The Ballad of Joe and Moira: In Prose

By Mollycoddles

Moira was the sort of woman that would drive any man to distraction: a svelte, sensual redhead with modest but delicious curves – a small, perky bosom and a nice bit of roundness to her bottom.  She had a mischievous smile and mysterious green eyes that belied her devilish nature.  Before she married Joe, Moira had never confined herself to just one man, preferring to flit from partner to partner on a whim.  It wasn’t hard for a woman with her charms to find plenty of guys willing to go to any length for a shot with this fun, curvaceous redhead.
Maybe she honestly thought that she could change when she said those wedding vows.  Maybe she really did think that she’d be happy spending the rest of her life with just one guy.  Joe was a solid fellow, after all.  He didn’t exactly have the qualities that attracted her to a man: no sly sense of humor, no dashing good looks, and certainly no adventurous bad boy streak that said he was always up for trying something new and dangerous.  But he was dependable and that’s what’s important in a husband, right?  You needed someone that you could be sure would be there at night when you came home, no matter what the hour.  Joe was just some schlub who owned a filling station at the edge of town, someone that she saw now and again when she was on her way between bars at 1:00 a.m.  Seducing him into marriage wasn’t hard at all.  He was such a boring drone that they’d exchanged vows at Joe’s filling station just because he couldn’t imagine taking the time off to go to a church.  Good old dependable Joe.   He never complained no matter how much abuse Moira heaped on him.
That’s why she had her affair.

Todd wasn’t anything special. There was really nothing about him that really excited her other than the fact that he wasn’t Joe.  But like so many bad boys that Moira had dated in the past, Todd was fun up to a point – and downright mean after that.  So she wasn’t exactly reluctant to break off the affair when Joe found out.
“Joe, I swear it, Todd meant nothing to me.  I promise I’ll never see him again.”

“And you won’t have affairs with any other men?”

Moira sidled up next to Joe, running her fingers up and down his arm.  Careful to press her warm breasts into Joe’s side, she whispered into his ear. “Honey, you know I still love you, right?  You know I only have eyes for you, baby.”

Joe wasn’t to be distracted.  “You didn’t answer the question, Moira.”

“C’mon, Joe, you forgive your little baby Moira, don’t you?”  Moira pouted and Joe felt himself melting at her adorable puppy dog expression.  But no.  Moira had pulled this kind of stunt too many times before.  She knew that she could get away with anything as long as she had those sultry looks.

“Moira, are you going to keep sleeping around? Aren’t you happy?”

Moira sighed. “Alright, fine, I’ll tell you: You’re boring.  Everything about you is so safe and sound.  Where’s the danger?  I’m used to men who make me feel so naughty and out there, but now I feel like nothing we do ever pushes the limits.”

“So that’s why you need to sleep with other men?”

Moira crossed her arms under her bosom.  “Yeah, Joe, that’s why I need to sleep around.  Now stop playing around, do you forgive me or not? I’m not going to wait all day.”

“Hmmm, you know, Moira, considering the situation, you’re hardly one to be giving ultimatums.”

“Oh, or what?”  Moira laughed harshly.  “What are you gonna do?  Poor safe Joe is gonna get mad.  Gonna tell me a thing or two, are ya?  God, when did you become such a boring, vanilla milquetoast?  I can’t take anything you say seriously.”

“Fine,” said Joe, “You want some danger in your life?  You want to feel like we’re really pushing some limits?  I’ll give you what you want.”

Moira laughed again.  Wow, Joe really sounded serious!  She couldn’t help but find it funny.  What would he do, paddle her fanny?  The poor sap had completely lost his spark; he was about as exciting and passionate as white bread!

“So you’re taking me back?”
“Not yet,” said Joe, “But do this one thing and I’ll forgive you.”

Moira arched a perfectly manicured eyebrow, her delicate features showing her skepticism.  “Okay, Joe, I’ll do this one thing. Whatever it is.”

“Good.” He stood up. “C’mon, Moira, get in the car. We’re going to our special place.”

***


Moira’s mind buzzed furiously the whole car ride.  What was it that Joe wanted her to do?  She couldn’t imagine.  And where was their special place?  The couple didn’t have anyplace special together!  Whatever, it didn’t matter.  What did matter was that this “one little thing” was her ticket to redemption.  She knew that Joe would be a total pushover!  The best part of this was that if Joe really was this ready to forgive her for her affair, he’d probably forgive anything!  There was no reason that she shouldn’t keep playing the field and leaving her solid, dull-as-dishwater husband at home to pay the bills.  This was all going better than she could have hoped!

But when Joe pulled the car into the parking lot of his filling station, Moira nearly groaned out loud.

“We’re here,” said Joe, putting the car into park next to the station’s tire pump.

“Oh my God, Joe, are you serious,” said Moira. “It’s after hours. You can’t seriously be…oh my God, are you going to make me work a shift at your stupid filling station?  What are we doing here?”

“You’ll see.  What we need is right here.”  He climbed out of the car and walked up to the automated air pump, removing the hose.  He turned to Moira, who raised a quizzical eyebrow.  Joe chuckled at her confusion.  “Okay, Moira, it’s the moment of truth.  Get over here and unbuckle your pants.”

“What the hell, I’m not taking my pants off in public,” said Moira. What kind of weird humiliation did Joe have in store for her?  It wouldn’t be much of a humiliation since no one was here to see them; it was the middle of the night, after all.  She almost hoped that Joe might have some sort of kinky sex demand but that would be hoping for too much – that would be too exciting for Joe.  More likely, he just wanted them to renew their vows.  Just like him. Always so safe and boring.
“I’m not asking you to take anything off,” said Joe, “But I think you might be more comfortable if you loosen your pants.  But if you don’t want to, that’s fine by me. Just raise your top a little, then?”

Moira shot him a skeptical look, but she sighed and relented.  This was weird, but if this was all it took to convince Joe to forgive her… well, she could live with a little weirdness.  She unzipped her denim jacket and lifted the hem of her sweater to expose her flat stomach.

“This might tickle a little,” said Joe, “but just give it a chance.”

He held the air valve to Moira’s navel.

“What are you doing, Joe? Gonna fill me up with air?” she scoffed.

“Just wait and see.”
Moira rolled her eyes, heaving a heavy, exasperated sigh.  This was ridiculous.  Was Joe trying to relive their marriage ceremony in some weird, twisted way? Or was he – oh!

“Ohhh!”  Moira’s protests were cut off by a sharp gasp as she realized what was happening to her.  She felt a sudden gust against her stomach, then a pressure in her chest.  Somehow, she couldn’t imagine how – it just defied belief – but somehow the air was rushing into her, filling her up like a balloon.  Her modest bosom puffed out, two tiny mounds swelling to the size of baseballs and stretching out her wool sweater. The air pump chimed “Ping!” and Moira was left gawking at her newly inflated knockers.
“My boobs! They got bigger!  Joe, did you see that?”  Moira grabbed at herself in shock, squeezing her new breasts with both hands.  They felt full and bouncy, not heavy at all.

Joe chuckled. “Of course I saw that.”

Moira grinned, the sly calculating smile that she always made when she thought she had the upper hand.  “You sly dog, Joe you knew how to do this the whole time! And you were holding out on your poor little wife, how could you?”

Joe shrugged, a smile playing across his face.  “I guess I just never thought you’d be interested in this sort of thing.  Seemed a little too… dangerous for you.”

Moira bounced up and down on the balls of her feet, watching as her air-filled breasts bobbed in time.  “Dangerous? Ha! Joe, this is a side of you I’ve never seen before! And I gotta say, I like what I see!”
“Why, thank you, Moira.”

Moira smiled again. “How big do you think they can grow?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never tried this before with you.  We should probably play it safe since this is your first time.  What do you say we try for a C cup?”

Moira bit her lip. “Just a C cup? Jeez, Joe, think you could be any less adventurous?  So many men would die to be in this situation, and you’re going to give up at just a little bitty C cup?”  Moira cocked her head to one side, putting on hand on her hip and thrusting her chest out.  No wonder she’d been so drawn to sleep with other men!  Joe was still a total bore without any imagination.  When did he lose his appreciation for danger?  She needed a real bad boy who could take full advantage of Moira’s new size.  Gawd, this was great!  If Moira could inflate herself at will, there was no end to the number of men that she could twist around her little finger!

“I’m just saying, this is your first time.  We don’t want to overdo it.”

Moira giggled, hefting her swollen bust with both hands so that Joe couldn’t ignore her new roundness.  “What’s the matter, Joe?  Afraid your poor little wife is gonna pop? C’mon, baby, there’s plenty of room in these bad girls.”

Joe still looked dubious, so Moira sighed heavily.  Gawd, what a stick in the mud!  “Joe, I promise.  I’m barely even full.  Come here, feel them.”  She reached over to grab his hand and place it against the warm, round mound of her left breast.  “Now squeeze,” she commanded.  “How does it feel?  Too tight?”

“No,” admitted Joe, “I guess you’re right.  There’s room for plenty more.  But tell me when you think you’ve had enough, okay?”

Moira laced her fingers behind her back, rocking her hips and leaning forward to thrust out her bulbous bosom.  “Tell you what, Joe, let’s start by going up to C cup. And then we’ll see what to do next when we get there.”  She grinned, her perfect smile as wide and mischievous as the Cheshire Cat’s. “So let’s get started.  You know what to do, Joe.  Just put your finger on that trigger and squuuuueeze.”
Moira sighed in satisfied bliss as Joe obeyed her command, squeezing the release on the air hose.  Air flowed into Moira even faster this time, her enlarged breasts swelling up like a pair of party balloons.

Joe couldn’t help but stare at his wife’s ample new assets.  The twin orbs stretched out the pleats on Moira’s sweater, pressing into the material with increasing force.  By now, he could see the outline of her too-small brassiere in tight relief against the tortured wool.
“Ooooo, I can feel them growing bigger…and bigger… and BIGGER!  This is amazing, Joe, I’ve never felt so good in my life!”

“Careful, Moira, don’t get too carried away.”

“Oh Joe, don’t be such a worrywart, my babies can handle anything!”  Moira hefted her giant hooters, watching as they bounced and jiggled like a pair of gelatin-filled party balloons.  “C’mon, babies, grow for mommy!  That’s right, keep going! Ooo, Joe, they feel so big and full! Haha you don’t think they might blow, do you?”

“No, but you should really take this seriously—“

“Oh, babies, did you hear that?  Joe thinks we should take this more seriously!  Be careful, babies, don’t you pop on me!  Stay strong! Mommy believes in you!”

She laughed, her new breasts bobbing in time to her giggles, but her revelry was cut short as the pump pinged again.  Joe started to pull the nozzle away from her navel, but Moira put her hand on his.  Her eyes looked to his, pleading.

“Joe, we gotta keep going.  Seriously, I think I can take a little more, don’t you?”

“There’s probably room for plenty more, but since it’s your first time, I think we should go easy…”

“Aw baby, don’t be like that,” pouted Moira, sticking out her lower lip like a petulant child.  She sauntered closer to her reluctant husband and leaned forward, careful to give Joe a spectacular view of her new cleavage.  “You like my new balloon boobies, don’t you, baby?  C’mon, you know you want to see more.  Wouldn’t you like to see how big I can get?”   With a wicked grin, she ran her hands along the extreme curves of her expanded tits.

“Alright,” relented Joe.

This time, the inflation felt even better than before.  Moira couldn’t help herself. She moaned out loud as her rapid expansion sent an arc of sexual electricity coursing through her body. Her breasts continued to bloat, pulling the seams of her poor abused sweater to their limits.  She could feel stitches starting to pop under her armpits.  Her pumped-up pontoons were big enough that they’d raised the hem of her sweater up by themselves, so she didn’t have to hold it herself anymore to expose her navel.  Oooo this felt so good!  Moira couldn’t help but squirm, rubbing her legs together as she felt her privates tingle in response to this amazing sensation.

“Jooooe, this is the bessssst,” she gushed.

“And it’s just starting,” said Joe. “Look.”

Moira opened her eyes.  What!? She’d been so wrapped up in her own bliss that she hadn’t noticed that the swelling had spread.  Apparently her hemispherical hooters (which each appeared to be as big as honeydew melons now) had reached their limits, because the inflation had switched to her tummy.  Her formerly flat, toned tummy!  She now sported a tiny potbelly, pooching over the waist of her pants and swelling fast.  Moira would have been upset at losing her svelte figure, but it just felt soooo good to grow!  The rising pressure inside her just filled her with an excitement that she’d never known before.

“Oh my Gawd, Joe! Look at me!  I..I..I’m all swollen up!  How did you do that?”  She poked a long-nailed finger into her puffed-up tummy, gingerly testing its give.

Joe chuckled.  “Careful there, Moira.  You don’t want to hurt yourself.”

“How could I—oh, right.”  Moira quickly withdrew her hand as if she’d been burned.  

“That’s pretty amazing.  How long will it last?”

“Maybe a few hours,” said Joe. “You ready to call it a night?”
“Uh…no…”

Moira pursed her lips, as if she was embarrassed or afraid to voice the real question on her mind.

“Yes?” prompted Joe.

“Um…so...”  She looked up at him, her big green eyes sparkling. “So, really, how big can I get?”

***
Ping!
“Don’t stop,” breathed Moira, anticipating Joe’s response to yet another warning ping.  Her voice was dark and husky, tinged with deep, unsatiated lust.  Gawd, it felt good to grow!  Joe pushed the plunger down again and Moira gasped as she felt another rush.

Moira was massive.  She was still believable; if anyone had seen her, with her enormous, beach ball-sized belly and basketball-sized tits, they might have thought she was pregnant with triplets.  

“Oh baby! Oh! That feels…so good!  And look!  My tits are…still getting bigger! And bigger!  I’m going to so stacked!  I’m bigger than Dolly Parton!  No, Katy Perry! No, bigger than those actresses in those big tit pornos! Oh wow, I’m going to have some massive melons by the time we’re done! Look at me, they’re already bigger than cantaloupes, I bet we could get them bigger than watermelons!”

“Moira, you’re getting a little too excited about this.”

“Oh Joe, how could I be anything other than excited?”  She turned to him, a huge dopey grin on her face.  Moira’s cheeks were flushed and her eyes were glazed, her bountiful bosom heaving in excitement so heavily that it looked like it might just bust out of her top.  Then again, that was inevitable: a few more pumps and that top was sure to split apart at the seams.  Joe could already see Moira’s erect nipples, so fat and thick that they were poking through her straining brassiere and overstretched shirt like two wine corks.

“Mmm Joe, you can SEE how excited I am, can’t you?”  She smiled smugly, raising her hands to tweak her visible nipples.  She gasped as another jolt of pleasure ran through her over-stimulated body. “Oh wow! Joe, they feel so good.  Just touching my nips almost made me come.  Shit, my panties are already soaked, I feel like I’m going to explode I’m so horny!”

“Maybe we should do something about that then.”  Joe smiled, anticipating a tryst with his newly mega-stacked wife.  In other circumstances, Moira might have been up for that.  But now, she couldn’t imagine that anything could feel better than continuing to grow bigger and rounder and fuller.
“Hmm, maybe in a minute.  First, let’s see how much further we can take this..”

“Oh come on, Moira! You’re already pretty big. You’re way past DD, isn’t that enough?”

“Ugh, these tight ass jeans are cutting off my circulation,” mumbled Moira as she fumbled with her belt buckle.  It was hard to get her jeans open when her growing, beach ball sized belly was in the way, so she had to go by touch.  It didn’t help that the hose was still plugged into her belly button, so she was still slowly inflating even as she struggled.  Joe watched her face, amused by the look of intense concentration that crossed his wife’s pretty features as she struggled to discern by feel how best to open her belt.  

“You want me to hold off till you’re ready?” asked Joe, reaching for the hose.

“No, no, I got it,” said Moira quickly. “Don’t you dare take that pump out!  Keep filling me up til I tell you I’ve had enough.”
Joe held his hands up in mock surrender. “You’re the boss.”

“Ah there!” Once Moira got a firm hold on the buckle, she was able to quickly pull it off.  At that point, it was an easy thing to open up her jeans.

“I told you to unbuckle,” Joe reminded her.

“Oh, be quiet, Joe,” she sighed.

Moira couldn’t help herself.  She sighed deeply, fluttering her eyelids in pure bliss, as her hands curled into fists, her nails digging into her palms.  She needed to keep a clear head.  She was vaguely aware of the growing pressure in her breasts and belly beginning to firm her up, now moving to her hips and ass.  Her buttocks plumped up behind her, swelling into two perfectly round air-filled globes, pressing against the unforgiving denim of her jeans with growing urgency.  Next her thighs filled out, bulging enough to split the jean rivets down the side of her legs.  Moira hardly blinked an eye as her clothes literally burst around her – her jeans splitting, her sweater stretching and tearing until it was little more than a bib, her brassiere groaning and creaking and finally snapping and her panties, hidden beneath her burgeoning form, finally shredding into ribbons.  She managed to shrug off her denim jacket before it saw any damage, but otherwise she was indifferent.  All that mattered was that she keep growing…
Ping!

“Ohhhhhh don’t stop,” gasped Moira.  By now, the bulging beauty was as big as a parade float, a massive round balloon woman so full of air that she looked like an overinflated pool toy.  The naked blimpette quivered and shook as the hose pumped more and more air into her, filling her out so much that she no longer looked like a person so much as a gigantic pink balloon.
“Ohhhhh I feel so…full…and…tight,” moaned Moira, “It’s…pure bliss!  But…I’m so…fullll…I don’t think I could…hold anymore…”

“Oh no? You finally full, Moira?  Just say the word.”

“We need…to stop…I’m gonna…’splode….but…”

Joe reached for the hose.

Moira thought hard.  She really did feel way too full, but the fuller she was, the better she felt.  She was practically orgasmic.

“Alright, then I think we’d better stop,” said Joe, placing his hand on the hose’s handle.

“Wait!”

“Oh?”

“I…mean…maybe just a little more?”

Joe looked over the trembling blimp that his wife had become.  Moira was enormous.  She literally looked as big as the actual Goodyear blimp, pumped so full of air that if she’d been filled with helium she would have soared off into the sky long ago.  Angry red stretch marks were popping out all over her distended body, radiating outwards from her belly button like a network of crimson spider webs.
“I dunno, Moira…”

“God…Joe… what do you know?  Don’t you think….I know my limits?  And I say… there’s still… room.”

“There’s still room? But just a second ago—“

“There’s still… room!”

“Okay, there’s still room, if you insist.”

Joe thought that Moira might be nearing satiety, but Moira wasn’t at all done.   She wasn’t finished by a long shot.  She felt so overstretched and soooo impossibly tight that she could barely fathom how her quivering skin could hold her together for much longer, but she really didn’t care.  She had to get bigger.  She needed to get bigger!  Moira nearly swooned at the thought that she might possibly outgrow the planet – was that possible? Or just an insane pipe dream?  At this point, nothing seemed too ludicrous.  She would just grow bigger and bigger and bigger, inflating so vast that she dwarfed the earth, dwarfed the sun, dwarfed the universe, just keep growing until she was the biggest thing ever!

“Oh Joe… I never imagined this could…feel so good… oh my God…I’m so full… but I want….I need to get bigger!  Keep pumping, Joe, pump me up until I’m bigger than…than…bigger than the moon!  No! Bigger than the world!”

Joe chuckled. “Calm down, Moira, I don’t think there’s nearly enough air in this pump to get you THAT big.”

“Ohhh but look at me, Joe, who would have thought that I could get this big?  I’m…I’m a blimp!  Oh yes, hmmm.” A coy smirked crossed her face. “That’s really all that I am now, aren’t I?  Nothing but a big, bloated, overblown blimp.  Ooooh Joe, do you like your new blimp of a wife?  Keep pumping, baby, this blimp hasn’t even started yet!”

Moira’s entire body was blushing a rosy pink, the red becoming deeper with every new pump of gas into her distended form.  The ecstatic balloon woman was too deep in her own pleasure to even notice how her overloaded body throbbed and creaked as it grew, her skin stretching tighter and tighter as her bulk bulged outward.  But the tighter she grew, the better it all felt, so Moira was trapped in a self-perpetuating cycle of pleasure.  She didn’t have the willpower to stop growing.  The tingles that she had originally only felt in her crotch and nipples now spread throughout her entire bloated body, every fiber of her being was alive with sensation.  And the bigger she grew, the more of her there was to feel it!

But….this can’t…go on forever…

The last remnants of reason in Moira’s lust-clouded brain were desperately screaming at her to stop, that she was way too full, that she had to tell Joe to pull out the hose before she grew too big, too full, too tight, and finally exploded like a bomb.

Ping!

But it was soooooo good!

But we’re gonna pop!  We can’t keep going!

Ping!

Oh fuck off!

“Bigger!...  Bigger!  Bigger!”

Creeeeeeeaaaaaak

Oh what was that?  Moira opened her glazed eyes one last night.  Shaking the cobwebs from her thoughts, she briefly took in what she really looked like now.  She. Was. Massive.  She couldn’t even comprehend how big she was now.  She towered over Joe, buoyed up by her own bulk, swollen so big and round, like a big bloated blueberry, that she could see over the roof of the nearby filling station.  What a sight she must be!  Anyone passing by would probably think that they’d gone insane rather than accept the truth: That Moira was so full of air, pumped and plumped so burstingly tight with gas, that she was ready to blow like the Hindenburg.
“Okay…Joe…I think…we’d better stop….I’d love to keep growing…but…there isn’t any more room.  I’m all filled up to the brim!  Any more and I’ll bust.”

“If you say so, Moira.  I guess not everyone can live life dangerously.”
Moira twisted her head to regard Joe.  He could tell from her face that she was fast approaching her limits – if she wasn’t at them already.  Her body was an enormous quivering sphere now, so puffed up with air that her head, tiny in comparison, had begun to sink into her bulk.  Her face was flushed bright red like a tomato, partly no doubt from sexual excitement but also from the sheer effort of holding in all those metric tons of pressure, and sweat was dripping down her brow, running through her still lustrous red hair.  And her body was flushed even redder, covered with stretch marks that looked like they were ready to tear her apart.
“What…do you mean?”

“Well, you were the one who was talking about pushing things to the limit. Don’t get me wrong, I understand if you don’t want to test your luck.  After all, you do look awful full there.  I just figured, after coming all this way, you’d want to push it to the edge.”

“Joe…you know I want to…but I just can’t.  I can’t take… any more… can I?”

That little note of uncertainty was all Joe needed.  He could tell that Moira’s lust was already overriding what little rational thought the overblown blimp still possessed.  She was soooo turned on that she could barely think straight and the idea of ending before she came almost made her want to cry.  If they stopped now, this whole inflation experience would just be the world’s worst case of blue balls…er, blue ovaries?
“Maybe just…top me off.”

“If you insist.”

Joe squeezed the trigger and a renewed burst of air blew into Moira’s body, bloating her even bigger.  Her arms and legs were so turgid and full that she looked like the Michelin Man, they were so inflated that she couldn’t move them.  Her breasts were each the size of medicine balls, her body as big as a Volkswagen.  And still she grew, blimping bigger and bigger and bigger, gasping in animal lust the entire time.  Her entire body was pulsing, throbbing, the sexual tension building up higher and higher as her poor, abused skin stretched out further than any skin was ever meant to stretch.  Moira was literally nothing more than a zeppelin now, a helpless overinflated blimp so beholden to her own lust that she didn’t have the willpower to put a stop to her inflation even if she wanted to.  But oh Gawd it was so hot, so impossibly hot, her pussy was on fire, her loins were on fire, she could feel that everything was building up to the most insane, impossible orgasm of her entire life.  She clenched her jaw against another moan.  She just had to hold things together long enough to come.  After that, she no longer cared what happened to her.  She could burst like an over-filled balloon for all she cared, but please please please just let her come, just let her reach that final, wonderful climax that she knew was right around the corner.

Creeeeeak

“Oh..God….Joe…I feel….I feel…it’s coming…”

Creeeeeeeaaaaaak

“Can’t hold it…much longer…. Gonna….gonna cum or… gonna ‘splode…”

CREEEEEEEAAAAK
Ping

And then it hit.

“Oh Gawd!” shouted Moira as a mind-blowing orgasm rocked her body. At the exact same time, her body finally reached its utmost limits and she finally burst apart, too bloated with gas to hold anymore, exploding like a nuclear bomb with a thunderous KA-BOOM!  Moira had the barest split second to enjoy her orgasm, her face frozen in a combination of ecstasy and dread as the power of her orgasm overwhelmed her will to hold together.  She blew into a million pieces, her explosion so complete that nothing at all remained when the dust cleared.
Just as the air machine let out one final “ping” and fell silent, finally drained dry.

Joe wiped his hands, nodding in satisfaction.  “Looks like I have more of a dangerous streak than you ever thought, huh, Moira?” he said to himself.  He was a little disappointed that no one was around to hear him.  But only a little.

***
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