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The kidnap attempt was a disaster. I only had a week to train, and while Derek taught me a lot about inflating other people, he also held back a lot of information that might have been helpful. Thinking back, he probably didn’t want me to reveal any of secrets if I got arrested. Also, Derek’s information wasn’t up to date. Things went sideways almost the minute I walked into that house, but I didn’t know any better. I just fumbled my way through each and every step.

So, what happened? It’s hard to explain if you don’t understand how this sort of thing is supposed to work. Let me put it this way...I’ll tell you what a successful kidnapping attempt is supposed to look like. 

Let me skip ahead about two years. The boys dropped me off in front of a different judge’s house...

What? You think I’ve only kidnapped one judge in my lifetime? Please...

It was blazing hot. I was standing at the end of the driveway in my clown suit and makeup. The van that dropped me off had a broken air conditioner and the men who brought me there wouldn’t open the windows. Still, from the back yard I could hear splashing and laughter, along with music playing through a speaker system. I caught the scent of charcoal and lighter fluid in the breeze.

My tits were hard. My butt was firm. I shook my hips straight up to the gate. The guards stood up and gave me a look.

“Hi! I’m Squeaky!” I pulled out the bicycle horn that Derek had given me. Honk! Honk!

The guard raised an eyebrow and spoke into his radio receiver. “Judge, the clown is here.”

“Thanks, Bruce!” Came the reply. “Let her in, please!”

“Thanks!” I said. I almost skipped past them, but the guard held out his hand.

“Hold on a moment. We’ve got to search you.”

“Oh! Go ahead!” I giggled. “You big boys wanna pat me down? Watch out for my bazookas!”

Honk! Honk!

They rolled their eyes and searched me all over. They weren’t shy, either. My swollen hips and inflated breasts didn’t stop them from giving me a full pat-down. Derek warned that I’d never get any weapons past these men. Instead, he had trained me to use my body to get what I wanted.

“Wow, you boys sure are careful. Make sure you check the airbags—honk, honk!”

They rolled their eyes again. “You’re clear.”

“Thanks, boys!” I grabbed my helium tank as they opened the gate.

“Wait a minute,” one said. “Not the tank.”

“But I need it to make balloons! I only brought two with me.”

“Can you show us what’s inside?”

“Inside? How can I show you—wait, I got it!” I pulled a balloon out of my pocket, stretched it, and filled it from the tank. “See? Lighter than air.”

“You’ve got to do better than that, lady.”

“Hmm...” I took a deep breath from the balloon. “How’s that?” I said in my squeaky voice. “That’s why they call me Squeaky, you know!”

“Alright, you’re clear.” They radioed in to the house that I was on my way. “Go in through the front door. It’s be easier. Enjoy the party, ma’am.”

“You too!” Honk! Honk! I lugged my helium tank on my hand truck all the way up the front steps. By the time I got there, however, the Judge was already at the door.

“Hello—oh my! Look at you!”

Derek had blown up my figure before I left. Before training, I wasn’t much to look at, but Derek taught me to loosen my body and stretch my skin. He gave me lotions that increased the elasticity of my skin. I learned how to create isolated air into pockets in my body, and the first body part he taught me to inflate all by myself were my breasts.

“Hi!” I told the Judge. “I’m Squeaky! Honk-honk!”

“Oh my!”

I wore stripes and polka dots. I had an itchy blue afro, and I was covered in white body paint from my head to my toes. Still, none of that was as impressive as the balloon-sized breasts that strained my polka-dotted shirt. I had hips the size of a kitchen sink, and thighs the size of watermelons. The Judge was quite surprised. So was I. I never thought I’d be in this situation, but when a man threatens to pop you if you don’t kidnap a Judge from her daughter’s birthday party, you find a way.
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