Laura didn’t know how it happened. She thought she was on top of this, had planned everything out to the smallest detail. Of course, the scientist hadn’t taken Slime’s exponential developments into account. There hadn’t even been anything as shocking as what she’d woken to not too long ago, yet the usual constant growth was prevalent. As of that morning, her cock had ascended to fifteen inches and her balls were only becoming more obscene.

Now all their food was gone. With how scant her account was looking, it wouldn’t be long before the water went too. Electric would go first though. She couldn’t let her laptop die out, then all her research and data would remain incomplete. To that end, Laura only had one option.

She needed to get a job.

As Laura Hopkins, she had gone through the full suite of education. As Laura Gene, however, she could only just about forge a high school degree. The chances of her getting a job in even a remotely similar field was slim to none. She should still try. Getting in on the ground floor was enough. If she proved herself, she might even gain access to some equipment.

A foolish hope that was soundly squashed by reality yet again. Lecherous interviewers, dismissive emails, or being completely ignored all led her to walking into the local convenience store. If nothing else, Laura was glad that her experiences had allowed her to write such convincing resumes as to even land an interview.

Still...someone of her talent, her expertise and potential, reduced to smiling and giving some greasy older man all the right answers just to secure a dead-end, barely minimum wage job. One that wouldn’t even pay for everything. She’d be on the cusp of famine every month.

What the hell was she even doing here?

There had to be better ways to earn a living for someone of her ability. She could create a groundbreaking new drug and sell it to big pharma for maximum profit. No, that wasn’t her. Money was nothing more than a necessity of the modern world. Laura only wanted everything to be better.

Slime concurred. The arousal came unprompted and rapidly. One second Laura was forcing a smile, the next she was openly panting, flushed with a desire to break her cock out and jerk off. Her interviewer, whose name she hadn’t bothered learning, looked concerned for a moment, then gave a lurid grin. Ew.

Laura didn’t fight her balls’ actions. With complete freedom, Slime was remarkably efficient, coaxing her moans out as her cock stiffened. She felt the ring swell in time with her head, the equine similarities having progressed steadily. It rubbed against her clothes on its way out of her underwear, stretching her pantleg oh so tight. She rolled her hips to the thumping of its veins.

Then she was cumming. Being in such a place made no difference to Slime’s output, nor to the ecstasy that bombarded them both from all facets of their being. Laura leaned back, squeezing her legs against her fat nuts and fondled her big, sensitive and braless tits. It wasn’t by design, she just couldn’t afford or be bothered to get a bigger one.

Her interview’s gross smile faded away as the gallons of semen filled the small office. When told to leave, Laura smiled serenely and did so, still cumming hard. Customers saw her and stared, eyes naturally falling to the thick trail of blue-tinged cum she left in her wake. One looked particularly enthralled by it, though Laura wasn’t interested in people at that moment. She just wanted to get home so she could properly enjoy this.

It was only a minute from her apartment building. Her orgasm dwindled in that time, Slime stemming the flow so she wasn’t creating too much of a mess now that they were somewhere that actually mattered. Once they were home, she was free to let loose.

The dimmed sensations did give Laura a chance to think though. Her mind was somewhat muggy from the sensations, though it didn’t stop her from rapidly going over various scenarios of how to accrue funds to live on. It didn’t need to be much. She just wanted to be somewhat secure.

Alas, nothing came to mind. The ideal job would be one that required almost no presence of mind, so she could continue her ‘experiments’ and earn money at the same time. Couldn’t be a call centre job, her work would make her slip up too many times. Though perhaps if she was a one of those sex-talk people. Eugh, the last thing she wanted was to be reduced to that line of work though.

The best option for her was quite simply to keep going on with her current work. If she removed Slime and found a way to replicate her, with the original plan of helping dissolve plastics and the like, that would be the end of her troubles. Surely.

Except none of her efforts had yielded anything on that front. Slime could exist outside her body for roughly one minute with every measure in place to help, and was extremely painful. Truthfully, Laura didn’t want her companion to be hurt anymore than she wanted to starve. The only thing she hadn’t tried as of yet was using preservatives, like those found in food, and see if those could help.

That meant buying the ingredients though. While they weren’t eye-wateringly expensive, the ratio to her bank account was enough to make her stomach turn. It was a choice between complete starvation this month and a last ditch effort that would likely end in failure. Laura nearly slammed her laptop shut in exasperation.

Instead, though, she heeded the advice of her closest friend and fished her dick out. Her balls were tight with semen, eager to spill a massive load. Much longer and they’d start hurting again. Not an ideal outcome.

She tabbed back to her usual porn site. It didn’t matter much what it was, just that she had the extra stimulus. Slime enjoyed the sounds too, though she also had this melancholic feel about her during it too. Analysing could come later. They let the playlist run as Laura licked and stroked and slurped on her shaft, feet kneading her huge nuts. She’d move to the bathroom just before cumming. For sure this time.

This thought stayed lodged in her mind the entire time. With everything going on lately, she could use a small win, even if that was only saving her sheets from another wash. Or sleeping in her own jizz.

It all got tossed aside when Slime jolted. Not in an alarming fashion mind, Laura was experienced enough to recognise when it was something terrible, but definitely urgent. That said, she was too far gone to fully understand what her creation wanted. She just wanted to cum. And maybe try getting to the toilet before that.

She never got the chance as Slime made her prick jump out her hands, away from her hands and went splat on the laptop screen. Right on the logo on the video. It was some typical cam-girl, exaggerated moaning and bouncing on a fantasy dildo. Laura paused it to wipe away her slimy-pre from the screen.

Slime made her dick jump again, tapping the same spot. How did she know where to aim? Visual input should be impossible and there was no way her creation could use the sound vibrations to find the silent marker. Surely she hadn’t further expanded her territory inside Laura’s body. That would be a massive betrayal of her trust. Unless Laura had been unconsciously reacting and Slime picked up on those signals.

Fansly. That was the name of the site this girl came from. Laura knew very little about the adult entertainment world, only enough to search for ‘porn’ rather than ‘intercourse’ or ‘mating’. The cost of a life spent focused on textbooks and science than anything resembling street smarts.

Yet Slime somehow came to the conclusion that this was important. She couldn’t know more than Laura. It was literally impossible. Still...Laura trusted her creation, enough to know she was looking out for their best interests. It couldn’t hurt to look.

She’d just finish later. In the bathroom. Definitely.

“I can get paid for this?”

Laura had fallen into utter disbelief as she dove down this rabbit-hole of pornstars. People of all sorts – skinny and fat. Short and tall. Real and animated. – but the craziest parts was just how big an audience there was for niche interests. Things she had never considered, even with Slime’s influence over her body and the unusual changes thus, made good money. Even people with avatars that were pure fantasy.

In fact, those seemed like some of the most profitable. That being the case, then how would people react to a body like hers? Futanari were extremely prolific on the platform, some even using prosthetics to give a certain animalistic appeal to their members. Laura needed no such thing. Her cock was flared, ringed and even retreated into a sort of sheath when not in use.

Her finger hovered over the return key. All the fields had been filled out, everything she needed to start posting and getting paid on this platform of perverts. Could she do this though? It’d be putting her face out. If she got recognised, then what little she had would be lost. Or worse.

But she needed the money. And, truth be told, the idea that all her ‘experiments’ would be monetised definitely appealed to her current situation. Laura could cum to her heart’s content, both for work and to study. Slime obviously had no objections, rather she was eager for them to continue where they left off right away. A sudden churn in her balls made Laura twitch, finger hitting the key.

“Well...now I have one of those.” 

She leaned back, legs still spread brazenly wide, her cock resting over her huge sack, its length not even reaching halfway down the other side. The webcam was pointed up at her face. It wasn’t on, though she could easily imagine it was and streaming her hedonistic state all across the internet.

No. Impossible. She couldn’t go through with such a thing. The very idea of fame made Laura’s stomach twist into knots. That she could be recognised in the streets for being so lewd only tightened it even further.

Laura closed her laptop and waddled to her bathroom, balls swinging heavily against her legs. She’d keep looking for work. There had to be something respectable out there. Certainly. Not even half-believing herself, Laura buried the thoughts under her arousal once more. Slime seemed between minds at her decision, obviously enjoying resuming their fun, but she sensed Laura’s hesitation. Still, they were quick to finish after pausing so abruptly.

Which brought a terrifying reality to light as Laura tried clearing her bathtub of cum. Most of it would go down the drain like normal, however there was so much and it was so incredibly thick that it needed to be diluted a little. Except...she had no water.

The pipes groaned, but gave nothing. Not even a drop. But she paid her water bill. Didn’t she? Laura sat on the toilet, steaming hot tub of cum sluggishly draining away, and mentally ran through everything she had paid and. She forgot! No, not exactly. She just didn’t have the funds for it, so she made a choice and chose electricity.

What kind of nightmarish world was this that water, the most basic of survival necessities, cost money?!

“I’m out of options, aren’t I?” Laura leaned back, staring blankly at the ceiling as she came to terms with what she was about to do. There simply wasn’t any other options. Besides begging on the street.

“Alright, girl, think you can go again right away?” She asked the increasingly sentient slime residing in her balls. Of course, Slime responded very eagerly. If she were any more excited, Laura would’ve cum on the spot. As it was, her member surged back to total hardness in an instant.

It led the way back to her bedroom. And her laptop. Her cock slowly went flaccid as she went through all the minute details of streaming to this crazy site. She took some comfort in the thought that most people probably wouldn’t even watch for more than a few seconds. Yes, all this would amount to was another failed experiment. Maybe a few extra dollars in her bank account.

Still, Laura was nothing if not thorough and she made sure she had everything ready to go. Including donations. She needed to be able to withdraw the cash as fast as possible. What little of it she got.

By the time she was finished, the sun was beginning to set. Its glow bathed her body, gleaming softly in the waning daylight. She kept adjusting her pc, trying to get an angle that didn’t make her face burn. Alas, there was none. Though she did get an idea, one that should’ve come to her much sooner. She still had a few masks leftover from her old life, which were perfect for hiding her identity. Still, for safe measure, Laura kept it angled lower, so only the bottom portion of her face was in frame. 

Seeing herself was nothing new, yet it felt completely different given the context. Surely she didn’t need to put herself out there live. She had so many videos of her experiments, she could just edit those down and post them.

Except she needed money now. Not next month or even next week. Tomorrow was the latest she could manage. Sighing, Laura got a bit more comfortable, as much as she could with her cock and breasts about to be seen by an unknown number of strangers, and hit the button. With very little fanfare, she was live. Her visage was being streamed all across the world.

Though no one was actually watching yet. Okay, she thought and took a breath, just have to wait a bit. Or should she be doing something already? No one would stay, much less tip, for some futa just sitting there. Even if she had a huge set of nuts and a penis to make a donkey blush. 

What should she do though? Stroke herself? She could grope her breasts. They were plenty nice enough on their own. Perhaps she turned around and showed them her butt, and her blue-shaded pussy. So many options to try and sway these perverts to give up their money.

She was knocked from her thoughts by a small pinging sound. A viewer! Heat instantly rushed to her face and she barely resisted the impulse to cover herself. Laura gulped. Her laptop must’ve picked it up, because her soul viewer sent a message:

Nervous?

Oh god, she had to talk?! Her throat closed up, neck tight and her lips felt like sand as she ran her tongue over them. No one would know her. She had a mask on. Besides, if they were as enamoured by her nuts or dick as she was, then no one would even glance at her face. Laura took a deep breath, getting a whiff of musk even through her mask.

“Y-yeah? That obvious, huh?” Laura forced a chuckle and a wave.

Don’t wave with your hands, babe

It took her an embarrassingly long time to understand what they meant. Well, they were here for some kind of show. Laura picked up her flaccid cock and gave an awkward wag with it. She didn’t get any kind of response for a while, then...

Why’s it blue?

“Um, uh,” she was at a loss. Seriously? She hadn’t bothered getting her story straight for why her body was like this, “It’s just like that, hehe.”

That seemed to placate her viewer, or perhaps they just didn’t really care.

You gonna get hard, cutie? Or is it all for show?

Fuck, they actually wanted her to do stuff now. They wanted to see her hard. All the heat in her face changed from embarrassment to something much more familiar to her now; lust. Laura licked her lips with renewed moisture. The fact someone craved for her to get horny in front of them was a shockingly heady feeling. She wouldn’t be much of a scientist if she didn’t investigate this new phenomenon.

Staring at her laptop screen, her camera feed and chat side-by-side. There was still only those few messages, but she could see the person was still around. Laura lifted her penis and stroked, peeling back the skin to reveal her big, fleshy crown. When the blood started flowing, it would swell out into its true shape.

All she did was squeeze a bit and the feelings started as always. It didn’t matter to her cock, or Slime, that a stranger was watching them. A few reps and her hand was filled completely, fingers falling short of each other, yet she was only just approaching semi-hardness.

“Is this better for you?” Laura asked, breathless after only a couple more strokes.

Getting there. Who made it? Looks so real

Laura chuckled into a moan as she ran her fingers across her flaring head, “This is all me.” She said with no small measure of pride. Even if Slime had been largely responsible, Laura created her.

Haha, sure, okay. Keep going

She never stopped. Every stroke brought her closer to full erection, the unique features of her horse-like cock becoming more and more apparent. The ring bulged out, catching on her hands as she moved. An instant later, pre-cum began oozing out. Her very unique, thick and azure-tinted pre.

You even made the cum blue?! Hahahaha

No point in responding to that. She kept going, enjoying the feeling of her hardness in her hand. Even though they didn’t ask for it, Laura got her breasts involved, cupping one and bouncing it lightly in her hand. She leaned back, pushing her cock closer to the camera. As she worked though, Laura noticed something that got her blood pressure soaring.

More viewers. The number ticked up slowly but consistently. Two people became three became four. Before she knew it there was half a dozen people gazing at her. None of them typed anything at first, just watching her stroke her huge futa-meat, then the messages starting flowing in.

Oh wow, it really is super realistic looking

That cum looks yummy. Is it blueberry syrup?

Wish I was riding that toy right now

That last one coaxed the biggest reaction yet. Laura involuntarily clenched up, a spurt of her ‘blueberry syrup’ erupting out of her dick, landing with a splat on her laptop track pad. Everyone heard it too, including the three new people coming in. Nearly ten people were watching her now. So many strangers had a face-full of her cock.

I’m loving the shape

Stroke faster lady! I’ve been edging forever and I wanna cum at the same time

“That’s still a while off,” Laura hissed through clenched teeth, palming her glans and lathering it in its own emissions, “I’m only getting started. Besides,” she scooted back so her balls were properly in frame again, “It takes me a long time to finish when I start.”

A string of small pictures responded to her. She had no idea what they meant, however some of them looked like cartoon dicks shooting a load, so she got the idea. Laura kept jerking herself, the sounds getting louder and messier with every lap. At the same time, she groped her breast, rolling the thick nub between her fingers.  There was only one part that longed for her attention and she wasn’t about to let it languish much longer.

When both hands were occupied, there was only one option. Thanks to Slime’s influence over her body, she was more agile than ever, her legs smoothly bending in with the soles of her feet meeting the scalding surface of her nuts. Laura let out a sharp gasp when they did. Through half-lidded eyes, she kept reading the incoming messages and the new people still coming in.

She had no idea what was bringing them in. Not like she was doing anything that special, yet they kept multiplying. Guess word was spreading about her ‘prosthetics’. 

Futa or trans?

“Futa.” Laura groaned, her stroking hand getting wetter by the second and the noises more grostesque and lewd as well.

Prove it.

Really? Laura didn’t think her face betrayed any annoyance at the message, though she did let out a long sigh. Part of her wanted to treat them like a dumb high schooler that should’ve known basic arithmatic, who then asked what two plus two was. They were a viewer though. And this was a good chance to further show what distinguished her from the countless others on this depraved website.

She paused her motions, thinking how best to answer their demand. Eventually, she let go of her goo-slicked cock and adjusted the pillows behind her. She chose the bed for pretty much this exact purpose after all. If she was going to sell her body to pay to live, she might as well be mostly comfortable doing it.

Laying back, she nestled her ass into the mattress again. That shook her cock back and forth, waving it in front of the camera, as if teasing the people on the other side. It did mean she couldn’t read the screen nearly as well, though she could make out that same person deriding her. This will shut them up, she thought and grabbed her nuts with both hands. Slime responded by jumping inside her, making just a little easier to lift them up onto her crotch.

“There? Is that good enough for you?” She was even more breathless now than she was while jerking herself off. Her balls just felt so good to fondle like this. The viewer stopped mattering as she lost herself in the sensations, digging her fingers in and working them around. Slime reciprocated in some way, swirling around inside her so they would wobble and rub against Laura’s cock.

So big. Just thinking of their size was enough to make her loins warm with lust, but seeing their sheer mass even in relation to her horse-dick got her drooling. From both sets of lips. She felt it trickle down her taint, pooling under her cheeks. Even that couldn’t break her from the sheer wonder of massaging her giant nuts.

The slightest bit of pressure caused pre to gush out her cock. It coated her chest in moments, which was perfect since her arms were squeezing into them. Her tits slid against each other, adding their own heat. Her cock rested on top of them, spitting constantly. All of it felt...brilliant. Simply brilliant.

She only broke from the trance of her basketball-sized sack when a new sound came form her computer. It took far too long for her to register what it was. She’d only heard it a couple times before, when she was testing how streaming worked. That was the sound of a donation.

“Who...” Laura squinted and saw that same rude viewer had just given her five dollars, “Oh, uh, thanks?”

This was actually working. Well, it was only five dollars. That was a far cry from getting her water back on. Still, a start was good enough. Laura only needed to take this momentum and get more. Though what could she do to separate these pervs from their money?

She was still rattled from someone actually giving her money just to watch her pleasure herself. Any concept of a plan she might’ve thought of in the beginning was gone. Laura glanced through the messages, hoping they might have a request, but most of them were still talking about the odd choice to make her ‘prosthetics’ blue. Plenty others were enjoying her oversized parts at least, however that didn’t tell her anything. Inspiration struck like a hammer as her cock lurched up and down, smacking wetly against her tits.

They felt good rubbing together. Her cock felt good rubbing against them. It stood to reason sliding between them, especially with the excessive lube oozing from her prick, would be even better. All without letting go of her big, beautiful balls.

It took a sharp thrust of her hips to make it work. Even then, she needed multiple tries. The people seemed confused at first, then one of them put it together.

She’s gonna tit-fuck herself!!!

Repeats dings went off as more donations rolled in. Laura was too preoccupied to look just yet, focused on sliding the broad crown of her dick between her tits. The blue-tinted glans finally disappeared into them, only to emerge right below Laura’s chin, just in time to catch the hot gasp of pleasure. Her balls clenched, bearing down on her penis and pushing it even further up.

Laura worked on pure instinct as she lowered her hips, penis sliding back as well. It pulled her breath out with it, the rigid shaft throbbing against her supple bosom. Pre-cum poured from her even faster now, looking like she was cumming already. But she had spent entire days pleasuring herself. She knew it’d take longer than this.

Though not if she took it even further.

She ignored the thought for now. It wasn’t worth thinking about just yet, not when the donations were coming consistently. Laura dug her fingers in firmer now, really working at her testes. Slime reciprocated by making them swell even bigger, the weight and heat just making her cock feel even better.

DON@T IGNORE THE PUSSY!

Laura almost paused, she was so surprised by the all caps message. One clearly written in haste and with the shift key no less, given the typo. Unfortunately, she didn’t have a way to touch her womanhood at that moment.

“Sorry. I’ll have a toy next time,” Laura said, and found she almost meant it too.

It wasn’t too far fetched to assume that she’d want to entertain them properly. They were giving her money now. More and more them at that, the ticks going off faster as she gave herself a boob-job and worked her fat, swelling testicles. People seemed eager to see just how much she would cum with them, though most were still unconvinced any of this was real.

There were dozens of people now. So many total strangers, not even acquaintances, were staring at her. Laura almost laughed, picturing them so enraptured by her body that they were leaning into their screens, torturing their eyes just to see every pixel. 

Look at that cock! It’s so big, looks like you could suck it

Reading that made Laura smile knowingly. Sucking ones own cock wasn’t terribly uncommon among futanari. Plenty of them were big and flexible enough to do it, though she doubted any could manage it so easily as her. Thinking about it really just made her want to show off her skills. But that was a step up. She needed a proper incentive.

And got it. The sound that vibrated her entire laptop actually made her jump, unlocking herself from the lustful pose. She leaned forward, cock drooling longingly just under her hanging tits, and saw that viewer was the same one that just tipped two-hundred-dollars.

“Um,” she licked her lips. This ‘Jazzmyne69’ just outright paid for her utilities for the next month and more! Not just her either. She’d become lost in her own pleasure to reall pay attention, but the steady stream of donations had mounted up. The night wasn’t even over and she had made a little under a thousand.

“Sorry I didn’t talk much,” Laura said, breathless. Slime made her cock bounce as well, like it was bowing in gratitude almost. Or more likely trying to coax her to touch it, “Thanks everyone for the donations. Uh, I think I’m gonna cum soon. So, ah, Jazzmyne69, you donated a lot. Is there...something I can do for you?”

She tried making it sound as sexy as possible. Pretty successfully she thought, given how short of breath she sounded, and the way her entire body was boiling with growing desire. Though it was just as likely Laura’s lust was clouding her judgement.

Got any pregnancy gear? Like a big belly prosthetic.

“...pregnancy?” She frowned at the crazy request. Who would find that sexually exciting? Pregnant women were always aching, their bodies going through highly necessary changes to support the child growing inside. Their bellies were big and tight, sometimes even shiny from the strain or body lotion. The same for their breasts, both swelling up uncomfortably large. Laura had heard of some expecting mothers who grew half a dozen sizes in just nine-months.

Not to mention how wide and burdonsome their hips got. It couldn’t be comfortable, having your pelvis widen and force the bones to accommodate your increasingly heavy frame. The cravings usually led to excessive weight gain as well, blowing up their figures even more. Until they finally gave birth and were left with these thick, squishy bodies that were no doubt incredibly pent up from little to no sex.

Laura’s moan brought her back to reality. Somewhere in her reverie, she’d started jerking herself again. To the idea of pregnancy? No, surely not. To the idea of a woman swelling up, not unlike herself, and being unbearably horny. Yes, absolutely. Although...she supposed the idea of someone carrying young, an act needed for humanities survival and a beautiful thing in its own right, being promiscuous had its appeal. Bouncing on a cock like hers, big, milky tits and even bigger belly bouncing with her.

“S-sorry! I, uhhh, only made these. But if you keep donating, maybe I can sort something out?”

It was a lie. Laura had no intention of faking a pregnancy just for money, much less actually getting pregnant. Though she did know how to make the illusion, and the method of which she quite enjoyed.

“But how about I show you what these tanks can do?” Laura settled back onto her ass, balls taking up so much more space between her legs than when she started. People seemed stunned by their scale, trying to figure out where the pumps were.

Go on, babe. I’m watching.

Laura smirked. Without a doubt, there’d be quite the reaction when she finally came. It’d be even greater when she swallowed it all too. Slime rumbled against her legs, doubting the idea. Alright, she probably wouldn’t swallow all of it. There were limits that she really shouldn’t try surpassing just yet.

“Ready?” Cock in hand, balls cradled between her thighs, and tits slick with her emissions, Laura was practically salivating to begin, “Let’s do this.”

As she’d done so many times in the months prior, Laura opened wide and forced the broad crown of her cock past her lips. It pushed her tongue flat, all but forcing its taste upon her. Her moans vibrated around it, the pleasure shooting right to her brain. Desire pushed her deeper and she felt the glans compress, squeezing into the tight sleeve of her throat. So wet and warm, squeezing her every ridge and vein perfectly.

This was the best thing for her. She didn’t have to talk to anyone, she could just look at the screen, enjoy the praise for her throating ability, and push herself even further.

Damn! That’s crazy good, girl. Let’s see the throat bulge!

Jazzmyne69 again. She couldn’t just refuse her. Not when another fifty dollars hit her bank account. Even without it though, Laura liked this viewer’s energy. Even through just a few sentences, there was a clear excitement for this stuff, of a sort that she never thought perverts could have.

Through some effort, Laura picked up her laptop. She eyed the camera feed as she did, groaning deep and hard when she saw the bulge in her neck appear as well. It wasn’t shocking. She knew full well just how fucking massive her dick was. Of course it would protrude like that.

Still, seeing just how far it stretched her, how she could make out the bumps and even some of the larger veins, it had her drooling all over her cock. Rivulets of her saliva rolled down the shaft that she’d yet to swallow, but she would. Her viewers could be sure of that. In fact, once she set her computer down, Laura wrapped her arms around her legs and pulled herself down.

Not even a little gag?! You’re the real deal, aren’t you

Similar comments rolled across the screen. She could just about see them from her position, nose buried all the way into her testes. They churned and swelled against her cheeks, smearing her in their sweat and scent and her own spit. Slime pushed even more pre up her prick, heat pooling in her belly as it kept on coming. Laura held it there, swallowing around her girth, tongue struggling futilely underneath it.

When a minute passed, she wrenched herself free. Spit and pre-cum burst from her lips, flung far and wide. Some of it landed on her screen, but luckily avoided the camera. Laura didn’t bother cleaning it off. It’d seen worse. The only thing she wanted was her cock. She leaned into it, kissing and licking all over her prick while she caught her breath. Once she had it under control, Laura was back down again.

She didn’t hold it this time though. Instead, the scientist turned slime host turned pornstar began bouncing her head up and down, lips sliding up her shaft as she slurped loudly. It was only half for the audience. Moments like these were when Laura could let herself loose. She could forget dignity, that she worked in one of the highest positions a science major could hope for, and just enjoy her depraved body for all its pleasures.

It’s kinda weird without the sounds though

They could hear her, she knew that. So what sounds?

Gag for us a little! Something that big shouldn’t be taken so smoothly

Okay. Laura took a few tries to get it. Her whole body retched when she did, but her cock was in heaven as her throat hugged it even tighter. Even more spittle came pouring out, thick and bubbly and just nasty. Yet oh so good.

The fact she felt like she would throw up every time she did it was completely overpowered by the sheer pleasure in her cock. Laura squeezed her balls even tighter, Slime surging with lustful delight as well. They were so very close.

Mere minutes later and Laura held her face down as fireworks exploded behind her eyes. It was a chain reaction, detonating up and down her spine, through her cock, in her balls. Even her toes were like sparklers. 

Dizzying colours followed the white light of her orgasm. Laura was barely an active participant anymore, simply holding herself in place as wave after wave rolled through her cock and poured down her oesophagus. The laptop was a distant memory by then. All she knew was her body and the ecstasy therein.

Even the sensation of her gut swelling out was dim by comparison. Her nose flared, trying in vain to take in some air, however Laura had no desire to breathe. Not when she could focus more on the erotic lava stretching out her belly more and more. It was pushing on her chin now, fighting for space, yet forced to flow to the sides as she stubbornly remained.

Her hands never stopped moving through it all either. Not a single moment wasted as she continued massaging her always heavy, forever sperm resplendent balls. Waves of pleasure met her own from them, Slime equally enjoying the orgasm.

Though she wasn’t quite as taken by it. Slime was aware of a very real danger as Laura stayed lodged on her own cock, lips wrapped firmly around the base, nose buried in the semi-solid creatures home, while swallowing far too much semen. Much longer and she’d be in trouble. Still, Slime kept to herself, certain that her creator would realise the danger before it was fully realised.

Yet as the climax continued and Laura’s stomach ballooned, that became an increasingly unlikely possibility. Slime would’ve swallowed nervously if she had a throat. As it was, her pleasured vibrations were increasingly erratic. If Laura perished, then...what of her? It wasn’t a pleasant thought in the least.

She would avoid it at all costs!

If Laura was too far gone to think of safety, then Slime would do it for her. Her creator would be upset, but she had no choice but to act. Their survival was at stake.

Slime allowed a piece of herself to split off, mixing into the flow of semen. They carried her all the way up Laura’s cock, through the tight hole at its tip – she would have to widen that to ease congestion – and into the wet heat of Laura’s throat. Down Slime went, able to vaguely sense everything happening from her core being, until she hit the stomach. She didn’t meet any of the acids she half-feared she would, the organ far too full of cum.

For the most part, it was basically the same as her usual home in Laura’s testicles. A great benefit, really, as it meant she didn’t need to take in her new surroudnings at all. She got straight to work, seeing the border of her creator’s stomach and melting into it. Merging them together. 

Though Laura noticed very little, Slime instantly relaxed as the strain on her skin eased off. Not because there was suddenly more room, Laura simply had an easier time expanding to hold it all. Bigger and bigger her belly swelled, the slime now keenly aware of those sensations as well. She could even form a basic image in her mind of what it looked like and gleefully gave Laura what she wanted; more semen.

Unfortunately, there was one thing she couldn’t fix at that moment; Laura’s lung capacity. She was already at her limit when Slime went into action. Moments later, with her belly threatening to envelope her head whole, the scientist’s eyes rolled up and she fainted. Her body relaxed, pulling her still spewing shaft out. It flopped forward, hitting the laptop with a messy spray. Unfortunately – or perhaps not – it hit the exact buttons needed to end her stream.

Slime felt a similar call not long after. Splitting herself was always an exhausting experiencing, though less so this time. Had she grown stronger? Or was it that she simply knew Laura’s body even better now?

She, again, felt the desire to know more about it. The urge to disobey Laura and seep throughout her body, until they were truly indistinguishable from each other. The things they could do...though, in truth, Slime had no idea what those things could be. She just had a feeling they’d be incredible.
