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Chapter 1: The Blue Goo in the Grotto

I, Dickard Brieder, monster researcher extraordinaire, wiped sweat from my brow as I pushed deeper into the dripping cave system just outside Slimehaven. My boots squelched through ankle-deep puddles, torchlight flickering across slick limestone walls that glistened like they were already aroused. The air was thick, humid, and carried a faint sweet scent that made my cock twitch with scientific curiosity. Or maybe just regular curiosity. At twenty-five, healthy, strong, and chronically horny, the line between professional fieldwork and personal indulgence had blurred years ago.
 
This was supposed to be routine. Slip in, observe a common cave slime, jot a few notes, maybe collect a harmless sample. My leather satchel bounced against my hip, journal already damp at the edges, quill tucked behind my ear. “Just another day cataloging monster girls for the greater good of Lustopia,” I muttered to myself, grinning. “The things I do for science.”
 
Then the puddle moved.
 
It wasn’t just any puddle. This one had attitude. The moment my torch beam swept over it, the bluish liquid rippled, bubbled, and rose. Not in a slow ooze—oh no, she surged upward with eager purpose, reading my mind like it was an open, illustrated tome of every filthy fantasy I’d ever stroked myself to. Before I could even gasp, the amorphous goo sculpted itself into the exact womanly form I’d always craved: impossibly busty, deliciously curvy, with heavy, pendulous breasts that jiggled with liquid weight, wide flaring hips, and thick, plush thighs that looked built for wrapping around a man’s waist and never letting go. Her waist nipped in dramatically, giving her that perfect hourglass that made my mouth water. Every inch of her was semi-transparent bluish gel, warm and inviting, yet firm enough to hold shape. And gods, the way she glistened—already coated in a thick layer of natural, warm lube that caught the torchlight and made her look edible.
 
“Gllllrrrp…?” she gurgled softly, a wet, bubbly sound that somehow managed to sound both curious and seductive. No words, but the meaning was crystal clear. She tilted her head, full lips forming into a knowing smile as droplets of her own slickness trailed down her massive tits and over the smooth mound where her pussy was already shaping itself.
 
My quill actually trembled in my fingers. I fumbled my journal open, heart hammering.
 
“Research log entry one,” I said aloud, voice cracking slightly. “Subject encountered: female cave slime. Immediate transformation upon mental contact. Holy slime, she’s perfect.”
 
She bubbled a happy little “Gllluuup!” and took a step closer, her thick thighs rubbing together with a wet, squelching sound that sent blood rushing straight to my cock. I could see right through her translucent body—faint swirls of deeper blue liquid moving inside, and at her center, a small glowing core pulsing gently like a heartbeat. Her nipples, formed from firmer gel, stood out dark blue and stiff, already leaking tiny rivulets of warm lubricant that smelled faintly sweet, like wild berries and sex.
 
I should have stayed professional. Instead I reached out with one hand. “Easy there, girl. Let’s start with basic observation—”
 
She didn’t wait. Her warm, slick hand closed around mine and pulled me forward. The contact was electric—her “skin” felt like heated, living jelly, firm yet yielding, incredibly smooth and coated in that delicious natural lube. My palm sank an inch into the surface of her heavy left breast before it pushed back gently, enveloping my fingers in warm, squishy heaven. A low groan escaped me as her other arm wrapped around my waist, molding to my body like liquid silk.
 
“…Yup, this is definitely going in the notes,” I muttered, but my free hand was already sliding up to cup the underside of her other tit. It was massive, heavier than it looked, and so warm. I squeezed and my fingers sank deep, her gel body rippling and oozing a little extra lube over my wrist. She gurgled happily, pressing closer until those enormous breasts squashed against my chest, soaking the front of my shirt instantly.
 
Her face leaned in. Those full, glossy blue lips parted, and she kissed me.
 
It wasn’t a normal kiss. It was wet, warm, and overwhelming. Her mouth was soft, plush, and she tasted like sweet berry nectar with a hint of something muskier, more intimate. Her tongue—thicker and more dexterous than a human’s—slid between my lips, exploring, swirling, coating my tongue in her warm, slippery essence. I groaned into her mouth as she deepened the kiss, her lube mixing with my saliva until everything was slick and delicious. One of her hands slid down to squeeze my ass, pulling me harder against her while her thick thighs parted slightly, letting me feel the heat radiating from the puffy, glistening slit she’d formed between them.
 
I was rock hard now, my cock straining painfully against my trousers. She noticed—of course she did, she was still reading every dirty thought—and gurgled with amusement, the sound vibrating through our kiss. Her belly pressed forward, rubbing teasingly against the bulge.
 
“It’s like you’re reading my mind and giving me exactly what I want,” I panted when she finally let me breathe. Strings of her warm lube connected our lips. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”
 
“Gllrrrp… mmmrrrp,” she replied, the gurgles rising and falling like a pleased little moan. She took my hand and guided it lower, over the wide curve of her hip, down to the slick heat between her thick thighs. My fingers brushed her pussy lips—plump, soft, and already drooling thick, warm nectar that coated my fingertips instantly. I groaned and slipped two fingers inside her. There was almost no resistance; her inner walls were pure warm jelly, rippling and sucking gently around my digits, massaging them with rhythmic pulses.
 
“So warm… and tight in the best way,” I whispered, pumping my fingers slowly. Her body made wet, obscene squelching noises with every thrust. Clear, sweet-smelling slime dripped down my wrist as she rocked her hips, fucking herself on my hand. Her massive tits bounced with the motion, nipples leaking more lubricant that ran in shiny rivulets down her translucent belly. I could see my fingers moving inside her, outlined in blue gel, stirring her up.
 
I leaned down and captured one fat nipple in my mouth, sucking hard. Sweet, warm berry-flavored fluid flooded my tongue. She gurgled louder, one hand cradling the back of my head while the other boldly palmed my throbbing cock through my pants, squeezing with perfect pressure.
 
“Research note,” I gasped between licks and sucks, “subject’s mammary secretions are… delicious. Sweet. Addictive. Subject displays extreme eagerness for physical study. Subject is currently ruining my trousers with her hand.”
 
She bubbled with laughter-like gurgles and suddenly flowed forward, enveloping me in a full-body hug that lifted me slightly off the ground. Her entire front molded to mine—breasts squashing flat, thick thighs wrapping my legs, and that hot, dripping pussy grinding directly against the bulge of my cock. The lube soaked through my clothes instantly, warm and slippery, making everything feel lewd and perfect.
 
We made out like that for what felt like hours—deep, messy, tongue-filled kisses where her gel lips could stretch and suck on mine, her body constantly shifting to press every sensitive spot. I groped her ass, squeezing huge handfuls of soft, jiggly slime-flesh that oozed between my fingers. She kept producing more and more warm lube until we were both dripping with it, the cave floor slick beneath us.
 
My journal lay forgotten a few feet away, pages already spattered with stray droplets of her essence. I didn’t care. Right now, science could wait.
 
“First contact extremely successful,” I murmured against her glossy lips, voice husky. “Subject is… incredibly receptive. Beautiful. Warm. So readily wet… I think I’m going to enjoy this research assignment a lot more than expected.”
 
She answered with a long, pleased “Gllllllrrrrrrp…” and squeezed me tighter, her glowing core pulsing faster inside her translucent belly, already hinting at deeper pleasures to come.
 
I was never getting out of this cave on schedule.




Chapter 2: First Contact—Science Gets Handsy

I was dazed for a moment until I wasn’t. My cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, and my fingers were still buried knuckle-deep in her warm, rippling pussy. What the hell was I doing? This was supposed to be a professional research expedition, not an immediate cave-side orgy.
 
“Protocols, Dickard, you moron,” I muttered to myself, gently withdrawing my fingers with a wet schlurp. Strings of her thick, glistening nectar stretched between us before snapping. She gurgled questioningly—“Gllrrp?”—tilting her head with an adorably confused expression, her massive blue breasts still heaving.
 
“Right. Professional start. Let’s do this properly.” I stepped back, wiping my slime-covered hand on my already ruined trousers and grabbing my satchel.
 
Portable research station, activated.
 
I spread out my thick wool blanket over the flattest patch of cave floor I could find, right beside a suspiciously sturdy and conveniently hip-height stalagmite. I arranged my journal, spare quills, ink vials, measuring tape, and a few glass collection jars in neat rows. Torchlight flickered warmly off the walls. There. Official.
 
The beautiful slime girl watched me with patient, amused gurgles, her thick thighs shifting as fresh lube slowly dripped down them. Her glowing core pulsed steadily in her translucent belly.
 
“Alright, Subject… Blu? Yeah, I’m calling you Blu for now. Let’s begin with formal first contact.” I cleared my throat and extended my right hand like a proper gentleman. “Dickard Brieder, Monster Girl Researcher. Pleased to make your acquaintance.”
 
Blu bubbled happily and reached out. But instead of a simple handshake, her warm, slick gel-hand engulfed mine completely, then flowed up my arm like living syrup. Before I could protest, she surged forward and pulled me into a full-body embrace that turned “professional” into pure lewd bliss in under two seconds.
 
“W-whoa—hey, this is not—mmph!”
 
Her entire front molded against me. Those enormous, heavy breasts squashed softly into my chest, warm jelly-flesh enveloping and rippling around me. Her thick thighs wrapped around one of my legs, hugging it like a heated pillow while her dripping pussy ground slowly against my hip. She was incredibly warm, slick, and yielding yet firm enough to hold every delicious curve. The natural lube coating her body soaked through my clothes instantly, making everything slippery and intimate.
 
“Gllllrrrp… mmmrrrrp,” she cooed wetly, the gurgly sounds vibrating through her body and into mine like a purr.
 
I tried one last time to stay scientific. “For the record… subject has initiated advanced physical contact. Body temperature approximately 38 degrees Celsius. Texture: warm living jelly. Extremely… hnnng… pleasant.”
 
She responded by tilting her glossy blue face up and pressing her full lips to mine again. This time the kiss was slower, deeper, more deliberate. Her plush lips felt like warm, berry-flavored gelatin that could stretch and suck gently. Her tongue—thick, flexible, and coated in sweet nectar—slid into my mouth, swirling around mine, tasting me, feeding me her delicious flavor. Blueberries and something richer, muskier, like liquid sex. I groaned and finally gave in, kissing her back hard, my hands roaming over her wide hips and squeezing huge handfuls of her soft, jiggly ass. My fingers sank deep, her gel body oozing warmly between them.
 
We made out like that for long, heated minutes. Wet, obscene kissing sounds echoed through the cave along with her constant happy gurgles. Her massive tits squished and wobbled against my chest, nipples stiff and leaking sweet fluid that soaked my shirt. Her thick thighs kept rubbing and squeezing my leg while her pussy lips—plump, puffy, and perfectly formed—slid back and forth along my hip, leaving a shiny trail of sweet nectar.
 
By the time we broke for air (or rather, I broke for air—she didn’t seem to need any), I was rock-hard and completely lost.
 
“Note to self,” I panted, voice hoarse, “subject displays immediate mind-reading empathy… and immediate everything-else empathy. Professional boundaries officially annihilated.”
 
Blu gurgled with clear amusement and rocked her hips, smearing more of her warm slickness onto me. Her pussy was visibly drooling now, thick strands of sweet nectar dripping onto the blanket. I could see right through her translucent lower belly—her inner walls gently pulsing and clenching with need.
 
“Alright… for science,” I whispered, sliding one hand down between her thick thighs. “Let’s examine responsiveness.”
 
My fingers found her slick entrance again and pushed inside slowly. Two at first, then three. Her gel pussy was heavenly—warm, incredibly soft, and rippling with gentle suction that massaged every inch of my digits. I curled them upward, stroking the sensitive spot I hoped would work the same on a slime, and started pumping with steady, deliberate strokes.
 
Blu’s gurgles rose in pitch and volume. “Gllrrrp… gluuuup… mmmrrrrrgh!” Her massive breasts jiggled heavily as she rocked into my hand, thighs trembling. More and more warm, sweet nectar gushed around my fingers, running down my wrist and forearm in shiny rivers. I added a fourth finger, stretching her, fucking her deeper while my thumb found the firm little nub of her clit and rubbed tight circles.
 
Her translucent body let me watch everything. I could see my fingers moving inside her, stirring her blue gel, making her inner walls flutter and squeeze. Her core glowed brighter, pulsing in time with my thrusts.
 
“That’s it… good girl,” I murmured against her lips, kissing her between words. “Let me see you squirt for science. Come on, Blu. Show me how much this pretty slime pussy can give me.”
 
I sped up, finger-fucking her harder, faster, the wet squelching sounds growing louder and filthier. Her thick thighs clamped around my arm, hips bucking wildly. Her gurgles turned into frantic, high-pitched bubbling moans.
 
Then she came.
 
Blu’s entire body shuddered violently. Her pussy suddenly clamped down like a hot, wet vice around my fingers and exploded. A powerful gush of warm, sweet, blueberry-scented nectar squirted out around my hand in thick, forceful jets—splashing across my chest, soaking my stomach, and puddling on the blanket beneath us. She kept squirting, wave after wave, her translucent belly rippling visibly as her core flared bright blue. The volume was absurd; it looked like she was cumming liters of delicious slime-juice.
 
I kept fingering her through it, drawing out every last shudder and squirt until she finally sagged against me with a long, satisfied “Glllllloooooooorp…”
 
I slowly withdrew my dripping hand, strings of her cum connecting us. I brought my fingers to my mouth and licked them clean with an obscene groan. Sweet, warm, perfectly blueberry-creamy with a hint of something addictive and feminine.
 
“Research note,” I said breathlessly, grinning like an idiot, “subject’s orgasmic fluid is delicious beyond all reasonable expectation. Volume: extreme. Intensity: mind-melting. Subject is… perfect.”
 
Blu nuzzled against my neck, still gurgling softly, her massive breasts and thick thighs pressing warmly into me while her pussy continued to drip lazily onto the blanket. My cock strained painfully against my pants, begging for attention, but I forced myself to stop here.
 
For now.
 
We had an entire month of “research” ahead of us. No need to rush the best parts.




Chapter 3: Flavor Lab—Pussy Tasting Menu

I sat cross-legged on the blanket, journal open on my lap, quill already poised like an eager erection. Blu knelt in front of me, her thick thighs spread wide, massive translucent blue breasts hanging heavily and swaying with every bubbly breath. Her glowing core pulsed with obvious excitement. After that earth-shattering squirt session, she was even wetter than before, thick strings of her natural lube constantly dripping from her puffy pussy lips onto the cave floor.
 
“Alright, Blu,” I announced in my most official researcher voice, though my cock was already leaking pre-cum into my trousers. “Time for the Flavor Profile Experiment. We’re going to test your remarkable ability to alter the taste and scent of your secretions… Purely for science, ahem.”
 
Blu gurgled happily—“Gllrrrp~!”—and leaned back on her hands, spreading her plush thighs even wider. Her pussy lips parted invitingly, already glistening.
 
I started simple.
 
“Strawberry cream, please.”
 
The moment the words left my mouth, her translucent pussy rippled. The soft blue gel shifted, and a sweet, fresh strawberry scent filled the air. I dove in like a starving man.
 
My tongue dragged slowly up her warm, slick slit, and the flavor exploded across my taste buds—rich, sweet strawberry cream, thick and milky, with that perfect hint of tartness. I groaned loudly and buried my face deeper, licking and sucking like a possessed animal. Her pussy molded around my tongue, rippling and gently sucking, feeding me more of that creamy strawberry nectar. It was warm, silky, and so fucking tasty I couldn’t stop. I lapped noisily, slurping every drop, my nose pressed against her smooth mound while my hands groped her heavy tits, squeezing them hard enough to make more sweet fluid leak from her stiff nipples.
 
“Damn… this is incredible,” I moaned into her cunt, voice muffled. “So sweet… so creamy… keep it coming, girl.”
 
Blu’s gurgles turned into delighted, rhythmic bubbling as I devoured her. She pushed her hips forward, grinding her strawberry-flavored pussy against my face, coating my chin, cheeks, and neck in warm, sticky cream. I sucked hard on her clit and was rewarded with a thick gush straight onto my tongue. I drank it greedily.
 
Next command, voice hoarse: “Honey-lavender.”
 
The flavor shifted instantly. Now her pussy tasted like warm wildflower honey drizzled with fresh lavender—floral, sweet, and soothing, yet deeply erotic. I licked long, slow stripes from her dripping hole up to her clit, savoring every note. Then I pushed my tongue as deep as it would go, fucking her with it while she gurgled and trembled. More honey-lavender nectar oozed out in thick, slow rivulets. I licked it all up like a madman, sucking noisily, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants.
 
She started pushing out extra fluid on purpose. First from her pussy—long, slow squirts of warm honey-lavender juice that I caught directly in my open mouth. Then, to my filthy delight, she formed a second tiny hole just above her pussy and began gently pushing sweet, clear liquid from her ass too, letting it trickle down over her cunt and onto my waiting tongue. Both holes leaking delicious sweetness for me. I licked everywhere like a depraved beast—pussy, taint, that sensitive little rear hole—lapping up every drop while she gurgled in ecstasy.
 
“Spicy cinnamon,” I growled, face shiny and sticky.
 
Her body obeyed. The taste transformed into warm, spicy cinnamon with a hint of sugary sweetness. It tingled on my tongue, heating my mouth as I ate her out with renewed hunger. I sucked her clit hard, flicking it rapidly while two fingers pumped into her rippling cunt. She rewarded me with stronger squirts—hot, spicy-sweet cinnamon nectar spraying across my face and tongue. I drank it all, moaning like a whore, licking her clean only for her to push out more from both holes. The mix of cinnamon pussy juice and the sweeter rear fluid was driving me insane. I was licking and sucking so frantically my jaw started to ache, but I didn’t care.
 
“Blue-raspberry lemonade,” I panted, pulling back just enough to catch my breath. My entire lower face was glazed in her various flavors.
 
Blu’s pussy instantly brightened to a more vivid blue and the scent hit me—tart, sweet, citrusy blue raspberry with a zesty lemonade tang. I attacked again, licking and slurping like a man possessed. Her juices were lighter, more refreshing, yet still thick and slippery. She gurgled loudly and began actively fucking my face, hips rolling as she pushed out strong, continuous streams of blue-raspberry lemonade from her pussy. Then she added the rear hole again, letting sweet-tart fluid drip down and mix. I licked both holes ravenously, tongue darting between them, drinking straight from the source while she trembled and bubbled with pleasure. My stomach was already full of her delicious flavors.
 
I finally sat back, gasping, lips swollen, face completely covered in her mixed juices. My journal was splattered.
 
“Note,” I scribbled shakily, “all flavors perfect. Subject’s control is godlike. Taste intensity: orgasmic. Personal dignity: gone.”
 
Blu gurgled proudly, then tilted her head as she read my next filthy thought.
 
I swallowed, voice thick. “Now… Let’s try piss flavors. I know, you may think squirting and pissing are the same, and if they are, no problem.”
 
Blu cocked her head cutely.
 
“So they’re different?”
 
Blue nodded eagerly.
 
“Good. Let’s taste your peach iced tea piss first.”
 
She bubbled with amusement, a mischievous sparkle in her translucent face. Rising gracefully, she formed a perfect, smooth funnel just above her pussy and positioned a crystal goblet I had set out beneath it. With a soft, wet gurgle, she began to release a steady, warm stream of golden-blue liquid directly into the glass. The scent was unmistakable—sweet ripe peach with refreshing iced tea notes.
 
I took the goblet with a trembling hand, still on my knees like a supplicant. “Bottoms up… for science.”
 
I drank deeply. It was warm, perfectly sweet, lightly tannic, and utterly delicious. Smooth peach iced tea, but richer, with that unmistakable feminine undertone that made my cock twitch harder. I drained the entire goblet in greedy gulps, a little spilling down my chin.
 
“Absolutely amazing. More,” I rasped.
 
She filled it again. Vanilla latte this time—creamy, sweet, with hints of warm vanilla bean and a touch of coffee-like depth. I drank that one even faster, moaning shamelessly as the warm fluid slid down my throat. Then salted caramel—rich, buttery, sweet with that perfect salty edge. I gulped it down like fine wine, licking the rim of the goblet clean afterward.
 
Every time she filled the glass, she also pushed out extra sweet liquid from her pussy and rear hole, letting it run freely so I could lick her clean between drinks. I alternated between drinking from the goblet and burying my face between her thick thighs, lapping desperately at both leaking holes like a starving animal. The flavors mixed on my tongue—sweet piss and cunt nectar—creating something so filthy and addictive I felt lightheaded with lust.
 
“Gods… you taste better than anything in Lustopia,” I groaned, licking a long strand of salted caramel from her dripping pussy. “I could live on this.”
 
My journal entries had devolved completely:
 
“Peach iced tea piss: 10/10, would hydrate exclusively.
 
Vanilla latte squirt: creamy heaven.”
 
We were both lost in it—me licking and drinking frantically, Blu gurgling happily and feeding me more and more—when a sudden screech echoed through the cave.
 
A large cave bat came swooping down from the ceiling, disturbed by our noise, aiming straight for my head.
 
Blu moved faster than I could blink. One arm extended like liquid lightning, splatting the bat mid-air with a wet smack. She absorbed it instantly into her body, the creature vanishing into her translucent blue gel. A moment later she casually pushed the drained, perfectly preserved little corpse out of her side and set it aside.
 
“Uh… I’ll pass on that,” I wheezed, half laughing, half still horny out of my mind. “But good girl.”
 
Blu gurgled proudly and pulled my face back between her thick thighs, offering me another fresh stream of warm, sweet peach iced tea straight from the source.
 
I drank and licked like the addicted researcher I was, completely forgetting any remaining pretense of professionalism.




Chapter 4: The Wettest Blowjob in Recorded History

After I finished drinking the last drops of her salted caramel piss and licking both her holes clean like a desperate animal, Blu gently but firmly pushed me back onto the blanket. Her glowing core pulsed with clear intent. She gurgled softly, a low, hungry “Gllllrrrp…” that sounded distinctly like “my turn.”
 
I barely had time to set my journal aside before she flowed forward, her thick blue thighs straddling my legs. Those massive, heavy breasts swayed pendulously as she leaned over me, warm lube already dripping from her nipples onto my chest. Her translucent face wore a mischievous, eager smile.
 
“Blu, wait—research protocol suggests we should—” My protest died instantly as her slick hands made quick work of my belt and trousers, yanking them down. My rock-hard cock sprang free, throbbing angrily in the humid cave air, already leaking a fat bead of pre-cum.
 
She made a delighted bubbling sound and wrapped one warm, slippery hand around my shaft. The sensation was immediate heaven—soft, yielding gel that gripped with perfect pressure while producing fresh, warm lube that coated every inch.
 
Then she lowered her head.
 
Her glossy blue lips parted and formed a perfect, plush O around the swollen head of my cock. The moment she took me in, I groaned loudly. Her mouth was warm, living jelly—soft yet firm, incredibly slippery, and alive with gentle pulses. She sucked me deeper in one smooth motion, her throat reshaping around my length like it was custom-made for me. No gag reflex, no resistance, just pure, wet, sucking perfection.
 
“Dear Gods… Fuuck… Blu…” I hissed, my hand instinctively going to the back of her translucent head.
 
She took me all the way to the hilt in seconds. I could see everything. Through her semi-transparent blue gel head, my thick cock was clearly outlined like a lewd x-ray, stretching her throat into a perfect bulging cylinder. Every vein, every throb was visible as she began to move.
 
And then she started working me.
 
Her mouth and throat rippled and pulsed on command, squeezing and massaging my entire length in rhythmic waves. She sucked hard while her tongue—long, thick, and incredibly dexterous—wrapped around my shaft like a living cock ring, stroking and licking at the same time. Warm lube poured from her mouth in thick rivulets, running down my balls and soaking everything.
 
I mentally requested a flavor, still trying to keep some scientific control. Blueberry.
 
Instantly her mouth and throat changed. Now she tasted like sweet, ripe blueberries mixed with creamy musk. I moaned like a whore as she bobbed her head faster, sucking wetly and noisily. Obscene gluck-gluck-gluck sounds echoed through the cave as she deepthroated me with sloppy enthusiasm, her heavy tits slapping against my thighs with every downward plunge.
 
“How can liquid throat be so… tight?” I gasped.
 
She responded by tightening her throat even more, pulsing rapidly around my cock while her tongue swirled around the head on every upstroke. I could see my shaft glistening inside her head, coated in her creamy strawberry saliva as she sucked me harder.
 
“Right… water pressure and stuff… I don’t even care anymore…” I groaned.
 
She was relentless. Her hands weren’t idle either—one gently massaged and squeezed my balls, the other formed a second soft gel sleeve around the base of my cock, stroking in perfect time with her mouth. Every few seconds she would change the texture or temperature slightly, keeping me on edge—sometimes warmer, sometimes cooler, sometimes with stronger suction that made my toes curl.
 
“Fuck… you’re incredible,” I panted, hips bucking up into her willing mouth. “So warm… so fucking wet… I can see my cock inside your head, holy shit…”
 
Blu gurgled proudly around my shaft, the vibration traveling straight down my length and into my balls. The sight was hypnotizing—my dick clearly visible sliding in and out of her translucent blue face, stretching her throat obscenely while she stared up at me with those knowing, glowing eyes.
 
I kept requesting new flavors mentally, and she delivered every time:
 
Honey-lavender — sweet floral honey that made her throat feel even silkier.
 
Cinnamon spice — a warm, tingling heat that made my cock throb harder.
 
Blue-raspberry lemonade — tart, zesty, and refreshing, perfect for the sloppy mess she was creating.
 
Her saliva mixed with my pre-cum created thick, foamy strings that dripped everywhere. The cave smelled like sex and dessert. She started making happy little gurgles and moans around my cock, clearly enjoying herself as much as I was. Her massive ass swayed behind her, and I could see fresh nectar dripping from her pussy onto the blanket as she sucked me.
 
I was losing control fast.
 
“Blu— I’m getting close…” I warned, gripping her head with both hands.
 
She responded by sucking harder, throat rippling and squeezing in powerful waves. Her tongue lashed wildly around my shaft while she took me impossibly deep, her nose pressed against my pelvis. I could see the head of my cock bulging near the back of her translucent head, twitching wildly.
 
The orgasm hit me like a lightning bolt.
 
“Fuuuuck—!” I cried out, knees buckling as my balls tightened and unloaded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted straight down her throat. Because she was transparent, I could watch everything in filthy, glorious detail—my white cum shooting out in heavy spurts, painting the inside of her blue gel throat and mouth in messy streaks. She stored every drop, not swallowing, just collecting it inside her.
 
Even after I finished pulsing, she kept sucking gently, milking every last drop from me while swirling my cum around inside her mouth like a connoisseur tasting fine wine. I could see my load moving around inside her translucent head—thick white clouds swirling through her blue gel as she played with it, mixing it, savoring it.
 
Finally she pulled off my spent cock with a wet pop, strings of mixed cum and lube connecting her lips to my tip. She looked up at me, opened her mouth wide, and gurgled proudly—“Gllllrrrp~! Ta-daaa!”—while forming a little heart shape with my cum floating inside her cheek.
 
I collapsed back onto the blanket, legs shaking, chest heaving. “Research note,” I wheezed, barely able to hold my quill steady, “oral capacity exceeds all known monster-girl benchmarks by a fucking mile. Warmth, suction, texture control, flavor versatility… all perfect. Also exceeds my ability to remain professional. Professionalism is dead. Long live Blu’s mouth.”
 
She gurgled happily and nuzzled her face against my softening cock, giving it affectionate little licks while still swirling my load inside her like a trophy. Her thick thighs rubbed together, clearly still dripping with her own arousal.
 
I stared at the ceiling of the cave, utterly spent and already wondering how the rest of this “research” month was going to top that.




Chapter 5: Position Olympics—For Science, Obviously

I lay there panting, cock still twitching from the single greatest blowjob in Lustopia’s recorded history, when Blu gurgled with unmistakable hunger. Her glowing core pulsed brighter as she crawled over me, thick blue thighs straddling my hips, massive tits dragging warm, slippery trails across my chest.
 
“Oh, wow,” I laughed breathlessly. “You want to keep going?”
 
She answered by forming a perfect, dripping pussy and grinding it slowly along my rapidly re-hardening shaft, leaving it glistening with fresh lube. “Gllrrrp~!” Translation: Yes. Now.
 
I flipped Blu onto her back on the blanket. Missionary first. She spread her thick thighs wide, knees practically to her shoulders, presenting that beautiful, puffy blue pussy like a trophy. I lined up and pushed in with one long, smooth thrust.
 
“Gods help me” I groaned. Being inside her was pure liquid heaven—warm, silky jelly that molded perfectly around my cock while staying tight enough to squeeze. I could see everything: my shaft sliding deep into her translucent belly, stretching her inner gel, the head bumping close to her glowing core. Every thrust was visible, a thick bulge moving back and forth inside her beautiful blue body.
 
I started slow and deep, then built speed. Wet, squelching sounds filled the cave as her lube poured out around my cock with every plunge. Her massive tits bounced heavily, nipples leaking sweet fluid. I leaned down and sucked one hard while pounding her, making her gurgle loudly in pleasure.
 
“Missionary position is fucking blissful…” I narrated for the mental note, voice strained. “Subject’s pussy maintaining perfect 38-degree temperature and infinite lube production. Visibility: 10/10. I can literally watch my cock rearrange her insides. Glorious.”
 
Blu’s gurgles grew higher and needier as I fucked her harder, hips slapping against her cushiony ass. Her core pulsed brighter with every deep thrust.
 
Next position.
 
“Moving on to Doggy Style against the glowing crystal wall.”
 
I pulled out, spun her around, and pressed her front against a large, softly glowing crystal formation. She braced her hands on it, arched her back deeply, and pushed her fat, jiggly ass toward me. I grabbed those wide hips and slammed back inside. The new angle made her belly bulge even more obscenely. I could see the clear outline of my cock rearranging her translucent gel, sliding in and out like a piston in warm blue jelly.
 
“She likes the doggy,” I panted. “Look at that ass ripple. Subject is producing extra lube for maximum slickness. Core is pulsing like a magic orb. She’s loving this.”
 
I fucked her hard and fast, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other groped a heavy hanging tit. Her gurgles echoed off the walls as she pushed back to meet every thrust. Lube was everywhere, running down her thick thighs in shiny rivers, pooling on the floor.
 
I was getting dizzy with pleasure when she suddenly flowed and reshaped.
 
“Cowgirl now,” I announced as she pushed me onto my back and climbed on top.
 
Blu straddled me reverse at first, giving me the perfect view of her fat ass as she sank down, swallowing my cock to the hilt. Then she spun to face me, planting her hands on my chest. Her enormous breasts bounced and wobbled like overfilled blue water balloons with every rise and fall. The sight was hypnotic—her tits flopping heavily, nipples spraying tiny droplets of sweet fluid, while my cock was clearly visible stretching her lower belly from the inside.
 
“Cowgirl is pure visual perfection,” I groaned. “Those tits should be classified as natural wonders. Bounce intensity: devastating… I’m going to die happy.”
 
She rode me like a champion, rolling and grinding her hips, pussy rippling and squeezing around me. I reached up and slapped her heavy tits, watching them jiggle wildly. Her gurgles turned into rapid, ecstatic bubbling.
 
Without warning she flowed again, lifting me effortlessly.
 
“…Standing Carry? … Yes… with extra arms for support.”
 
Blu molded two additional gel arms from her sides, wrapping them around my back and shoulders to help hold my weight. Her thick thighs locked around my waist as she impaled herself on my cock. I stood there in the middle of the cave, legs shaking with pleasure, as she used her powerful gel body to bounce herself up and down. I could see my cock sliding deep inside her, her core inches away from the head on every thrust.
 
“Advanced technique,” I gasped. “Subject has formed extra limbs for maximum fucking efficiency. This should be illegal. So deep… so warm… so locked… I think I’m losing brain cells.”
 
She kissed me messily while riding me, sweet blueberry tongue invading my mouth as lube and sweat mixed between our bodies.
 
Final event.
 
…I didn’t even know what to call it.
 
Blu flowed upward, carrying me with her. She adhered to the cave ceiling like living glue and rearranged us so I was fucking her while she hung completely upside down. Her thick thighs were wrapped around my head, her dripping pussy swallowing my cock from below while her massive tits hung toward the floor. I thrust downward into her, watching my shaft plunge deep into her inverted body, her core now above my cock instead of below. The visual was insane—pure lewd x-ray porn.
 
“Ceiling fuck is the best I can come up with,” I said, voice cracking with pleasure. “Physics defying. Her pussy is still perfectly warm and lubed. Core is spinning like it’s top. I can see my balls slapping her from the inside!”
 
We were both lost in it—me pounding her upside down, her gurgles vibrating through her entire body, lube raining down onto the blanket below us in thick droplets.
 
That’s when disaster struck.
 
On a particularly powerful thrust, my foot slipped on the massive puddle of her excess lube coating the floor. I lost balance completely. We came crashing down in a chaotic, wet heap—me still buried inside her, both of us tumbling onto the blanket with a loud, obscene SQUELCH.
 
I landed on my back with Blu splatted on top of me, her tits smothering my face, my cock still balls-deep inside her rippling pussy. For a second we were both stunned.
 
“That was… anticlimactic.”
 
I said. Then Blu started gurgling with unmistakable laughter—wet, bubbly, delighted sounds. I burst out laughing too, the sound muffled by her massive, warm, slippery breasts.
 
Blu nuzzled against me, still gently squeezing my cock with her inner walls, her glowing core pressed warmly against my stomach. We lay there in a messy, squelching, cum-and-lube-soaked pile, giggling and gurgling together.
 
“Best research day of my entire life.”
 
I know I say that a lot, but I meant it. Always.




Chapter 6: The Breeding Hypothesis

The torch had burned low, casting long, flickering shadows across the cave walls. We lay tangled on the soaked blanket, my body glistening with layers of Blu’s sweet lube and dried flavors from earlier. My cock was still half-hard, resting against her thick blue thigh as she lazily molded herself around me, purring with those constant wet gurgles.
 
I traced a finger over her translucent belly, right above her gently pulsing core. “Alright, Blu… there’s one final experiment tonight. The big one.” I swallowed, my voice dropping into that husky, filthy researcher tone. “Can a slime female actually carry a human child? Is your core capable of nurturing hybrid life?”
 
She went completely still for a second, then her glowing core flared bright. She had already read every dirty, primal thought in my head. With an eager, almost bestial “GLLLLRRRRRP~!” she pushed me onto my back and flowed over me like living sex incarnate.
 
Her body reshaped with purpose. The soft gel of her lower belly thickened and formed a perfect, tight womb chamber right around that glowing core. I watched in awe as her translucent flesh molded into a slick, pulsing sleeve designed specifically for breeding—ribbed, warm, and hungry. Her thick thighs spread obscenely wide as she straddled me, guiding my now rock-hard cock toward her newly formed breeding hole.
 
“Do it,” I growled. “Take my seed. Let’s see if we can knock up a slime.”
 
She didn’t need more encouragement. With a wet, filthy squelch she sank down, swallowing every inch of my cock in one smooth, greedy motion. The new womb sleeve gripped me like a hot, living vice—tighter than anything before, rippling and massaging my shaft with deliberate, milking pulses. I could see everything through her transparent body: my thick cock stretching her womb chamber, the head pressed right against her glowing core.
 
“Shiiit… so deep,” I groaned, hands gripping her wide, cushiony hips. “That’s it… breed yourself on me.”
 
Blu started riding me slow and deep, just like I wanted. Every downward plunge made her massive tits bounce heavily, spraying tiny droplets of sweet cream. Her gurgles turned into low, animalistic bubbling moans—“Gllluuuurp… mmmrrrrghhh…”—as she fucked me with primal need. Her thick ass slapped wetly against my thighs, excess lube farting out around my cock in messy, obscene sounds with every thrust.
 
I could see my cock moving inside her like a piston in warm blue jelly. Her womb sleeve clenched and sucked, drawing me deeper, the head kissing her core on every stroke. I reached up and mauled her heavy tits, pinching her leaking nipples while she rode me harder.
 
“Slow now,” I commanded, pulling her down until her tits smothered my face. “Let me feel every inch.”
 
She obeyed, grinding in long, deliberate circles, her inner walls rippling in waves that milked my entire length. The heat was perfect, the lube endless. I sucked hard on one fat nipple, drinking her sweet berry milk while my cock throbbed inside her breeding chamber.
 
After long minutes of this deep, filthy mating, I felt my balls tighten.
 
“I’m going to fill you,” I snarled against her breast. “Take every drop.”
 
Blu gurgled desperately and slammed down one final time, locking her thighs around me. I erupted with a guttural groan. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb chamber. Because she was completely transparent, the sight was utterly mesmerizing—my white seed swirling inside her blue gel like a starry nebula, thick clouds of cum painting her insides and drifting toward her glowing core.
 
I watched, mesmerized, as my sperm came alive inside her. Little white sparks raced through the swirling cum, swimming frantically toward her core like living tadpoles. The moment they reached it, her core flared brilliantly. Tiny sparks of light exploded outward—fireworks of conception blooming inside her translucent belly in beautiful, filthy bursts of blue and white light.
 
“Gods… it’s happening,” I whispered, still pumping the last weak spurts into her. “You’re taking my seed… breeding right in front of me.”
 
Blu let out the softest, happiest bubble sound I had ever heard—“Gllluuuu…♥”—a gentle, loving gurgle full of pure joy. She placed both hands protectively over the spot where her core now glowed with new intensity and gently patted it, cradling the fresh conception inside her body.
 
I smiled up at her, cock still buried deep, twitching with aftershocks. “Blu, you’re the most beautiful slime I’ve ever fucked… actually, you’re the first slime I’ve fucked, but you know what I mean.”
 
She gurgled warmly and nuzzled my face, her massive tits squishing against my chest while her womb continued to gently milk my softening cock, making sure not a single drop was wasted.
 
Later that night, after we had basked in the afterglow for a long while, Blu’s hunting instincts kicked in. She flowed off me with a wet pop, my cum still visibly swirling and sparkling inside her lower belly. With an eager “Grrrp!” she melted partially into a more streamlined hunting form—still curvy, but sleeker—and slipped deeper into the cave.
 
I watched, fascinated, as she returned twenty minutes later. She had caught three fat cave-crawlers—large, meaty lizard-like creatures. She absorbed them into her body, her gel breaking them down instantly. Moments later she pushed out perfectly cooked, seasoned slabs of hot meat directly from her belly, the temperature exactly right—steaming and juicy. She even formed a chilled compartment and offered me cool, refreshing cave berries she’d stored separately.
 
I ate like a king while she watched proudly, one hand still resting over her womb-core. “Best wife ever,” I mumbled around a mouthful of perfectly cooked meat. “You hunt, you cook, you keep food warm or cold on command, you drain my balls, and now you’re carrying my child. I’m never letting you go.”
 
Blu gurgled happily and crawled back into my lap, straddling me again. Her freshly fucked pussy—still leaking my cum—rubbed slowly against my re-hardening cock as if asking for another breeding round.
 
I laughed and gripped her thick ass. “Round two already? Greedy little slime-mommy…”
 
She pushed me inside her again with a wet squelch, and we spent the rest of the night in slow, deep, filthy mating—my cum visibly mixing and sparkling inside her breeding chamber while she kept one protective hand over her glowing womb the entire time.
 
My research notes for the night were barely legible:
 
“Breeding hypothesis: confirmed.
 
Visibility of conception: life-changing.
 
Subject Blu: perfect mate, perfect wife, perfect everything.
 
Danger: may never leave this cave.”




Chapter 7: Domestic Slime Life—Month One Begins

The grotto had officially become our filthy little love nest.
 
Over the first few days, Blu and I transformed the damp cave into something that felt strangely like home. I dragged in more blankets, extra torches, and my spare clothes. She used her gel body to smooth out the rocky floor, creating soft, cushiony pads in all our favorite fucking spots. Bioluminescent moss and glowing crystals now decorated the walls thanks to her foraging runs. It was cozy, warm, and constantly smelled like sex and sweet berry lube.
 
Every morning started the same delicious way.
 
I’d wake up spooned behind her, my morning wood nestled between her thick, warm blue ass cheeks. Blu would gurgled sleepily—“Gllrrrp… mmm…”—and push back against me, already producing fresh lube so my cock slid effortlessly between her slippery cheeks. I’d reach around, grab one massive tit, and slide into her from behind in one smooth thrust.
 
“Morning breeding, wife,” I’d murmur against her translucent neck as I started slow, lazy strokes. Her pussy felt even softer and hotter in the mornings, rippling gently around my cock like it was welcoming me home. I could watch everything through her body—my shaft gliding in and out, stirring the faint white swirls of yesterday’s cum still floating inside her. Her core had started to swell ever so slightly, that tiny glowing speck of our hybrid child growing brighter each day. I’d fuck her slow and deep, one hand on her swelling womb-core, until I unloaded another thick load that painted her insides like liquid art. She’d gurgle happily and squeeze me with her inner walls, milking every drop.
 
After that came breakfast.
 
Blu would slip out of the grotto in her sleek hunting form and return with armfuls of sweet cave berries, glowing blue mushrooms that tasted like buttered bread when she “cooked” them inside her body, and perfectly ripened fruit. She only ever drank plain water from underground springs, absorbing it cleanly, then converting it inside herself into whatever flavor I craved that day.
 
“Peach iced tea this morning, love,” I’d say, and she’d happily fill my canteen straight from a formed nipple or her pussy, producing warm, sweet, perfectly brewed peach tea. But my favorite hydration method quickly became far more direct.
 
I’d pull her close, kneel between those thick thighs, and latch my mouth to her smooth mound.
 
“Give me the good stuff, Blu.”
 
She’d gurgle proudly, petting my head, and release a long, warm stream of her delicious piss directly onto my tongue. Today it was salted caramel again—rich, buttery, sweet with that perfect salty edge. I drank greedily, moaning like a degenerate as the warm liquid filled my mouth and slid down my throat. She kept the flow steady and controlled, filling me until my belly felt warm and full. When I couldn’t drink anymore, she’d push out the rest in a thick gush over my face and chest, letting me lick her clean like the filthy animal I’d become.
 
“Best piss in Lustopia,” I’d groan, licking my lips. “You spoil me rotten.”
 
Midday quickies were spontaneous and rough.
 
I’d be writing notes about her changing belly when she’d suddenly flow over and pin me against the crystal wall. “GLLRRRP!” she’d demand, already forming that perfect breeding pussy. I’d grab her wide hips and slam into her, fucking her hard and fast while her massive tits squished against the glowing rock. Her belly was starting to show now — just the faintest, beautiful curve where our child grew. I’d reach around and rub it possessively as I pounded her, watching my cock bulge visibly through her translucent womb.
 
“Taking my cock so well, baby mommy,” I’d growl, thrusting deep. “Gonna paint that pretty belly again.”
 
I’d unload hard, thick ropes of cum swirling visibly inside her like abstract white clouds mixing with her blue gel. She’d shudder and squirt her sweet nectar all over my balls in return, gurgles echoing off the walls.
 
Evenings were for marathon sessions.
 
We’d spend hours on the main blanket, trying every slow, filthy position we could think of. I especially loved watching her on all fours, ass up, while I fucked her from behind for a long time. Every thrust made my cum from earlier slosh visibly inside her swollen lower belly. I’d pull out just to watch thick globs of my seed drip from her gaping pussy before slamming back in, churning it all into creamy blue-white foam.
 
Her journal entries were getting ridiculous:
 
Day 12: Belly speck now size of small grape. Looks like a tiny star. Heart-eyes emoji x1000.
 
Day 15: Blu’s womb-core visibly larger. Still taking loads like a champion. Might be addicted.
 
Day 18: Pretty sure I’m in love with a slime. Also pretty sure she’s addicted to my cum. We’re both fucked (literally).
 
The lighthearted disaster happened on day twenty-one.
 
I was searching for my spare socks when I noticed Blu looking unusually guilty, shifting her thick thighs and making nervous little gurgles.
 
“Blu… what did you do?”
 
She turned around, lifted her massive ass, and pointed. Two of my wool socks were faintly visible inside her translucent gel butt, slowly being absorbed.
 
“You ate my socks?!” I laughed.
 
“Gllrrp… sorry…” she bubbled, embarrassed but clearly amused.
 
I sighed, still grinning. “Alright, time for emergency sock retrieval. Bend over.”
 
She obediently presented her fat, jiggly blue ass to me. I coated my hand and forearm liberally in her warm lube and slowly pushed my fingers into her tight rear hole. The sensation was insane — hot, silky, rippling gel that sucked eagerly at my wrist as I reached deeper. I could see my hand moving inside her ass through her transparent body, searching for the socks.
 
“Deeper… almost got them,” I grunted, now elbow-deep in her slippery ass. Blu gurgled and moaned, clearly enjoying the unintentional fisting far more than she should. Her pussy was dripping heavily onto the floor as I twisted and probed inside her rear.
 
“Found one!” I declared, slowly pulling out a very slimy sock. She pushed the second one out herself with a wet squelch, followed by a thick gush of sweet ass nectar that I instinctively leaned in and licked up.
 
We spent the full hour like that — me fisting her ass deeper and deeper “searching for more items,” her gurgles turning into ecstatic bubbles as she came twice from the intense stimulation. By the end she was a quivering, leaking mess, and I was rock hard again.
 
“Note to self,” I panted, wiping my arm, “never leave clothes lying around. Subject absorbs everything. Also… fisting a slime feels incredible.”
 
Blu just gurgled happily, pulled me down onto the blanket, and guided my cock back into her well-used pussy for another long, lazy evening fuck. Her slightly swollen belly-core pressed warmly against my stomach as I thrust deep, watching fresh loads swirl inside her like living paintings.
 
This was domestic bliss.
 
Hunting, feeding, constant filthy breeding, and the slow, beautiful growth of our child inside her transparent womb. I was falling harder for my silent, gurgly slime wife every single day.
 
And we still had more than a week left in our official “research month.”
 
I was seriously considering extending it indefinitely.




Chapter 8: Belly Glow and Belly Laughs

Week three in the grotto had turned my scientific expedition into something far more dangerous: genuine domestic bliss mixed with nonstop depraved fucking.
 
Blu’s core-womb was now noticeably rounded. The once-small glowing speck had grown into a beautiful, sparkling little orb about the size of a plum, floating safely in the center of her translucent blue belly. You could clearly see the tiny hybrid spark pulsing gently inside it — a mix of bright blue gel and faint white human essence. Every time I looked at it, my chest did something stupid and warm.
 
And gods, pregnancy had made her even hornier.
 
Blu was producing lube like a broken faucet. Thick, warm, sweet-scented slime constantly dripped from her puffy pussy and ran in shiny rivers down her thick thighs. Her massive breasts were heavier, nipples perpetually stiff and leaking sweet cream. She could barely go an hour without pressing her swollen belly against me and gurgling needily for cock.
 
This morning she woke me up by straddling my face.
 
“Gllrrrp…♥” she cooed, lowering her dripping, pregnant pussy onto my mouth. I groaned happily and attacked it like a starving man, licking deep into her warm gel folds while my hands rubbed her rounded belly. She tasted sweeter than ever — rich strawberry cream with a hint of creamy vanilla. Her extra lube flooded my mouth in thick waves as she ground against my tongue.
 
After she’d soaked my face with a powerful gush, she flipped around and gently lowered herself onto my morning wood in a careful, loving cowgirl position — one of her new favorite “pregnancy-safe” positions. She’d come up with most of them herself, instinctively protecting the growing spark while still taking me as deep as possible.
 
I watched in awe as my cock disappeared into her. Because of her rounded belly, the bulge was even more pronounced now. I could see the thick outline of my shaft sliding through her warm blue gel and pressing right up against the glowing womb where our child grew.
 
“Easy, love… nice and deep,” I murmured, hands gently cradling her swollen belly as she rode me with slow, rolling movements. Her massive tits bounced heavily, spraying tiny sweet droplets across my chest. Every time I bottomed out, her core-womb glowed brighter and she made the softest, happiest gurgles.
 
“Fuck, you’re so beautiful like this,” I whispered, voice thick with emotion and lust. “Carrying my child… still so greedy for my cock…”
 
She gurgled lovingly and leaned forward, letting her heavy tits smother my face while she worked her hips in slow, sensual circles. Her pussy rippled and milked me with incredible control, drawing me toward the edge. When I finally came, groaning into her soft blue cleavage, thick ropes of cum painted her insides in visible white streaks. Blu concentrated and formed delicate little glowing heart shapes around her rounded belly with her gel, framing the womb like a proud mother showing off.
 
I laughed breathlessly, tracing one of the hearts with my finger. “You’re going to kill me with cuteness and filth at the same time.”
 
Midday brought another “pregnancy-safe” experiment — spooning against a pile of soft cushions she’d made from absorbed moss.
 
I lay behind her, one arm wrapped around her swollen belly, gently holding the glowing core as I slid into her from behind. The position let me stay deep while keeping pressure off her front. We fucked slow and intimate, my hips rocking lazily as I kissed the back of her translucent neck.
 
“I think I’m falling in love with you, Blu,” I confessed quietly between thrusts, the words slipping out before I could stop them. “Not just the sex… you. All of you.”
 
She made the softest, most emotional gurgle I’d ever heard and squeezed my cock lovingly with her inner walls, pushing back against me until I filled her again with another heavy load. More little hearts bloomed around her belly, this time pulsing in time with her core.
 
Later that afternoon came the unexpected side-quest.
 
We were relaxing when heavy footsteps echoed from the deeper cave tunnel. A large rock-golem — easily twice my height, made of jagged stone and glowing red crystals — stomped into our grotto, clearly territorial and pissed off.
 
Before I could even grab my dagger, Blu surged forward with surprising speed, her rounded belly swaying heavily. She let out a fierce, protective “GLLLLRRRRRP!!” and exploded outward into a massive wave of blue gel. In seconds she had completely engulfed the golem’s head and torso. There was a series of wet crunching and grinding sounds as she rapidly dissolved the stone with powerful digestive enzymes. The golem flailed for a few moments before collapsing into a pile of fine gravel and shiny crystal fragments.
 
Blu reformed in front of me, looking proud and a little smug, her pregnant belly now slightly larger from temporarily storing the golem’s remains. She pushed out a neat pile of perfectly polished glowing crystals and rare minerals, setting them at my feet like a cat bringing home a dead bird.
 
I burst out laughing. “My fierce little protector. These will fetch excellent research funds back in Slimehaven. Good girl.”
 
She gurgled happily and nuzzled against me, rubbing her swollen, heart-decorated belly against my chest. That was the exact moment it truly hit me — I was stupidly, helplessly in love with this silent, gurgly, cum-storing, golem-dissolving slime woman.
 
Evening brought our longest session yet.
 
Blu created a perfect “pregnancy hammock” position — she formed supportive gel straps that held her rounded belly safely while I stood and fucked her face-to-face, her thick thighs locked around my waist. I thrust deep and steady, watching my cock slide through her translucent body and kiss right against the glowing womb. Every time I came, she formed more intricate heart patterns around her belly, some even spelling out crude little shapes that looked suspiciously like “D + B.”
 
After the final round, I collapsed beside her on the blanket, both of us covered in lube, cum, and sweat. Her rounded belly glowed warmly between us as I gently stroked it, feeling the tiny spark pulse under my palm.
 
I pulled my journal over and wrote the day’s final entry, my handwriting unusually soft:
 
Week Three, Day 19:
 
Blu’s womb is beautifully rounded now. The hybrid spark is growing strong and bright. Subject continues to display extreme horniness and increased lube production — pregnancy suits her far too well. New positions highly successful. She makes hearts when I cum inside her. Adorable and filthy. Today she destroyed a rock-golem to protect our nest and brought me valuable crystals. Best wife material in all of Lustopia.
 
I’m not sure this is just research anymore.
 
I think I’m in love with my slime girl.
 
At the bottom of the page I doodled a bunch of little hearts around her name:
 
Blu
 
♥
♥
♥
 
Blu Brieder
 
♥
♥
♥
 
She watched me draw them, then gurgled softly and formed a matching heart on her own belly with her gel, right over our child. I leaned in and kissed it, tasting the sweet mixture of her skin and my own dried cum.
 
“You’re never getting rid of me, you know that?” I whispered against her warm, rounded belly.
 
Blu wrapped her arms around me, pulled me close, and answered with the gentlest, most loving gurgle yet — the sound of a happy slime wife, full of cum and carrying our future.




Chapter 9: The Honeymoon Phase (Still Technically Research)

The final week of our official “research month” had arrived, and any pretense of scientific detachment had long since dissolved into pure, sticky, heartfelt bliss.
 
Blu’s core-womb was now a breathtaking, beautifully glowing orb the size of a large orange, nestled proudly in the center of her rounded translucent belly. The tiny hybrid spark inside had grown into a distinct, pulsing form — a perfect blend of soft blue gel and faint, starry white light. Every time she moved, it cast a gentle, ethereal glow across her curves, making her look like a living goddess of fertility and sex.
 
We had slowed down, but what we lost in frantic Position Olympics, we gained in depth and intimacy that made my chest ache with emotion.
 
This evening, Blu pulled me gently onto the main blanket and flowed over me like warm, living silk. Instead of simply riding me, she molded her entire body around mine in a full envelopment. Her thick thighs wrapped my waist, her massive breasts cushioned my chest, and her gel flesh slowly enveloped me from neck to ankles in a perfect, warm, breathing second skin. Only my face and cock remained free — the latter buried to the hilt inside her tight, rippling womb chamber.
 
“Gods, Blu…” I whispered, voice hoarse with awe and lust. “You feel like you’re hugging me from the inside.”
 
She gurgled softly, lovingly — a deep, resonant “Gllllllrrrrp…♥” that vibrated through every inch of her body and into mine. Then she began to move.
 
It wasn’t fucking anymore. It was deeper. Slower. More intimate. She rolled her hips in long, sensual waves, her inner walls caressing every vein and ridge of my cock with devoted care. Because she completely surrounded me, I felt her everywhere — warm, slick, loving gel massaging my back, thighs, arms, and balls while her pussy gently milked me. I could see my shaft sliding in and out of her glowing, rounded belly, pressing tenderly against our child’s orb with every thrust.
 
I wrapped my arms around her and held her close as we moved together. Her massive, leaking breasts squished against me, sweet cream coating my skin. I kissed her glossy blue lips deeply, tongues swirling in slow, wet affection while she made the softest, most devoted gurgles into my mouth.
 
When I finally came, it was slow and powerful. Thick, heavy ropes of cum surged into her womb, visibly swirling and painting the glowing orb in pearly white streaks. Blu formed delicate, glowing heart patterns all around her belly again, framing our child like a sacred offering. She held me there, completely enveloped, pulsing gently around my cock long after I finished, as if trying to keep every drop and every moment of closeness inside her forever.
 
Afterward, still wrapped in her warm gel embrace, she offered me her special pregnancy blend.
 
“For me?” I asked with a smile.
 
She gurgled affirmatively and formed a soft, nipple-like spout just above her collarbone. I latched on and drank. The flavor was incredible — rich, sweet strawberries mixed with warm vanilla, honey, and something deeper, almost spiritual. It tasted like strawberries and pure devotion. I moaned softly as the warm, thick liquid flowed down my throat, filling me with comfort and love. She stroked my hair tenderly while I nursed, her glowing orb pulsing peacefully between us.
 
“You taste like home,” I murmured against her gel skin, licking a stray drop from her nipple. “I could drink you forever.”
 
Later that night she went hunting, returning with an absolute feast. She had absorbed rare glowing cave shrimp, sweet crystal fruits, and tender cave mushrooms, all perfectly seasoned and temperature-controlled inside her body. She formed a small table-like platform from her own gel and served me like a devoted wife. I ate while she watched happily, one hand resting on her rounded belly.
 
But the sweetest moment came the next afternoon.
 
I was exhausted from days of constant loving. Blu noticed immediately. She gurgled softly and reshaped part of her lower body into a perfect, cozy cradle — a warm, gel hammock lined with extra-soft padding, shaped like a protective womb. She gently pulled me inside it, my head resting between her massive breasts, my body fully supported and surrounded by her warm, living flesh. Her rounded belly glowed softly above me like a night light.
 
“Safe,” she seemed to say with a gentle gurgle as she sealed the cradle around me. I felt completely protected, floating in warm, loving slime while her heartbeat-like pulse thrummed around me. I fell asleep instantly, napping for hours inside my pregnant slime wife, lulled by her gentle rocking and the soft glow of our child.
 
When I woke up, I was grinning like an idiot.
 
“You know what?” I said, stretching luxuriously inside her cradle. “We should work on communication. Let’s try charades. It’ll be fun.”
 
Blu tilted her head curiously.
 
I started simple. I acted out “eating,” then “hunting,” then made exaggerated gestures for “I love you.” She watched with focused, glowing eyes.
 
Then it was her turn to respond.
 
With a mischievous little “Gllrrrp~!” she suddenly flowed off me and concentrated hard. Her gel body split and reshaped right in front of me.
 
A perfect, life-sized, fully detailed copy of my own naked body formed beside her — every muscle, every vein, even my perpetually semi-hard cock accurately replicated in translucent blue gel.
 
I burst out laughing. “What are you—?”
 
Before I could finish, the slime-Dickard grinned, dropped to the floor, and started doing the worm. The ridiculous dance looked utterly absurd — my exact naked body, blue and translucent, flopping across the cave floor in perfect worming motions, cock flopping wildly with every thrust forward.
 
I lost it completely. I fell back roaring with laughter, tears streaming down my face. Blu watched me, then pointed at her creation and gurgled with pure delight — wet, bubbly laughter that filled the entire grotto. The slime-Dickard kept worming enthusiastically, even adding a little hip thrust at the end for maximum comedy.
 
“That’s cheating,” I wheezed, clutching my stomach. “That’s cheating! That’s not charades, that’s humiliating slime puppet show!”
 
Blu dissolved the copy with a playful splat and flowed back into my arms, both of us still shaking with laughter — me gasping for air, her bubbling happily against my chest. She pressed her glowing, heart-covered belly against me and made the softest, most affectionate gurgle, as if saying “I love making you laugh.”
 
I kissed her deeply, still chuckling, hands gently cradling her beautiful rounded orb.
 
“Final week of research and I’ve never been happier,” I whispered against her lips. “You’re not just my research subject anymore, Blu. You’re my everything.”
 
She answered by molding around me once more, enveloping me completely in warm, loving gel as we sank into another long, slow, intimate joining — my cock sliding deep into her glowing womb while we stayed locked together, hearts and bodies perfectly in sync.
 
This wasn’t research anymore.
 
This was the honeymoon phase.
 
And I never wanted it to end.




Chapter 10: Farewell Kiss and the Next Notebook Page

The thirtieth day arrived too quickly.
 
I stood in the middle of our glowing grotto, journal closed for the last time, heart feeling heavier than my satchel. One full month of “research” had turned into the most intense, filthy, beautiful experience of my life. Blu’s belly was now gloriously rounded, the glowing orb of our child shining like a small sun inside her translucent blue body. She looked radiant. And sad.
 
We both knew it was time.
 
But first… one final, desperate farewell fuck.
 
Blu read my mind instantly. With a low, needy “GLLLLRRRRRP!” that echoed off the walls, she surged forward and slammed me against the crystal wall so hard my teeth rattled. This wasn’t gentle honeymoon sex. This was raw, rough, claiming territory.
 
She formed thick, powerful tentacles of gel from her sides and wrists, pinning my arms above my head while she ripped my trousers down with aggressive hunger. My cock sprang free, already steel-hard and dripping. She didn’t tease. She dropped to her knees and swallowed me to the balls in one violent motion, her throat bulging obscenely as she sucked me with wet, filthy, desperate ferocity.
 
“Fuck—Blu!” I snarled, hips bucking.
 
She gurgled wildly around my cock, throat pulsing and squeezing like a living sleeve made for breeding. Thick strings of her lube and saliva splattered onto the floor as she deepthroated me brutally, eyes glowing with possessive need. I fucked her face hard, gripping her head, using her throat like a cocksleeve until tears of lube ran down her translucent cheeks.
 
Then she stood, spun around, and braced her hands on the wall, shoving her fat, pregnant ass back against me. Her rounded belly hung low and heavy, glowing brightly.
 
I grabbed her wide hips and slammed into her dripping pussy in one savage thrust, burying myself balls-deep. The wet SQUELCH was obscene. I fucked her like an animal—hard, fast, punishing strokes that made her massive tits swing and spray sweet cream against the crystal wall.
 
“Mine,” I growled, reaching around to grip her swollen belly. “This womb is fucking mine. This child is mine. You’re my slime wife.”
 
“GLLLRRRRP—!!” she answered with a bestial, loving gurgle, slamming back onto me just as hard. Her inner walls rippled and sucked greedily, milking my cock with desperate contractions.
 
I marked her. Leaning forward, I bit down hard on the sensitive gel of her shoulder, sucking hard enough to leave a visible darker blue hickey. She shuddered and came instantly, pussy gushing hot nectar down my thighs. I kept pounding, reaching under to rub her swollen clit while my other hand mauled her leaking tits.
 
We changed positions constantly in our frenzy. I bent her over the research blanket, railing her from behind while watching my cock destroy her insides through her transparent body. Then I flipped her onto her back, lifted her thick legs high, and folded her pregnant body in half, hammering her womb with deep, brutal strokes. Every thrust made her glowing orb bounce and flare.
 
Finally she flowed upward, wrapping her entire body around me again, but this time aggressively. She impaled herself on my cock mid-air, thick thighs locked around my waist, and rode me with violent bounces while biting and sucking marks all over my neck and chest. Her gel teeth left perfect blue love bites that tingled warmly on my skin.
 
I was feral.
 
“I’m going to cum,” I snarled against her lips. “Take everything. Every fucking drop.”
 
Blu gurgled desperately and squeezed me tighter, her womb chamber pulsing wildly around my cock. I exploded like a bomb.
 
With a guttural roar I unloaded everything I had. Massive, thick ropes of cum blasted violently into her womb, flooding the glowing orb in heavy white waves. It was the biggest load of the entire month — powerful, endless spurts that painted her insides completely opaque for several seconds before slowly swirling and mixing with her blue gel. The force was so strong her belly visibly swelled even more as I pumped her full.
 
She screamed in gurgles and came with me, her entire body convulsing.
 
Then, still impaled and trembling, Blu gave me her final gift. She tilted her head back, formed a wide, smooth opening just above her pussy, and released.
 
A hot, powerful torrent of her pregnancy blend piss gushed out over my stomach, chest, and cock in a golden-blue flood. It was thick, sweet, and delicious — strawberries, cream, devotion, and raw lust all mixed together. The warm stream sprayed everywhere, soaking me completely as she marked me with her scent, her claim. I opened my mouth and drank greedily while still cumming inside her, the filthy, beautiful act pushing us both into a second, shaking climax.
 
We stayed locked together, panting, dripping, marked, and utterly spent. My cum swirled visibly inside her pregnant belly like a galaxy. Her piss ran down both our bodies in shiny rivers. I kissed her deeply, sharing the taste of her own fluids between our tongues.
 
Then came the real goodbye.
 
We walked slowly to the cave mouth together, hand in hand. Sunlight streamed in, harsh and bright after a month in soft torch-glow. Blu stopped at the threshold, unable to go further into direct daylight without evaporating. She stood there, one hand protectively cradling her glowing, cum-filled womb, the other raised in a sad little wave. Her gurgles were soft and heartbroken. “Gllrrp… mmmrrrr…”
 
I stepped close, cupped her face, and kissed her with everything I had. Deep, slow, loving. I tasted every flavor we’d ever shared — strawberry cream, honey-lavender, blue-raspberry, salted caramel piss, sweet milk, and pure love. Our tongues danced for a long, aching minute.
 
“I’ll be back, Blu,” I whispered against her lips, voice cracking. “I promise. This isn’t the end. I’ll return for you and our child. Wait for me.”
 
She nodded, eyes glowing softly. Then she formed a tiny, perfect blue heart in her palm, pulsing with warm light. She pressed it to the center of my chest. The gel sank in, absorbing directly into my skin, leaving a small, permanent warm spot right over my heart. It throbbed gently, like a second heartbeat.
 
I stepped back into the sunlight, journal tucked under my arm, clothes still damp with her fluids and marked with her bites. I forced myself to start walking down the path.
 
But after ten steps I stopped and glanced back.
 
Blu was still standing at the cave mouth, one hand waving slowly, the other cradling her glowing, rounded belly protectively. The sunlight caught her translucent body, making her look like liquid sapphire. She looked beautiful. Pregnant. Mine.
 
I realized right then that the greatest discovery in all of Lustopia wasn’t written anywhere in my notes.
 
It was the silent, gurgly, cum-stuffed slime wife I was already missing with every step I took.
 
I swallowed hard, touched the warm heart on my chest, and whispered into the wind:
 
“See you soon, my love.”
 
Then I turned toward Slimehaven, already sketching the next monster girl in my mind.
 
…Something with tentacles, probably.
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