Futanari were a fairly recent development in humanity. Not a gender born of dysphoria, but a bonafide mutation. The mixing of male and female sexes on such a level led to interesting challenges for such individuals, some worse than others of course. Most common among them was an obscene libido and semen production. Unlike men - and some trans-women - futanari balls acted the way some assumed they did and actually stored semen. That meant swelling if they didn’t orgasm often enough.

Laura never had much of an issue with that growing up. Even at the height of her puberty, she was usually a twice-a-day kind of futa, maybe three if she was particularly stimulated. Half an inch was the worst swelling she ever experienced, downright tiny compared to some of her classmates who regularly neglected their needs. There was one futa, her name might’ve been Clarice, who ended up with soccer balls between her legs. It did not look pleasant whatsoever.

All of that befuddled Laura as she finished into the toilet yet again. This was her tenth… eleventh? No, it was her twelfth time today, and it was only 3:30pm. She resisted as best she could, trying to focus on her actual work, but feeling herself constantly swell was distracting. Especially when they reached softball size.

That was if she took care of it at a decent time. She hadn’t reached that same ridiculous level as she did in the office, but she had let them reach watermelons out of curiosity. Unfortunately, that was a terrible idea. She couldn’t move like that, left to jerk off and hose down her bed in seed. At this point, sleeping in the bathroom seemed the most reasonable move.

Good thing she had so many favours stored up. Working from home made this manageable at least, and she avoided suspicion. Laura still had no idea what would happen to her if someone discovered her misuse of company materials. Or that she created something and didn’t report it.

[bookmark: _GoBack]About a week had passed since that fateful night. Laura monitored her genitals closely, searching for any sign that her Slime might move out soon, but it never came. If anything, it looked to be making its home more accommodating. Initially, Laura assumed it was the usual buildup that made her scrotum so heavy, but after emptying herself, she remained larger than normal. Measuring individual balls was difficult, however she worked it out easily enough.

“May 15th, 2023,” Laura said, speaking to her laptop camera while filling in a document for tracking changes, “I woke up to what I thought was semen buildup. After ‘relieving’ myself, the swelling remained. After several more sessions, I can confirm it is permanent. In hindsight, I believe they have been growing this whole time and I overlooked it. My only theory is that the Slime needs more space to develop.”

Her fingers slowed and a terrible twitch slapped her cock into her stomach, “If this continues at a similar pace, by this time next year, my testicles will be approximately fifty-five inches in diameter.” Her hands trembled, the pulses worsened and she felt the all too familiar slimy heat of pre-cum trickle down her length, “At which time I will be bed-ridden. Even assuming I figure out a means of sustaining myself like that, I’ll be working exclusively from this laptop. I’ll likely be fired, or my work significantly cut. That’ll leave me with nothing to do but masturbate.”

“Although,” Laura leaned away, letting her phallus stand up. She didn’t care that it was being recorded. She’d given up on keeping her logs chaste, “Perhaps that is what I need? If I ejaculate until there’s little to no semen left, then maybe the Slime will be expelled? Despite thorough testing this last week, she’d come no closer to a solution. Nor did she understand it much better.

Laura had a mandatory day off tomorrow. She would enact her plan then. The day went the same as the others, in a dreadful mix of frustration and ecstasy, before she turned in for the night, room and hands reeking of her member. Her alarm shrieked at her earlier than usual, though that was by design.

This way she had ample time to prepare. An abundance of water bottles laid about the bathroom, where she expected to spend the next several hours, along with ready to eat leftovers. Laura shook her head a the sight. It was the setup of a futanari shut-in, the poor sorts that could barely leave the house due to their libidos and mental health. Something she never expected someone of her intellect to require.

She ignored her disdain and focused on her final preparations. First, she needed to measure. If her balls were growing, then she had to confirm it. And it stood to reason her penis might swell too. That didn’t seem the case thus far. Her balls, after her usual morning release, appeared not to have grown. If they had, it was a tiny fraction of an inch, easily within error. Laura moved her desk chair into the toilet, made sure she was aimed at the tub and began.

A single touch was all it took to awaken her member. The blue veins throbbed as all eight inches rose to prominence, absolutely rigid, and a bead of pre oozed out. It too was tinted a faint blue. She hadn’t worked out why that was yet. It could perhaps be the Slime leaking out, hence why her balls were expanding.

Laura sighed and reached down, fingers hovering around it. The bead grew to a glob of pre, quivering with her pulse. Abundant pre wasn’t uncommon in futanari, but not this early. Not before she even touched it. However, this was common for her now.

When the slimy lump finally broke and streaked down her length, Laura began in earnest. Pleasure flared in response, her balls gurgled and expanded. It was just enough to be noticed. With all that pre, her hand slid up and down smoothly. More leaked out, quickly filling her bathroom with the squelching of her masturbation. A moan slipped loose as Laura leaned back.

Much as she longed to figure this out and get back to normalcy, it was impossible to hate these feelings. The rush of heat when her hand squeezed up and around her spongy glans, the slimy river sticking to her fingers, and the thumping pleasure in her core. It all worked in harmony to make the long respected scientist moan like some college aged harlot.

Her voice singed her ears. Her cheeks flushed in mortified pleasure, hips and stomach rolling to make the strokes even better. It only took a few minutes for Laura to cry out, clapping a hand over her mouth to stifle the embarrassing sounds, and for her cock to jettison its second load of the day. Before the sun had fully risen.

She observed the streaks along her wall, slowly pouring into the tub and forming a dense pile. Despite her release, Laura only took a moment to drink and catch her breath, then the sounds of her slick, sticky hands and cock resumed. It took longer that time, but not by much. Her spare hand reached up and cupped a breast through her shirt, that extra stimulus pushing her over the edge a third time. 

Laura rolled her top up and bit into it, trying to keep her noises to a minimum. This was bad enough without hearing how much she enjoyed it. Which she did. Greatly. It was shockingly easy to fall into the trance of pleasure, going from orgasm to orgasm, only pausing to eat or drink. Sometimes to pee, during which she took a chance to study her hand and the glue-like layers of pre that now clung to it. Thick ropes and webs formed whenever she opened her fist or fanned her fingers.

It was, admittedly, a tantilisingly lewd sight.

Then she returned to the job at hand. Or in hand. Laura palmed her face at her own pun, only realising after that it was the messy one. Now her cheeks, nose and lips were smeared in her secretions. For reasons beyond her understanding, that only made her more eager to reach the next.

“That was… fifteen,” Laura panted, hunched as she kept beating her meat. One hand was permanently attached to her naked tit at this point, her shirt discarded after she angled her member wrong. She stopped stifling her noises, doing so just reduced the pleasure. She was never left wanting for lube, either using her pre or actual jizz. The squelching was louder and wetter than every, her balls and thighs coated in the goo as well.

Number sixteen erupted from her with the same force as the last dozen. Her balls hadn’t shrunk, but they hadn’t grown either. If she were concerned with her original goal at that point, she’d be frustrated by the apparent stalemate. As it was, Laura just wanted to keep going, idly shovelling food into her mouth whenever she remembered. She wasn’t even bothered by the tang of cum that came from her hand.

As number thirty shot forth, she took a moment just to breathe. Her cock twitched angrily, tinted blue from all the pre she’d worked into it, with more pumping out constantly. Laura looked around. The sun was still high. How long had she been doing this? Checking her phone, she found it was 12:30pm. Five hours.

She looked to the mess of her bathtub. Most of her shots went in that direction, pooling together to make a genuine mountain of she-jizz, the off-white sludge wobbling as errant drops fell from the wall. Despite her numerous shots, it didn’t look anywhere near her record. 

Still, her balls were far from empty it seemed. Laura guzzled a two-litre bottle of water, crammed some leftover pizza from the other night in after, then went back to jacking off.

Laura laid on her side, groaning lustfully. Her cock jerked and shook, trying to shoot more, but there was nothing else. Even so, the Slime remained in its home. It appeared they were evenly matched, in that Laura’s stamina gave out before she could make a proper attempt, and the Slime was finally unable to keep up with her. She pulled herself to her feet, barking a manic laugh at the sight of her bathtub so full of cum.

She had lost track of her ejaculations. The last she remembered was fifty. Or was it sixty? There were plenty more after that, enough it seemed, to fill a fifty-gallon tank at least partially. Not enough that she could submerge herself in it, but it’d at least reach past her ankles if she stood in it.

“Dehydrated,” Laura said by way of chiding herself for such a ludicrous thought. She grabbed the nearest bottle and downed it in seconds, belly wobbling from the sheer amount, “Ugh, I’m never doing this again. Even if it was… enjoyable.”

Enjoyable? As true an understatement as could be. She prided herself on logic and reason, acting only as her body demanded - and the rare indulgence with a rich, devil’s food cake. Cutting loose was… an experience. Even the potent ache in her loins was oddly pleasant. Maybe she wouldn’t go until she couldn’t think straight again, but perhaps her days off would be filled with something other than her personal projects.

She returned to the bathroom to survey the damage, once again grimacing at the sheer amount of cum. Once again, the urge to step into it flitted through her thoughts. Laura pushed it from her mind and focused on clearing up for now. Unfortunately, her actions caught up with her soon after. Much as she wanted to empty the tub, her body craved rest.

Laura flopped into her bed, naked and caked in sweat and cum. She let her legs spread open, the air welcome against her balls and fairer sex. With the little consciousness left to her, she analysed the day. Strangely, she felt a begrudging respect for her Slime for matching her like that.

“If only we could communicate,” Laura murmured, reaching and lightly palming her scrotum, feeling the weight of her passenger, and the telltale sensation of her cum stocks rebuilding, “How far gone am I that I almost want to go one more time?” She chuckled at herself, giving her balls one last squeeze as she reached for her sheets.

Then her balls throbbed. It wasn’t the usual kind either. This felt purposeful. A response to her touch? Perhaps. Laura’s exhaustion still nagged at the back of her mind, however she was far more intrigued by this.

She squeezed again. It was a moment later that she felt another throb, along with the distinct sensation of her balls filling up. Shortly after, her cock was hard again, staring at her demandingly. Her eyes widened as pre-cum oozed out. Was the Slime doing this? She was sure she’d completely emptied herself. To the point that she might as well have been a rusted spigot in the desert, blowing dust.

Laura didn’t move an inch, just staring. After a couple minutes, her cock flagged slightly and her balls gurgled in what might’ve been confusion. It… it was communicating with her! Forget sleep, Laura needed to work at this.

For the first time in twenty years, Laura pulled an all-nighter. The sun set and rose outside, while she filled out sheet after sheet in excel with possible methods of communication. The Slime understood her to an extent. Not words necessarily, but feelings conveyed through her touch and tone. Once it learned her words, then she could teach it a basic yes and no system. After that, so many possibilities opened up.

Still, with their rudimentary communication, she was able to learn a couple things. For starters, it did not like the cold. The reactions before were of self-preservation, to make her stop. Heat was pleasant, hence why she burned up when exposing it to freezing temperatures. Most interesting was that it enjoyed what she did. Their senses were at least partly linked, though one-sided for her it seemed.

That gave her an easy means of reward at least. When she was finally at her limit, Laura saw fit to masturbate one last time. The Slime was more active this time, no longer surprised by the sudden stimulation. Her balls churned with activity, filling out with semen until she couldn’t even hope to hold one in her palm anymore. She was too tired to do it in the bathroom, or to care about the mess she’d make. They’d been working for nearly twenty-four hours straight at that point, she just wanted to cum and go to sleep.

That seemed to come through to the Slime, which helped pump her pre-cum in excess. Laura groaned into her pillow as the final orgasm of her very long day knocked her out. A smile warmed her weary face as she slept, subconscious racing with excitement at all the possibilities this presented.

“May 30th,” Laura said, sitting before her laptop, legs spread and balls on clear display. It was important to capture them now, since her Slime could make itself known, “Two weeks since our communication breakthrough. Progress has been steady and exponential. The more Slime learns, the more it can piece together on its own. I estimate it’s on par with a well trained dog or even a parrot at this stage, understanding several words, even short, simple sentences.”

She gave her balls a gentle stroke, receiving a soft pulse in response. It was just strong enough to be visible to the camera.

“Unfortunately, Slime has no more knowledge of how we can separate than I do. I can’t say I expected it to.” Her balls churned loudly, a sign of displeasure, “Sorry. As you can see, it is sentient. To the point that I’m not wholly comfortable referring to Slime as ‘it’. However, there is no gender nor are there enough defining traits to assign it one. Perhaps she/her will suffice? It is in my body after all.

“I’m getting off topic. As of this morning, I can confirm we have come to an understanding of sorts. Slime here,” she gestured to her balls, cheeks burning only a little, “Has little in the way of wants or needs, beyond staying inside me. Those wants, however, can be problematic for my work. To put it bluntly, Slime enjoys reproducing nearby fluids; my semen. Hence why my testicles swell constantly. It also enjoys it when I masturbate. As such, we’ve come to an agreement that it will restrain itself during work hours, then, once I tap my scrotum, it will let loose. Of course, by this time I will be on break and in a bathroom stall.”

Laura cleared her throat, ignoring her erection that sprang up from demonstrating the signal, “As you can see,” her voice turned breathy as her balls expanded, “Slime wastes no time. I’ll finish this log with the news that I am certain I can return to work with these measures in place. With that equipment, I’m sure we can better understand each other.”

She purposefully left out her intention to remove it. There was no telling how it would react to such news. With her video log complete, she retired to her bathroom, balls swelling to the size of melons now. They weighed heavily on her legs, but not enough to slow her too much. She stood at the edge of her bathtub, balls resting on its edge as they ballooned. It was a strange, almost cartoonish sight, possessing such huge testes when her cock was only average for a futa.

And an arousing one.

Laura breathed a deep sigh when her sack returned to its new normal. Her Slime seemed adamant that it couldn’t completely stop the growth, but it could slow it down. Significantly at that, since she’d only grown to three-and-a-half inches in the last two weeks. She palmed them gently, her way of praising the Slime for yet another incredible release, and stared at the viscous bath before her.

This had become an increasingly common occurrence in her home. One that wasn’t exactly a turn off for her. Laura sat on the rim, trailing a fingertip through her semen. This was the result of three orgasms, enough that she could probably bathe in it if she chose to.

What would it feel like? The question haunted her relentlessly. Laura would never go through with it. Not unless she became inebriated, and she didn’t keep alcohol in the house. Sighing, she pulled the plug, beginning the long process of draining well over a dozen gallons. It was a miracle the pipes hadn’t clogged yet.

Hopefully the lab was robust enough to handle this.

A couple days later and she was about to find out. Laura hadn’t thought she missed seeing her colleagues, but the wave of relief she felt at walking in and nodding in acknowledgement of them was deeply refreshing. She sighed when she sank into her office chair, breathing in the sterile air. Everything felt so normal. Save for the much greater weight between her legs.

“Welcome back, Miss Hopkins,” Casey the intern said, delivering that morning’s coffee order.

“Good to be back. I’ve missed this place. And you.” Laura buried herself in the overpriced caffeine, using the bitterness to bury her embarrassment. What on Earth possessed her to say such a thing? That was definitely a breach of conduct.

Good thing Casey just accepted it as a compliment, “Gosh, thanks, Miss Hopkins.”

The way she blushed was amusingly cute. It made up for her getting Laura’s coffee order wrong again. She had to close off those thoughts. They could get her in trouble if she let them run rampant, like if she looked up and down Casey’s busty figure and imagined her naked. Laura took a shot of espresso and sent Casey off to deliver the rest.

It appeared she’d underestimated her new libido. Laura refocused, there was work to be done. Being among coworkers again made it significantly easier to do her job, guiding them through preliminary tests on the latest project. It wasn’t anything to be enthused about, just a new weight-loss drug that would work on about one in fifty people. And even then it’d only help them drop a couple pounds. If even that.

Still, it kept her busy until it was finally time for her break. Futanari were required to take time for masturbation, though the frequency was decided by the workplace. Amazon was notorious for telling its futa workers to jerk off and work at the same time. The lab was flexible with its workers, until crunch time that is, so Laura had plenty of opportunities to slip away and signal her Slime to let loose.

It worked well for the first few days. Then she got complacent and signaled a minute early, expecting the restrooms to be free like always. There was a group of visitors that day and, as luck would have it, they needed the toilets all at once. Her options were take the stairs to the next floor in the hope they were available. Or go to her office and hope she didn’t make too much of a mess.

She chose the latter.

Laura triple checked the lock on her door, then rolled her chair back into position. Her desk stood off to the side, hopefully outside of the splash zone, while an array of buckets awaited their sticky, messy fate. Several layers of heavy-duty bags lined them. She just hoped they’d be up to handling the weight of her ejaculation.

She had her doubts. Her seed had become denser as of late, stretching her urethra upon exit and stimulating her toward yet another explosion. It was a compromise made with her Slime, in exchange for it resisting the urge to keep expanding its current accommodations. Speaking of…

Trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement, Laura peeled her pants away from her balls. When they got around the size of her head, their warmth increased substantially, turning the space between her thighs into a sweaty sauna. She was usually undressed before they even got close to that size. Now they were basketballs and growing, her Slime relishing its rare chance to let loose. When her pants were gone, her balls dropped heavily onto the chair.

Of course, the Slime took it as a sign to ramp up even further. Laura didn’t admonish it, she simply went about palming her massive nuts. This always happened when she got aroused lately. Her thoughts became compromised, awash in arousal and obscene fantasies, many of which involved her lovely intern. There was no point in trying to control them either, that just stalled her release.

So she settled into the routine of digging her fingers into her fat sack. They were slick with perspiration already, coating her palms, and grew hotter with her touch. The urge to stay like that and just let her Slime test the limits of her body was nearly too tempting, but Laura had spent decades honing her self-control. She would indulge in this strange new kink of hers, at least until they were watermelon-sized.

Oh, wait, they were already there. She was distracted. In that case, well, a couple more minutes couldn’t hurt. She had plenty of time left for her break. And even if it went a bit longer, she was team lead, so it wasn’t like anyone would reprimand her for fear of losing their position.

Laura leaned back into her chair and spread her legs wide. She’d flipped up the arms, giving her perfect access to her testes, swelling fatter and firmer by the second. Slowly, her breathing deepened, moans slipping in between them. She rolled her hips, erection flopping back and forth, ignored for the time being. That didn’t stop the pre-cum from flowing fast.

A hefty dollop landed atop her balls. She wasted no time in gathering it on her hands, working it into her torrid flesh. The ever present gurgle and churning of her nut-batter was joined by slimy, slick sounds and the occasional squelching of her now sticky fingers. Laura slumped deeper into her chair. Biting her lip as she looked over her bust, the scientist closed her legs, squeezing her balls from all sides. A rope of pre erupted from her tip.

The sound of it slamming into the nearest bin roused her from the lurid trance. Laura freed one hand from her sack, sucking in a sharp breath at the feel of so many viscous threads linking them. Most broke as she moved to her cock, but her slime-enhanced fluids were substantial and held, squelching thickly as she closed her fist.

“Time to finish,” Laura said and began stroking.

The pleasure was immediate. Her foreskin slid over her glans, peeling back to let more pre-cum ooze over its length. At the same time, she palmed her sack. Honestly, she was more focused on that aspect than actually jerking off. Her Slime seemed to appreciate the fact, making her nuts throb and her pre-cum gush faster. Heavier.

This was going to be a crazy release. She could feel it in the way her gut clenched with every cycle of her hand, or how her fingers dug deep into her nuts, nails scratching and catching on veins. Behind them, almost forgotten, her pussy pulsed for attention. Laura arched her hips, grinding the soppy lips along her swollen sack. She let a moan slip out unabated.

Pussy felt good on her balls. What would it be like for Casey to grind into them? Closing her eyes, she pictured the cute redhead straddling her, both of them naked save for some horribly ineffective lingerie. She’d never seen her intern’s pussy, but she had to imagine it was terribly plump, in direct juxtaposition her small, slender frame. Those thick lips slipped across her mountainous sack, leaking lust onto them, juices trailing along the lines of her many veins. At the same time, Laura’s cock would rub against her crotch and belly, gushing pre.

So fucking much pre. Laura flexed the hand on her cock, skin tingling at the obscene noise it made. This was far from uncommon, but with her nuts even bigger today and her mind racing with thoughts of someone else getting covered in all her ball-juice, she was racing to a powerful climax. The sort that robbed someone of muscle control and inhibition.

Her crotch was covered in goo already. It dripped off her balls, landing on her carpet with frequent plops as it soaked in, with more than a little coating her thighs. She curled her legs, working her admittedly small thighs against her balls. That put her feet in the path of her pre. Laura gasped as slimy rivulets rolled down her shins and calves, sneaking into her shoes and soaking her socks.

It felt so gross.

But so fucking good.

Pre-cum was fucking incredible.

Her pre felt fucking amazing. And there was so much of it too.

“Could cover a person with this much pre,” Laura mumbled, opening an eye to watch it bubble and gush from her pulsing tip, “No. Not quite. Need more. Lots more. More gooey, sticky dick-slime to make a huge mess of myself. And Casey. Need so much. Wanna cover her in it.” Her words summoned more fantasies of her intern, body thrumming with desire to abandon workplace ethics and bring the sultry redhead here.

“Give me more. More. More.”

Laura wasn’t thinking, simply feeding her lusts. Her hand was a blur on her cock, the other groping her nuts like a desperate teen getting their first taste of tit, while her toes wriggled in their slimy bath. It all went to raising her pleasure even higher.

But she wasn’t the only one basking in this bliss. Her Slime writhed in enjoyment, ensuring she produced ample amounts to prolong the release, while also acting on her words. It was true that it didn’t understand a lot, but it didn’t need to understand words, just feelings. And Laura’s feelings sang through clearer than ever. She wanted more pre.

So it would give it to her.

Laura arched her hips, chair back pushed low as possible as she desperately jerked to climax. She clamped her eyes shut, losing herself in the fantasy of Casey grinding to climax atop her scrotum. Their skin stuck together from all the pre too. While it was an exaggeration brought on by Laura’s arousal, it truly did feel like she could produce enough pre to actually cover someone with it. But she didn’t care about reality or fantasy anymore. She just wanted to cum.

And she did. Spectacularly.

Laura felt the contraction in her gut and sat up to grab the nearest bucket. Oh no. She’d rolled away. When? While she was busy day-dreaming about Casey’s naked body of course. She kicked her feet out to try and close the gap before she erupted. But her orgasm caught her.

Laura, the brilliant scientist that had developed many breakthroughs in pharmaceuticals and means of plastic degradation, let out a moan better suited to an actress putting on an act. This was no performance, though. The waves of blinding, searing, pleasure robbed her of self-control. Her eyes rolled, her lips fell open and the veins on her neck bulged with the raw force of her scream. Her office was away from most others, but the lab had minimal soundproofing outside of testing rooms.

Who knew how many people heard her.

Who cared?

Thick ropes exploded from her cock. The first arched high, just missing the lights, and landed in a long white line between buckets. The several that followed arched off in all sorts of directions, some actually finding their way into a container. Fortunately, the worst of it passed soon enough and Laura regained enough control to wheel over. A full shot went off before she could angle her cock and the bucket.

She breathed a deep sigh of relief and rode out the waves of release. The powerful thud of her ejaculate hitting the bucket gave way to the rustle of the bag lining, then the heavy sloshing of her seed missing together. Laura idly palmed her nuts, feeling them shrink a little with every spurt.

While she didn’t care for how long it took from a professional view, the feeling of her orgasm persisting for so long was incredible. It ebbed after the first six or seven shots, instead suffusing her in a pleasant warmth that almost seemed to massage her body and mind. She wondered if this was how it felt to get high. 

About a minute, she switched buckets. Her balls had shrunk significantly, losing about a third of their mass. Good thing she had three containers. It should be just enough to handle it all. And if not… Laura supposed her best option would be to shoot it all in a corner, keep it managed at least. Maybe if she were more flexible or bigger, she could try swallowing the remainder.

“Slime, you need to stop making me think like such a pervert,” Laura said. Her balls rumbled in what seemed like confusion, “Sure you’re not doing it.” She was incredulous at best. These wayward lusts had only reared their heads after their symbiosis, so of course the Slime had to be at fault. Laura never had such lecherous thoughts before. Certainly not about her co-workers.

The second and third buckets filled. Her heart raced as her semen reached the brim of the final one, but the flow petered out at long last.

“Oh thank god,” Laura groaned and finally stood to stretch, cheeks burning at the squelching in her shoes and carpet. She checked her watch and hunched in defeat. No time to clean up. She’d just have to hope nobody noticed the noises. Or the smell.
