There were worse things that could’ve happened, Laura supposed. She raised a half-empty glass of champagne to the rest of her team as they downed their glasses and left, disappointed by the turn of events, but hopeful for the future. If only that optimism was infectious. Laura finished her drink, nose crinkling at the bitterness of alcohol.

Janitors wandered the halls outside the lab. The lights dimmed, leaving her bathed in the light of her monitor and little else. Papers were scattered around the lined up desks, most of the notes pointless now that they’d never be put to proper use. They were so close! How didn’t Jake understand that? Slow and steady wins the race. But no, he just had to pull their funding since their last breakthrough was four months ago.

This was something that could change the course of the planet. A bacteria that dissolved non-biodegradable materials would fix landfills, clean up the oceans, hell no one would have to go through the pain of sorting their trash. Of course that would take time.

“No use fretting about it now,” Laura sighed. The only thing left to do was clean up the files a bit, keep them organised, just in case they got another chance. At least she got the nostalgia of re-reading all these notes. Paragraphs upon paragraphs of possible solutions, none that worked, but that was the thrill of it all.

Each unsuccessful attempt just gave rise to new ideas. Even now, pouring over them again, she saw potential avenues. Laura nibbled on her lip. Technically the project wasn’t cancelled until the morning. All the equipment was out, and she still had enough light to work with. She was in charge of it all, no reason she shouldn’t try and make it work. One last shot.

Minutes quickly slipped into hours as she tried everything possible. Each synthesis ended in a puddle of inanimate goop. No reaction to any stimulus. Laura dumped the latest failure with a wet splat, the bin rising quickly with the remains, and glanced to the clock; 1AM. She rubbed at her eyes, that roughness settling in. One more shot, she promised herself and cleaned her glasses. Synthesis took the most time. This needed to be almost perfect from the start.

She ran through as many simulations before setting it up. Final chance. Laura took a deep breath and hit the button, listening the whirring and bubbling as her creation came to be. She didn’t have much hope. This was a last ditch effort after all, one that ignored most of her previous efforts. By all accounts, nothing about it should work.

“Come on,” Laura’s nail tapped the table, “It’s late. I’m tired. You’re not gonna… work?” Her mouth fell open, looking upon the wriggling pile of goo, no bigger than a softball, moving of its own accord. Get it together! There was no time for her to stop and stare like that.

She inserted a data cable into the pile and hit send on her computer, uploading a basic command into it. This was the reason she couldn’t let the project go. She could program it to do whatever she wished. With that level of control, it could breakdown anything without damaging more interesting components. An entire landfill could be gone within hours, leaving valuables, salvageable equipment, anything of use really. Possibly even cancer cells if she refined it.

Though at that point, her research would likely be seized. To either be withheld for the wealthiest, or sold to the highest bidder. She could worry about that later. For now, it needed testing.

“That’s it, little guy,” Laura said as she handed it a stubborn bit of plastic. The goo latched onto it and wouldn’t let go. It was a clear blue colour, like clean water reflecting a gorgeous summer sky, disrupted by the dark plastic pushing inside. She watched, scribbling at her notepad at every slight change. A weak shudder, a strong one, then a lurch and, finally, the foreign object broke apart. It was slight, no more than a millimetre of disintegration.

Who cared how much or how little it worked?! She’d done it!

Or not.

“No, no, no. What’s happening to you?” The goo was flagging, spitting out the plastic, like an old, sick dog that knew it couldn’t go much longer, “Don’t you die on me. I’m so close.”

It was more of a liquid life form. Perhaps water? She didn’t think and rushed to the sink, filling her champagne glass to the brink, then donned a pair of gloves. As much as her project was at risk, it didn’t constitute good enough reason to risk her own safety. Last thing she needed was to be responsible for bringing The Blob to life.

That’d be a fitting way to die though. Ended by her own creation. What better way for a scientist to go?

She shoved the goo into her glass. It had shrunk in the moments since she last looked at it, down to an orange. It’s amorphous state let it fit easily enough. Thank god, Laura flopped into her chair, wheels spinning her back. So it needed water to survive. A setback, sure, however she could remedy that with enough time. The fact it was alive at all meant she could get Jake to back off for a bit.

“Need to log this down. Record it too. God, it’s way too late for this.” Even so, she updated her notes, included potential fixes and uses for as it was, despite the rough feeling of her eyes. Once people saw this progress, she could afford to take a day off and do nothing but sleep. 

Then she heard the gurgling. She snapped her head up, or as quickly as she could with her whole body aching for some rest, and saw bubbles rising up the glass. Where the living goo once filled it, now sat a pathetic lump at the bottom. It offered a weak shiver when she looked at it, like the creature wanted its creator to save it. Fortunately for it, she shared that desire.

Problem was… she didn’t know how. She supposed she could let it perish and record the process, then make a new one, however such decisions never sat well with her. For what little intelligence the slime had on its own, it was still a living being. Sentient. Far as she was concerned, that gave it a right to survive. At least for a little longer.

“You can do it little fella, just give me a little time,” Laura said and stroked the glass. Goodness, she had to be tired. It looked kind of… sorta… cute? A faceless pile of goop. Maybe her mother was right; this is what happens when she devotes her life to work. She should’ve at least got a cat, “Focus!”

Some trial and error later, she slammed the desk with a yell of frustration. The glass fell over, her creation spilling out toward her. It had started off so strong, eager to find purpose, now it, well, looked ready to be put out of its misery. Laura sighed and waved a finger in front of it, watching the faint movement. It looked as though it reached for her.

It was dying. No harm in giving it some contact with its creator. A comfort from its mother, so to speak. Laura stroked the top, what almost resembled a head of sorts, and laughed when it flinched away, only to come back to grip her finger. She extended the others, smirking as it crawled onto her palm, barely big enough to fill it. Strangely warm, she noted, despite having rested in cool water. Wherever it moved had that same, gentle heat.

Laura touched it with her other hand, feeling a similar warmth that lingered when she pulled away. How odd, she thought. No residue lingered, other than a vague shimmer on her skin. She wiped it off, yet the sensation lingered. No, it was spreading. She traced the veins along her arms, unable to see any change, but certain of it all the same. If her other hand wasn’t occupied, she’d be taking notes. She just had to remember it.

“What is this?” The scientist looked to her little slime creation, as if that’s where she’d find answers. The lab had a strict temperature maintained at all times, yet her coat and otherwise perfectly fine clothes were stifling. Not only that, but she was aroused. It was faint, almost missed in her tired state, though the longer she dwelled on the feeling, the more prevalent it became. Laura shuffled back in her chair, thighs suddenly very noticeable against her bulge.

This happened more often she cared to admit. Being a futanari had its troubles, mostly manageable, but two sets of genitals and hormones led to random erections. It didn’t get any easier as she got older either.

Laura reached down to fiddle with the bump. She wasn’t anything to write home about, but not forgettable either. Now that she touched it, the warmth increased all over. It finally got to the point that she couldn’t bare it any longer, she needed to take her coat off. Careful not to drop her slimy passenger, she slipped free and sighed. Still not enough.

“This always happens when I work too late. Should’ve done one more at lunch,” Laura said, “Hope you don’t mind, but I need some relief. Who knows,” she chuckled, “Maybe my semen will do the trick.”

And why wouldn’t it? The goo had a similar texture, just better consistency. Laura pinched her brow, deciding she may have truly gone loopy. Whatever. She was horny, no one was around, and this whole day had been one big depressing affair. One-handed, she undid her belt and wriggled free of her pants, underwear following soon after. Her womanhood twitched into the cool air, all eight inches of it eager to be stroked.

“I don’t know why some people insist on ‘needing’ bigger partners,” Laura sighed as she wrapped a hand around it, pulling back the foreskin to see her bell-shaped crown, then sucked in a breath when she stroked up, “Sensitive. This all started when I held you. Oh lord, did I create a living aphrodisiac?”

The slime wriggled on her palm, much warmer than a moment ago. Blue dripped over the edge of her hand and between her fingers, loosely held together by the main conglomerate. As she stroked her member, it pulsated, the loose parts constricting. Like it was holding onto her. Or wanted something.

When it did, her shaft flexed and sent a tingle up her spine. It normally took several minutes of build up for her to feel anything like that. And not from her penis alone. Laura took a deep breath as she found a rhythm, soft moans escaping her lips. It just got better the more she jerked herself. The pile of goop gripped her hand in time with her strokes, like it wanted to be part of the action. If - and she greatly doubted it - she had inadvertently created a ball of slime that was basically an aphrodisiac, then maybe she should use it. At least before it expired.

“I am breaking so many rules right now,” Laura said, despite not having stepped over that final line. Touching herself in the middle of an experiment, albeit off the record, already pushed the boundaries. Yet she didn’t stop herself, bringing the slime down to her lap. She went to slather it over her crotch, only to leap from her chair when it jumped at her, “What the fuck?! Get off!”

She swatted at it like a newt stuck on her shirt, but it wouldn’t be moved. When she landed a blow, her legs shook and a rope of pre-cum exploded from the tip onto her hand. A blue limb lashed out and, for lack of a better term, slurped her skin clean. Laura gripped the desk to keep from falling, panting as reverberations of that pleasure pounded through her body. She stifled a groan as the slime moved around her member, enveloping it as her hand did moments ago.

“Why does this feel so good?” Laura groaned into a hand, another moan coming as the slime pulsated, gripping her like a pussy would. Or how she imagined one would. Like it sensed her reactions, it repeated the same movement, adding an undulation as it fully enclosed her shaft. Pre-cum erupted in greater amounts, immediately dissipating into the goo.

She had to get off. It off. Get it off. Best course of action was to get a grip and try pulling it off. It was hot and slimy around her cock, but firm when she touched it normally. Laura fell into her chair, grimacing when the mesh grazed her pussy, and grabbed her dick with both hands. Then immediately let go when pleasure stabbed her in the crotch, the slime compressing around her so tight she feared it’d sever her penis. Yet it felt so good.

“I… I guess you can continue,” Laura said and settled for palming her tits through her shirt.

The slime relaxed and went back to undulating. As more pre-cum flowed, the stronger its motions became, like it fed off the fluid. Maybe her hypothesis wasn’t ridiculous after all? It relaxed further, then squeezed, making a lurid squelching noise, all while feeling as if a sloppy mouth slurped on her entire length. Laura slouched further as she rolled her hips in time with the weird, delightful sucking. The tide of pre didn’t stop and the slime only seemed to get more intense.

And bigger. Laura’s vision had gone askew from a mix of pleasure and exhaustion, yet even then she saw it had regained much of its former glory. More than enough to cover her length and hang off the end, sort of like a sentient, blue condom steadily filling with her pre. The way it converged at her peak, leaving only a thin coating along the rest, was curious. Like it was figuring something out.

She should really try removing it before… something happened. Everything about this was uncharted territory, with only the realms of fiction for reference. She needed to let it work, study what its objectives were, if it had any. And fuck did it feel good!

The faster her heart beat, the faster it worked her. For all appearances, it seemed to want her to cum and nothing else. Then she would help it. For research of course, and to get home before 2AM. Laura reached past her member, smirking at how the goo squeezed her when she brushed against it, over her balls, and found her pussy wet and waiting. A gasp slipped out as a finger pushed past her lips.

Like it sensed her renewed pleasure, the slime switched between all sorts of tactics. Laura gasped and bucked into her hand, pussy slurping up a second finger, while electricity darted between her nipples, feeding back into one another. She pushed her clit around with her thumb, panting now as the pleasure reached a fever pitch.

“Gonna cum,” she groaned, “Are you gonna make mama feel extra good? You’re doing great already, just… a… little more.”

Laura crammed a third and fourth finger into her cunt, pressing hard on her bud. Her hips jerked, cock standing proud, twitching as waves of cum shot up its length. Every inch her load climbed felt amazing. Then they reached the peak, already hyper sensitive with the slime squeezing it, and fried her nerves. Sight failed as her eyes rolled back in their sockets. All her intellect meant nothing under the crashing waves of ecstasy. 

Yet she felt it all. A needle like protrusion that entered her urethra and pushed ever deeper, stretching the tube out, feeding off the cum trying to escape. Laura released a soundless cry as it sank even deeper, breaking into two paths and sinking into her balls. The blue coating on her shaft gradually receded, or rather was sucked into her cock. Once free, she clapped both hands down on it and beat herself furiously. It was the only thing her addled brain could think to do.

“More, more, more. Give mama more.”

And more it gave. Her balls, like her phallus, was nothing of note compared to so many others out there. That quickly changed as they filled out, pushing her thighs apart to make room. Once not even enough to fill her palm, they soon surpassed her head. Veins bulged all over, a blue tint replacing the purple. Laura just kept stroking herself, surges of pleasure rolling through her entire system. They weren’t like waves. Those came and went. These kept coming, piling onto one another until she just… 

They stopped. Or her mind did. One or the other.

Everything moved in strange ways, like a dream. Things she knew were real, didn’t seem entirely there anymore, even as she interacted with them. Laura tidied up the scattered notes, saved all the documents, made sure all systems shut down properly, all the things she would do on a normal day leaving the lab. Her cock remained rigid, jerking about as if in orgasm the entire time. Nothing came out. Her balls quivered and moved entirely on their own.

A hand occasionally strayed to it, stroked a few times, then she was back to normal. Laura even trapped her erection between her belly and pants, inconspicuous enough, though her sack posed a problem. Or it would if anyone else was around. Who’d even loiter there? One of the janitors probably.

She just didn’t care. That part of her mind was so thoroughly submerged in pleasure, the threat of indecent exposure, or potential gossip, never crossed her mind. No one was around and she just made a straight shot to her car. The drive home was normal. So was the elevator up to her apartment, and walking through the door. 

The only thing she could do was flop straight down onto her bed, cock and balls throbbing all the while. Dreams were vivid, yet they didn’t linger. At one point, Laura was afloat in a sea, which came alive and… didn’t swallow her, but it toyed with her. Like a curious animal investigating something new. Then she was thrusting into it, except the sea was gelatinous, perfectly gripping her member as she worked toward a grand climax. One that never came.

She tried and tried without luck, until the dream finally changed again. Now she was laying in bed, legs splayed open, no doubt to make room for the baseballs stuffing her scrotum. Laura tried reaching down to relieve herself. This wasn’t an unheard of phenomenon; futanari that got so pent up their balls swelled up. It would usually only affect much more prolific futa.

Yet there she was. At least it was easy to deal with. Just gotta jerk off until it blows, she thought with no small amount of eagerness. Only to then find her arms bound to the bed, held in place by thick, blue tendrils. Her head was propped up by pillows, allowing her to at least see what happened.

She expected more tentacles to appear and toy with her, yet none did. They didn’t need to. Her whole body burned with desire, like she’d spent the last hour edging herself, but it was concentrated in her sack. She jerked her hips about, trying to get a better view of the oversized testes, however the restraints wouldn’t let her. Like they knew what was coming. Laura’s eyes widened, just like her balls did.

They spread out over the bed and pushed on her thighs, forcing them wider. It looked like an allergic reaction, except she was in no pain, only pleasure. Her scrotum inflated, slowly gaining an entire inch before her very eyes. It didn’t sound like much, but when she was used to golf balls, now replaced by apples, it was a sizeable boost. She was almost more impressed than she was shocked.

One inch wasn’t enough for them. It quickly turned into a second inch, now pushing toward volleyballs in scope, fat veins throbbing all over them. Her cock hadn’t grown at all, though it too had thick, blue lines all over it, one particularly broad tube ran down its underbelly. It usually appeared more feminine compared to some, though now it had an almost beastly form. Like it wanted to cum just as bad as she did.

Laura thrust into the air, hoping it would flop down and smack her belly. It’d be some stimulation at least. But no. Her shaft remained upright and she couldn’t angle her hips to make it rub anything. And her balls did her no favours either, getting heavier and heavier, the size and weight of bowling balls. Oh god, she wanted to cum.

Whatever held her ignored that wish. It left her there, scrotum getting fatter, without any hint as to when she’d be released. Laura just stared at her ceiling, whimpering. No sense of time indicated how long she was stuck there, however she assumed it was only minutes before her balls were the size of watermelons. Each.

They finally slowed down. If they were growing, she couldn’t tell. Now they settled for gurgling loudly, vibrating against her thighs. Her skin felt so tight. Like it was about to rupture. Oh fuck… would they actually do that? Then it went dark.

A moment later and she found herself staring at a sculpture of herself. Complete with those enormous balls she’d grown. Only blue and dripping, though anything that fell off it went back to the main body. The blue-her smiled and waved. She reciprocated, about to question it, when a sharp ringing awoke her.

“Stupid… should’ve turned that off. Wanna sleep,” she mumbled, but did the decent thing and turned over. With a great more difficulty than expected, “What the… hell?” She was still hard for one thing, cock standing like a fleshy, marble pillar, freed from her pants by the two enormous spheres where her testicles should’ve been. Blue lines decorated them, all pulsating in time with her breaths.

Her skin had a pleasant sheen to it, stretched taut, helping the beads of sweat find and follow her veins. Curiosity pulled her hands down to them. She had to know if they were real, or just an hallucination in her sleep deprived state. One touch confirmed it, along with an eruption of bliss. Her sack rumbled, visibly quaking like a cartoon character’s belly when hungry. Only difference was she didn’t want food, but to cum. Like never before.

Laura prided herself on self-discipline. She was smart and had dedicated much of her life to that fact, improving herself, forsaking social dues and even her most basic of instincts. Few people were virgins at her age, much less futanari.

Why was she thinking of that now?

“I’m going crazy,” Laura said and took hold of her member. It easily stuck out past her hand. A pleasant size for her to deal with personally, though she doubted any partner would be all that impressed. Bah, it was too late to think of anything of the sort. She was in her forties and still had so many projects she wanted to work on. No time for romance.

Just take care of the thing and she could go back to... hopefully sleeping. Laura rolled a hand along her member, a tremor leaping up her spine as she did. Just one stroke shouldn’t feel so good. Not even her clit gave her that kind of rush so quickly. It was like her body had already built up to the big finale, yet denied her release. She angled her thumb to brush the tip as she stroked, gaining speed.

“So sensitive.” Like acknowledging it made everything worse, her voice turned into breathless moans. Her cock felt like it always did, only so much more delicious, more like eight-inches of clit, with the head even better than that. Even her hand was pleasurable. What about her breasts?

Laura acted on impulse and grabbed one, arching at the sharp pleasure of it. She couldn’t get her hips up far, balls weighing so heavily, pulling her down. Still, she fucked into the hole of her hand, eagerly spilling pre-cum on the fingers. There was so much. Dozens of times more than normal, just gushing out of her tip and onto her crotch. It glistened under the rays breaking through her curtains.

It was thicker too. Every movement of her fingers squelched with the viscous liquid, yet her balls got no less empty. What in the hell possessed futanari evolution to store semen in the testicles? But dear fuck, it felt good! Laura half-moaned, half-laughed at the constant ridiculousness of this whole predicament.

“Who cares if it’s ridiculous?” She said and jerked faster, “Just let me cum!”

She sucked in a breath, but it couldn’t get out. The world darkened to a pinprick, before exploding back into focus, right as the first rope arched from her cock. Laura gawked as it came within centimetres of the ceiling, then fell back upon her with a lewd splat. All over her face and shirt. That alone was equal to half of her normal orgasm, but the next shot was even greater. As was the next, the fourth, the eighth, the fiftieth.

It just kept going and going. Her face was drenched, eyes glued shut under layers of cum, and her shirt was long ruined, yet she hadn’t run out. None of that mattered when her testicles were finally going back to normal. As they very well should after unloading several buckets worth of semen all herself and the bed.

Laura finally exhaled, pushing the gunk away from her mouth. She didn’t bother to clean her eyes, arms useless for the time being, only moving from aftershocks of bliss. Even then, her cock still wasn’t done pumping its load. It just lacked any force, oozing out.

That was, easily, the best orgasm of her life.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Which a raised a question; what caused it?
