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The minutes ticked away slowly, but after what felt like an eternity, the workday was finally over, and 
Sable eagerly packed up his things and headed home. Finally off for the week, he at last had the time to 
do what he’d been looking forward to for weeks now: get out “the big one”, a Puffy Paws sea dragon 
inflatable that he’d been wanting for a really long time but had only recently been able to purchase. Then 
had been what felt like the eternal wait for it to arrive, and of course, it arrived just as he was starting his 
work week, which meant he had to wait for a day off. 

And today was that day. 

He was so excited as he walked in that he could barely lock the door behind him. He practically skipped 
to his room, got the unopened package out from under his bed, and put it down in an open space big 
enough to fill it up. 

As he started to tear open the package, he hesitated. He’d only get to open and inflate it the first time 
once, and he wanted it to be extra special. Licking his lips and with fingers trembling with excitement, he 
took off his clothes and put them out of the way, then returned to his package. Taking a deep breath, he 
peeled back the tape that kept it closed and carefully folded the tape so the adhesive wouldn’t catch on 
the package’s contents. The smell of vinyl wafted into his nostrils, and he inhaled deeply, smiling and 
letting his eyes half-close as his sheath began to stir. Letting out his breath slowly, he gently tugged at the 
folded-up inflatable inside, gingerly freeing it and the pump that came with it from their prison. Putting the 
package back under his bed, he carefully began to unfold the inflatable, putting it down in the middle of 
the open space and pulling the flaps out this way and that, revealing the flattened sea dragon form, its 
pale blue body with darker blue spots just waiting to be inflated. 

He ran his hands over the PVC, enjoying the feeling of the soft material on his fingertips as he found the 
inflation valve. His finger circled the protrusion, and ideas flooded into his mind of watching the inflatable 
come to life and grow before his eyes. Lost in the thought for a moment, his hand strayed to his groin to 
stroke his growing member. 

Coming back to the present abruptly, he undid the twist-tie holding the pump’s power cord and took care 
to put the twist-tie out of the way for later. Stretching out the cord, he plugged it in and brought the nozzle 
to the inflation valve on the sea-dragon’s backside. Tugging on the valve to expose it, he fitted the nozzle 
into it, biting his lip with anticipation. 

“Ooh,” he murmured. “Here goes.” 

He flipped the switch on the pump, and it whirred to life, blowing life-giving air into the inflatable. 

The stallion watched it for a while, but it became clear pretty fast the it was going to take the little pump a 
long time to finish. 

You know, he thought, I’ve got plenty of time… 

Smiling conspiratorially to himself, he went to his nightstand and took out another package, this one 
containing a bright orange balloon. As long as his forearm uninflated, it would be almost a meter in 
diameter once he’d aired it up. Stroking the rubbery latex, he knelt down and brought the mouth to his 
lips, took a deep breath, and blew it into the balloon. The balloon offered little resistance on the first 
exhale, but as he gave it breath after breath and it began to swell in his hands, it started to push back 
gently against his lungs. 

Sable shivered as the balloon began to slip down his naked torso and press against his now fully erect 
penis. Shuddering, he blew a few more breaths into the balloon, put a clip on it, and pressed it against his 
groin, rocking his hips to slide his dick along the luxurious surface. 

His eyes snapped open as he doubled over, nearly cumming from the sensation. 

“Hoo…better give it a rest, or I’m not gonna last,” he murmured, swallowing hard and putting the balloon 
aside. 

Taking a few deep breaths to calm himself down, he turned his attention back to the inflatable, which was 
finally beginning to expand into three dimensions, its green underbelly just beginning to show as its back 
bulged upward and the fins flopped feebly, waiting their turn. Moving over to the front, the stallion cradled 
the inflatable’s partially inflated head in his hands, then pressed his forehead against the cool, smooth 



The Big One 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 2 of 4 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

material. It quickly warmed to his touch and seemed to come alive in his hands. Grinning, Sable kissed it 
affectionately and hugged its still-squishy neck. The sea dragon’s front legs waved in response, making 
the stallion chuckle. 

Kneeling, he pressed his hips and torso against the inflatable’s chest and lightly pulled it to him, feeling 
the vinyl continue to expand and grow slowly over his penis. His feet curled backward, his hooves nearly 
touching his butt as all the muscles in his body tensed. 

“So close,” he whispered, “And yet so far.” 

As the inflatable’s back started to look like its final form and its fins began to expand, Sable reached over 
and picked up the orange balloon again. Kneeling, he wrapped his arms around it and squeezed harder 
than he could on the inflatable just yet, driving the rubber against his groin. Squeezing his eyes closed, he 
lightly thrust against the balloon. He’d run his dick between his body and the balloon to stroke the 
underside of his malehood, and then he’d slip up underneath the balloon, shivering with anticipation as 
the soft rubber glided sensually over the top of his penis. He did a few strokes each way and then gritted 
his teeth, clutching the balloon to himself and letting out a shaky breath. 

“E–easy,” he told himself, gasping. “Hold it together just a little longer…” 

Putting the balloon aside once more, he looked at the inflatable and grinned just as its head began to 
twitch and then stood upright. 

“Oh, it’s so close now,” he murmured. Reaching over to flip off the pump, he disconnected it and quickly 
covered the inflation valve with his finger. 

Now for the best part. 

Almost giddy, he carefully held the valve closed while slipping his legs underneath the sea dragon’s fins 
to straddle its body, feeling the soft press of the inflatable’s weight against his throbbing malehood. 
Bending over, he brought his lips to the valve, slipped his finger out of the way, and felt the air rush into 
his mouth. Taking a deep breath, he blew into the valve as he began to slowly stroke up and down the full 
length of his member with his free hand. As he inhaled again, he synchronized his hand to stroke upward 
as he inhaled and down as he exhaled, tying the fate of his orgasm to that of the sea dragon. 

Just then, the dragon’s tail—the last part of it to inflate—sprang out, brushing against Sable’s abs and 
catching him off-guard. His eyes snapped open, and he gritted his teeth, trying to hold back as the 
realization hit him that he’d just been pushed over the edge, whether he wanted to be or not. 

But, there was nothing he could do. 

Gasping, he arched his back as his cock twitched and then erupted, sending a rope of cum into the air 
and arcing over the sea dragon, narrowly missing its fins. The stallion sighed, staring at his dick in 
disbelief and slightly annoyed. 

“Just couldn’t help yourself, could ya?” he asked ruefully, chuckling and shaking his head. “Just as it was 
finally almost blown up!” 

Rolling his eyes, he gingerly let go of his malehood and leaned forward to finish inflating the sea dragon. 
It seemed a shame to let all that effort go to waste, and he was determined to enjoy it a bit now that he’d 
finally gotten it blown up. 

“You don’t mind, do you?” he jokingly asked the inflatable. “Of course, you don’t.” 

Chuckling, he closed the inflation valve and pressed it in flush with the sea dragon’s back, then ran his 
hand down its skin, his eyes half-closing and a contented sigh escaping his lips. Pressing his face against 
its back, he smiled at how warm it felt next to him. His hands traced along the sea dragon’s back and over 
its fins, and he began crawling beside the inflatable, making his way up towards its head once more, 
always keeping a hand lightly stroking over it. Getting to the front, he wrapped his arms around it and felt 
it pressing back against him, its head draping over his shoulder and leaning in as if hugging back. 

“Yeah?” he asked, his dick coming back to life. “You feel like a ride?” 
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He got to his feet and moved beside the inflatable, hesitated, and then climbed on, sitting right behind its 
neck. The well-filled sea dragon squeaked in response to his weight, feeling firm yet lightly squishy 
between his legs. The stallion shuddered, feeling his cock slip out of his sheath and glide along the sea 
dragon’s back and partway up its neck. 

“Ohh…” 

Swallowing hard, the horse, suddenly horny again, leaned forward to hug the sea dragon’s neck and rock 
his hips against it. The vinyl felt warm and smooth against him, and he couldn’t help but rock his hips a 
few times, lightly thrusting against the inflatable’s neck, each thrust sending rippling waves of pleasure 
tingling down his dick and spine. His hand strayed to his crotch again. Lightly cupping his shaft, he let his 
length slide lightly through his hand and his glans rub against the dragon’s skin as he resumed thrusting. 

His hips bucked involuntarily, and for a moment, he thought he’d gotten off again. Exhaling sharply, he 
was relieved to find that he hadn’t. 

“M–maybe I ought to get another balloon out,” he murmured. “Shame to get you all dirty the first time…” 

Hugging and kissing the sea dragon’s neck affectionately, he reluctantly dismounted. The sea dragon 
gave a squeak of protest. 

“Aww,” he chuckled, “There’ll be time for more, I promise. But right now…” 

He trailed off as he went to his nightstand and took out another big balloon, this one a deep blue. 
Plucking the other one off the floor and putting it beside him, he flopped down on his back in the bed, 
opened up the new balloon’s package, and deeply inhaled the scent of the rubber, absent-mindedly 
fondling himself as he did. Very turned on now, he began to inflate this balloon in earnest, stroking 
himself with one hand while holding the growing balloon in his other. Each breath he took made it grow, 
stretching against his hand and sliding bit by bit down his torso.  

“N–not yet,” he told himself. “J–just a little longer.” 

He was starting to pant, but airing up the balloon helped him steady his breathing, forcing him to take 
slow, deep breaths. He felt his face flush, then felt the flush fade, leaving him preternaturally relaxed yet 
still very excited, like the calm before a storm. 

And the storm was coming soon. Another breath, and the balloon slid down to his belly button, teasingly 
caressing his abs as it slid. Already, Sable could feel his dick brush against it as he began to stroke 
himself faster. 

But the balloon was teasing him now. As it got bigger, it took more and more breaths to get it to grow. It 
bulged around the middle, and Sable clutched it tightly to himself, briefly squeezing enough that it kissed 
the top side of his dick before retreating away shyly. 

Flirtatious thing, he thought, blowing another breath. The pressure inside the balloon was incredible, 
forcing his arm away from himself as he squeezed it, and still it continued to creep towards his groin, the 
anticipation making his hooves arch desperately. 

Determined not to get off before he was ready again, he hurried a little, inflating the balloon by several 
more inches, making it considerably bigger than the first one. Its girth was now so large that he couldn’t 
get his arms around it. He settled for holding its sides as if it were a giant pair of shapely hips. It was so 
long now that reached his knees, and it had enough weight that it actually pressed down against him. 

“Yes,” he whispered, lightly rocking his hips forward to glide his slickened prick against the bulging figure. 
Letting his head fall back, he closed his eyes and focused on the tantalizing feeling of smooth rubber 
slipping effortlessly over his sensitive member. 

He felt a telltale twinge in his groin and let out a quiet moan. 

Wanting to stay at that point of peak anticipation as long as he could but dangerously close, he began to 
pant, his breathing accelerating but only letting his lungs take small, quavering sips of air with each 
breath. As he slowed his stroking and pressed himself against the balloon much more firmly, he felt it 
press back against his hips and caress even the sides of his penis. Letting out a grunt of protest, he 
slowed his thrusting almost to a stop. 
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But not soon enough. 

“Ohh…” 

He squeezed his eyes closed and bit down on his lips to seal the balloon closed. His whole body went 
rigid as he tried to savor the moment just a little longer. 

“Mm–mmph!” he gasped. 

His breath caught, his hips bucked, and cum shot out of the tip of his cock, shooting up between the 
balloon and his chest and splattering. Not quite spent, the stallion shuddered as his balls convulsed again 
and launched another spurt onto the balloon to join the other. 

“Mm… Hmm…” he panted, his nostrils flaring as he kept a tight grip on the balloon in his mouth, his chest 
heaving and raising and lowering the balloon above him. 

Smiling, he sighed, felt in his nightstand drawer for a clip, and put it on the balloon. Scooting over in the 
bed, he rolled over on his side to spoon with the big, blue balloon while the orange one pressed up 
against his back. 

“Don’t worry,” he said to the inflatable, “I haven’t forgotten you. Tomorrow, we’ll have a lot of fun.” 

 


