! FOSSSSSS!
	Then, she tried her best to put on a show, but it was all for not as she squirmed around, the rattling vibes in her knocking her clit and insides around so much that she was constantly oozing femcum. Her breasts were expanding rapidly, intoned with a deep, baritone rush of helium. Cream was squealing and sighing, used to the intensity of her vibrators, but coupled with the sensation of those huge, squishy spheres bulging up over her belly and chest, consuming her body in a breasty fantasy, it was almost too much to bear.
	There was still a show to put on, and she gasped breathlessly, "Master! N..No.. Please stop. They're not rated to go this big. The doctor said.. Ahhh! Hhhnn!!” Cream writhed, fake-reaching for the helium valve, saying, "Quick! The emergency release! H..hhhnn! I don't want to explode! Please! My collar control is stuck!” Her breasts ballooned from merely 2 feet in depth to 3, then 4, then 5, pulling the cheerleader's top into a tube top. It was very obvious they were balloons though, but the cream-colored ones she'd chosen helped with the illusion that they were her tits. The top began to suddenly self-destruct, tearing large oval holes across the center, from the seams, and soon it was nothing but scraps. The bra still held fast, and with a little luck, her 'nipples' were still passable because the balloons' necks had begun to inflate, making it look like she had tremendous areolas.
	She did, however, begin to actually panic when she felt her back rise from her bed, exclaiming, "What's happening?!” The balloons were so massive that they were squeezing over her head, pinned to her by the painfully-stretching bra, its straps digging into her body. She gripped the sheets of her bed, pulling them up with her to her tall ceiling. The camera caught it all on tape, too. She wiggled her toes, trying to grasp on something while her "breasts” kept growing, spreading across the ceiling and behind her back, consuming her in a multitude of thinning bubbles. Cream couldnt even reach in front of her to turn her vibes off, moaning and whining, even crying a little from the overextension of her sexual endurance. Slick, thick cum was oozing from her in a steady stream, dripping from her splayed toes.
	"Please,” she cried, "Make it stop. I can't.. I c-c-an't take any more. H..elp me.” She fumbled with the bra weakly, but the hooks were in so tight that it would've taken tools to dislodge. The balloons continued to swell, becoming transparent enough to see through to the other side, to the insides of the bra's torn cups.
	The holes that she had cut into them tore open widely, allowing her faux-areolas to balloon to the size of beachballs. Her 'breasts' were so big that they were pressing her feet against her bed! But Cream was so weak, and the lift of her dirigibles was so powerful that she couldn't move anyway! So obsessed with having big breasts, she dare not jab her fingernails into them. Instead, she reached over to the helium canister and managed to twist it shut, giggling a bit manically, but exhaustedly. She had just enough sense to have an end cap for her show, saying, "Thank you, Master... Th..The doctor was wrong about my limits afterall, huh?” She still squirmed, whimpering, feeling a rawness in her pussy she'd only felt when she was particularly greedy, hoping the batteries were dying and that she wasn't going numb.
	Cream started to bounce experimentally, managing to slightly defeat the great lift of helium, gripping the heavy canister with her feet. She got lower and lower, feeling the tug of her fantasy tits. The camera was still rolling of course, but she managed to get down to the floor, gripping onto her bed, and put on a pair of heavy combat boots that she'd bought impulsively one night. They were just heavy enough to let her come to a rest on the floor after a few moments of floating. It was like she were on the moon, but with even weaker gravity.
	Cream put on her work-out weighted armbands and belt. That got her grounded well enough. She blushed, saying, "There~ But I can't fit outside of my room.” She turned about, showing off her massive balloons. "Mnn..” The batteries did die afterall. They were rather cheap toys anyway. She showed off that the balloons were still relatively soft, rubbing them, pushing her hands into them as they squeak and squirk in protest. She showed off that they were so massive that even if she tried to bend forward, they immediately bumped into the floor, keeping her upright.
	"Let's try one more thing,” she whispered, and reached for her lube, then held it above her head and started squirting it above her breasts, letting it glaze down over them. Then, she approached her doorway, which was no match for her weather balloons. She started pushing and squeezing one of them through the doorway. It bulged up, getting pinched in the doorframe. She whined, leaning whole-bodied against her balloons, and POP it wedged through. Cream blushed at the camera, appearing stuck in the passage, but with some effort, she passed through with the same tense squeezing.
	What burst her bubble was when the inflation hoses pulled free from being too far away, rapidly hissing from her faux-nipples. Cream panicked, falling to her haunches as her massive bosom lost its size. Even though it was completely inconvenient and she'd smeared lube on the walls, the idea of her breasts getting smaller was abhorrent! Their unwieldy size depleted to the size of small beachballs by the time she could reach around them to squeeze the nipples shut, returning to her room and whimpering, "W..well I suppose this is a good size..” Cream laughed, her voice made squeaky from the wild outgushing of all that helium gas!
	She clamped the nipples shut with some plastic clips and pulled on a stretch-T. It was black, slightly glossy to emphasize her big round bosom. On its front, a massive golden ring flanked by wings, a logo for a tire company that often sponsored racing events. It stretched wide, overemphasizing the girth of her orbs.
	She grinned one last time, huffing on her helium tits and said in a high-pitched voice, "See you next time, master~” And turned the camera off. She giggled more, her mousy, chipmunk voice was thrilling somehow. It was just wrong to be that cute and erotic at the same time.


	Cream collapsed on her back, moaning weakly, reaching between her legs and removing the vibes. She pulled them up to her face, nuzzling them with a strange affection, licking them clean and then wiping them off on her balloon bosom. She rolled over, grabbing her camera and looked over her footage. She couldnt help but rub her sorely swollen sexlips, then upload it to her computer.	
	Still wearing her loons, she edited the video quickly, uploaded it, and shivered, feeling the chill of winter bite her now that her body relaxed from its sexual joy and panic. She looked down, and smiled, coming up with the perfect idea to compensate for that.
	Cream got up, undressed from her weighted clothes and put on some long fuzzy thigh-highs, took off her gloves since they were just for fun, and replaced them with some matching black fuzzy wristcuffs and fuzzy black collar. She looked at herself in the mirror, liking the look, and then went into the bathroom. She dragged her hoses along with her and a couple toys. Cream fastened the hose set to her faucet and ran warm water through the hoses. She unclamped her 'nipples' and filled her breasts with warm water, watching them expand past the reach of her hands. She had to squeeze them up to reach all the way around now. By the time their size doubled from small beachballs to enormous ones (about 3 feet deep from her torso), she was satisfied.
	However, her lower body was still chilly. She didn't put on her black panties yet! But first, she pulled the hoses from her nipples, secured them, gave a loud, sloshy bounce in front of the mirror, watching her huge knockers wobble around so wildly that they didn't settle for several excited breaths! Cream grinned, exchanging the hoses into the bases of two bright purple dildos. She drizzled them with purple lube and hiked one of her limber legs up on the bathroom sink counter, feeling her hot breast sizzle lightly against her skin, and started working the dildo into her tight asshole. It wasn't something she did too sensually, relaxing her bowels to let the thick prick into her, and then did the same with the other, finding it much easier to insert it into her used vagina.
	Cream hopped up onto the sink, yelping, feeling the rubber dongs wedge deeper into her body, only the thin stoppers capping her off. She reached behind her and turned the warm water on, immediately feeling the sensation filling her body. She felt herself up, squirming on the counter, feeling her body reflexively try to squeeze the big intruders out, but the double penetrators kept expanding, filling with more water, elongating in her body, going deeper and deeper, and then thicker. She felt the familiar tension of their girth, knowing that it was just about enough to let them be stuck inside her. She wanted more this time though, especially with the thought of her mother being away even longer than usual. Cream closed her eyes, reaching down and rubbing her clit, which was so used tonight that it felt a bit bigger, swollen. Pangs of pain and pleasure shot through her. Her pucker fluttered, too, gripping toy in her ass. She leaned back, gasping, sliding across the sink and twisted the valves open even more. Cream just stiffened up, enjoying it instead of turning them down, feeling her belly and back as though she could feel the bulges widening in her lower body. When she did look down, she did see a tubular bulge, very subtle, riding up her belly. She felt no pain whatsoever, just a deep, sweaty heat that was soothing her body's exhaustion. She kept it up, but bent over on the sink, looking at her bottom in the mirror and blushed intensely, watching 5 inch wide purple cockballoons widening to 6. She gasped heavily, strumming her clitty and then gasped out loud, "OKAY! Okay okay okay. Thh..No more no more!” She felt like she could go on, but something told her to stop. She cut the valves and even let them drain back down to 4 and a half inches, but then pumped the one in her ass back up to 5, making some strange compromise with herself.


	Cream walked back to her room, gasping sharply, swaying her hips widely with her new partners tagging along inside her, her balloon-tits bobbling from side to side, slapping the sides of the hallway. She took a moment to clean the lube off the walls with her pretend-breasts. She sat down at her computer chair, feeling the dicks ram into her more. Cream grunted, eyes going bleary for a second. When they cleared, she noticed that her latest video was producing a small fortune for her. Wide-eyed at the popularity, dizzy with possibility that it could bring, she forgot to check more mundane things.
	Her email said her package arrived! She must not've noticed it when she was sneaking everything in! She ran downstairs, breasts sloshing away, dildos sloshing deep, deep within, and stepped outside. The snow was so heavy that it had piled up 1 foot high against the door. Cream gasped at the sight. The snow was still coming down, washing inside, and while she was aware of a coolness washing over her, her warm water bottles kept her plenty warm. She walked straight outside and began digging through the snow, kicking through it and behind planters, where she found the package. Cream knelt down, watching steam rise from her cleavage, from her body, melting around her rapidly in the shape of her balloon-tits, and picked up the big cardboard box. She'd spent months of making porno vids to save up for this! It was finally here, ordered through various less-than-legal channels.
Her hormones.


	She took them back up to her room, closing the cold behind her, squirming in anticipation as she looked over the injectors, the pills, the jugs of chemicals. She read up on it extensively online, so she took 3 of these, pulled 40.. no.. 50! .. Well.. 60.. 70.. cc's of that, and then, sadly realized that she had to take off her bra to reach her.. her actual breasts. She sighed, but allowed it, going into the bathroom with all her stuff and deflated her breasts. They sputtered and gushed, releasing all water and air. Cream pulled up her shirt and looked at her bare chest, still imprinted with a heavy latex aroma. Oh well, she thought, she'd had a powerful, depleting performance and the adrenaline was burning out now, but still one last thing to do.
	She popped the injector gun's safety off and pressed the tip against her breast, right over her nipple, and pulled the trigger. A minty pain spread through her breast, but she bore it, holding the injector with both hands. With teary eyes, she realized she injected the dosage meant for both breasts into her one accidentally. A droplet of blood winked on the tip of her nipple. Fearing more that she was possibly wasting hormone booster, she slapped bandage over it, then another in an X shape, grinning. A little worried, she drew another over-large dosage and yelped, pumping the second dose into her other tit, too. Cream popped the pills, opting for 5, and liked the slight cherry flavor they had.
	"Well, that's that, I suppose,” she murmured. "Now all I have to do is wait, and make sure to eat plenty of dairy and fat products to fuel my tits.”
	As much as she loved the scent of latex, she stepped into the shower and washed off, making her short fur shine beautifully and took a spare shower hose and played with herself even more. She bent over in the prickly, hot rainstorm, and pressed the spare hose to the base of one of the dildos, causing it to flutter violently within her, jiggling inside her ass, feeling it slide deeper inside her as it grew larger and larger. She did the same with the vaginal one, whimpering, laying on her back so she could watch it grow so big that it bulged in her belly. She took a hand mirror and carefully held it between her toes, against the back of the bath, grinning, "I knew I could get them bigger~” She pressed the hose against her assfucker-dildo, watching it widen beyond 6 inches.. it was straining though, reaching 6 and a half before sputtering and vibrating so violently that she started blacking out from the intensity of her orgasm. She anchored the hose to her stretched ass with the back of her heel, feeling the protesting spray cease, watching through blurry eyes as the dildo widened to 7 inches, slowly, but smoothly, then let it go. She writhed on the floor for a few minutes, then got up and dried herself off. She felt like her whole body was glowing.


	As she walked to bed, a hyper-horsecock of a dildo hanging out of her ass by a few inches, parting her asscheeks, the reality was that it should've painfully split her, but her body coped with it perfectly fine. Infact, she was sure she could go further. Cream cleaned up her room, putting everything back to normal now, the helium tank hidden, the cheerleader's tatters all gathered up in the garbage. She slid into bed, unable to resist strumming her plump clitoris, which was bigger than a blueberrry, but she chalked it up to being the strain of the night's performance.

 
  CreamBalloons-R18-2

  CreamBalloons Redux 02
Dream


	As the snow continued to pour outside, the girl fell into a dream with the memory of the heavy weight she'd carried against her chest still close at hand, like a phantom body she used to have. Tumbling down from her bedspread, she entered a new reality, far away from home.
	She found herself before Rouge, the bat, and she was beside her own mother, Vanilla. They were wearing incredibly skimpy clothing, sitting in the bleachers at her high school. The clothing was girly, and revealing. It would've never passed the dress code. Her own mother looked a little younger, too, a little more smooth; Rouge, too. Everything in the dream was passed through a wax filter to make it seem more heavenly.
	Her own mother, wearing a black bikini with hotrod flames licking up from the bottom, her mother's nipples protruding through with such ferocity that they almost looked like a cow's teats, mounted on areolae that were as big as tangerines. The bikini covered her very generously though, suction-clung to her basketball breasts. Vanilla's hips were incredibly wide, each haunch projecting out from her oddly narrow tummy so far she could've placed a cafeteria tray on top of each hip and still had several inches left to put her books. Her legs were bizarrely long, too, and accounted for most of her height. Who knows how big her ass really was, but it was plainly visible as she sat, snuggled up next to Rouge, whose body wasn't nearly as outrageous as her mother's.
	Vanilla wore leggings, slick black glittery ones, and clear high heels. She wore modest makeup, reds and orange eyeshadow in the theme of fire, but her hair was jet black. It was completely unlike her, it was more like Cream was projecting her body image fantasies onto her mother, but she wasn't directly aware of it. She merely admired her punky, hyper-voluptuous mother as she spread her legs, revealing the massive bulge of her pussy. It consumed the space between her thighs like some kind of perverse udder, the clitoris bulging plainly among the massive mons, each lobe several inches across and nearly a foot tall. Oblong balloons, they were, framing fat, protruding vaginal lips that looked like innertubes.


	Rouge was unsure of herself, wearing a sheer baby doll Tshirt with the phrase "Ice Cream Filling” written on it in big bubble letters. Thin spaghetti-straps looped over Rouge's shoulders. She was tall, lanky, like Cream, but stretched out further and taller. She wasn't nearly as tall as Vanilla, entirely due to the lacking length of her legs. Vanilla started laying Rouge down on the metal bleachers, whom didn't appear any older than Cream did, or any of the other late teen students. Vanilla's lips were big, plump, obviously enhanced just beyond a natural girth. She gave the bat a kiss, which Rouge accepted freely while Vanilla started rubbing between the bat girl's legs, causing a damp spot to form on her cotton bootyshorts.
	Vanilla sat on Rouge's face, smothering her with her massive, sopping pussy. Vanilla's clit had expanded, and was obviously a penis, the length of a full foot, oozing semen onto Rouge's meager breasts. Her mother had garden hoses in hand, and started attaching them to Rouge's body, but it wasn't simple. Each one was tipped with big green dildo to match the garden hoses. She placed spares in Rouge's hands, which she squeezed and stroked, causing them to grow fatter and longer, but not any firmer. Meanwhile, Mom was working them into Rouge's nipples, making the batgirl squirm and moan, which in turn, made Vanilla squeal in delight as she bit and chomped her titanic pussy.
	Students were gathering around, holding onto large valves connected to massive glass tanks of pink gel. They seemed to know what was going on as Vanilla wedged a hosedick into the batgirl's breasts, leaving a fat protrusion through her skin. She pulled her babydoll down, as it had been and stood up, allowing Rouge to sit up and gasp for air as well, her face smeared with femcum.
	Not for long though, as some of the students held her down and pushed an equine hosedick into her mouth, making her cheeks bulge, then her throat as it was forced down into her belly. She didn't seem very fearful, just tense, as though she accepted her fate.
	Vanilla pulled down the batgirl's cotton shorts, noticing she wore no panties for enough time to ask her to bend over "...like a good girl” so she could push a big fat hose into her anus, then a second, and a third, making her pucker stretch out into a sleeve packed with pulsating dildos. She rolled Rouge over on the bleacher top and worked a fat horsedick into her vag, then a second.. She grinned, digging her thumb beneath her clit, and pulled her sexlips out while the bat squirmed and wailed, pressing the blunt tip of a third megathick dick in, having to spit on it to manage to slide the cock in. Rouge's womb bulged with three undulating, pulsing shapes. The students turned the cranks and the pink gel pushed down each hose, fattening each flat strip into a firehose thick tube.


	The scene changed, but some elements remained. Vanilla was the teacher, wearing the dress she usually wore around the house, except the skirt was opened up to reveal her legs, and a deep square cut collar showed her vast cleavage welling out and up to her chin. She was instructing Rouge in proper body form. Rouge was dressed in similar clothes, but her babydoll top, slowly distorting as her cockfull breasts expanded into a volume that could contain them, read "Bubblegum Bat” now.
	The massive hoses were hanging from her body still, which looked perverted as she was trying to study and take notes on drawing of her own body, showing before and after images, and her capacity before she would explode. Her desk was becoming more and more crowded with her body.
	Her asscheeks were bulging out over her bootyshorts like a pair of gelatinous water balloons. Infact, that's what every sexualized part of her looked like. Soft, jiggly, and with the odd hint of fluid sloshing! Her lips were expanding, forming an O shape around the dick in her mouth, her breasts were ballooning at a rapid rate, pulling her everlasting top's checkerboard pattern into more and more ridiculous shapes as each swollen orb topped the size of a basketball.
	Vanilla interrupted and pressed her meterstick down on Rouge's breasts, which caused her to lean into her desk, forward, and moan, closing her eyes. Her wooden ruler cinched down on the soft tissue just behind the girl's areolae, causing them expand alone, causing the nipples to fatten into fist-sized nuggets. They jittered, vibrating wildly, the whole body of them bloating to a nearly 1:1 size before Mrs Vanilla grinned, letting the batgirl's breasts expand more to bring them into a more ideal proportion.
	Then, she made Rouge stand, which caused her to carry her desk with her for a stint before she wedged her ass out of the chair, letting it wobble free, projecting 2 feet out from behind her hips, which were close to matching Vanilla's! She looked so unsure of herself, but Vanilla smiled, saying that she was doing very well to have not exploded, that she was keeping up on her hormone treatments. Vanilla drew an outline of Rouge's profile and ordered her to stand in front of it.
	There was one very obvious problem, she said, as she erased the massive chalk outline of the ballooned bosom hanging from the girl's meager torso. She said that Rouge had been overdosing on her hormones, so she should be... Vanilla drew a very wide, sweeping line from the drawing's chest, which caused Cream to become very aroused at her desk, double the size of Rouge's beachball tits.
	Vanilla finally took notice of Cream's presence, asking, "Is there something you want to share with the rest of the class, Creamie?”
	Cream stammered, closing her knees together, "I! I! Just think Rouge's breasts sh-should be even bigger!”
	Vanilla grinned, "You're right you, know..” She drew another outline around the drawing's breasts, inflating them to a size that took their upper horizon above Rouge's nose. Slowly, the line traced around, using up nearly all of the chalkboard as Rouge sweated nervously, glancing to the size and glancing forward, projecting the 2D image into a 3D prediction, wondering how she'll be able to keep her balance with breasts that massive.
	Vanilla grinned, "And don't worry, bat. Your legs will get longer and stronger.. You'll be just as tall as me...” Rouge was growing taller, too, all of it in her legs. The class sat and watched as the bat girl ballooned, the hoses connected to her tits fattening up and thinning, like they were breathing the gel into her mammaries. She squirmed and stood there, watching as her fat tits filled out her babydoll tee, which stretched almost perfectly, concealing everything but her cleavage. Rouge's nipples were like fat bludgeons, and Mrs Vanilla grinned, commenting, "Her teats could consume firehydrants at this size.”
	The span of Rouge's breasts came to an end when each breast was 5 feet across, perfectly shaped into a subtle teardrop. From the front, you could barely see Rouge's eyes peeking out from between the soft curve of her hilltops. Her skin made constant gutteral stretching sounds, gurgling gel within them roiling around like a great lake. Between Rouge's legs, a sheet of slimy femcum had developed, webbing between her massively wide, long legs. When Cream stood up, her head came up to Rouge, and Vanilla's, groin. It was all leg height.
	"Good girl, you set quite the example, batgirl, and just in time for your yearbook photos with your swim team,” Vanilla smiled. The image of Rouge the bat, her sexual idol, as one of her classmates, overinflated by her own mother and forced into various bodies and clothing began to evaporate...
	When Cream awoke, she felt a tremendous weight on her chest, feeling her massive bosom, she gasped and sat up rapidly, but noticed it was the balloon bra she had on last night. She didn't remember putting it back on.
	Then Vanilla giggled behind her, saying, "Well I guess we all have badly kept secrets, Creamie darling..” She pulled up Cream's shirt, revealing that they were, infact, real breasts, pulled on her daughters nipples, which revealed thin hoses penetrating her nipples. Cream looked at the water faucet which her mother slammed open and gasped sharply, stunned by the sensation of water filling her breasts. Her own mother sat on her lap, and started rubbing between her thighs. Looking down between her deepening cleavage, she saw her clitoris expand, a big orange in her mum's loving hands. It elongated further and further, like a party balloon. Before long, it was clear that she had a big dick..
	Then she found herself standing in front of the class, hoses hanging from her like a web, pumping her breasts up, her new cock and balls, her ass and legs. Down her nose, she spied her lips in plain sight, expanding like balloons on her face! She gasped, looking toward the chalkboard, which was taller than a skyscraper. Somehow, she was able to perceive the chalk drawing's macrophilic proportions, and the macro-phallic size her dick was rapidly swelling into. There were rows and rows of students, all pumped up to Rouge's size, being drained?! They were being drained into her?!


	The dreamworld began spinning out of control! The last thing she remembered was spying on her mother, watching her work a hand-operated milk pump in reverse, inflating her breasts with chocolate milk from a palm-filling size, all the way up to being much larger than basketballs, using a gallon for each.. And then another pair of jugs to redouble her own jugs, standing before her mirror nude and then strapping on her black lace bra, which didn't fit anymore, slide into her dress, and then hug Cream in the living room before allowing the young self to nurse from her.


--
	Cream grumbled, rolling over in bed, feeling a warm, full feeling in her lower body. She rubbed her eyes, realizing she woke up before the sun came up. She pinched herself to make sure she wasn't dreaming still. She pulled up her shirt and looked at her big nipples, which had unpeeled the bandaids from her chest. She re-stuck them, rubbing them down, wincing at the swollen soreness of her big nugget nipples, probably swollen from the injections.
	She didn't know how true that was...
	"What a weird dream, but fun. I should write down that story idea about Rouge,” she said, and she did, masturbating as she described Rouge, a student at her school, being ballooned as part of the curriculum.
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  CreamBalloons Redux 03
Interlude

	Cream had a quiet breakfast of toast and juice, but still felt hungry. The medication she started taking just last night would affect her appetite.  She looked outside at the snow continuing to waft down from her bedroom window, then back to her computer screen, looking over the fanart that she'd received from her fans. Images of her with massive balloon breasts, carefully rendered to make it look real. She recorded herself masturbating to her favorites sometimes and even doodled some smut in response, too. She thanked everyone for their support, squirming on her chair and showed everyone that she was ordering more body modifying medication. As expected, it was met with complete support and even more money, letting her afford a complex vacuum pump modified from milking equipment. It was for her nipples, she had written.
	She kept squirming, the fat dildos still inside her, but visited the restroom to drain the body-warmed water from them, but before she did, noticed that they slid out when she gripped their wide stopper plugs. Without thinking much more about it, she pulled out the dildos smoothly, the massive lengths reaching halfway down her legs, only kept inside her by the wide rim of their cockheads. Cream squatted down on the bathroom floor, sitting down slowly, feeling them slide smoothly into her body. She smiled, rubbing her groin, panting, pleased with herself merely for wedging such massive toys into herself. It felt wonderful to her, being so tightly stuffed, but she sighed, knowing that she had to take them out eventually. Cream drained them, took a morning shower and washed them off, too.
	
	When she got dressed, she decided to wear one of the outfits that some of her more wild fans had made for her. It was very sporty and not too unlike what some of the classmates in her dream had worn. Athletic lingerie with patterned arrow designs that emphasized her curves whenever she stuffed her top. She threw on her camera for a quick little video, inserting some of the new balloons she nicked into her flashy top and stuck some of her large, false nipples to them, adding to the realism. Each nub was 2 inches long, making for a lovely pair of bulges. The top was perfect for it, too, so snug to her lithe chest that the nipples shown through just as clearly as when it was being stretched out. 
	On days where she knew she'd have the house to herself, she'd drag a hose from the bathroom, so that she could fill up with warm water wherever she went. She laid in her computer chair, idly rubbing her fake breasts as they grew, filling her hand, then overfilling it as she calmly fingered herself straight through her stretchy hot pants. She twisted over, pressing her soft, fat balloons against the chair, showing off how big they were getting, spreading out beneath her arms until they were the size of basketballs. Cream rolled back over, showing how outrageously huge her bosom was, kept held aloft by the top, and started fingering herself rapidly, moaning theatrically and froze, gasping in a faux-orgasm. 
	She was about to turn the camera off, but the telephone rang. Without thinking about it, she hopped up, huge breasts swinging up and batting her in the face, sloshing audibly as she clumsily wobbled downstairs. Cream didn't even realize that the garden hose trailing from the small of her back was still attached, still feeding water into her top.
	"Hello? OH! Mom! How are you?” Cream stammered, "Oh no! I'm just tired from trying to shovel all the snow from the front door! It's so much!” Cream blushed, watching her breasts pushing out further from her body, slowly but steadily, the weight building, the huge nipples clearly visible. She stomped on the hose, grunting. It helped slow the growth, but added a vibration as the flow sputtered. 
	"Oh no, you still can't get out? That's awful! Well, everything's fine here. It's just really boring because I can't go out. Well, I hope you stay safe. The storm is supposed to let up soon though.”
	Cream's fake breasts were bulging out from under her top, spreading across her belly now, each orb nearly 2 feet across and deep. Water was trickling down her body from the imperfect seal on the split-off smaller hoses. The 'necks' of the balloons were expanding, making it seem that her areolae were swelling up. 
She gasped gently, biting her lip,”Y..yes, there's plenty of food. Y-y'don't have to worry about me anymore mom! I'm n-not a little girl anymore!” She leaned up and rested her massive breasts on the kitchen counter, insisting, "I've even got my eye on an apartment! I've been saving up all my money and I'll even get a better job soon!” She blushed, thinking of the nice little home she'd make, with the studio in back for all her bust-boosting video.
	She could feel the well-meaning smile through her mother's voice. Okay, sweetie. 
	"Well, I love you, too. Stay safe okay?” Ok. Click. Cream leaned over into the sink and started masturbating, her breasts filled the sink to the brim, squeezing over the edges. She gasped to herself, thinking she should record this scene one day. Higher and higher her bosom rose, bulging over the collar, pressing against the sink's faucet. The balloons were so huge that she couldn't reach over them and when she tried to pull away, found herself completely stuck. She blushed, stomping on the hose again, slowing the flow to a trickle and managed to reach behind herself and kink the hose.
	She tried to dig one of her hands in beneath her breasts, but it was squeezed flush to the rim of the sink. She lubed her hand a bit with some dishsoap and managed it. Standing on the hose, she got both arms in beneath her huge balloons, feeling how firm they were as she lifted them free from the sink. The faucet hooked the collar of her top, pulling it down! She froze, lifting one arm up and jabbing at the collar till it snapped free, slapping the balloons with just enough force to knock the girl off balance. When she hit the floor, her false breasts splayed out to her sides, pancaking, and exploded. Her top snapped back, just as tight as before, and squeezed the multiple gallons of water out of every opening in the shirt, gushing geysers that drenched the entire kitchen. She sat there, water dribbling everywhere, from every thing. She stood up, put the hose in the sink, disrobed, and spent the next couple hours drying everything off.

	Cream sat down for lunch, heating up much more than normally, and had her 'supplements' with it, too, reading the side of a bottle of pills claiming to encourage lactation, another bottle that was full of injection serum for more tissue development and elasticity. There were numerous medications, numerous high claims and she took the entire regimen along with her multiple course meal. What was bizarre was that she didn't feel full at all, but didn't feel hungry any longer. She stretched out the collar on the plain shirt she was wearing, looking down at her nipples. In a moment of wonder, she walked to the freezer, opened it, and took an ice cube out and pressed it against her breasts, watching in amazement as her nipples grew even larger,.
	"They're. They. They grew!” Cream laughed, smiling. So thrilled by the possibilities, she eyed the kit of body modifying drugs, feeling a rush over her as she wondered which one she should push. She shook her head, felt the room spin, and leaned against the fridge for a minute,  keeping it all packed up for now. She felt like she was on a ship, wobbling along the side of the hallway with the heavy case of meds in hand. It felt like an anchor. She fell into bed, the last memory being how blurry everything looked, like paint drooling out from an image.

	When she awoke, it was dark. She rubbed her eyes, the room lit up by the amber glow of city lamps and snowfall. Yes, the blizzard had come and gone, but it was still a storm out. She moaned, rubbing her head. She still felt dizzy, staggering into the bathroom to get aspirin and noticed something strange. Her clothes didn't fit. She wasn't sure what had changed, looking over herself, breathing deeply, getting unreasonably panicked and passed out. The world spun upward. She collapsed on the floor mat. 
	She awoke again, feeling much better and looked down over herself. Her clothes were even tighter! This time it was obvious. Her hips had widened. Her legs were longer, and her torso.. Her entire body had grown! She even had breasts. They were only A cups, soft, gentle slopes, but it was clear now that the medication was working, and not just bottle-fulls of side-effects.
	She realized it was morning when the phone rang again. Another call from Vanilla! She'd be home in a few hours. Her memory flared up about some of the lies she'd told, and bundled up, grabbed a shovel and spent that time digging through a snow drift nearly her own height. It was interesting at first, digging through mountains of snow, but soon became miserable. She wasn't even sure why she bothered. None of the neighbors had.

	Vanilla returned, and they both ate a large dinner that she'd prepared at the office cafeteria. It was awkward for Cream because as she was enjoying the lavish meal, asking for seconds and thirds, eyed a rubber nipple behind the fridge, wedged there between the walls.
	"Goodness, you're eating so much, Cream!” Vanilla said, glowing.
	"Mmn! It's so good! I've had nothing but TV dinners!” Cream was playing with her food a bit, nervous about a few things. She was wearing clothing that used to fit her loosely helping conceal her growth spurt. She finished eating, and started in on cleaning the dishes before Vanilla could leave the table. Vanilla poured herself a glass of wine, filling the cup and taking a drink, sighing, "Thank you, dear. It's been quite a week.”
	"Mmhmm! I know it isn't my turn, but y'know!” She shrugged, smiling, and snagged her prosthetic nipple, stuffing it into a pocket. It took a few glances to realize she didn't know where the other one was. At least Vanilla wasn't picking up on the tension emanating from her daughter, and in reality, Cream hadn't grown enough for anybody else to know unless they measured her. 
	"Hmm, so you're still thinking of moving out? Closer to the city right?” Vanilla said, a light airiness to her voice, a little regretful. "It'll be a little lonely here, but I understand.” She was already halfway through her first serving of red wine. 
	"Yes, mom, and I'll be sure to visit often, and it isn't too far away!” Cream conceded, although they both knew it would only be on holidays that they'd see eachother. Despite outwardly being a momma's girl, even Vanilla picked up on Cream's desire for independence.
	Vanilla, for being stuck at work for so long, was just as prim, apart from her slight wobble as she finished up the generous cup, pouring another. She smiled crookedly, laughing, "Well ok, but you'll always be my Creamie. Those city boys are all business, if you know what I mean. So watch out.”
	Cream stiffened up, laughing nervously, "Y..yeah I kno... erm! I will!” 
	Vanilla laughed in her mirthful fog, always delighting in embarrassing her daughter. Cream felt something at her feet and glanced down, snagging up the other piece of evidence from her explosion in the morning.
	"Oh, I just noticed something!” Vanilla said, tapping the table, each knock slowing down time for Cream's worries. "Did you clean the kitchen? Everything's... glowing...” 
	Cream paused, calming her voice just enough not to sound nervous, "Yes, I did! The internet went out, so I had a lot of time on my hands and every place was closed because of the blizzard and.. Y'know. It's something that has to be done.”
	Vanilla was clearly drunk at this point, "Thanks, sweetie. I really will miss you, you know.”
	That was that. Vanilla sat down in the living room, watching shows that she had recorded away from work, but fell asleep within the hour, hand laid next to an empty wine glass, only a red residue left in the bottom. Cream brought her a blanket, feeling doubly awkward because of the sexually-overcharged dream she had a few nights earlier, letting her gaze linger on her mother's substantial bust. She couldn't help but let her hands linger, through the blanket... as though it were a moral shield, on her soft bosom, too. 
	Vanilla sighed in her sleep and Cream recoiled. "Thanks, Creamie,” she muttered, slurring. 	"Sleep well, Mom,” Cream whispered, and she tiptoed to her room, feeling less shame than she expected after feeling her mother's big breasts. 
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  CreamBalloons Redux 04
Erotic Fanfic

	It was getting seriously late, but she hopped online, reading through all the lust-filled comments her latest vids received, the fanart of her blown up to hyper-voluptuous proportions and noticed a few that stuck out. One of her lifelong supporters was trying to get her attention, repeating a comment about the medication and cosmetic surgery that Cream was planning on getting. The user was always a weird one, talking about next-generation theories that nobody had access to, but this one looked very plausible. It just hit the market and 'short of being nanorobotics', they said, it was what she was looking for. It was a hormone package developed in the interest of aiding people with body dysphoria. Injection patches woven into clothing, custom-tailored for a person's body goals. She ordered it straight away, with no consideration to the veritable galaxy of drugs she was already taking, and had already made her pass out for much of the day.
	The very thought of her body expanding into her dreams made her wet, fogging reason, but clarifying the fantasy. She snapped some pictures of her chest and body, pointing out how she was changing, smiling brightly at the small, but real progress her bosom made. The response from the online crowd was generous.

	Cream wrapped up the night by continuing to write about one of her sex idols, Rouge. It was no secret that she had undergone numerous kinds of cosmetic surgery, and probably used her rumored position as a government agent to help manipulate companies to lend  suspiciously great assistance to her own company, which specialized in fashion and beauty products. Infact, most of the meds that Cream had used were developed "By Rouge” as the motto went. On her computer screen, for more inspiration, she had a photo timeline of Rouge's body from when she was barely known, to when she started one of the world's largest body-modifying businesses on the planet. The woman's body, already womanly, had ballooned tremendously over the course of 5 years. She had even been seen with a bulge, leading many to believe that she'd given herself a penis after becoming jaded with being female alone.
	Cream went off all that speculation. Even though her lush mother was sleeping deeply, she dare not risk pulling the water hose into her room. She attached a squeeze bulb to the base of her dildos, tiny when deflated. She gave both bulbs several squeezes, paying no mind to the fact that her body hadn't stretched out from how huge they previously were. Sufficiently excited, blushing, she wrote her short story... 

---
	
"Big Business Bat”

	Rouge laid on the operating table, inputting the last command for the robotic surgeon's new routine. The entire room had a sharp, antiseptic scent, softly lit by numerous dim lamps to help settle nerves. The ceiling was glass, allowing an audience to observe the entire process, mostly investors, but a few doctors, too. Lining the circular room were numerous infusion pumps, high-tech machines monitoring vitals, and for the audience, multiple camera angles with picture-in-picture monitors. The only people in the operating room were a few technicians studying terminals for the robo-doctor's many arms sprouting from its 8-wheeled base. A paramedic was waiting by, too, leaning against the exit door, seeming as worried as anyone else. Massive tanks of gel glooped and glunked, like massive water coolers, feeding the simulaflesh through clear hoses into the robo-doc. 
	"Okay, let's begin, boys. I hope you enjoy the show, and consider this first ever test's results,” she cooed into the mic, and the machine placed a plastic mask over her face as she lay down, breathing in the sleeping gas. Her eyes fluttered, and she was out. Painkillers were injected, assuring she would sleep through the operation. Yet, Rouge's voice kept speaking periodically throughout the operation. Recorded clips played throughout the process. 
	Rouge's arms rest at her sides. The 'doc' pulled them out to the sides and then removed the sheet covering her nude body. Across her naked form, there were numerous markings. 
	"All of the paint is for your reference. The surgical unit doesn't need them. This is a simple test, showing the results of the elasticity-boosting drugs we've developed that make the patient's tissues even more durable than rubber,” the sultry recording claimed while the displays showed Rouge's nipples being clamped and pulled on, being tugged away to a realistic degree, then further, and further yet. The machine kept pulling until her skin was pulled 3 feet out and then some. The machine relaxed, and except for a vague blush, she looked as though nothing happened.


Cream pumped her dildos up, feeling them fit snugly in her body. She rubbed her ass side-to-side on the chair, feeling the lube smearing across the smooth surface, and the suction cups stick, giving the cocks a pleasurable drag within her.


	"I'm also host to my new expander implants, based on old plastic surgery methods. We have hormonal treatment options, too, which can be deployed into a patient via each personally-shaped bladder, which dissolves away, replaced by enhanced tissues, for patients that wish for permanence. That's not my personal taste though,” she went on, each word rolled off her lips as though she were flirting. The display showed the many bubbles within Rouge's body, and displayed their capacities, which many audience members said seemed speculative at best.
	 "My implants, however, can be drained and refilled, since I must be able get around and do these demonstrations for you good people,” the recording churred attractively. "Well, I'm sure the auto-doc is done rigging me up by now...”
	It was close to finishing, pressing syringe-tipped hoses into Rouge's body, inserting them beneath her arms, just above her hips, and curiously, a pair went to her inner thighs, on either side of the crook of her groin. Smaller hoses were placed into her mouth, the doc opening her jaw and placing the needles somewhere within. The procedure seemed incredibly simple. All the indicators were green except two. That's when the doc strapped Rouge's wrists and ankles to the edge of the table. The table split apart, leaving Rouge spread-eagle. Excess portions of the table retracted into the floor. Her entire body was on display, a collar kept her head stable. The entire array was suspended by robotic arms. The doc inserted the last two hose lines into the small of her back, and the pips associated with her asscheeks lit up.
	The infusion pumps spooled up, whirring from high pitch to a low, quiet hum. Heavy, slow burbling belched into the gel tanks as the pumps took long drinks of the gel.
	"Our gel may look like heavier saline, but don't be fooled,” Recorded Rouge purred, "Our simulaflesh gel gives the appearance of a natural body by default, but can be tuned to any number of tastes, viscosity, firmness, and feel. I've opted for a jigglier, bouncier type that we jokingly brand as jiggle physics.”


Cream pumped her dildos more, squeezing both bulbs and pausing as she imagined being her idol. Even being a postergirl would've been a dream, and given access to all the latest goods that came from Rouge. She pumped the dildo in her ass up a few extra times more than her pussy pump, feeling her insides flutter in pleasure. She drooled, shakily typing away with the squeeze bulbs on either side of her keyboard.


	Rouge's voluptuous body began to fill out, starting with her breasts. In slow pulses, they pushed out further from her body. Her hips widened smoothly, too, and the robo-table adjusted, spreading whenever it was at a limit to pull her legs into a spread pose again. Her legs were getting slightly longer as well. The doctor held a mic near Rouge, piping the sound of vaguely rubbery stretching into the audience's chamber as her bosom ballooned from full-figured, to frankly-huge.
	Clear syrup fed into Rouge's lips, and as they pursed more and more, becoming bodaciously, cartoonishly plump, the doc held the mic near her lips, and she cooed, opening her eyes, "And finally, the process is completely painless. We'll only put the patient under if they request it, at no extra charge.” She grinned, squirming around on the table, continuing on, "And we're able to implant something extra, too, if you'd draw your eyes downstairs for me.”
	The gel allowed into her groin started inflating her clitoris and mons. It looked strange at first, but then it became apparent when the bulges of flesh distended into a pouch. She had balls now, and her clitoris was fattening into a penile shape, the rim of a glans bulging up near the tip, and the mushroomed tip capping it off. It arched out, 3 inches and so on, elongating into a definite penis.
	"Fully functional, too.. We can even,” Rouge gasped, obviously enjoying it. She paused...
	"We can even match the patient's DNA to make them fertile, if they want.”
	Rouge wobbled in the air, sending her huge breasts wobbling about and grinned, "And unlike standard implants, we can have complex, multi-stage ones, controlled remotely.” A display flashed up, zooming in on a 3D model of the bat woman's tits, selecting her nipples and areolae. The selection flickered, and then down on the surgical table, her areolae began to bulge outward into large domes, the nipples themselves thickening significantly, pushing out inch by inch, throb by throb. "It really adds to their realism,” she rasped lovingly.
	"Mnnn, well that's enough out of me, darlings,” she moaned, and that was the cue for the lip infusion to ramp up, pumping her lips into a lovely pucker that began to dominate her face, but more theatrically, squeeze her mouth shut. Her body was continuing to balloon, and the recording chimed in, saying, "This stress test is already well beyond the limits of what most of this audience thought was only theoretical.”
	The pumps got louder, and were obviously taking longer draws from their tanks, pumping multiple gallons into the CEO of her own company, pumping her asscheeks and thighs up so much that they were thicker around than the span of her shoulders. The 3D displays zoomed out gradually, making more room to accommodate her ridiculously grown figure.
	"You'll notice that my legs are getting longer. The elasticizer allows the tendons and even bones to adapt to the needs, if they are bound up in an implant mesh. The procedure is no more invasive than a standard implant procedure,” Rouge assured. "The only downside is that it takes a few minutes for it to wear off when the host implants are deflated, leaving the patient with elongated legs for that moment.”
	Rouge's breasts were the size of beanbag chairs, wobbling chaotically atop her body, her areolae alone were double the size of her head, and capped with nipples that could fill 5 gallon buckets. The machines released her, and she walked around to a closet, the doc following close behind her. She pulled a long sheet of rubbery cloth from the rack. The doc helped dress her in a business suit that was tailor made for her hyper-sexual body, including her new dick, which came to a rest at a foot in length, the balls so big that they obscured her vagina from view. The suit barely fit. She tapped her lips, and they were drained just enough to allow her to speak. Oddly she'd not removed the hoses.
	"As you can plainly see, I've gone above and beyond the limitations of every clinic's ethical concerns without violating the safety of the patient. The only thing they need to do is pass our physical fitness test, which we can provide help qualifying for. The design of my implants are also very supportive, making that a low bar to entry, " she said while walking around the sparse operating room, huge breasts jostling in an unearthly sway, hips carrying such a wide gait that her asscheeks slapped against the small of her back. "Your investment is needed to lower the cost of entry, however, but I assure you that the hunger for this product is great.” The evidence flickered onto the screens. "And its safety will boost demand, and fits within legal obligations..”


Cream shivered, pumping the dildos up within her more and more, listening to the lubed horsedicks squeaking within her body from the pressure. She didn't look down, but she was sure by the packed feeling that they were just as big as they'd been when she was filling them with water days before. She panted, drool oozing down her tongue, down her chin. The tubes were hissing violently every time she squeezed the bulbs to make her double-penetrator even bigger. She reached beneath her slimy bottom, a mixture of her femcum and lube, and plied the suction cups free. She pulled the squeeze bulbs off and started banding duct tape around them, rigging them to the helium canister's hose contraption.
She sat down again, and with the big canister at her side, twisted the nozzle while squirming on her dildos, wincing and biting her lip, pinching the hoses between her trembling thighs to add a wild vibration to her growing penetrators. She cut the flow and after touching the penile bulge pushing through her belly, continued on, moaning softly with every breath.


	"But in case you're not satisfied, then please observe the point I'm about to make,” Rouge seemingly commanded, raising her arms up behind her, posing like the pin-up doll she was. Every tanker of gel refilled noisily, delivered by wide pipes with glass windows in them. Everything about this demonstration was about showing the excess that she was able to bestow on herself, and on other people. She was selling a dream. The pumps spooled up again, and Rouge's body grew in dramatic gluts. Her body groaned audibly, breasts and ass bulging in fantastic spurts. Her legs ballooned, lengthening up. Her torso grew slightly longer, but most of her height was in her perfectly shaped legs.
	She felt herself up, absoluly in lve wih her otrgeous womanhdd.. . Roug kp

Cream gasped, twisting the helium canister open again. Its pressure was great, pushing its gas into the tense rubbers inside her. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she bounced on top of her impossibly fat toys, pretending that Rouge was fucking her. A vision of a futafied Vanilla flashed in her mind as well, the second partner gangbanging her. It didn't phase her. Who knew how huge the cocks were.. Cream gave extra bias to the dick in her ass, feeling its great length straightening out her bowels. If it weren't so dark, cream would've seen that the toy in her pussy was so big that it was bulging out her belly, curled up in within her womb slightly, thicker across than a 2L bottle by far. 
She cut the flow to her vagina, and vastly reduced the flow overall, feeling her asscheeks spreading more and more, and could hear her femcum dripping on the floor in great droplets. She continued to write, but was bleary eyed in pleasure.

	Rouge was absolutely in love with her outrageous womanhood, becoming a goddess of sex. Her size had doubled. Her hips were larger across than most cars were wide, and the asscheeks mounted on her curvacious thighs and massive, jiggly pelvis projected out further than many of the audience members were tall. Her breasts dominated her frame, each gigantic, slightly drooping, slightly oblong sphere 7 feet in depth, her areolae as big as beachballs, the nipples just as absurd. The clothing was tearing apart. The fat flesh bulged through each rapidly-widening tear in her business clothing. Her pantyhose shredding over the bulging thighs, and before her suit was just beginning to give up, a loud fluid glugging noise revisited the surgical room. A glassy scrape followed, and the surgical room's ceiling had retracted, allowing Rouge's height gains to penetrate above.
	The tankers had refilled, and again, started pumping more gel into her. The displays were amazing. Her normal body was completely enveloped in multiple feet of injected simulaflesh. She towered higher, being literally inflated to more than triple her normal height. Her ballooning dick came into view finally, hanging out in front of her like an errant crane arm, her balls fattening up, packing her soft sac tightly. The only tatters of clothing that remained were her sleeves and stylish collar.
	Rouge broke the pose, striding around the room confidently. Her steps resonated through the auditorium, the great collection of gelatinous oceans sloshing deeply in everyone's ears. Her breasts swung pendulously out above everyone's heads, and while her plus-sized battering ram of  a dick should've bowled over the investors, she seemed to have the presence of mind to spare them the assault.
	"We also provide for plus-sized tailoring,” she giggled, as robotic arms lowered from the true ceiling, which briefly scanned her, then seemed to spray new clothing on her. Cotton banded between her massive weather balloons, over her belly and lower body, clothing her new phallus and package in a sheath that indeed concealed her body, but let it all hang out. The black body hugger was capped off with a second layer. The machines built boots and gloves onto her, and capped beneath her breasts, a heart-shaped bodice, completing her classic look. She grinned, turning around, showing it off.
	"Mmm, but I do have to be places,” she frowned, signaling the machines to then drain her. In only a few minutes, tanker truck amounts of gel were pumped out of her, leaving her completely normal, and the exaggeration from her leg lengthening wasn't as severe as some had worried. It was clear that it was strange, but she wasn't left with an upper body that was 5 times shorter than her legs had been when she pumped so massively. Rouge emerged from the parachute of clothing, turning around, the cameras zooming in on her, revealing no signs of stretching whatsoever, just reddened skin that relaxed in moments time.
	"Like I said, I do have to be places, and I hope you'll follow me there. Thank you for your time.” Rouge smiled as she was dressed again in her sharply-tailored business suit and left, the lights dimming as applause was raised.
---

	Cream finished writing, but as she was wrapping up the story, she continued pumping up her double phallic toys, pretending that Rouge, with two dicks, was fucking her. Little did she know how rapidly her medication worked, allowing her to take an unreal amount of dick in her lithe little body. Her belly bulged with a dick that was approaching double thickness of a 2L soda bottle, and the one wedged in her ass even further along. A second bulge appeared in her belly as she bounced and moaned freely, trusting in her mother's alcoholism to keep her asleep.
	"Yes! M..More! Rouge. Yes. Fuck me. Yes!,” she hissed passionately, sliding her fingers rapidly across her big, plump clit. Her chair squeaked beneath the much noisier splattering of cum and lube. The second bulge in her belly was indeed the other dildo, having worked through her body, pressing a fat mushroom bulge out from her navel.
	KAPOW!!!!
	The dildos exploded inside of her! She yelped and then covered her mouth before melting in her seat, shivering all over in pleasure. She oozed down, feeling the slick goo down her back and laid on the floor, rubbing her pussy and trembling in joy. She worriedly felt her bottom, but felt fine. Nothing but pleasure, and her pucker was as tight as it had ever been. Cream lay there, rubbing her overstimulated body, rubbing her plump belly full of helium and got a kinky idea... She turned the helium canister off and snipped the hoses free from the bundle of tape and stuck them in her mouth while masturbating, giving herself that cute, cartoonish voice...
	"Cream? What was that?” Vanilla's voice pierced the fantasy's bubble. 
	Cream gasped sharply, covering her mouth as helium hissed out of her body. She quickly practiced deepening her voice, and called out, voice shaking, "Snow slid off the roof! It scared me, too!” Her voice was still pinched by helium... Her eyes darted around. She pushed the helium tank back into her closet and sopped up her own sexual release with a towel...
	"Hnghhnn okay,” her mother slurred. She heard footsteps briefly, a door close, and knew that her mother had probably gone to her actual bed.
	Cream bit her tongue, climbed back onto her computer chair and submitted her story to her fans before she dug out another substantial dildo. She was still punishingly aroused. She could hear her sober self screaming at her to crawl in bed, but the insistent throb in her body drove her on. She cinched one of her hoses shut, but kept the one from her ass open, feeling the pressure relieving.
	Cream walked into her bathroom, licking her dildo, gazing at herself in the mirror while doing it, and unscrewed the shower nozzle head. She sweat bullets as she turned on the water flow, waiting an eternity for the water to warm. She had total tunnel vision, and even that little voice in the back of her head vanished at that point. She attached the footlong dildo to the shower hose, feeling it jitter to life in her hands. She licked the suction cup, dragging the hose along, and stuck the dildo to the bathroom mirror, twisting it around and pushing down for a perfect seal.
	She clambered onto the wide countertop and pressed the fat glans against her ass and started humping the mirror. She huffed the helium, heightening her voice and squealed in a quiet hiss about being Rouge's bitch. The fat dildo had puffy nodules on it, rounded spikes that ground gently into her insides and helped lodge it inside even her enhanced body.
	With the mirror, she could peer over her shoulder and see how wide the neon cock was getting. It was already thicker than her spindly arms, and definitely longer. She couldn't slide away from the wall without falling off from its gained size. Her crazed mind wasn't satisfied yet, even as the dildo thickened further, gaping her puffy asshole. She touched her stomach, seeing a repeat of the bulge promising to rise in her. The sense of fullness she got when her ass kissed the mirror, and the base of the dildo was amazing, making her tremble and giggle from the sheer intensity. Tears dribbled down her face from the overload.
	
	Knock, knock!

	"J—Just brushing my teeth and gonna take a sh-sh-shower!” Cream immediately yelped, her voice still slightly pinched by helium. 
	Then, she realized that the noise was her falling over, having been leaning out from the sink so far that the suction cup released. Still, a shower sounded wonderful. A shower with Rouge. She had two shower nozzles in her bath, and turned the other one on. It drained some of the flow from pumping up her hyper-futa fantasy, but it allowed her to savor it, watching as her belly was completely filled with the girth of a dick as she sat down on it, feeling each rounded nodule pop into her spread ass. Her pussy was squished somewhat flat by the foot-wide dildo. 
	She finally had enough and detached the hose, but stuck the dildo once more to a wall, pumping her body along the massive length in smooth motions, gripping the textured sides of the tub to help get a longer thrust. She kept up a good rhythm, moaning openly, the warm shower masking her voice. When she finally came, she squirted, feeling a pressure beneath her clit fluttering as thick slime erupted from her cunny. Exhaustion immediately set in, but the dildo was stuck fast, leaving her ass hung in the air as goo oozed around her upper body and face, swirling down the drain.
	After a few minutes, she rolled over, feeling all the nubs scrape inside her and make her clit harden up again, more femcum slopped down her body, siezed up in orgasm. She did clean herself, detaching the suction cup from the wall, draining the dildo, but keeping the 2L bottle-sized dick inside her. She glanced at herself in the mirror, the hot pink bulge hanging out of her pucker.  She blushed, and pressed a shampoo bottle against its base, watching it sink in and in a moment of impulse, sat on the edge of the tub, watching the dildo slide in, and her elastic asshole cinch shut. For some reason, she felt intense sexual pride, and continued to wash herself off, feeling as Rouge must've felt when she rose above all her skeptics, pumped so full that nobody could deny how impressive it was.
	She toweled off and slipped back into her athletic nighties, noticing that her hips got a little wider, her breasts a little bigger. She felt more and more womanly. She retired to her bedroom at long last, rubbing her protruding clitoris through her panties. If it weren't for her exhaustion, she knew she could go another round. Instead, she slid into bed, tucked away among her pillows and fantasy and gave a little moan, squeezing her plump buns together to give her internal dildo a jounce.
	Her dreams were incoherent, anxious, sexual, and who could really say what they were for sure? 
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