Bettina Goes Boom
By Mollycoddles

“Oh no,” grumbled Virginia, “Not fuckin’ Bettina.”

Bettina wobbled through the doorway, her ridiculously flared hips barely flaring the doorframe.  The blonde bunny smiled a big fake smile with her plump glossy lips, reveling her perfectly straight white teeth.  She looked like she had even more work done since the last time that Virginia had seen her.  Not just in her teeth, though.  Bettina’s curves had grown even more exaggerated and voluptuous since the last time that Virginia had turned away the over-inflated diva.

“Get out,” said Virginia simply, “I don’t have time to deal with you. I’ve got paying customers.”

Bettina craned her neck to see over her swollen bosom, flicking her eyes left and right to make note that there was, in fact, no one else inside the shop.

“I’m a paying customer,” said Bettina. “I’ll pay top dollar!”

“That doesn’t count. I can’t accept your money. I can tell that you’re already way over the legal limit.” 

“Aw, c’mon, just a little bit? Please?”  The overpumped blonde balloon batted her eyelashes coquettishly.  Virginia didn’t move, her face a perfect blank.

There had been people like Bettina ever since the invention of shelium.  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.  As soon the gas passed regulatory testing, small shelium shops had begun to spring up all over the place, offering over-the-counter shelium injections.  Most of Virginia’s customers were older women looking to tighten up a few sagging parts or young co-eds trying to snag a husband, but then there were people like Bettina. People who became hopelessly hooked both on the euphoria of the injection and the pleasing roundness that came from being tightly packed full of light, bouncy shelium.

Virginia was reasonably certain that Bettina spent her days cruising from one shelium shop to another, cajoling shopkeepers until one agreed to give her an extra dose.  There was, however, a limit to how much shelium could fit inside the human body, so laws prevented shelium merchants from pumping clients beyond a certain pressure.  Once they reached that point, they would have to wait until their bodies naturally expelled the gas slowly – something that could take weeks, if not months.

“No. Look, lady, you’re already dangerously over your limit.  I could get in trouble if I pumped you up any more.  I could lose my license.”

Bettina frowned.  Virginia didn’t know much about Bettina’s homelife, but she could piece things together just from the Bettina dressed and behaved.  Clearly a trophy wife, probably dropped out of college to marry some rich old geezer, never had to work a day in her life, never had anyone say no to her. Mommy and daddy probably indulged every whim, and now her millionaire beau was doing the same.  Big fake tits, collagen-injected bee-sting lips, top-of-the-line designer duds.

Bettina sported the overfull look popular this season. A lot of shelium users enjoyed the tight curves, full buttocks, and bubbly bosom that came with prolonged use of the shelium gas, but Bettina had clearly gone way beyond that.  Virginia had heard that the the drug-powered growth spurts supposedly weren’t at all unpleasurable, so some of the less strong-willed users went beyond recommended doses just to keep getting that same euphoric high.  She wouldn’t know, since she stayed away from the stuff herself.  Just seeing how Bettina had transformed herself into a mega-mammoried, bodacious-bootied freak was enough to make her stay far away from the shelium tanks herself.
Every time that Virgina saw Bettina, the hyper-voluptuous diva was even bigger.  She was addicted to growing, always desperately seeking a new pusher to pump her up with another gust of shelium.  Her tits billowed bigger, her ass bubbled rounder, her belly swelled enormously.

Bettina was a long-legged blonde with long silky hair that fell all the way to the small of her back, adorable bangs across her forehead, and big blue eyes that had a constant quizzical look to them.  She carried herself like a woman who was used to being the center of attention – a low, rolling, sauntering gait that made her breasts bobble and her bottom sway.  She looked like she was naturally curvy, but she was now so far beyond “natural” that it was ridiculous.  She looked like she had swallowed a beach ball; her belly protruded a good three feet in front of her, perfectly round and tight and hard like a bowling ball.  The front zipper of her silver body suit was pulled down to her bulging, popped-out navel, the metal zipper tab swinging wildly as her over-inflated gut bounced every time her stiletto heel hit the floor.  Bettina hadn’t stopped at just her belly, though.  Her breasts filled out her torso like two rounded torpedos, the open zipper of her silver suit revealing that she wasn’t wearing any bra beneath. Virginia couldn’t help but wonder if any silken knickers were girding her loins, because she certainly couldn’t detect any panty lines beneath the ultra-tight spandex.  Her ponderously pumped-up derriere plumped out the seat of her spandex suit to the point that Virginia could see her buns flaring out to her sides even from the front.
In short, she looked like a balloon pumped up way past its limit and just getting ready to pop.

“You always say that!” whined Bettina, “But I went down to the Shelium Depot this morning and they said I had plenty of room!”

“Yeah, and by the looks of it, they filled all of it!” said Virginia. “What happened? Did they tell you that you’d reached your limit, so you came here?”

“No, I went to Shelium Liquidators next. And they said I DID have more room! Can you believe that? Like, the Shelium Depot claimed I was completely filled up when I really did have room for more! I can’t believe they would lie to me like that!”

“So you got pumped even fuller at Shelium Liquidators?” said Virginia, shock creeping into her voice. She couldn’t believe that Bettina would tempt fate like that!  Her tan skin was stretched so tightly over the bulging bulk of her middle that she seriously looked like she would blow at any second.  And yet here she was, unable to resist the siren call of yet another shelium injection!

“Yeah, but then they said I was too full for any more. The nerve of them! I don’t think they even know what they’re talking about. The clerk at the counter said he had to cut me off because I looked like I was going to explode. That is, like, so ridiculous! I don’t think it’s even possible for that to happen.”

“Oh, it can happen,” said Virginia, although honestly she’d never heard of it. There were always rumors that some shelium-addicted bimbo’s chest had burst during an airplane ride when the cabin suddenly depressurized, but Virginia discounted that as an urban legend.  No actual instance of shelium explosion had ever been documented, but Virginia didn’t want to admit that to Bettina.  If anything, that would just make this bulging bunny even pushier.  “And if it’s going to happen to anyone, it’s going to happen to you!”
“But how do you even know when someone’s full? I mean, you can’t just tell by looking at them! I might have looooottts more room, right?”

Bettina pouted, holding her arms together behind her back and rocked her titanic tummy back and forth. Virginia felt a little sea sick watching that enormous orb sway, her eyes locked onto Bettina’s popped-out bellybutton.  She couldn’t help but wonder how many cubic pounds of internal pressure built up behind that belly button before it finally popped.  Virginia was pretty sure that, the last time Bettina had come in, she still had an innie.  

Virginia’s gaze fell on Bettina’s mammoth mammaries. Talk about a pair of hooters, she thought, those jugs could feed an army!
“You definitely don’t have lots more room, Bettina. But if you really want to know, I guess I could check your pressure.  Would that satisfy you?”
A dumb look crossed the pneumatic beauty queen’s face. “Like, you can do that?”

“Yeah, I just need to get my shelium pressure gauge. Most places don’t bother with it, because most customers aren’t, er, as close to the limit as you are.”

Virginia rummaged around in a drawer under the counter until she found what she was looking for – a small metal instrument, very much resembling a tire pressure gauge.
Bettina squealed sharply as Virginia jammed the pressure gauge into her everted belly button.

“Hold still,” scolded Virginia, “Or I won’t get an accurate reading.”

“Um, okay,” Bettina looked off into the distance, pretending to be intrigued by the bric-a-brac on the shop shelves to avoid having to make awkward small talk with the woman who now had a strange instrument shoved into her belly button.

Virginia’s jaw dropped as the reading registered.

“Bettina, you are at your limit.  You are literally filled up to nearly twice the legal limit.  Who did this to you? Shelium Liquidators, you said?  They should be reported for gross violations of the Shelium Statute!”

“Ummm, it can’t be that bad, can it? I mean, what’s the harm?”

Virginia’s jaw dropped even further.  “What’s the harm?! Bettina, you… look at yourself! You’re huge!  Okay, follow me here… put your hand on your belly here.”
Virginia smacked her own forehead in annoyance as Bettina struggled to stretch out her turgid arms to touch the apex of her swollen abdomen.

“Okay, now try pressing in.”

Bettina grimaced. “It’s hard.”

“Exactly. Your belly is rock hard.  You’re so pumped up that I’m surprised you haven’t already popped.  You bump into a wall hard enough and you’re liable to burst into shreds. Are you even listening to me?”

“Um, I read that you’re not really in any danger at least until your belly button pops,” said Bettina. 

“Your belly button has already popped,” said Virginia coolly, pointing at the thick nub protruding from Bettina’s tightly rounded middle.

“Huh? It has?”  Bettina attempted to peer over her ballooning waistline. “I don’t see it.”
“Of course you don’t see it. You’re already so round that you can barely even see over your bustline, let alone your belly! Listen, Bettina, I’m doing this for your own good.  Read my lips: You. Are. Too.  Full.”

“But I want moooooore,” whined Bettina, stomping her foot in impotent anger.

Virginia gritted her teeth. She just wasn’t getting through to this bimbo!

“Bettina, do you ever feel like… too full?”

“Um, like, I never feel too full! You know what they say: Too much is never enough!”

Bettina giggled at her joke, her bloated bosom bobbing with her tinkling laughter.  Virgina glowered.

“Bettina, I really don’t have time for this. I don’t want to waste any more time arguing with you.”

“Okay, okay, okay!”  Bettina waved her manicured hands dismissively. “Look, okay, I get it. You, like, are afraid you’ll be breaking the rules.  But, ya know, I could totally make it worth your while…”

Virginia cocked an eyebrow. “I don’t think even you could make it worth my while.”

“What if I offered you $100 for another fill-up?”

“Ha! No way! You wouldn’t last! Haven’t you even been paying attention?”

“Okay, then what if I gave you $100 for… just half a tank? For just one pump?” Bettina desperately upped her offer as Virginia shook her head.

“Okay, how about $200 for a pump? C’mon, just one pump? $300? $500?”

Virginia bit her lip.  She had to admit that she was actually a little tempted…. That was a lot of money…

“Fine! $1000! But that’s my final offer!”

Damn. Virginia would be a fool to turn down that much money.

“$1000? Bullshit. You don’t have it.”

“I do too!”

“Okay…okay, fine.  $1000. But you pay up front. Cash,” she added.  Virginia wasn’t one hundred percent sure that Bettina could even hold a single extra pump and she wasn’t about to subject herself to any awkward inquiries by trying to collect her fee from Bettina’s next of kin.

“Done!”  Bettina yanked her purse up to her face and steadied it on the shelf of her massive chest.  She fished around inside it for several seconds before pulling out a handful of crisp bills.
Virginia smirked.  Somehow it didn’t surprise her that Bettina was carrying around that much cash on her person.  That husband of hers must really like to take care of his bimbo trophy wife.  Bettina held it out.

Virginia eyed the bills suspiciously for a second. Then she sighed.

“A deal’s a deal.  Wait for just one second, I’ll get the hose.”
Bettina clapped her hands in childish glee.

***
“Ohhhhhh it’s soooo good!” squealed Bettina, her eyes rolling back as she felt the first gust of shelium push into her body.  Virginia tensed as she felt the resistance.  Bettina’s overloaded body clearly did not want even an ounce more shelium.

“Ooooo I’m so full!”  Bettina leaned back and two volleyball-sized hooters spilled out of her top, her erect nipples pointing straight at Virginia.
“Jeez, lady, you need to calm down,” said Virginia, “How about putting those guns away?”

“Oops, sorry!” Bettina grabbed the two halves of her unzippered catsuit and struggled to pull them back over her nips, but it was a hopeless cause.  Clearly that one last pump was all that was needed to render her suit completely useless.  Her grandiloquent breasts were just too monumental to be covered, instead bulging proudly out of her clothes.

“I gave you your one pump,” said Virginia. “Now get out.”

“That’s it? That was hardly even one pump!” whined Bettina, rubbing the sides of her watermelon-sized breasts.

“Any more and you’re gonna explode, you dumb bitch!” snapped Virginia, “Now get out of my store or I’m gonna call the cops!”

“What? What are you even talking about?”
“Gawd, how can I get this through that empty skull of yours, you dumb bimbo? You blow yourself up anymore and you’re REALLY going to blow up! You’re so bloated, you’re about to blow! Do you understand?” Virginia leaned in close to the confused ditz and shouted right in her face: “Bettina go boom! You get it?”

“Bettina will not go boom… I mean, I won’t go boom!” said Bettina, a disgusted look crossing her face.

“You’re lucky I’m so scrupulous,” muttered Virginia, acutely aware of her own hypocrisy.  After all she had just accepted a bribe to inflate Bettina too much.  But still.  She had some qualms.  She shook her head.  She didn’t know what difference it would make to deny this addict her fix, since she was fairly certain that Bettina would simply head straight for the next shelium shop to badger some other clerk into giving her another pump. And, if she kept it up, it wouldn’t be long before she’d meet someone who didn’t share Virginia’s ethical qualms.  Virginia expected Bettina would probably explode before the end of day.

“Fine!” sniffed Bettina, a furious expression marring her otherwise smooth and beautiful features. “I can see what kind of shop you run! I won’t stay where I’m not wanted!”

Bettina wobbled toward the door, her bubbly silver-clad booty shifting above her thick bloated legs.  She paused at the entryway, briefly calculating how best to fit out the door when her hips flared so dramatically that they brushed the sides.  Eventually she decided that a direct attack was best and simply stepped through; Virginia smirked at the high-pitched squeaking that filled the shop as Bettina’s swollen hips squeezed against the doorframe.  

Bettina wiggled and squirmed, her voluminous booty shaking.  But she was stuck.  

Virginia watched in rapt attention, amused at Bettina’s confusion.  Serves that over-filled bitch right, she thought.  Maybe that would make her realize just how big she had grown. But somehow, Virginia doubted that even this would be an adequate wake-up call for this dumb bitch.
“Ugh! Um, like, little help here?”

Virginia didn’t move a muscle.

“I’m not touching that ass,” said Virginia. “One wrong squeeze and it’s ready to blow.  I’d say that qualifies as a deadly weapon.  You got yourself into this mess, you get yourself out.”

“Ugh, you beast! I can’t believe I paid you $1000! Wait until my husband finds out about this!”

Shit. That might cause a little bit of trouble for her. Luckily, since Bettina paid cash, she wouldn’t be able to prove anything, but still. The last thing that Virginia needed was Bettina’s rich asshole husband coming down here to cause a ruckus. If he could afford to let his spendthrift airhead wife saunter around town with over a grand in her purse, he could no doubt afford to make things hot for her.
“Whoa whoa, no need for that!  Here, why don’t I give you a hand and we’ll, uh, just forgot about everything!”

Virginia grimaced as she placed her hands against the smooth, rounded contours of Bettina’s slickly-clad buttocks.  She pressed forward gingerly, noticing that the two perfect spheres of her butt cheeks has just as little give to them as Bettina’s belly and – presumably – tits had.
The struggle was brief, but Virginia managed to pop Bettina out of the doorway.  

“Now just get out of here, please,” said Virginia. “You got what you wanted. I don’t want any more trouble.”

“Fine!” said Bettina, tossing her luxurious golden locks over her shoulder. “Forget you! I’ll just have to find someone more accommodating!”

Virginia watched in silence as Bettina waddled off into the distance, her overinflated buttocks wiggling with every delicate step.

Half an hour later, Virginia heard a distant crash like thunder, followed by a tremor through the ground.  Virginia shook her head.
Sounds like Bettina found someone who was more accommodating, she thought.

****
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