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Part 2

Luanne spent the ride home in stony silence. She’d been humiliated! Soaked from head to toe in Cynthia’s milk and made the laughingstock of the entire restaurant. Thank God they’d gotten out of there before the news drones had shown up or her humiliation would have been regional -in fact, planet wide- news.

As the car’s AI guided itself down the highway toward their opulent home in Rumina City Heights, Mark tried to break the silence and engage Luanne in conversation. All he got in response were brooding looks and sulky harrumphs.  Eventually he gave up and resigned himself to watching the city lights streak by outside the window. She would vent when she was ready to vent, and he braced himself for the inevitable angry lecture no doubt coming his way.
The car dropped the couple off outside their front door before returning itself to the garage and powering down. Mark barely had time to unlock the door before Luanne shoved him aside and made a beeline for the shower, barely acknowledging him with a curt grunt.

The shower calmed her. As the water cascaded over Luanne’s naked form, washing away the sickeningly sweet milk that had soaked her from head to toe, she found her anger washing away as well.
It was almost funny, really. Cynthia wanted her new curves to make her the center of attention, and now she certainly was! That cow! By the time the EMTs had shown up, she couldn’t even move! Luanne smiled to herself and decided that seeing her rival hoisted by her own, bloated petard had been well worth the price of getting a little milky. By the end of her shower, Luanne found herself on the verge of laughter.

But then, there was the matter of Mark. Luanne frowned as she rinsed the shampoo out of her hair. He hadn’t taken his eyes off the bloated hussy the entire time! Granted, by the end of the evening, everyone in the restaurant was staring, but Mark had been eye banging Cynthia from the moment she’d sashayed through the door. He’d pay for that, no doubt about it…
Luanne turned off the shower and stepped out, catching sight of herself in the mirror as she reached for her towel.

“And what’s Cynthia got that I haven’t got?” she asked herself.

You mean before or after she swelled up to the size of a minivan? Luanne smirked at the thought and examined herself in the mirror.

She was tall and slim, with narrow shoulders and hips. Not voluptuous by any means, but still shapely. Her long, brown hair rested in a tangle around her shoulders, still wet and steaming from the shower, and she had full, pouting lips that would be the envy of any Tri-Vee actress.
She’d worked hard to stay slim. If the price of keeping the love handles off also meant that she’d never need a bra larger than a B-cup, then so be it.

Speaking of working out, I think I need to hit the elliptical machine for a few hours tomorrow, Luanne ran a hand along the curve of her ass, which seemed to have gathered a little extra jiggle recently. Very recently, in fact… she’d agonized in front of the mirror for hours getting ready for that dinner and hadn’t noticed anything like this…
It was probably her imagination, but her breasts seemed larger, too. Not by much, but they seemed a little fuller, maybe a little rounder than usual?

Luanne leaned close to the mirror and cupped her breasts, sliding her fingers up until they slipped over her nipples. She was still slick and warm from the shower, steam rising from her body as water ran down her curves in little rivulets that made pools at her feet.

Acting on an animal, instinctive impulse, she rubbed her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. The memory of Cynthia’s cleavage as it swelled and burst out of her dress flashed up in Luanne’s mind and her nipples popped erect.

Luanne gasped. A ripple of pleasure shuddered through her body along with a curious… fullness. Her chest felt tight. Her whole body felt tight. She tasted the sweetness of Cynthia’s milk on her tongue.

I thought I’d rinsed it all out…

She tweaked her nipples again, feeling the reverberation of pleasure it set off in her chest and in her loins.

“Fuck…” Luanne breathed.
No sooner had the last ripple of pleasure faded from her body than she was suddenly overcome by a ravenous, desperate thirst!
She threw open the tap and filled her cupped hands with water, gulping down a few sloppy handfuls before abandoning all pretense and forcing her mouth beneath the tap.

The tap water tasted sweet and cloying. It thickened in her throat and hit her stomach like lead, but she couldn’t stop herself from drinking. The urge was irresistible, like the need to breathe, it came from somewhere beneath her conscious mind.

The heaviness on her chest intensified, but it brought with it a kind of strength as well. Energy coursed through her body, and with every gulp, she felt herself growing stronger.

As quickly as it had gone, the thirst dissipated, leaving Luanne feeling bloated and dizzy. She must have swallowed gallons! But that was impossible; where would it all go?

She looked up at the mirror and the answer was suddenly obvious.

“Holy shit!”

Either someone had replaced her bathroom vanity with a funhouse mirror while she wasn’t looking, or she’d gained thirty pounds in thirty seconds!

And she was still gaining…

Tits the size of grapefruit ballooned out from Luanne’s slim and silky torso, growing larger and heavier every second. Her distended belly, sloshing with gallons of water, shrank as the excess liquid was drained and converted into fat by her suddenly supercharged metabolism.
“What’s happening…” she asked her reflection.

And how do I keep it going? She thought.

Down below, her crotch was suddenly warm with desperate heat. She slid both her hands between her swelling thighs and teased her clit, trying to answer the sudden horniness that had overcome her. It wasn’t enough. Her hands wouldn’t do the trick, not tonight. She needed something… bigger…
***

Mark lay on the bed in his undershirt and dress pants. He still had his socks on. Luanne was taking forever in the bathroom and he knew she was taking the extra time to come up with something really scathing to say when she came out. If he was lucky, the heated argument would eventually evolve into the passionate make-up sex that had made the past six years of marriage possible. If he was unlucky, the fight would last for hours and he’d end up spending the rest of the night on the couch.

When he heard Luanne’s footsteps in the hall, he braced himself for the worst, but he could never have been prepared for what happened next…

Luanne didn’t walk in.

“Mark,” she called from outside the door.

“Yes?” he sat up, craning his next to see Luanne lurking in the darkened hallway outside the door.

“Cynthia looked pretty good tonight,” she said.

Mark was too smart to fall for that old trick.

“Really? I thought she looked a little over the top, personally.”

“You’re so pathetic when you lie,” Luanne growled… almost a laugh “I saw your face when you looked at her, you were drooling like Spot when he watches you grill a steak.”
“You’re imagining things,” Mark lied.

“I was not. I can prove it, too.”

“Oh, how?”

“Because it was the same expression you’ll be making in five seconds…” Luanne stepped out of the shadows, her towel tied firmly across the top of her chest.

“I don’t understand…” Mark said, puzzled.

The towel fell to the floor. So did Mark’s jaw.

“That expression,” Luanne said in a low, smooth purr.
Mark couldn’t believe his eyes. He almost didn’t recognize Luanne behind the two, gargantuan orbs on her chest. Each of her tits was the size of a basketball, full and heavy and firm. Her once-narrow hips and slim legs were thick and curvaceous, a healthy layer of womanly fat smoothing out the lines of her bulging calf and thigh muscles.

“Luanne, how did you… what did you…?”

“I’m not playing second fiddle to that hussy Cynthia any more, Mark,” she said, advancing on him as he struggled into a sitting position.

“From now on, you’ll only have eyes for me!” she growled.

In spite of his confusion and apprehension, Mark found himself growing hard. His body obviously excited by Luanne’s new assets, even if his conscious mind hadn’t yet caught up.

She climbed onto the bed, prowling toward him like a tiger, sliding her basketball-sized breasts up his legs, over his bulging crotch, up his chest until finally they were nose to nose and her cleavage filled his field of vision.

She kissed him hard as she grabbed his crotch in one hand, using the other to undo his belt and unzip his fly.

Mark couldn’t force himself to wonder where Luanne’s new titanic tits had come from any more. He grabbed her waist and gave into temptation, kissing her back and cupping two heaping handfuls of her ass in his hands. He was pleased to note there was plenty more where that came from.

Luanne freed Mark’s cock from his briefs, grasping it tightly and running her hand up the length of his shaft. She extricated herself from Mark with a look of dismay.

“Is this the best you can do?” she asked, her voice dripping with disappointment “I go through all the trouble of becoming your dream woman, and all you give me in return is this pathetic little plaything?”
Mark didn’t know how to respond. True, he was only average in the dick department, but he’d never heard any complaints from Luanne before. Was this all an elaborate mindfuck to punish him for looking at Cynthia?

“Just like that time you got drunk and made an ass of yourself at Senator Chalmers’s potluck, it’s up to me to make up for your shortcomings…” Luanne grasped her monster jugs and pressed them together, massaging them until their massive, erect nipples drizzled with milk.

“You know the only reason why you weren’t blacklisted from polite society that night is because I blew him, right?” she grinned. She didn’t know why she’d said that. Her mouth was running on its own accord, as if someone else were driving her body and she was just a passenger.
Mark opened his mouth to object, but before he could make a sound, Luanne stuffed it full of her tit. A huge nipple the size of a grape pressed against the back of Mark’s throat and he felt his mouth filling with sweet, sticky milk.

“I gave him the hummer of a lifetime,” Luanne continued casually, as if she were describing the weather “You were passed out on his couch at the time, so of course you had no idea. That was only the most recent time, too. Did you ever stop to wonder why you were so socially popular? Why every senator and planetary councilman is tripping over themselves to buy some second rate lobbyist a drink?”

Mark tried to shout but could only splutter around a mouth full of milk, forcing him to swallow in order to keep breathing.

“It’s because when you’re crawling-on-your-knees drunk, I’m on my knees sucking their dicks!”

Mark roared in rage, forcing Luanne’s heavy breast out of his mouth and fighting his way into a sitting position. Luanne laughed and forced him back down, stuffing her other tit in his face and grasping his wrists with vice-like strength. He struggled, but her arms were like iron bars. He felt another gush of milk force its way down his throat. His stomach protested painfully, and the ache in his belly soon spread to his dick and balls, which felt like they were about to burst!
“I know I’ve been a bad wife,” Luanne’s breath teased his ear “that’s why, starting tonight, I’m going to make it up to you. The rest of your life is going to be a wild, wild ride…”

Luanne sat up, pulling her nipple out of Mark’s mouth with a wet pop. She released his hands, but the rage that consumed him earlier was gone, replaced by a vapid emptiness punctuated by a sharp, intense pain in his cock and balls.

“This is much better,” Luanne cooed, looking down at Mark’s equipment as it throbbed between her legs. She gripped it with both hands, feeling the hot, heavy throb of his heartbeat as his swollen, purple cockhead swelled bigger in her grip. His engorged balls were the size of ostrich eggs, laying heavily across the top of his thighs. His cock, stiff and hard as steel, continued to expand, filling Luanne’s powerful hands until she couldn’t close her fingers around it.

“Yes! Bigger, bigger!” she moaned, sliding her hands up and down his shaft in long, smooth motions. Every stroke forced another load of blood into his already overfilled shaft.
“H-how are you doing this?” Mark managed to gasp as he watched Luanne pump his cock bigger and bigger. His bulbous head swelled to the size of a plum as the milk in his belly coursed into his shaft, forcing its way into every capillary of his colossal dong.

Luanne didn’t answer. The intelligence behind her eyes was gone, replaced by the harsh, hot stare of a slavering predator.

After what felt like an eternity of pumping, Mark was sure his cock was on the verge of exploding. It jutted up from his crotch like a fleshy baseball bat, hot and throbbing in Luanne’s small but impossibly strong hands.

Finally satisfied that her prey was big enough, Luanne rose up to a squatting position above Mark’s apple-sized cockhead. She only took a few seconds to savor the sight of his outrageous erection before plunging his arm-length shaft deep into her pussy.

“Huuuuurh!!” Mark groaned. It was tight! Tight and hot! He clenched his teeth in pain and thrashed, but Luanne was too strong. She pinned him to the bed by his shoulders and continued to force herself down the length of his flesh-spear.
A cock the size of Mark’s would have impaled a normal woman, causing severe organ damage at the very least, but Luanne took all nineteen inches of Mark’s python as if it were nothing more than a virgin’s vibrator.

She moaned in ecstasy and began to slide up and down, savoring every thick, veiny inch of Mark’s monster. The motion sent her monstrous jugs bouncing like gelatin and he could feel her thick ass on his thighs every time she finished a downstroke.
Reacting instinctively, Mark began to thrust, the pain in his cock replaced by a mounting pleasure, a sensation so incredible, it threatened to consume his entire body.

Luanne’s gyrations grew more intense, riding him like a mechanical bull, sliding up and down his pole so fast, her ass and thighs were a blur. Her titanic tits bounced wildly slapping her belly and her chin with each gyration. Every thrust brought Mark closer to orgasm, the pleasure building up inside of him like a volcano.
Luanne let out a throaty cry of animal pleasure, grasping her breasts in her hands and squeezing tightly until twin streams of milk sprayed out and splashed on the walls. Her pussy clenched tighter than a vice and Mark felt the last of his strength explode out of him in a blast of jizz.

Luanne moaned again and slid herself off Mark’s shaft, pulling the impossible cock out of her pussy like an upside down sword-swallower. She grasped his python with both hands. It was still spewing thick ropes of cum into the air. They splattered her chest and face as she locked her lips around his cockhead, guzzling greedy mouthfuls of Mark’s hot spunk.

Mark’s orgasm seemed to last endless minutes as Luanne sucked every drop of semen out of his body. The force of his climax had knocked the wind out of him and he felt his strength draining away with every slurp of Luanne’s perfect dick-sucking lips. The last thing he saw before losing consciousness was his wife, now little more than an unstoppable, horny beast, climbing on top of him to ride again…
***

In the early hours of pre-dawn dimness the creature that was Luanne finally stepped outside onto the cool grass of her expertly manicured lawn, the dew of its blades tickling her feet and ankles as she heaved a satisfied breath.

She wiped a glob of jizz from the corner of her mouth and licked it off her wrist.

Ultimately, her plaything had grown tiresome. After she’d finished extracting every drop of delicious fluid, it stopped moving and shriveled into a small, desiccated husk. No fun.
Oh well… the creature thought.
She gave her heavy breasts an exploratory jiggle. They sloshed with newfound fullness, greatly enlarged by the fluids of her former plaything. They protruded from her chest like prize watermelons, heavy and swollen with milk.

Even as massive as they were, some instinctive impulse told the Ex-Luanne that they needed to be bigger.

Time to find a new plaything… she thought, turning and making her way toward the flickering lights of the city below.

To BE continued…
