“Laura Gene, age twenty-five,” she murmured for the umpteenth time. It was important that she commit this to memory. A slip-up didn’t necessarily mean disaster, however it could lead to trouble that she very much didn’t want. Keeping her first name was already a risk, but it was her mother’s name, and her mother’s and so forth. It had far too much sentimental value.

And it would be such a hassle to change it now. She already had all the legal documents made, her new apartment signed under that name, and the move was already stressful enough. Made all the worse by the fear that her old work would somehow find her.

Laura couldn’t stay there. She had no plausible explanation for her suddenly looking fifteen plus years younger. If she turned up looking like this, combined with her erratic behaviour of late, they’d know something was up. They’d try and take Slime away. Or force her to replicate her. She couldn’t risk it when she barely understood her creation.

Amusingly, her biggest regret when leaving was that she’d never get a chance to release her pent up lust for Casey. She would just have to settle for masturbation. Which she did. A lot. Perhaps far too often to be healthy, but she needed the relief. What with the constant rejections for funds to study her slime.

It was a delicate game of applications. She had to be vague enough that they didn’t fully comprehend Slime’s abilities, but clear about the potential benefits. Laura also hadn’t realised how much weight her previous work carried, or her old name. No one knew her. Even with forged credentials, diplomas and a stellar essay, it was just wasn’t enough.

But that was fine. She had enough savings to keep trying for a while longer. Two months at least. In the meantime, Laura needed to understand what happened to her body. What she was capable of, what Slime could do now. If only she had a clear before and after of herself to demonstrate. As it was, she should at least document her present body.

“Laura Gene, age...forty-two. Physically, around twenty-five. How do I explain this? My creation, Slime, I call it, has reversed my age. I believe this was done by manipulating my hormones, though the exact science eludes me. I hope to figure it out through a series of tests. Funded by myself because no one wants to listen,” she added bitterly.

“First change is obvious,” she gently cupped her breasts, far fuller than before, “My previous bust was barely a B cup during menstruation. According to my own measurements, these are D cups. Perhaps DD? I admit, I’m not exactly skilled at this.”

Laura took a moment to admire herself in the laptop screen. Body envy rarely factored into her life. Work and study always took precedence, however it was there at the back of her mind. Lurking. She’d be a liar if she claimed having an objectively sexy figure didn’t fulfil some part of her.

“They weren’t this large at first. Slime initially reversed my age to that of a teenager. You can imagine how difficult work would be. Thankfully, she was able to age me further. Of course, that involved pushing me through puberty with unstable hormones. This is the result.”

To no surprise, Laura was getting aroused staring at herself. This body was still so novel to her, it was easy to believe it belonged to someone else even when she felt it so clearly. Her heavy member swelled up as she continued listing various changes, each one fuelling her arousal.

“My original penis size was eight inches long. As you can plainly see,” she said with no small amount of glee, “I’m far bigger than that. If I just put this ruler here and, there! You can see my member exceeds the twelve inch length now.”

Down below her pulsing shaft, now over a foot long, hung Jess’s balls. And Slime’s current home. Where most might be stunned by her cock, they would be utterly floored by these massive globes. Jess wasn’t much better. Seeing them shown back to her, rather than looking down, made it all the more striking just how larger they’d become.

Each sphere was stretched smooth by their cargo, only distorted by the lazily pulsing blue veins weaving across them. Laura palmed them, gently lifting each one. They were heavy, easily three or four kilos each, yet she managed shockingly well.

“In addition to these changes are hue shifts,” Laura said, slightly breathless now as her arousal built. She adjusted her stance so her fairer sex was visible. The lips had darkened further since she first discovered it, now a deep azure. It looked unnatural of course, yet no less tantalising she found.

“It looks vaguely alien, yes? But I assure you, it is a part of me. I can also say that it’s quite sensitive,” Laura breathed, brushing a finger along it. A thin string of semi-clear slime stuck to her skin.

“I think that’ll do for a demonstration. Ending recording.”

When she did so, she quickly made for her kitchen. The studio apartment wasn’t nearly as nice as her old home, nor was it as spacious, but it served her purposes. All she needed was a place to be alone with her thoughts, and her slime, to run her tests. It wasn’t expensive either, perfect for her limited funds.

Most of which went to stocking her pantry. Slime’s abilities required ample nutrition. Not just constant hydration, but calories. Lots of them. She’d cleared out her old fridge and then some when she first woke up with this figure.

She would need a lot for this first test. Slime vibrated against her legs, impatient to begin. She felt Laura’s arousal, still pumping out pre by the ounce. Every second spent in that state made it that much harder to control herself. The scientist stroked her scrotum.

“It’s alright, Slime. We’ll be starting soon. And I want you to really let loose, okay? Produce as much as you want. That’s the point of this experiment.”

In response, her balls fattened suddenly, nearly pulling her over. She just chuckled and headed back to the bathroom, arms loaded with drinks and snacks. Balls expanding, she got her laptop set up, camera aimed at the tub. She hit record and climbed in, cradling her hulking testes to her chest. Their warmth smothered her cock, pressing down delightfully. Pre-cum spurted all over her sternum, flowing down to pool beneath her.

“Laura Gene, test one. Given our change in circumstance, I need to confirm Slime’s efficiency. We filled my previous bathtub last time I was there. I want to see if that ability remains. Beginning test.”

To that end, Laura spread her legs so her balls could sit between. They hit the floor with a dense thud, vibrating the whole tub. She groaned and arched her back, pressing her womanhood against them, while her cock rose up and spewed pre like a fountain.

“I’m going to get a little...rowdy. I do apologise for my language and decorum.” Disclaimer out of the way, Laura let out a deep moan as she wrapped both hands around her fat length. It wasn’t just far longer, but so much thicker too. She had to use both hands to fully encircle it. Even then, her fingers didn’t overlap much.

Her touch brought an even greater wave of her cock-slime. It poured over her fingers, squelching loudly when she stroked. It was an endless tide, ebbing, but never stopping. Slime ensured it.

Laura moaned her approval, pumping her hand faster. She tightened her grip, exasperating the squelching noises further. Fuck, she loved this so much. It could be the hormones, the lewdness of recording herself, but Laura wasn’t concerned with the why at that moment. Only the result mattered.

That manifested with her balls ballooning further and further. They stretched into the sides of her tub, rumbling heavily and filling with more cum. Laura angled her feet in, digging her toes into the tanks. Slime clearly appreciated the touch, as she pumped out even more pre. It coated Laura’s crotch, pouring off the sides. Her butt squelched in the growing pool.

“Time to step it up,” Laura sighed and lifted her hips, sneaking a hand under to find her pussy, “Hmm, oh yeah, that’s the stuff.” It wasn’t as intense as her cock could be, but it was smoother, like a massage right to her senses.

“You can do more, can’t you, Slime?” Laura groaned, digging her fingers in. Her pussy juice was so much thicker than before, adding to the lurid squelching sounds of her fist pumping her cock.

Her balls vibrated and clenched, squeezing a jet of pre out that splattered all over Laura’s face. She licked it up, moaning hotly and angled her cock down. It landed against her tits, sending a twinge of delight through her. If she were a little bigger, then maybe she could fuck them too. But it was fine.

She opened wide and swallowed the head. It was shockingly easy at ten inches, with three more on top of that, she barely had to move her head to take it to her throat. Laura bobbed herself back and forth, tongue sliding all over the head. Warm and wet, then she made it tight by slurping hard. Ball juice poured into her mouth. She swallowed, the goo clinging to her throat and oesophagus.

Pumping two fingers into her snatch, hand twisting up and down her thirteen inch dick, and more of it throbbing against her tongue. Laura almost forgot this was technically part of an experiment. Through half-lidded eyes, she glanced to the laptop and saw herself. A moan vibrated around her cock.

In that moment, there was no sign of the respected scientist she’d cultivated for herself. She was just another futa, sucking her own dick and getting off to it. Except she had something else. Slime pulsed through her nuts, echoing through her pussy too.

Laura bucked against her face, driving more cock down her throat. It was so tight, squeezing hard with every swallow. The salty taste of her pre just augmented the experience even further. Every pulse brought her closer to the end. Her gut tensed, ready to explode. She just needed a final gambit.

What better way was there than to work her balls? Laura raised her ass higher, choking softly on her cock, while she dug both hands into her sack, massaging it firmly. Slime swelled up in appreciation, amplifying her pleasure. Laura pushed them against her snatch, rocking her hips. Fem-cum dripped down her ass, landing in the puddle with increasingly frequent plops.

Laura could stay there forever. No stress or worries. Just endless bliss. Except she needed to finish. Her body craved it. Her cock throbbed in anger, demanding that she swallow its load. She couldn’t though. That would defeat the point of this test.

No matter how bad she wanted it. She fucked her face harder. Gag, moan, gulp. Gag, moan, gulp. That was her rhythm, but the tempo was increasing.

Her heavy balls rested against her crotch. Heat rolled off them in waves, hot as a sauna against her pussy, which pulsed back, drooling its own sordid warmth against them. Mini explosions went off throughout Laura’s body, each one breaking her self-control that little bit more. She looked at her laptop screen, at her sordid reflection, and choked on her own cock. Her hips thrust of their own accord, like Slime had taken over.

The only distraction in that moment was the fluids dripping from her behind her exercise ball sized testes. It wasn’t the usual, translucent fem-cum she was somewhat familiar with, but a vibrant blue. Like the lips and the veins in her cock.

Curiosity overcame pleasure, though she still kept one hand massaging a testicle at all times. The other delved back to her pussy, dipping into the slimy juices. They were thick, as expected, and much warmer on her fingers. Despite its viscosity, it was slippery. The perfect lube.

Which brought something else to mind.

An act she’d never considered for herself, yet one that had her length and tunnel throbbing with want. Her ass flexed, cheeks squelching together. Laura couldn’t do that. She couldn’t put her fingers somewhere so filthy and lurid and incomprehensible.

But Slime could. She felt Laura’s hesitation, a direct opposition to both their pleasures. The futa’s balls roiled angrily, expanding faster while fluids gushed from both sexes. It flowed across her taint and between her cheeks, only grazing her asshole, yet the sensation was instant. Everything that Laura had achieved derived from curiosity, from learning. The fact Slime seemed just as eager for her to explore only compounded her despicable act.

Fingers coated in her slimy juices, Laura traced them between her butt cheeks. Her cock pulsed between her lips, spilling even more pre, while her pussy convulsed, spilling even more of its azure nectar. No matter how she refused the call, Laura was getting off to the feeling of touching her own anus. On the promise of greater pleasure that a futa’s body was uniquely qualified to offer.

Not entirely within her control, the scientist pushed a fingertip in. She expected it to burn. To feel as foreign as Slime did inside her balls the first few weeks. None of that greeted her, only a warm, squeezing hole that sucked her slimy finger deeper. Deeper. Deeper still, until the knuckle bumped her pucker and her nail grazed a small, yet distinct bump.

Slime lurched at the fireworks going off in Laura’s abdomen. Her gut clenched up, hips arching and cramming over half her dick down her tight gullet. The bathtub filled with her balls, pressing hard against the sides, forced to expand down and up. More fem-cum gushed from her cunt, its fragrance mingling with that of her cock. Laura noted that it was an oddly sweet, almost cloying scent.

She used her honeypot to lube up another finger, pushing it in alongside the first. They curled as she did, pressing harder on her prostate. Laura bucked into them, taking both to the knuckle, then thrust into her face. She leaned forward to meet it, plump tits pressing into her sides and cock as she tried swallowing it all. 

Nothing about the renowned scientist remained in that moment. Laura was a slave to her desires, same as any hyper-hormonal futa. Though they wished their balls were even half her size, churning and bubbling with cum. She fucked her own face, sucked her own cock, fingered her ass, dug her hand into her ball and shoved it against her sloppy snatch. If any of her former colleagues saw her like that, they’d never respect her again.

But they wouldn’t. She was the only one that would see herself like this. Her and Slime that is. This moment was solely for them.

A third finger slipped into her ass, now dripping with her abundant pussy slime. The added pressure finally tipped her over the knife’s edge she’d been swaying on for several minutes already. Laura cried into her cock, urethra palpitating powerfully, and bucked hard. Her balls clamped up too, shrinking an entire inch as a torrent raced up her shaft. So lost in those sensations, she didn’t even think to pull out.

The first spurt hit her oesophagus first. Decadently thick semen poured down her passage and into her stomach, filling it within moments, then beyond. Her face went red, eyes watering, but her tongue was clearly moving, throat milking her cock for more. She only pulled out when an impulsive thrust choked her.

Survival instinct beat lust – if barely – and she wrenched her head back, hitting the tub hard. Pain numbed her sensations for only an instant. Laura sucked in a deep breath, cock shooting up and erupting a single, unbroken rope of jizz for entire seconds. It broke when she tensed, cutting off the flow, and flopped across her body, draping over the bath’s edge. A second followed, a third right after that, separated by the undulations in her ass. Her fingers continued pumping against her prostate, forcing the pleasure to keep going.

The tub reached twenty-percent capacity and Laura’s balls had only lost a couple inches. Slime was doing exactly as she told her to, giving everything she could possibly give. Their pleasures fed off each others efforts, creating a feedback loop of orgasms that kept Laura blowing hard and Slime producing more than she could unleash.

At the same time, her ass clenched on her fingers. It pulled her in. Laura moaned and arched her whole torso, feeling her once tight ring spread wider to swallow more. Her pinkie finger squished inside, but that didn’t satisfy its hunger. Nor did her thumb. So in went her hand, pucker sealing tight around her wrist and finally she was sated.

Tongue out, eyes crossed, Laura was the spitting image of a fucked-stupid futa. And she relished it. The freedom from thought, from worries, from everything that didn’t make her cum harder and longer. Slime was just as excited by the release. And something else too, though even she didn’t know what that was as she continued pumping Laura full of cum to unleash.

At forty-percent, her balls had finally shrunk a decent amount, yet she was still shooting strong. At sixty-percent, she was in danger of going under. Fortunately, her cum was buoyant in nature, pushing her head up past the rim as she reached eighty-percent. Her nuts were close to their ‘normal’ mass and still going strong. Sweat glistened across every inch of visible skin. Of which there was shockingly little, semen clinging tight.

At one-hundred-percent capacity, every movement sent waves of cum overboard. It landed on the floor with a satisfying, wet smack, clumping into a mountain rather than spreading out. She did, finally, relax though. Her cock heaved, trying to keep going, but even then it flagged. In a matter of seconds, her thirteen-inch beast had fallen, resting on two, fleshy basketballs.

Some time later, Laura finally regained her faculties and climbed out. She stumbled drunkenly, almost falling forward as the weight of her suddenly much larger scrotum threw off her already ruined motor control. She caught herself on the sink and slapped a gooey hand on her laptop, ending the recording.

“God, I looked like a mess,” Laura groaned, still grimacing when she hit her space bar, “But...now I can confirm that environment has no impact on your productivity, Slime. If anything, it’s even greater than before. Or is that just you trying to impress me?”

She got a small throb, the equivalent of a shrug.

“Or maybe you were unconsciously trying to make up for what you did to me?” Laura mused, rising from her bed. It had been a couple days since flooding the bathtub. Fortunately, the semen was easily broken down, saving her from the embarrassment of clogging the drains. Her neighbours would not have been impressed.

Slime clenched her balls, an apology of sorts.

“It’s okay. This is...interesting,” Laura said. She referred to the rather unusual development of her anus. And her vagina, “I can understand the blue. Sort of your motif. But what is with the shape?”

For the most part, Laura could forgive the change in colour. She didn’t hate it, to tell the truth, but she couldn’t see the logic in making her womanhood so big and distinctly inhuman. The same for her pucker. With such a deep crevice and puffy exterior, she almost wanted to call it a doughnut. She was actually thankful that her butt had expanded so much, hiding the aberration.

“And the ring. How did you even make that happen?” Laura stroked along her flaccid member, which was an increasingly rare state, rubbing the broad ring around its middle, “This all looks very...equine.”

Slime vibrated again and her balls turned a darker shade. That was also a recent development. More expression. A side effect of the fact Slime had expanded beyond her balls. Laura was still trying to wrap her head around that aspect too.

“I don’t know where you got it from. I certainly haven’t been looking at anything like that. Or is that just your preference?” Laura chuckled, “It’s okay. I have no intention of being around co-workers or people in general for the time being. We’ll be devoting all our time to figuring out your living situation.”

That seemed to comfort her creation, which settled down.

“I have enough funds to last us a while. If we work together, then I’m sure we’ll work it out. Even without any of my lab equipment. Now, let’s move onto some experiments.”

Laura began work immediately after that. The bathtub test had been a nice distraction, and solid confirmation that nothing had really changed, but now she had to truly apply herself. She was confident though. Her mind and body were both at their prime. She had every advantage.

If not for the constant rise of her libido.

Anything could set her off. Laura could be deep in contemplation, feeling like the answer to their problem was right in front of her, only for a stray thought or urge to rouse her member. A flash of her flooding the bath or even just brushing her crotch against something. Didn’t have to be soft. Could be hard. Could be as innocuous as the corner of her desk.

It always got her hard. She tried working through it with mixed success. Sometimes she lasted a whole hour before the urges got the better of her. But others she just couldn’t fight it. They came so strong, so sudden, that her body acted before she knew what was happening. So many messes.

So much pleasure.

A lesser futa would’ve become addicted. Laura only lost a few hours a day to those pleasures. On average. A few times she found her will frayed, her cock far too tempting and her balls just so full of cum. Slime liked those days.

Laura did too. She didn’t admit it, but they were nice. All she had to do was wake up, make some coffee, masturbate until lunch, then do it all again until she got too hungry to continue. No experiments, no tedious date entry, none of the worries that came with living.

The alterations to her sexes had some part to play. As did her thicker figure. If she didn’t keep a wide stance, her thighs brushed the puffy lips of her womanhood. Even then, her balls were so damn sensitive all the time. 

Even with such distractions, Laura would’ve hoped to have made some progress within the next two weeks.

“Still no progress,” she sighed, slumping into her bed, humming when her balls impacted the mattress. They’d only gotten larger, leaving a deep indent from their weight, “Well, we did get somewhere the other day. You were able to force yourself out for a whole minute.”

Slime recoiled at the reminder.

“Don’t worry. We won’t try that again. Not any time soon at least. If I figure something out, a way for you to live outside my body, then we can make another attempt. Until then...mind explaining why my stomach is turning blue?”

After some trial and error with yes or no questions, Laura quickly surmised what Slime had done.

“If I’m understanding correctly. You attempted to further our research overnight and that resulted in you panicking, so you went for the nearest safe zone. In this circumstance, my vagina.”

That seemed correct thus far.

“Which likely means you’ve found your way into my womb.”

Her belly wasn’t the same blue as her anus or vagina. It more matched her phallus, with lines branching out, wrapping around her waist and subtly pulsing. Not to the rhythm of her heart though. Laura ran her fingers across it, the patterns intriguing, almost relaxing to watch, but their implications were far from it.

If Slime could spread further, then what was to say she wouldn’t go beyond Laura’s lower-body. Everything thus far had been sexual in nature. Pleasant even. Sometimes ignorance was truly bliss. Were she blind to the possibilities, and what they meant for her, she could continue her work, unaware of what Slime could do. Instead, her mind whirled around, racing miles a second, circling one terrifying prospect.

That Slime would take over.

One failed experiment, one panicked moment, and she would seek out a way of preserving herself. What was to say that next time Laura’s face wasn’t the ideal target? Her mouth. Her nose. Her ears. Her eyes. All giving far too direct a path right to her brain.

What then? 

Slime pulsed against her. Not just in her balls. She felt it deeper than that, a tremor in her belly. Only a faint echo of the sensation in her scrotum, just enough for her to pick out. It was a check in. She was worried about Laura.

“It’s alright. I’m alright,” Laura said, more to herself than Slime. It wasn’t an empty platitude either. She believed those words. For all the potential horrors that Slime offered, she was a kind being. Given the option, she wouldn’t hurt anyone.

“How about a fun test before bed?” Laura suggested.

Her balls immediately perked up, bouncing lightly on the bed. She chuckled and turned onto her front, adopting a doggy pose as she pulled her sweatpants down. Despite not going out, or ever expecting company – even her food orders were left at the door – she still wore clothes. Albeit casual attire, nothing she’d ever go to work in. It made her feel less like a shut-in at least.

The air hit her ass right away, Her pose opened her cheeks, revealing her heavily altered doughnut. Not much had changed since it appeared. That much she was thankful for. That said, Laura had discovered quite a few things about it and what happened to her insides.

Two parts stood out most. Laura no longer produced waste. Or rather, any of it was taken care before it ever became known to her. Faeces, urine, her periods, they were part of the past now.

Less incredible, but far more relevant to her present circumstance was the lubricant produced by her hole. It squished lightly as she touched the puffy exterior, finger circling the orifice. She breathed out a gentle moan, cock brushing the sheets as it engorged.

This would be her eighth time today. An excessive number for anyone else, even the most hormonal futanari, yet it was becoming increasingly average to the scientist. There was a certain thrill that came with that fact, she couldn’t deny. Futanari culture did often pride themselves on virility.

Laura pushed a finger against her soft pucker. The single digit sank in easily, squelching gently. When she pulled out, her hole made a lurid slurping sound, clenching up and trying to suck it back in. That was all it took for her member to engorge, veins swelling up all over. The ring most of all, acting like a stopgap for her blood, before overflowing and bloating her shaft up to full tumescence. Thirteen inches of hot, futa-meat pulsed against her breast.

Her balls pulsed at her.

“Worried about the mess? Hmm, I suppose you have a point. I’ll just have to swallow it all, won’t I?” Laura said, a prospect that made her stiffen further, head bumping her chin. It didn’t seem to matter that she’d been aged out of her teenage years, her perversions were greatly heightened.

But that was normal for her. All of this was becoming routine. The arousal, the orgasms, the formerly off-putting urges she’d never have entertained even in her wildest years. Though perhaps that was wrong to say. These are her wildest years.

Unless this was Slime’s doing? Laura gasped, both from driving three fingers into her ass and at the stunning revelation. Stunning because how hadn’t she considered this angle before? Slime was young, developing at a rapid rate, yes, but still young. Perhaps going through a puberty of sorts. This wasn’t solely Laura’s arousal or hormones, she shared Slime’s volatile genetics. They influenced her to want to try these lewd acts.

Knowing didn’t make it any less effective though. Laura just had an excuse to relax even more.

“You can feel this, can’t you? My butt is technically part of you now, yes?” Laura asked, getting lazy palpitations in response. Her dear slime was enjoying this greatly, “And this?” She turned her head down, flicking her tongue over her own head with a husky moan. The swell of her balls was answer enough.

She’d been so focused on trying to extract Slime from her body that she neglected to learn just how far their union had gone. How much did they share now? What sensations, how many nerves, where did Slime’s influence end? She’d already confirmed that Slime felt something from her cock and ass, but what of her pussy.

A sudden clench, then relaxation answered her fingers tracing the folds. That made sense. Laura hummed against her cock, still swiping around the broad glans, lapping up its salty-sweet flavour. She never tasted herself before, but she doubted it would be this desirable without Slime’s influence. The head throbbed against her tongue, trying to swell higher.

She kissed its peak, pressing the tip of her muscle against her urethra. Just like everything Slime affected, it had become big and soft, pliant. If she pushed too hard, she would penetrate it. Pre-cum overflowed, bringing a condensed form of that tangy-saccharine flavour, which she eagerly swished around her mouth. Laura swallowed, letting out a deep, satisfied sigh after. She felt so lewd just doing that, combined with her fingers deep in her snatch and butt, her whole body was thrumming with lurid energy.

Much as she wanted to take it further, open her mouth and swallow her throbbing masculinity, Laura had another idea. She could learn during this.

“Tell me if you feel this, Slime,” she said, removing one hand and bringing it to her nipple. Though not before studying it. Her fingers were drenched in blue slime, her fluids looking more like an extension of Slime’s body. It was inert though, simply drooling over her skin. No sign of life. However she was certain it had thickened since Slime first merged with her fairer sex.

She smeared that goo over her breast. Finally having a substantial bust did fulfil a small, envious part of her, yet she rarely lavished them with attention. Her hands were usually far too preoccupied with work. Or her balls. Or her new, oversized holes. Which explained why she let out such a sharp, girlish moan when she flicked her nipple.

Slime gave no response for a moment, not even as she continued squeezing her handfuls. She almost couldn’t stop when Slime finally answered, giving a reluctant ‘no’. Laura wrenched her hand away, leaving her breast glossy and sticky with her emissions.

“That’s okay. It’s a test. What about this?” Laura massaged her still messy hand into her belly, where the blue lines extending. Slime immediately responded, seeming quite happy about that, “And here?” She moved up, just away from the origin. Her creation was slower this time, but still answered in the affirmative.

“Fascinating. I suppose you probably can’t feel this either?” She brought the fingers to her lips, kissing them and breathing in the scent of her womanhood. While her cock had a pleasantly sweet aroma now, it was still heady and strong like she would expect. Her pussy, on the other hand, amplified that sweetness to an almost sickly degree, yet it was no less endearing. Her mouth watered as she licked it up.

Slime gave her another ‘no’, but it was different to before.

“You can feel something,” Laura concluded, “But it’s not direct. Not like when I do this.” She brought her somewhat cleaned hand down to massage one of her egregiously large balls. They were slick with sweat, so warm and active that it was rarer for them to be fully dry those days.

Slime seemed to leap within her nuts, answering her touch with a burst of pre. Laura licked it up, deepening her massage. Her butthole welcomed more fingers, until it squelched around her whole hand. Granted, she wasn’t a big futa, barely average for a woman, yet her anus swallowed her wrist so easily. Fanning out her fingers only added a deep, lustful pressure. 

“You like that? Ooh, yes you do. But what would you like more? This,” Laura dug her fingers in more, hefting her fat nut and spilling more pre, “Or this.” She moved it up, hand pressing together in a cone shape and pressed it lightly against her femininity. Slime was torn it seemed, shifting about the way she did when Laura made her think.

“Maybe this will help?” Laura pushed her hand in. Her thick, puffy folds squelched under her pressure, then swallowed her limb even easier than her ass. The scientist cried out, tongue darting out to lap up a growing puddle of her blue-tinged pre.

Double penetration was common enough a kink that even she knew of it. She turned her nose up at such people, decrying their tastes as base and unreasonable. Now, with both hands rubbing together through a thin membrane, feeding pleasure into each hole, she understood clearly why they liked it. The sense of fullness, the dual sensations of two large masses stretching her insides, was almost as addictive as her orgasms.

Her balls burgeoned at the pleasure. Her cock jerked against her face, slapping a cheek. Laura caved to its demands, whole body screaming for it too, and swallowed the head. She did this constantly, several times a day, yet was no less enthralled by it. The pleasure of her warm, wet, fuck-hole of a mouth and the taste of her cock pervading her whole orifice were a deadly combo. Laura bucked her hips, thighs clenching in and rubbing her balls.

Thick rivulets of goo leaked out her holes, flowing freely over her scrotum and thighs. Laura rolled her lower body, fucking against her hands and into her face. The angle made going deeper near impossible. Not for lack of trying. Laura entered a fugue state, sucking and fisting herself.

She pressed deeper into the mattress, tits mashing against it and her cock. A mix of pre and her drool soaked into it. Her musk filled the room and her mind, a dense fog over her thoughts that kept her wandering blindly into her lusts. Her shoulder groaned as she forced an even more overt angle, driving her fist deeper into her ass. Punching her prostate felt so good though.

All the stimulation went right to Slime. Her entire being, spread out around Laura’s cock, balls, pussy and ass, hummed with ecstasy. They shared it between them, both seeking more. For Laura, that meant sucking harder, fisting deeper and indulging in her lurid desires. Slime, on the other hand, had other means; growth.

The thick ring around Laura’s wrist and forearm fattened, slurping harder. Her pussy walls swelled, pressing tighter against her fingers so she felt every tiny detail with blissful accuracy. The folds swelled up, becoming thicker, wetter, more sensitive to even the air. Slime didn’t understand what Laura meant earlier about the shape. She was just doing what felt good. What felt right for them both. She just wanted Laura to feel good.

And this did that. So Slime continued, taking Laura’s cock and adding to it even more. A second ring formed further up, pressing against her lips in a lurid approximation of a kiss. Laura didn’t seem to mind, reciprocating. The whole thing fattened, testing her jaw. The head even more so. Yet Slime’s precious host just continued giving more pleasure.

The greatest pleasure. Slime vibrated all over with excitement, swelling Laura’s balls massively, reaching the bed before Laura reached that critical explosion. The scientist screamed into her cock, jerking down and taking the first ring past her lips. Waves of cum exploded, the shaft curving down her oesophagus to shoot right into her belly.

Slime only had limited ability there, enough to give Laura some extra help taking it all. Would it be enough? Between waves of bliss, Slime paid close attention to Laura’s expansion, belly quickly inflating, whole inches added with every powerful spurt It was warm, homely. Slime wished she could go there too, but that might upset Laura. She would wait.

Although, Laura was struggling. Her skin creaked, belly taut with more cum still pumping in. Slime could fix that. She’d contained herself from going beyond Laura’s bottom-half despite the excitement from last time. The womb was an honest accident. This would be a deliberate betrayal of her trust. But it was for a good reason. Hints of discomfort were tainting the pleasure. It’d turn to pain soon. Slime was very familiar with that feeling.

Laura groaned, body tensing differently to before. No, she knew what she was doing. She had to. She created Slime. Helped give her a warm, damp place to live and thrive and even shared these beautiful feelings with her. Slime would wait.

But...

It didn’t look good...

Surely she should...

Just a little...

It’d feel good for them both. She knew it would.

Yeah... YEAH! Laura enjoyed learning stuff, Slime did too, and if she did this then they’d both learn even more together. And this would feel good again too! Slime was convinced. She focused through the ebbing pleasure and rising discomfort, picking out the pieces of herself that had made themselves at home in Laura’s lower intestine.

Before they could mobilise, however, Laura wrenched herself off the cock with a deep heaving breath. She yanked both hands out, falling onto her side as the last of their orgasm shot all over her face and pillows. Semen cut off her breathing, bubbling up through her face to relieve the pressure in her gut.

Slime withdrew, savouring the relief. And doing her best not to feel so disappointed. It was good that Laura figured it out on her own. And good that Slime didn’t act on her own. Until Laura figured out how Slime could live outside her body, they shared a life.

To tell the truth, Slime hoped she never had to separate from Laura. She loved her.

“I know how much we cum, but it always feels like so much more when I try swallowing it,” Laura said once she stopped hacking up semen, rubbing her swollen gut, “Never thought I’d look like this.”

Slime was confused by the statement, but didn’t press for more. She was admittedly a bit tired.

“I really should clean up,” Laura murmured, then yawned, hiccuping and giving a soft giggle. Slime liked that sound. It was different from her moans or the calm, strict way she spoke most of the time. Slime liked those too, but she preferred Laura being more relaxed. That was something she could work on her own perhaps?

“Yeah, you’re right, Slime. Can do it tomorrow.”

Laura drifted off shortly after, Slime not far behind. Both eagerly looked forward to tomorrow, the new possibility of experiments and pleasure equally endearing. Though Slime struggled to rest fully. She knew it was bad, she knew she shouldn’t without Laura’s permission, but she’d been excited to expand further. To create more of herself. To give Laura more chances for pleasure.

Maybe she could try convincing Laura?
