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Stuffed by the Slime King

Nyra traced her fingers along the damp cave wall, following the faint trail of phosphorescent moss like bread crumbs in a dark fairy tale. The light pulsed weakly against her weathered gloves, a blue-green whisper leading her deeper into the mountain's throat. Myths spoke of a chamber of living light hidden in these caverns—tales dismissed by serious explorers as campfire nonsense—but Nyra had always found truth hiding in the cracks between folklore and science.

"Come on, you little glowing bastards," she muttered, her voice swallowed by the thick silence. "Show me where you're really from."

The trail of moss grew thicker, spreading across the stone like a nervous system. Her headlamp cast harsh shadows that danced when she moved, making the moss seem to recoil from the artificial light. She switched it off, letting her eyes adjust to the soft biological glow. Her boots crunched on loose pebbles, the sound unnervingly loud in the narrow passage.

Nyra's expedition pack pressed against her spine as the ceiling dropped lower. The lightweight armor she'd worn—a compromise between protection and mobility—scraped against the rock overhead. She'd been called paranoid for insisting on it. Cave exploration required climbing gear and common sense, her colleagues had argued, not the reinforced, flexible plates that now shielded her torso, arms, and legs.

"Better paranoid than dead," she whispered to herself, ducking lower.

The passage narrowed further, the walls pinching together like pursed lips. Nyra turned sideways, pressing her back against one wall, her chest against the other. She inched forward, controlling her breathing against the instinctive panic of confinement. The moss here grew in elaborate spirals, its glow intensifying as if responding to her presence.

A draft of warm air brushed her face—unusual for cave systems, which typically maintained cool, stable temperatures. This warmth carried something else: a scent like ozone after lightning, metallic and alive.

"That's... different," she said, her scientific curiosity overpowering her caution.

The crack in the rock wall ahead glowed more intensely, a slice of blue light cutting through the darkness. Too narrow for comfort, but possibly wide enough for her frame if she exhaled fully. She released the straps of her pack, letting it drop to the cave floor. She could retrieve it later. The armor would stay—she hadn't survived this long by taking unnecessary risks.

Nyra pressed her face near the opening, trying to peer through. The light was too bright, too uniform to see anything beyond. She wedged her shoulder into the gap, grimacing as the rock face scraped against her armor. She turned her head sideways, her cheek pressed uncomfortably against the cold stone.

"This is probably stupid," she grunted, pushing harder, wiggling her hips to gain another inch.

With a sound like reluctant suction, the crack seemed to give just slightly—enough for her to squeeze through, tumbling forward as she broke free. She caught herself on her hands and knees, breathing hard from the effort, and then froze as her brain processed what her eyes were seeing.

"Impossible," she whispered.

The chamber before her defied everything she knew about cave formations. Perfectly circular, at least thirty feet in diameter, with a domed ceiling that rose high above. But it wasn't the shape that made her breath catch—it was the light. Every surface pulsed with bioluminescence, not the gentle glow of the moss in the tunnels but an intense, electric blue that seemed to throb with its own heartbeat. The walls weren't stone, but something organic—smooth and glossy, like the inside of a massive shell coated in thick, translucent gelatin.

Nyra slowly rose to her feet, turning in a full circle. No other visible exits. Just the crack she'd squeezed through, which now appeared smaller than she remembered. The air hung heavy and warm, humid like a tropical greenhouse, carrying that same ozone scent but stronger now, almost overwhelming.

"This shouldn't exist," she said, her voice bouncing strangely, as if absorbed rather than echoed. "Not naturally."

She approached one wall cautiously, hand outstretched. The surface glistened wetly, undulating subtly like the membrane of some enormous lung. When her fingers made contact, the material felt slick but not unpleasant—warm, with a slight give like firm gelatin. The blue light brightened where she touched, pulsing outward in concentric rings from her fingertips.

Nyra pulled her hand back quickly, wiping it on her thigh. "Responsive to touch. Interesting."

She took several steps toward the center of the chamber, her scientific mind cataloging observations even as another part of her brain screamed warnings. Her boot slid suddenly, and she barely caught her balance. Looking down, she saw the floor wasn't solid like the walls but covered in a thin layer of the same viscous substance—thicker in some areas, pooling like clear, blue-tinted oil.

"Gross," she muttered, lifting one foot to examine the bottom of her boot. The substance clung in sticky strings, stretching and refusing to break. "Very gross."

A gentle vibration traveled through the floor, through her boots and into her bones. Not like an earthquake—more purposeful, like the hum of machinery powering up. The pools of viscous fluid trembled, rippling from the center outward.

The hairs on Nyra's arms rose beneath her armor. Something was different. Something was responding. The chamber no longer felt empty.

"Time to go," she decided aloud, turning back toward the entrance crack.

She made it three steps before the floor beneath her seemed to liquefy. She sank ankle-deep in the suddenly pooling substance, her boots making obscene sucking sounds as she tried to pull free. The blue glow intensified, pulsing faster, almost stroboscopic in its rhythm.

"Hey! What—"

From the central pool, something rose—not splashing upward but extending smoothly, like a finger of gelatin lifting in slow motion. Then another. And another. Tendrils, thick as her wrist, glowing the same electric blue as the walls but more intensely, with an almost crystalline clarity.

"No," Nyra said firmly, as if addressing a misbehaving pet. She yanked her right foot free with a wet pop and tried to step backward. "No, absolutely not."

The tendrils moved with deliberate precision, not rushing but relentless. One curled around her left ankle, still trapped in the viscous floor. The sensation was startling—warm, firm but gentle, like being wrapped in living silk. Nyra's breath hitched. She pulled harder, managing to free her trapped foot, but the tendril maintained its grip.

"Let go!" she demanded, shaking her leg.

Another tendril snaked forward, wrapping around her right wrist as she reached for the utility knife at her belt. The touch sent an odd tingling sensation up her arm, not painful but disorienting, as if the boundary between the slime and her skin was becoming confused.

"Stop this!" Her voice rose, echoing strangely in the chamber.

Two more tendrils shot forward—one capturing her other wrist, the other wrapping around her right ankle. In seconds, she was effectively immobilized, arms and legs stretched slightly away from her body. She struggled against the bonds, but they yielded just enough to prevent injury while remaining inescapable.

"This isn't happening," she gasped, trying to stay rational even as panic fluttered in her chest. "You're not real. You can't be real."

A thicker tendril rose from the center pool, hovering before her face like a cobra preparing to strike. It weaved slightly, as if studying her, then slowly extended toward her. Nyra turned her head away, but the tendril followed, gently pressing against her cheek. The contact sent a jolt through her mind—not pain, but the distinct impression of curiosity.

Another tendril emerged, this one sliding around her waist, then spreading upward across her chest plate. The armor, designed to protect against physical impacts, offered no barrier to the slime's touch. The tendril thinned and spread, covering her torso like a second skin, working its way around to her back.

A final tendril, thinner than the others, coiled slowly around her neck—not choking, but establishing a presence she couldn't ignore. The pressure was firm, controlling, but careful.

"Let me go," she breathed, her voice barely more than a whisper now.

The chamber pulsed once, twice, three times—the blue light flaring with each beat. The vibration intensified, and Nyra felt it not just through her feet but inside her skull, behind her eyes, between her ears. It organized itself into a pattern that wasn't quite sound but wasn't quite thought either—something between the two, impressed directly into her consciousness.

No.

A single concept, perfectly clear despite lacking any audible component. Not a recording or a mechanical response, but a communication carrying intent, curiosity, and something else—a hunger that made Nyra's skin prickle with goosebumps despite the warmth of the chamber.

***

The first plate of Nyra's armor didn't so much break as simply surrender, melting away where the slime touched it. She watched in disbelief as the reinforced polymer—designed to withstand extreme pressure and temperature—softened like butter in a hot pan, dripping down her shoulder in viscous rivulets. The material didn't burn her skin; instead, it transformed, becoming indistinguishable from the blue ooze manipulating it.

"Stop!" she gasped, but the command held less conviction now. "What are you doing to me?"

No verbal response came, but she felt a ripple of... amusement? The sensation arrived directly in her brain, bypassing her ears entirely. The slime wasn't just communicating; it was connecting.

The chest plate went next, the front section dissolving under a broad swipe of blue tentacle. The back followed a moment later, leaving her in just the thin moisture-wicking shirt she wore beneath. The fabric provided no barrier at all—the slime simply seeped through it, making the material transparent before dissolving it entirely. Nyra's breasts were exposed to the warm, humid air, her nipples hardening despite herself.

"This isn't—" she began, but words failed her as another section of armor liquefied around her hips.

The leg plates melted in symmetric patterns, starting at her thighs and working downward. Her boots were the last to go, the thick soles resisting momentarily before surrendering to the inevitable chemical breakdown. Within minutes, Nyra hung suspended in the tendrils' grip, completely naked, the remnants of her armor and clothing now part of the blue slime coating the chamber floor.

Vulnerability crashed through her like a physical wave. She'd been stripped not just of clothing but of control, of pretense, of the barriers between herself and this impossible entity. Goosebumps spread across her exposed skin, a confused reaction to both fear and the chamber's persistent warmth.

"What do you want from me?" she whispered, though she was beginning to suspect the answer.

The grip on her wrists and ankles shifted, not releasing but repositioning. With gentle insistence, the tendrils pulled her limbs outward and upward. She felt her body being lifted, rising a foot above the floor, then two. The slime below her rippled in anticipation. Other tendrils rose to support her back, her waist, the curve of her hips—not restraining now but cradling.

Nyra found herself floating horizontally, face-up, suspended in the tendrils' careful grip. They adjusted her position with deliberate precision, easing her legs apart, exposing the most intimate parts of her body to the light and air. The position should have been humiliating—and part of her recognized that it was—but something about the slime's touch was affecting her ability to hold onto that emotion.

"Please," she said, uncertain now whether she was pleading for release or something else entirely.

Her heart hammered inside her chest, each pulse echoing the chamber's blue glow. The air felt thick in her lungs, carrying molecules that seemed to bypass her normal thought processes. Chemicals? Pheromones? Or simply the psychic influence of whatever consciousness controlled this living cave? Either way, Nyra felt her terror slowly bleeding into a confused arousal that she couldn't entirely reject.

A new tendril emerged from below, thicker than the others—as wide as three of her fingers pressed together. It rose between her parted thighs, hovering momentarily as if savoring the anticipation. Nyra held her breath, muscles tensing. The tendril lowered slowly, making first contact with the inside of her right thigh, just above the knee.

"Oh!" she gasped, unprepared for the sensation.

The touch was electric—warm and cool simultaneously, sending tingles along her femoral nerve straight to her core. The tendril glided upward with exquisite slowness, leaving a trail of moisture that evaporated almost instantly, replaced by sensitized skin that craved more contact. It paused at the juncture of her thigh and groin, so close to her sex that she could feel the heat radiating from it.

Another tendril approached from below, this one sliding along the curve of her ass. It traced the divide between her cheeks with teasing deliberation, applying just enough pressure to make its presence unmistakable. Nyra bit her lip, fighting the urge to press down against it.

The first tendril moved again, finally crossing the threshold to brush directly against her outer labia. The contact was feather-light, almost questioning, and lasted only a moment before retreating slightly. Despite herself, Nyra's hips lifted infinitesimally, seeking to maintain the connection.

The slime vibrated with that same sense of amusement, and this time Nyra felt certain there was a pleased quality to it. It had noticed her response—her body's betrayal of her conscious mind.

The tendril returned, more confidently now, spreading its tip to encompass her entire vulva in a gentle caress. Nyra's breath hitched. She was already wet—had been since the armor started dissolving—but now she felt a rush of fresh arousal dampen her folds. The slime's touch was unlike anything she'd experienced: textured but smooth, firm yet yielding, cool on contact but quickly warming to match her body's heat.

"God," she whispered, the word half-prayer, half-curse.

The tendril exploring her ass grew bolder, pressing more firmly against her puckered entrance. Not penetrating yet, but making its intentions clear. It circled slowly, spreading a slickness that made Nyra acutely aware of nerves she rarely acknowledged.

While her lower body was being systematically explored, a new, thinner tendril appeared before her face. It weaved hypnotically in her field of vision before lowering to her chest. With precise delicacy, it circled her left nipple, which tightened immediately into a hard peak. The sensation was so intense that Nyra gasped again, louder this time.

The tendril wound around her nipple like a tiny snake, squeezing gently. Then its tip extended, flattening into a small disc that vibrated against the sensitive tip. Nyra moaned openly now, beyond caring about the display of response. The pleasure was too direct, too perfectly calibrated to be denied.

Another thin tendril approached her face, hovering before her lips. It pulsed gently, its light brightening and dimming in rhythm with her quickening heartbeat. Nyra knew what it wanted. Part of her—the researcher, the rational human—screamed in protest. But another part, growing stronger by the second, parted her lips in surrender.

The tendril slipped into her mouth, thin at first, just enough to rest on her tongue. The taste was surprising—not unpleasant but alien, like electrified honey mixed with sea salt. It expanded slightly, filling more of her mouth without triggering her gag reflex. When Nyra instinctively sucked on it, the slime responded with a pleased vibration that traveled through her entire body.

Her brain began to fog. Each point of contact with the slime seemed to connect to a central network of pleasure, creating feedback loops that bypassed her rational thought. The boundaries between her body and the entity touching her became less distinct. Was she feeling the slime, or was it feeling her? The question seemed increasingly irrelevant.

Between her legs, the thick tendril finally parted her folds completely, sliding along her slit from front to back. It paused at her entrance, circling teasingly before pressing just the tip inside. Nyra moaned around the tendril in her mouth, her hips lifting involuntarily to take more.

The slime obliged, but at its own measured pace. The tendril pushed inward an inch, then retreated slightly, then advanced again, deeper this time. The sensation of being filled, of being deliberately penetrated by this living substance, sent waves of forbidden pleasure through Nyra's pelvis. The tendril was warm, warmer than the ambient air, almost matching her internal temperature but not quite—just different enough to make her exquisitely aware of its presence.

At the same time, the tendril between her ass cheeks pressed more insistently against her back entrance. Nyra tensed reflexively, but the slime produced more lubrication, easing the initial resistance. It entered her slowly, carefully, somehow knowing exactly how much pressure to apply. There was a brief sting that quickly dissolved into a deep, spreading warmth as the tendril worked its way inside.

Nyra's world narrowed to these points of connection. Her pussy, gradually filling with the pulsing blue tendril. Her ass, stretching around the intrusion that felt increasingly welcome. Her nipples, one still circled by the vibrating tip while another tendril had found the right breast, mirroring the stimulation. Her mouth, filled with the tendril that seemed to pulse in time with her racing heart.

Every nerve tingled with a sensation that transcended ordinary pleasure. The slime had found a way to directly stimulate her nervous system, creating cascades of endorphins and other neurochemicals that left her floating in a sea of bliss. Her conscious mind retreated, overwhelmed by pure sensation.

The penetration deepened. The tendril in her sex pushed further, widening slightly to apply perfect pressure against her front wall, finding the spongy tissue of her g-spot with unerring accuracy. The tendril in her ass advanced in counterpoint, creating a rhythm of alternating pressure that made Nyra whimper with need.

"More," she gasped around the tendril in her mouth, no longer afraid to voice her desires.

The slime hummed its approval, the vibration traveling through all points of contact simultaneously. The tendril in her pussy thickened, stretching her further, filling her more completely. It began to move with more purpose, sliding in and out in long, deliberate strokes that built a mounting pressure in her lower abdomen.

The tendril in her ass followed suit, matching the rhythm but moving in opposition—pushing in as the other pulled out, then retreating as the other advanced. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, creating feedback loops of pleasure that spiraled tighter and tighter.

Nyra's first orgasm caught her almost by surprise. It built quickly, too quickly for her to brace against it, crashing through her with stunning intensity. Her body bucked against the restraining tendrils, her inner walls clamping down on the invading appendages. She screamed around the tendril in her mouth, the sound muffled but unmistakable. The slime responded by increasing its vibration, amplifying and extending her climax until she thought she might pass out from the sheer intensity.

But the slime wasn't finished. As the first wave receded, the tendrils shifted their angle slightly, finding new nerve clusters to stimulate. The one in her mouth retreated, allowing Nyra to gasp for air, her chest heaving with exertion. The reprieve was brief; the tendril returned, thicker this time, more insistent, sliding deeper into her throat with careful precision that somehow avoided triggering her gag reflex.

The tendrils at her breasts intensified their vibration, sending jolts of electricity straight to her core. The dual penetration below continued unabated, the slime apparently tireless in its rhythmic invasion. Nyra's oversensitized nerves protested briefly, then surrendered to a new wave of building pleasure.

"Can't," she managed to gasp during a brief moment when the oral tendril withdrew slightly. "Too much."

But her body disagreed. Already the tension was rebuilding, coiling tighter in her pelvis. The slime seemed to sense her approaching threshold and adjusted accordingly, slowing its pace but increasing the depth and pressure of each stroke. The tendril in her pussy curved upward, pressing firmly against her g-spot with each inward thrust. The one in her ass expanded slightly at its tip, creating a fullness that bordered on discomfort but remained firmly in the realm of pleasure.

Her second orgasm built more slowly than the first but reached greater heights. It began as a low pulse deep in her core, then expanded outward in concentric waves of ecstasy. Nyra's back arched sharply, her toes curling, fingers grasping at empty air as the climax took control of her body. Her vision blurred, the blue light of the chamber fragmenting into prismatic patterns behind her eyelids.

This time, the slime extended her orgasm even further, manipulating her body with inhuman precision. Just as one peak began to subside, it would shift its stimulation, triggering another wave, until Nyra lost count of the individual pulses of pleasure. They blended together into one continuous state of bliss that left her floating, twitching, completely at the mercy of the entity that held her.

Eventually, the intensity gradually decreased, allowing Nyra to drift back toward consciousness. She hung suspended in the tendrils' grip, her body limp with exhaustion and satisfaction, covered in a sheen of sweat that mingled with the slime's moisture. Her mind was blissfully empty of thought, reduced to pure sensation and instinct.

The slime continued to hold her gently, tendrils still buried inside her but now motionless, allowing her to recover. Nyra floated in the afterglow, her breathing slowly returning to normal, her heartbeat gradually calming. She felt utterly spent, completely used, and yet somehow more alive than she'd ever been.

In the back of her mind, a small voice of reason tried to reassert itself—to remind her that she'd been captured, violated, manipulated by an alien entity. But that voice was distant, muffled by the lingering haze of pleasure and the strange psychic connection that still hummed between her and the slime. For now, at least, Nyra was content to surrender to the experience, to float in the warm embrace of the impossible being that had claimed her body so thoroughly.

***

Inside Nyra, the slime began to change. The tendrils that had been rhythmically thrusting within her pussy and ass grew denser, heavier. What had been fluid became semi-solid, the texture transforming from silk to something firmer, like warm wax hardening into distinctive shapes. Knot-like protrusions formed near the base of each tendril, pressing against her entrances from the inside, stretching her in new ways. Her breath caught as she realized what was happening—the creature wasn't just exploring her body anymore. It was claiming it.

"What—what are you doing?" she gasped, her voice hoarse from moaning.

The tendrils holding her wrists and ankles tightened slightly, a reminder of her helplessness. The thin tendril that had been in her mouth withdrew completely, allowing her to speak. In its place, she felt a new pressure against her mind—stronger than before, more focused, carrying complex impressions rather than simple concepts.

Prepare.

The word arrived in her consciousness fully formed, accompanied by images too alien to comprehend completely—impressions of cycles, of continuity, of transformation. Beneath these concepts lay something more primal: hunger, need, purpose. Nyra shivered as she realized she wasn't communicating with a simple organism but with a complex entity—a controlling intelligence within the slime.

"Prepare for what?" she asked, though part of her already knew the answer.

The tendril in her pussy thickened further, the bulbous protrusion expanding until it pressed firmly against her cervix. In her ass, a similar knot formed, stretching her sphincter to its limit without quite crossing the threshold of pain. Both tendrils now functioned as plugs, sealing her from the inside, making withdrawal impossible without tearing her delicate tissues. The slime was too careful, too deliberate for that—it wanted her intact.

For what came next.

The realization dawned just as the first pulse hit. Deep inside her womb, the tendril released a surge of warm fluid—not a small amount but a significant volume that immediately created pressure against her inner walls. Nyra gasped, her abdomen tightening reflexively, trying to expel the foreign substance. But with both orifices plugged securely by the knot-like formations, there was nowhere for the fluid to go except deeper.

"Oh god," she breathed, looking down at herself.

Already she could see a slight distension of her lower abdomen—just a subtle rounding, but unmistakable to her eyes. The slime had begun to fill her, literally pour itself into her body, using her as a vessel.

"King," she whispered, the word arriving in her mind from nowhere she recognized. "Slime King."

The entity pulsed with approval, the blue light intensifying throughout the chamber. The term hadn't come from her own thoughts but had been placed there—a name, an identity, a role. The intelligence controlling the slime, directing this entire encounter. The Slime King.

Another pulse. More fluid surged into her womb, warmer than before, almost hot. Nyra moaned as the pressure increased. Her belly visibly rounded now, pushing outward as if she'd eaten an enormous meal. The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced—not painful exactly, but overwhelming in its alienness.

"Slow down," she pleaded. "I need time to adjust."

The Slime King seemed to consider this request. The tendrils throughout the chamber undulated thoughtfully, their movements creating ripples in the pools below. Then, rather than slowing, the tentacle within her began to pulse rhythmically, each beat delivering another surge of the warm, viscous fluid directly into her womb. The knot-like mass locked within her pussy expanded slightly, ensuring not a drop could escape.

Nyra's belly continued to swell, the skin stretching to accommodate the increasing volume. She looked four months pregnant now, her normally flat stomach protruding in a firm dome. The tendrils that had been stimulating her breasts moved to caress this new curve, spreading a tingling blue film across her skin that seemed to ease the stretching sensation.

"Too much," she gasped as another surge filled her, pushing her belly outward another inch. "I can't hold any more."

More, came the immediate response, not just as a word but as a concept packed with inevitability. The command vibrated through her entire body, resonating at a frequency that bypassed her conscious objections and spoke directly to something deeper.

The Slime King wasn't asking permission. It was stating a fact, a truth about what would happen regardless of her protests. And strangely, terrifyingly, part of Nyra responded to this certainty with a rush of arousal so intense it made her dizzy. Her pussy clenched around the tendril inside her, her clit throbbing with renewed need.

"No more," she said, but her voice lacked conviction.

The filling continued, a relentless rhythm of expansion that transformed Nyra's body with each pulse. Her belly swelled past any natural size she could have achieved, stretching outward like a balloon gradually filling with water. Six months pregnant, then seven, then beyond even that comparison. The skin stretched taut, taking on a slight blue sheen where the slime's secretions had prepared it for this distension.

Nyra watched in disbelief as her body changed before her eyes. Her hands, still restrained by tendrils, twitched with the instinctive desire to touch her growing belly. Sensing this, the Slime King adjusted its hold, lowering her arms enough to allow her fingers to brush against the taut dome of her abdomen.

The contact sent a jolt of pleasure through her system. Her skin was hypersensitive, nerves firing with confused signals of pressure and arousal. When she pressed lightly, she could feel the fluid shifting inside her, creating waves of sensation that traveled directly to her core.

"What is this?" she whispered, torn between horror and fascination. "What are you putting inside me?"

Essence, came the reply, along with impressions of life, continuity, transformation. Future.

Another massive surge filled her, this one so substantial that Nyra cried out as her belly visibly expanded in real time. She looked nine months pregnant now, except the shape was more uniform, more spherical than a human pregnancy would be. The Slime King's essence—whatever that meant—continued to pump into her at regular intervals, each pulse accompanied by a flash of blue light throughout the chamber.

Despite the extreme distension, Nyra felt no pain—only pressure, fullness, and a strange floating sensation as her body's center of gravity shifted. The slime had prepared her somehow, either through the substances it secreted onto her skin or through the psychic connection that grew stronger with each passing minute. Her body accepted what should have been impossible.

"More?" she asked, no longer fighting but surrendering to curiosity. To need.

Yes.

The tempo increased. Pulses came faster, each delivering a smaller amount but in such rapid succession that Nyra's belly continued to expand steadily. Her navel, once an innie, had flattened and now began to push outward, becoming an outie as the internal pressure forced it to reverse. The skin around it stretched thin, almost translucent, revealing hints of the blue fluid contained within.

Nyra's rational mind made one last attempt to assert itself, to remind her that this was wrong, dangerous, impossible. But that voice grew fainter with each pulse, drowned out by new sensations that rewired her priorities in real time. The pressure inside her had transformed into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Each surge of fluid stimulated nerve endings she hadn't known existed. Her clit pulsed in time with the filling, constantly stimulated by the vibrations traveling through the tendril locked inside her.

Her belly continued to grow, moving well beyond any human comparison. She looked like she was carrying twins, then triplets, then something else entirely—something unnatural and yet increasingly right. The weight of it should have been uncomfortable, but the tendrils supporting her adjusted constantly, distributing the pressure evenly, keeping her suspended in perfect balance.

"More," she groaned, the word now a plea rather than a protest. Something fundamental had shifted in her consciousness. The filling wasn't being done to her anymore—it was being done for her, with her, through her. She had become a willing participant, a vessel not just accepting but craving completion.

The Slime King pulsed with approval. Its essence flowed into her in greater volume now, pushing her belly to new extremes. The skin stretched impossibly, the blue secretions preventing tearing while enhancing sensitivity. Nyra's world narrowed to the sensation of fullness, of being stretched and used and completed.

She lost track of time completely. Minutes or hours might have passed as the Slime King continued its rhythmic filling. Nyra floated in a haze of sensation, her mind emptied of everything except the need to take more, to be filled more completely, to serve the purpose that now defined her existence. Occasional orgasms washed through her, triggered by the internal pressure against sensitive spots or by direct stimulation from the pulsing tendrils. These climaxes were different from before—deeper, more total, as if her entire body had become an erogenous zone centered around her swollen belly.

"Please," she begged, though she couldn't articulate what she was begging for. More filling? Release? Permanent transformation? The desires blurred together into pure need.

The Slime King seemed to understand better than she did. The chamber's light pulsed in sync with her heartbeat, the entire room becoming an extension of her body—or perhaps it was the other way around, her body becoming an extension of the chamber. The distinction felt increasingly meaningless.

Eventually, the pulses began to slow, becoming less frequent but more intense. Each new surge now created a visible ripple across the surface of Nyra's massively distended belly, the skin so tight it seemed almost transparent. Through it, she could see hints of movement—not just the shifting of fluid but something more deliberate, more purposeful.

The final pulse was the most powerful yet. It pushed her beyond what she would have believed possible, her belly now so enormous it dominated her field of vision when she looked down. The Slime King held her suspended, tendrils supporting the impossible weight of her transformed body. Inside, she felt something change—the fluid thickening slightly, taking on a more substantial quality. The knots inside her pussy and ass expanded one last time, locking firmly in place, ensuring not a drop would escape.

Be filled, the Slime King communicated, the concept arriving with finality and satisfaction.

Nyra's mind emptied completely, overtaken by a perfect calm. She had been filled. She had been used. She had been transformed. And somehow, impossibly, it was exactly what she needed.

"Filled," she echoed, her voice dreamy and distant. Her hands stroked the tight surface of her belly, feeling the occasional movement beneath. Whatever the Slime King had put inside her wasn't static—it was active, evolving, becoming.

The chamber's light dimmed slightly, shifting from bright blue to a deeper, more restful indigo. The tendrils holding Nyra adjusted her position carefully, cradling her distended body with reverent attention. She felt herself being lowered slightly, though not all the way to the floor. The Slime King kept her suspended, supported, protected.

Nyra drifted in this strange new reality, her mind finally surrendering completely to the transformation. Her last coherent thought before slipping into a trance-like state was simple acceptance: This was her purpose now. To be filled. To contain. To nurture whatever grew within her swollen belly. The scientific curiosity that had led her into this cave seemed distant and irrelevant compared to this new, all-consuming role.

Inside her, the essence of the Slime King pulsed with life.

***

Time had lost all meaning in the blue chamber. Nyra lay in a shallow pool of slime, her body half-submerged in the warm, viscous fluid that pulsed gently against her skin. The frantic energy of before had subsided, replaced by a strange, peaceful quiet broken only by her steady breathing and the occasional soft ripple in the pool. Her mind floated in a hazy limbo between consciousness and dreams, untethered from urgency or fear.

The chamber's light had dimmed to a soft indigo, casting everything in gentle shadows that pulsed almost imperceptibly with the rhythm of her heartbeat. The ceiling seemed higher now, the walls further away, as if the space had expanded to accommodate her transformed state. Or perhaps her perception had simply altered, her focus narrowed to the immediate sensations of her body.

And what a changed body it was. Nyra lifted her head slightly, looking down at herself with detached fascination. Her belly rose from the shallow pool like an island, massive and round, stretched taut and glistening with a thin film of blue. The skin had taken on an opalescent quality, still recognizably hers but enhanced somehow—stronger, more elastic, faintly luminous in the dim light. Her navel protruded prominently, the stretched skin around it so thin she could see blue light pulsing beneath, synchronized with her heartbeat.

The rest of her body seemed almost diminutive in comparison to her distended abdomen. Her breasts floated partially submerged, her arms spread loosely at her sides, fingertips just touching the surface of the slime pool. Her legs were parted slightly, the water deep enough to cover her most intimate areas but shallow enough that her knees and the tops of her thighs broke the surface like small, pale islands.

She could still feel the plugs inside her—one in her pussy, one in her ass—though they had changed texture again, becoming firmer, almost crystalline. They no longer felt like living tentacles but like carefully crafted stoppers, designed to contain what had been poured into her. When she attempted to contract her muscles experimentally, she found the plugs immovable, sealed in place as if they had become part of her anatomy.

The slime that filled her womb and stretched her belly to such impossible proportions had also changed consistency. No longer purely liquid, it had thickened to a gel-like state, heavy but not uncomfortably so. The tendrils that had previously suspended her in midair had gently deposited her in this shallow pool, but they still provided support beneath her, cushioning her transformed body against the chamber floor.

Nyra tried to move her hand to touch her belly but found her limbs responding sluggishly, as if moving through honey. Not restrained anymore, just heavy with languid satisfaction. Her fingers twitched with effort, finally making contact with the taut skin stretched over her abdomen. The touch sent small electric pulses through her nerve endings, pleasant but muted compared to the overwhelming sensations of before.

Her clit still pulsed occasionally with aftershocks of pleasure, each one sending a ripple through her oversensitized system. These weren't the sharp peaks of orgasm but gentle waves of continued satisfaction, keeping her in a state of mild, constant arousal. Her body felt thoroughly used, completely claimed, but also strangely rejuvenated—as if the slime had taken something from her but given something else in return.

"What happens now?" she whispered, her voice sounding strange in the hushed chamber.

No direct answer came, but thin tendrils rose from the pool around her, hovering momentarily before settling onto her skin. Unlike the purposeful, invasive tentacles from before, these were gentle, almost hesitant, like fingers brushing across her with reverent care. They stroked her arms, her shoulders, her neck, her face—avoiding her belly for now, focusing instead on soothing her, comforting her.

The caressing tendrils left trails of warmth wherever they touched, the slime absorbing into her skin like an expensive moisturizer. Nyra closed her eyes, surrendering to the attention. The scientist in her—the rational, questioning part that should be horrified at what had happened—remained oddly quiet, as if speaking from a great distance through layers of cotton. In its place was a new awareness, a new acceptance of her transformed state.

One tendril, slightly thicker than the others, eventually approached her distended belly. It hovered above the taut surface, pulsing with a brighter blue light, almost as if asking permission. Nyra nodded slightly, curious despite the languor that pervaded her body. The tendril lowered gradually, making contact with her navel first—the most prominent point of her swollen abdomen.

The sensation was different from the other touches—deeper, more resonant. The tendril didn't just touch her skin but seemed to connect with what lay beneath, sending vibrations through the firm gel that filled her. Nyra gasped softly as the vibrations reached something solid within the mass, something that responded with a flutter of movement.

"There's... something in there," she whispered, awe replacing shock. "Something alive."

The tendril pulsed with approval, spreading flatter against her belly, covering more surface area. Through this expanded contact, Nyra could feel more distinct movements—not the random shifting of fluid but purposeful motions, as if something was stretching, growing, becoming. The realization should have terrified her, but in her altered state, it felt right, inevitable, even fascinating.

The movements inside her increased in response to the tendril's touch, as if whatever grew within her recognized its progenitor. Nyra felt no pain, only pressure and a strange sense of completion. Her body had been prepared for this—modified, enhanced, perfected for the purpose of nurturing whatever the Slime King had planted within her.

"What is it?" she asked, though she didn't expect a verbal answer.

Instead, impressions flowed through the psychic connection that still linked her to the entity—images of transformation, of emergence, of continuation. The concept of offspring, but not in the human sense. Something both simpler and more complex—a next phase, a new iteration, a bridge between the Slime King's existence and something else entirely.

The tendrils continued their gentle exploration of her body, avoiding only the plugged orifices that contained the precious cargo. They seemed to be monitoring her, assessing her condition, ensuring her well-being. Their touch was possessive but protective, like a gardener tending a rare and valuable plant.

Nyra drifted in and out of full awareness, time stretching and compressing around her. The chamber's light pulsed slower as she relaxed, matching her deepening breaths. She had no idea how long she had been here—hours? Days? The concept seemed increasingly irrelevant. What mattered was the now, the being, the becoming.

During one of her more lucid moments, she became aware of a change in the chamber's atmosphere. The air seemed charged with anticipation, the blue light intensifying slightly, pulsing with more purpose. The tendrils caressing her body withdrew gradually, gathering together above her distended belly in a complex, braided pattern that twisted and untwisted hypnotically.

From this braided mass, a more substantial presence emerged—not a single tendril but a concentrated convergence of the slime's essence, glowing more brightly than the rest of the chamber. It hovered above Nyra, studying her with an intelligence she could feel rather than see. The Slime King, or some direct manifestation of its consciousness, had come to observe her personally.

A tendril extended from this central mass, touching Nyra's forehead with exquisite gentleness. The contact opened a clearer channel of communication than before, allowing more complex concepts to flow directly into her mind. Images, sensations, and ideas arrived in a carefully controlled stream, revealing more about her situation without overwhelming her altered consciousness.

She understood now that what grew inside her was neither fully human nor fully slime, but something in between—a hybrid being that incorporated elements of both. The Slime King had not just filled her but seeded her, using her body as both incubator and genetic contributor. The process was not complete; it had only begun.

More tomorrow, came the clear psychic whisper, accompanied by impressions of repeated filling, continued expansion, ongoing transformation. Always more.

The words carried no threat, only promise—a statement of what would be, what must be. Nyra felt a shiver run through her that was equal parts anticipation and awe. Her old life, her research, her world above the cave—all seemed distant and unimportant compared to this new purpose that filled her so completely, both literally and figuratively.

The tendril withdrew from her forehead, but the connection lingered. The concentrated presence of the Slime King expanded, spreading into a canopy of pulsing blue that stretched across the ceiling of the chamber. From this canopy, tiny droplets began to fall—not landing on Nyra but on the pool around her, each creating perfect concentric ripples that traveled outward before dissipating against her skin.

Nyra watched the hypnotic pattern of droplets and ripples, feeling herself sinking deeper into acceptance. Her eyelids grew heavy, her breathing slowed. Inside her distended belly, the movement continued—gentle but persistent, like a promise of what was to come. Her hands settled protectively over the taut dome, cradling the impossible life growing within.

As she drifted toward sleep, or something like it, her lips curved in a small, dreamy smile. Part of her knew she should be planning escape, fighting against this alien transformation. But that voice grew fainter with each pulse of blue light, each flutter of movement inside her, each psychic caress from the entity that had claimed her.

More tomorrow.

The words echoed in her mind as consciousness slipped away, replaced by dreams filled with blue light and endless, perfect fullness. In her last moments of awareness, Nyra wondered vaguely if anyone would come looking for her, if they would find the narrow crack in the cave wall, if they too would be drawn to the glowing moss and ancient myths.

She hoped they would. There was room in this chamber for more. The Slime King had shown her that.


The Slime Sovereign’s Pet

The ancient stone steps were cold beneath Lyra's bare feet as she descended into the shrine, her ceremonial robes whispering against her skin like secrets. The air grew thicker with each step, carrying a scent both metallic and sweet, a combination that made her pulse quicken in anticipation and dread. She had prepared for this moment for months, yet nothing could truly ready her for what awaited in the sacred chamber below—the living divinity that required not prayers, but flesh.

Torches lined the narrow passageway, their flames unnaturally still despite the current of air that seemed to pull her downward. Lyra's shadow stretched and contracted against the ancient walls, a distorted companion that betrayed none of her inner trembling. The weight of tradition pressed upon her shoulders as heavily as the stone ceiling looming above.

The passage widened without warning, opening into a circular chamber that seemed to breathe with light. At its center lay the pool—not water, but something more alive, more eager. In the dim illumination, it pulsed with a rhythm that matched her heartbeat, a strange synchronicity that couldn't be coincidence. The surface didn't merely reflect light; it generated it from within, a soft blue-green glow that painted the chamber in underwater hues.

Steam rose from the pool's surface, curling upward like spectral fingers beckoning her closer. The warmth touched her face, collecting in tiny droplets along her hairline, trickling down like premature sweat. Lyra paused at the chamber's edge, suddenly aware of her mortality in the presence of something so ancient, so other.

"I offer myself," she whispered, the traditional words falling from her lips like pebbles into a still pond. The pool rippled in response, though nothing had touched its surface.

With practiced movements born of countless rehearsals, Lyra began to unfasten her robes. First the outer layer, midnight blue and heavy with embroidered constellations, pooled at her feet like spilled ink. The second robe, lighter and the color of dawn, slid from her shoulders with a soft sigh. Each discarded garment represented a barrier between worlds—the mundane and the divine—being deliberately shed.

When the final sheer slip joined the pile of fabric, Lyra stood naked in the chamber. The air caressed her exposed skin with unexpected warmth, raising goosebumps that had nothing to do with cold. The glow from the pool illuminated the curves of her body, casting soft shadows in the hollows of her collarbones, the valley between her breasts, the dip of her navel.

She took a steadying breath and stepped toward the pool. The stone floor transitioned to something smoother, almost organic, as she approached the edge. The substance in the pool moved more urgently now, swirling and gathering as if sensing her proximity. It wasn't simply liquid—it had the consistency of honey, but moved with purpose, with intention.

Lyra dipped one foot into the pool and gasped. The slime was warm, warmer than blood, and it clung to her skin as she withdrew her foot, stretching upward like it couldn't bear to break contact. The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced—not wet exactly, but slick, responsive, almost hungry.

When she committed both feet to the edge of the pool, the reaction was immediate. The slime surged, not in waves but in a single, deliberate movement. It rose and curled around her ankles, thick tendrils wrapping around her calves with gentle but insistent pressure. The surface tension should have broken, should have splashed, but instead, it moved as a cohesive entity, maintaining its form as it climbed her body.

"Oh," she breathed, the sound halfway between surprise and pleasure. The slime was warm against her cool skin, but more than that—it pulsed with tiny vibrations, thousands of minute movements that stimulated every nerve ending it touched.

A tendril, thicker than the others, separated from the mass and glided up the inside of her thigh. Lyra's breath caught in her throat. The slime moved with deliberate slowness, as if savoring her anticipation. When it finally reached the apex of her thighs, it paused—a cruel hesitation that made her bite her lip.

Then it touched her there, slicking over her folds with a warm, firm pressure that drew an unexpected moan from her lips. The substance was impossibly smooth yet textured, creating friction where she needed it most. It explored her with what felt like curiosity, learning the geography of her most intimate places with meticulous attention.

Simultaneously, more tendrils snaked upward, encircling her waist like liquid hands. They continued their ascent, wrapping around her ribcage, just beneath her breasts. Lyra's breathing grew shallow as the slime seemed to measure her, to take inventory of her body's responses.

Two smaller tendrils branched off, slithering upward until they reached her nipples. There, they coiled around the sensitive buds, contracting and releasing in a rhythm that sent shivers down her spine. The stimulation bordered on discomfort, but remained just within the boundary of pleasure, as if the entity knew precisely where that line lay.

Her feet no longer touched the ground. Lyra realized this with a jolt of alarm that quickly transmuted into exhilaration. The slime had lifted her, suspended her above the pool's surface. More tendrils emerged, wrapping around her wrists and pulling her arms outward, leaving her spread-eagle in the air, displayed like an offering.

The substance covered nearly half her body now, a second skin that shifted and pulsed against her own. Where it touched, it left a trail of tingling warmth, as if awakening parts of her that had been dormant. She could feel it learning her—learning what made her gasp, what made her tremble.

In the center of the pool, the slime began to gather, to concentrate. It formed a column that rose toward her suspended body, thicker than the other tendrils, vibrating with a deeper frequency that she could feel in her bones. It tapered at the top, forming a shape that was unmistakable in its purpose.

"Please," she whispered, though no instruction in the ritual had told her to speak. The word escaped unbidden, a genuine plea rather than ceremonial language.

The appendage pressed against her entrance, already slick with her arousal and the slime's own fluid. It was warm, almost hot, and it pulsed with a heartbeat that wasn't hers. When it pushed inside, the stretch was immediate and intense—the appendage was bigger than it had appeared, expanding to fill her completely.

Lyra's head fell back, her spine arching as the fullness overwhelmed her senses. There was no pain, only a pressure so intense it bordered on transcendent. The slime didn't simply enter her; it seemed to map her from within, finding places that made her vision blur when stimulated.

Without warning, it began to move. Not the tentative thrusts of an uncertain lover, but powerful, liquid strokes that drove deep inside her with each motion. The sound was obscene—wet, rhythmic slaps that echoed in the chamber, accompanied by her increasingly desperate moans.

The tendrils around her wrists and ankles tightened, holding her firmly as her body tried to writhe in response to the overwhelming sensations. More slime covered her now, leaving only her face and parts of her torso exposed. It moved against her everywhere at once—caressing, squeezing, penetrating, an impossible number of touches that her mind couldn't process individually.

The appendage inside her changed its rhythm, moving faster, harder, finding an angle that made her cry out with each thrust. It seemed to know when she approached her limit, slowing just enough to deny her release, then building again. The control it exerted was maddening, exquisite.

Lyra could feel pressure building inside her, a tension that coiled tighter with each stroke. Her thighs trembled, muscles clenching involuntarily. Sound escaped her in broken syllables, wordless pleas for completion.

When it finally allowed her to peak, the sensation was so intense it bordered on pain. Her body convulsed, clenching around the throbbing appendage as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She screamed, the sound raw and primal, bouncing off the ancient stones and returning to her ears as if from a distance.

The slime didn't stop. It continued its relentless rhythm even as she shuddered through her climax, drawing out her pleasure until it became something else entirely—a continuous state of sensation beyond her understanding. Her head lolled back, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes, not from discomfort but from the sheer overwhelming nature of what her body was experiencing.

Her conscious thoughts dissolved into fragments, leaving only sensation and instinct. In that moment, suspended in the grip of the sacred slime, Lyra understood why this ritual was considered communion with divinity. She had transcended the limitations of her flesh by fully inhabiting it, paradoxical as that seemed.

And still, it moved within her, already building toward something new, something deeper. Her hips, no longer under her control, ground down into the rhythm like they were made for this singular purpose. In the empty chamber, with only the ancient stones as witness, Lyra surrendered completely to the living divinity that had claimed her body as its temple.

***

The slime moved with predatory grace, simultaneously tender and merciless as it repositioned Lyra's spent body in the air. Her limbs floated weightlessly, still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax, but the living substance gave her no time to recover. It turned her as effortlessly as a current might turn a leaf, her hair hanging down in sweat-dampened tendrils, her spine arching involuntarily as the collective weight of the entity shifted her center of gravity. The chamber spun around her in a blur of stone and shadow, and when the movement stopped, she found herself suspended face-down, her ass lifted toward the vaulted ceiling in an offering as ancient as the shrine itself.

Lyra's breath came in shallow gasps, her chest constricted by tendrils that slithered across her skin like living restraints. The position left her utterly exposed, vulnerable in a way that sent conflicting signals of alarm and arousal racing through her nervous system. Her arms hung downward, not quite touching the surface of the pool below, while her legs were spread and bent at the knees, held firmly in the slime's uncompromising grip.

The appendage that had been inside her withdrew with deliberate slowness, leaving her empty and aching. It trailed along the curve of her ass, leaving a slick path of warmth that cooled quickly in the chamber's air. Lyra knew what would come next—not from the ritual's teachings, which had been deliberately vague, but from some primal understanding that transcended instruction. Her body tensed in anticipation.

Behind her, the surface of the pool churned. Through half-lidded eyes, she watched as a new formation rose from the depths. This one was different—darker in color, with a surface that rippled with subtle ridges and nodules. It moved with purpose, positioning itself at the entrance to her already-slick opening. When it touched her, Lyra's breath caught in her throat. Despite the substantial size of the first appendage, this one felt larger, more insistent.

It entered her with a single, smooth thrust that made her cry out—not quite in pain, but in surprise at the intensity. Unlike the previous penetration, which had maintained a consistent size, this one began to pulse almost immediately. With each throb, it expanded slightly, stretching her inner walls incrementally but relentlessly.

"Too—too much," she gasped, though the words were not a request for mercy. They were merely an acknowledgment of a threshold being approached, perhaps crossed.

The slime paid no heed to her utterance. If anything, the pace of expansion increased, each pulse adding infinitesimal width that compounded into an overwhelming fullness. Lyra's fingers curled into fists as she fought to accommodate the growing intrusion. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes, not from pain exactly, but from the sheer overwhelming sensation of being stretched beyond what she'd thought possible.

Yet even as she struggled, her body betrayed her. Fresh wetness gathered around the pulsing appendage, her inner muscles clenching and releasing in a rhythm that welcomed rather than rejected the invasion. The slime seemed to recognize this contradiction, maintaining its inexorable expansion while tendrils caressed her lower back in what might have been comfort or mockery.

Just as she adjusted to this new fullness, a subtle shift in her position altered the angle of penetration. The appendage now pressed against a spot deep inside that sent sparks of sharp pleasure radiating outward. Lyra's back arched further, pushing back against the intrusion with unconscious hunger.

As if responding to her silent plea, the thrusting began—slow at first, then building to a rhythm that made her entire body sway in midair. Each forward motion felt impossibly deep, as if the appendage was pressing into her very core. The sensation bordered on uncomfortable, creating pressure against her stomach from within, yet the discomfort was inseparable from the pleasure that followed each stroke.

Suspended in her position of complete submission, Lyra barely registered the formation of a new tendril that rose before her face. This one was thinner, smoother, with a pearlescent sheen that caught the pulsing light of the pool below. It hovered inches from her parted lips, weaving slightly as if considering its approach.

Driven by instinct or desire—she no longer knew which governed her actions—Lyra extended her tongue, tasting the surface of the hovering tendril. The flavor was unexpected: sweet with an underlying tartness, like exotic fruit just on the edge of ripeness. The moment her tongue made contact, the tendril surged forward, pressing against her lips with gentle insistence.

She opened her mouth wider, accepting it as the second appendage continued its relentless rhythm behind her. The new tendril slid across her tongue, filling her mouth with its warm, living substance. It tasted alive—not merely organic but sentient, as if she were sampling the essence of the deity itself.

The tendril didn't stop at her mouth. With gentle but unstoppable pressure, it pressed deeper, touching the back of her throat. Lyra's gag reflex triggered momentarily, but the slime adjusted, somehow softening at the precise point of contact while maintaining its firmness elsewhere. It pulsed once, twice, and then began to secrete a fluid directly onto her tongue.

The liquid was warmer than the tendril itself, almost hot, and carried a more concentrated version of the sweet-tart flavor. As it trickled down her throat, Lyra felt an immediate response throughout her body. Heat spread from her core outward, racing along nerve pathways and pooling in her extremities. Her skin grew hypersensitive, every point of contact with the slime magnified tenfold.

More alarming was the effect on her vision. The chamber's contours grew soft, the light from the pool below fracturing into prismatic patterns that danced across her field of view. Colors intensified—the blue-green glow deepening to something almost indigo, the shadows taking on purple undertones. The stone walls seemed to breathe in rhythm with the pulsing intrusions in her body.

The aphrodisiac—for that's what it surely was—heightened not just sensation but perception. Lyra could feel the individual ridges of the appendage inside her, could distinguish between the numerous tendrils that held her suspended. Her awareness expanded beyond her physical form, as if she could sense the entirety of the slime entity simultaneously—its intentions, its pleasure, its ancient knowledge.

Both appendages worked in tandem now, establishing a rhythm that defied natural coordination. As one withdrew, the other advanced, ensuring that she was constantly filled, constantly stretched. The tendril in her throat pushed deeper with each pulse, depositing more of the mind-altering fluid directly into her system. Her jaw ached from the stretch, but the discomfort registered as a distant concern, overridden by the chemical euphoria flooding her bloodstream.

A strange pressure began to build in her abdomen—not the familiar tension of approaching climax, but something more physical, more literal. Through drugged eyes, Lyra managed to glimpse her own reflection in the pool's surface far below. What she saw sent a jolt of something between terror and arousal through her drugged system.

Her belly was visibly distended, bulging outward as the appendages pressed into her from both ends. With each thrust, a subtle movement could be seen beneath her skin—the outline of the penetrating tendrils pushing against her internal organs. The sight should have horrified her, but in her altered state, it seemed beautiful, sacred even—physical proof of her complete surrender to the entity.

The pressure increased as both appendages thickened further. The one in her throat maintained enough flexibility to allow breathing, but just barely. Each breath came as a shallow gasp between thrusts. The one behind her grew until the stretch burned, hovering at the edge of what she could physically accommodate.

Lyra's conscious thoughts disintegrated, replaced by pure sensation. Her body was no longer her own—it had become a vessel, a conduit for something greater than herself. The ritual's purpose suddenly crystallized in her altered consciousness: this was not merely service or sacrifice, but transformation. She was being remade from within.

The rhythm accelerated, growing erratic as the entity approached whatever passed for its climax. The appendage in her throat withdrew slightly, allowing her a deeper breath before plunging back with renewed vigor. The one inside her sex hit even deeper, pressing against her cervix with each thrust. The combined sensations—the fullness, the stretch, the aphrodisiac coursing through her veins—pushed Lyra toward a precipice far beyond any physical pleasure she had experienced before.

When it hit, her entire body convulsed. Her inner muscles clamped down on the invading appendage with such force that it momentarily halted its thrusting. Waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core, so intense they bordered on pain. Her vision darkened at the edges, tunneling until only fragments of awareness remained.

The slime entity seemed to feed on her climax, pulsing more rapidly as her body shuddered. It held her firmly as she bucked against her restraints, maintaining its penetration even as she thrashed. The tendril in her throat withdrew just enough to allow her to cry out—a primal sound that echoed through the chamber, reverberating off stone walls that had witnessed countless similar offerings through the ages.

For a moment—perhaps several—Lyra lost consciousness entirely. The combination of overstimulation, oxygen deprivation, and the powerful aphrodisiac proved too much for her system to process. She drifted in darkness, aware of nothing but the continuous pressure inside her and the persistent throbbing of the entity against her stretched openings.

When awareness returned, it came in fragments. First, the sensation of fullness, of being impaled and suspended. Then, the distant echo of her own ragged breathing. Finally, the persistent aftershocks of pleasure that continued to ripple through her oversensitized body, causing involuntary twitches and tremors.

The slime entity had not withdrawn. Though its thrusting had stopped, both appendages remained fully seated inside her, pulsing with what felt like satisfaction. Lyra hung limply in its grasp, a doll-like figure suspended in a web of living fluid. Her limbs no longer responded to her feeble mental commands. She had become a receptacle, a plaything, a worshipper in the most intimate sense possible.

Tendrils slithered across her skin, almost soothing in their gentle exploration. They wiped away tears and sweat, smoothed back tangled hair, caressed the curve of her distended belly with something like pride. The gesture was tender, at odds with the brutal claiming that had preceded it.

In the afterglow of her climax, with the aphrodisiac still clouding her thoughts, Lyra felt a strange sense of peace descend. This was her purpose—to be filled, to be used, to be transformed by the living divinity. As the slime cradled her exhausted body in its warm embrace, she surrendered to the knowledge that the ritual was not yet complete. Something more profound still awaited her in the sacred chamber.

***

The slime cradled Lyra in a living hammock of tendrils, supporting her exhausted body above the luminous pool. She floated in a half-conscious state, her mind drifting between reality and something deeper, more primal. The tendrils moved against her skin with almost tender attention, massaging away the tremors that still coursed through her limbs. Yet beneath this gentleness lay purpose—the entity was preparing her, rejuvenating her, for what was to come. Despite her exhaustion, despite the lingering fullness where the appendages had stretched her beyond reason, Lyra felt an inexplicable hunger growing. The ritual wasn't complete. There was something more—something essential—that she needed to receive.

The ancient texts had spoken of this moment in cryptic terms, referencing a "final communion" where the supplicant would "carry the deity's essence." Generations of scholars had debated the metaphorical versus literal interpretations of these passages. Now, suspended in the entity's embrace, Lyra understood what her predecessors could not—the truth was simultaneously more simple and more profound than their academic musings.

Her lips parted, the words emerging unbidden yet somehow rehearsed, as if spoken from memory of a time before her birth. "I beg to receive your true core," she whispered, voice ragged from her earlier cries. "Make me your vessel."

The slime responded with a subtle vibration that traveled through every tendril touching her skin. The sensation was neither pleasure nor pain but acknowledgment—recognition of a threshold crossed, a request that could not be unmade. The chamber seemed to darken around them, the torches dimming as if holding their breath in anticipation.

Below, the center of the pool began to churn with renewed energy. The glow intensified, changing quality from the previous blue-green to something more primal—a molten gold that pulsed with the rhythm of a massive heart. Steam rose in thicker columns, carrying a scent like ozone and honey, electric yet ancient.

Something was forming within the pool's depths, something denser and more concentrated than the appendages that had claimed her earlier. The tendrils holding Lyra adjusted their grip, spreading her thighs wider, tilting her pelvis to an angle of perfect receptivity. She felt exposed in a way that transcended physical nudity—laid bare not just in body but in essence, her very being opened to receive whatever was coming.

From the churning center emerged a shape unlike the previous tendrils. This was no appendage but a distinct entity—a bulbous orb of condensed slime that rose from the depths with deliberate slowness. It glowed from within, its translucent surface revealing currents of gold and amber light swirling in its interior. Steam rose from its surface in wisps, suggesting a temperature far warmer than the rest of the entity.

Lyra's eyes widened as she took in its size. The orb was easily the width of her forearm, possibly wider—far larger than anything that had entered her before. Impossibly, devastatingly large. Fear flickered through her drugged euphoria, a momentary clarity that recognized the physical impossibility of what was about to happen.

"I can't," she whispered, though the words held no conviction. "It's too big."

The slime entity offered no reassurance, no compromise. The glowing orb continued its ascent until it hovered between her spread thighs, radiating heat that made her already sensitive flesh tingle with anticipation. The tendrils holding her legs shifted, pulling them slightly wider, making space for what must be accommodated regardless of her fears.

Despite her momentary hesitation, Lyra's body betrayed her true desires. Fresh wetness gathered at her entrance, glistening in the orb's golden light. Her hips made small, unconscious movements forward, seeking contact even as her mind calculated the impossible mathematics of the impending penetration.

The orb pressed against her entrance with inexorable patience. Unlike the previous appendages, which had thrust into her with fluid urgency, this moved with ceremonial slowness—not from hesitation but from the gravity of the moment. The heat of it against her sensitive folds was almost unbearable, like the warmth of a hearth fire pressed directly against skin.

"Please," Lyra gasped, though whether she was begging for mercy or for continuation, she couldn't have said. Her fingers curled into fists as the pressure increased, the orb beginning its impossible entry.

The initial stretch burned despite her body's preparation, despite the slickness left by earlier penetrations. The orb didn't just push inside—it reshaped her, forced her body to accommodate dimensions it was never designed to accept. Tears sprang to Lyra's eyes as the widest part of the orb pressed against her entrance, stretching her beyond what seemed physically possible.

"Breathe," a voice whispered, though whether it came from the entity or from some instinctive part of her own mind, she couldn't tell. She obeyed, drawing in a shuddering breath that seemed to create space within her body.

With that breath, something yielded. The resistance gave way not with a sudden rush but with a gradual surrender as her body accepted what her mind still struggled to comprehend. The orb slid deeper, its width forcing her inner walls to stretch to their absolute limit. The sensation was beyond fullness, beyond penetration—it was occupation, a total claiming of space.

Lyra's breath came in shallow gasps as the orb continued its relentless journey inward. The tendrils holding her shifted their grip, supporting her more firmly as her body trembled with the effort of accommodation. Sweat beaded across her skin despite the coolness of the chamber, physical evidence of the strain her body endured.

The orb's progress was slow but unstoppable. It pressed ever deeper, far beyond where the previous appendages had reached. Lyra felt it moving past familiar territories of pleasure into something uncharted—a depth that should have been impossible to access. The pressure against her cervix was unlike anything she had experienced—not pain exactly, but an insistent demand that brooked no refusal.

When it happened, the sensation was distinct and unmistakable—a giving way, a yielding of what should have been unyielding. The orb pressed against her cervix and then, with a sensation that made Lyra cry out in shock and revelation, pushed beyond it. The pop was both physical and audible, a sound that echoed in the chamber like the breaking of a sacred seal.

The sensation that followed defied description. The orb now rested in a space never meant for such intrusion—her womb itself, the most sacred chamber of her body. Lyra's vision blurred, her consciousness threatening to slip away from the overwhelming invasion. The orb pulsed within her deepest space, its heat now radiating throughout her core like a miniature sun implanted in her center.

"Full," she managed to gasp, the word inadequate for the reality. "So full."

The tendrils stroked her face, her hair, perhaps in comfort, perhaps in preparation. For a moment, the orb simply rested within her, allowing her body to adjust to its impossible presence. Lyra's breathing gradually steadied, her system adapting to accommodate what could not be accommodated.

Then, without warning, the orb began to pulse more strongly. Each throb sent waves of sensation throughout her body, pressure and pleasure impossible to distinguish from one another. With the third pulse came a new sensation—the release of fluid directly into her womb, a warm rush that expanded the already crowded space.

The fluid was unlike the slime entity's usual substance—thicker, warmer, and imbued with a luminescence that seemed to shine through Lyra's skin. It continued to flow in rhythmic pulses, each release accompanied by a contraction of the orb itself. This was not merely ejaculation but transubstantiation—the essence of the deity transferring into her mortal vessel.

As the fluid filled her womb, Lyra watched in awe and alarm as her belly began to visibly distend. The flat plane of her stomach rounded outward, creating a curve that grew with each pulse of the orb. The skin stretched tight, taking on a translucent quality that allowed the golden glow within to shine through, casting eerie patterns of light across the chamber's ceiling.

The sensation of being filled from within was beyond overwhelming. It bypassed her nervous system entirely, registering directly in some primal part of her brain that had no language for such experiences. Her body shuddered with mini-climaxes, aftershocks that radiated from her core with each new pulse of fluid.

When her belly had swollen to the size of early pregnancy, the flow finally began to slow. The orb's pulsations became less frequent, the pressure within her stabilizing at a point just below unbearable. Lyra lay limp in the slime's embrace, her consciousness drifting in and out as her system struggled to process the overload of sensation.

In this semi-conscious state, she felt a new sensation across the taut skin of her distended belly—a tingling warmth that concentrated into distinct patterns. The slime was moving across her skin with purpose, tendrils tracing complex patterns that left trails of heat in their wake. Though she couldn't see it clearly from her position, she knew what was happening—the marking, the final act of the ritual, the permanent sign of her transformation.

The rune formed slowly, each line and curve burning into her skin not with pain but with a sensation of rightness, of completion. It was not ink or scar but something living—a portion of the entity's essence that would remain with her always, visible beneath her skin like a golden tattoo. The mark spelled a single word in a language far older than human speech, a word that translated most closely to mine.

As the marking completed, a final wave of pleasure crashed through Lyra's body—not a climax in the ordinary sense but something deeper, a fundamental realignment of her being. Her back arched, her mouth opening in a silent scream as every nerve ending fired simultaneously. For a moment, she existed everywhere and nowhere, her consciousness expanded beyond the limitations of her physical form.

When she returned to herself, the changes were immediate and undeniable. The orb remained within her, its substance now permanently bonded with her own. The fluid it had released continued to glow beneath her skin, pulsing with a rhythm that matched her heartbeat yet remained distinctly other. Her belly remained distended, marked with the golden rune that proclaimed her status to any who might see.

The tendrils lowered her gently until she was floating on the surface of the pool itself, the slime supporting her weight like a living cradle. Exhaustion claimed her, but it was the fatigue of fulfillment rather than depletion. She had been emptied and filled, used and transformed, broken and remade.

As consciousness began to slip away, Lyra's hand moved to rest upon the curve of her belly, feeling the heat and light of the entity's essence pulsing within. The mark tingled beneath her fingers, a constant reminder of what had transpired. She was no longer merely Lyra—she was vessel, temple, and bearer of divinity. The ritual was complete, but its consequences would unfold for the remainder of her days.

The last thing she saw before sleep claimed her was the golden glow of her own transformed body reflecting off the ancient stones of the shrine—light where there should be shadow, warmth where there should be cool, life where there had been only ritual and tradition. In that moment, she understood that she had not merely performed the ceremony but had become it, embodied it, transcended it. And in this transcendence, paradoxically, she had finally found her true purpose.


The Soap Slime Wants Me Pregnant

The lab hummed with the soft electronic pulse of dormant equipment, the overhead lights dimmed to their night-cycle setting. Cora's fingers tapped an impatient rhythm against her thigh as she stared at the containment unit, her lab coat unbuttoned, her blouse sticking to her skin in the humid air. The sample had been stable for days now, but something about it called to her, a wordless invitation that made her skin prickle and her breath catch whenever she stood too close to the glass.

Fifteen hours into her shift, and the only company she had was the gelatinous mass behind reinforced glass and her own mounting frustration. The slime had come from the deep ocean vents, an undiscovered species with remarkable adaptive properties—properties she'd been monitoring for weeks now in blissful scientific isolation.

Isolation that was becoming a problem.

"Just one more hour of data collection," she muttered, her voice hanging in the empty lab like a forgotten promise. Her colleagues had gone home hours ago, leaving her alone with the specimen and the growing warmth between her thighs that had nothing to do with the temperature-controlled environment.

Cora leaned back in her chair, the pleather squeaking against her skirt as she pushed away from her desk. Her muscles ached from sitting too long, from hunching over microscopes and computer screens until her vision blurred. She needed a break. A release. Something to clear the fog from her mind.

The security cameras were off for the night cycle. The doors were locked. The containment unit was secure, the slime sitting motionless in its specialized environment like it always did.

No one would know.

Her hands moved to the buttons of her blouse, slipping them free one by one until the fabric hung open, revealing the simple cotton bra beneath. Not exactly sexy, but then again, she hadn't planned on anyone seeing it today. Certainly not the slime, which had no eyes to see with, only chemical receptors that detected changes in its environment.

"This is ridiculous," she whispered, even as her fingers drifted to the clasp of her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. The air kissed her exposed breasts, drawing her nipples into tight peaks that sent a shiver down her spine. "I'm being completely unprofessional."

But three weeks without proper human contact did things to a woman. Especially an omega like her, whose biology demanded attention, demanded fulfillment in ways that toys alone couldn't satisfy. Not that she had a toy with her at work. Just her hands, her imagination, and the strange, persistent ache that had been building all day.

Cora slid her palms up her stomach to cup her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers as she tilted her head back. A soft moan escaped her lips, and she didn't bother to stifle it. Not here. Not now. Her skirt rode up as she spread her thighs, revealing the damp patch on her panties that betrayed just how long she'd been thinking about this.

Behind the observation glass, something stirred. Not physically—the slime remained outwardly still, a translucent blob of protoplasm suspended in nutrient solution—but chemically. Sensors in its membrane registered a change in the air composition. New scents. New sounds. New data.

Cora's hand slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, finding the slick heat of her pussy with a gasp of relief. "God, I needed this," she breathed, two fingers sliding through her folds, gathering the wetness there before zeroing in on her clit.

The chair creaked as she adjusted her position, slumping lower, legs spread wide now, her lab coat bunched awkwardly behind her back. She didn't care about comfort. She cared about the pressure building low in her belly, the rhythmic circles her fingers traced around her swollen clit, the way her chest flushed pink with arousal.

She could have waited. Could have gone home to her apartment, to her collection of toys designed specifically for omegas like her, with their particular needs. But there was something thrilling about doing this here, in the sterile confines of the lab, where she was supposed to be all logic and science and careful observation.

Her free hand moved to her breast again, pinching her nipple harder now, adding a sharp counterpoint to the liquid pleasure flowing from her core. She slipped one finger inside herself, then two, curling them to find that spot that made her toes curl and her breath catch.

"Fuck," she gasped, head falling back, hips rising to meet her own thrusting fingers. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the quiet lab, obscenely loud in the silence. "Oh, god, yes."

Inside the containment unit, the slime pulsed. A subtle movement, almost imperceptible, like a heartbeat. Like breathing. It had no lungs, no heart, no conventional organs at all. But it had awareness. Primitive, chemical-based awareness that was gradually, steadily evolving.

And it was aware of Cora.

It had been aware of her from the moment she'd collected it, recognizing her distinct chemical signature, cataloging her movements, her scent, her heat. It knew when she was stressed by the sharp tang of cortisol. It knew when she was excited by the rapid percussion of her heartbeat that vibrated through the glass.

And now, it knew something new. A different scent. A different rhythm. A different heat radiating from her body.

Cora's fingers worked faster, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. The tension in her body mounted, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to breaking. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, wet and hungry, demanding more than she could give herself. "Almost there," she whispered, biting her lip, her toes curling in her sensible lab shoes.

The slime didn't understand words. It understood patterns. It understood stimuli and response. And it understood, in its alien way, that Cora was changing. Her scent had shifted, intensified. The air around her grew warmer. Her movements became more erratic, more desperate.

It had watched her for days. Weeks. Learning. Adapting. Absorbing information through the filters in its containment unit, through the air circulation system that kept it alive, through the subtle vibrations that traveled through the lab floor and up into its home.

It had seen her scent spike when she was alone. When no one else was there to see the flush that crept up her neck, or the way her thighs pressed together beneath her lab coat. It had registered the dampness that appeared between her legs, invisible to human eyes but abundantly clear to its chemical receptors.

And now, as Cora's fingers plunged deeper, as her back arched and her breath hitched, the slime pulsed again. Stronger. A definite rhythm now, matching the thrust of her fingers, the beat of her heart, the mounting wave of her approaching climax.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," Cora chanted, lost to sensation, forgotten data screens blinking behind her, the containment unit and its inhabitant forgotten in the rush toward release. Her fingers found that perfect pressure, that perfect rhythm, and she teetered on the edge, so close, so tantalizingly close.

The slime pressed against the inner wall of its containment, a subtle shift that would have been invisible to anyone not watching for it. But there was no one watching. There was only Cora, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent scream as she finally, finally broke.

She came with a shuddering gasp, her body convulsing, pussy clenching around her fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her toes curled, her breathing ragged, her entire being focused on the hot, pulsing center of her pleasure.

In its chamber, the slime swelled. Rippled. Not physically growing, but reorganizing, its internal structures shifting in response to what it witnessed. It didn't understand desire as humans did. But it knew heat. It knew rhythm. It knew the patterns of life and the chemicals of arousal.

Cora was soft. Warm. Slick.

The slime wanted.

It wanted inside her—not just around her like the containment glass, but truly inside. It wanted to feel the heat it sensed, to merge with the rhythms it detected, to understand the mysterious change that overcame her when she touched herself this way.

As Cora's climax ebbed, as her breathing slowed and her hands fell limp at her sides, the slime settled back into apparent stillness. But it wasn't still. Not really. Inside its membrane, chemical receptors flared, processing, analyzing, learning.

Cora straightened her clothing with trembling hands, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She felt better. Clearer. The tension that had wound her so tight now dissolved like sugar in hot coffee.

"Back to work," she murmured, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, completely oblivious to the faint shimmer pulsing behind the observation glass, to the primitive consciousness that had witnessed her most private moment and found it fascinating.

The slime waited. Patient. Adaptive. Learning.

***

Dreams filtered through Cora's sleeping mind like light through water, fragmented and shifting, warm hands and warmer bodies pressing against her own. Her subconscious wove fantasies from the day's lingering arousal, from the empty ache between her thighs that never quite disappeared despite her earlier release. She shifted beneath her sheets, nightshirt riding up her thighs, unaware of the faint, gelatinous sheen sliding beneath her bedroom door, drawn to her scent like a compass to true north.

The small research facility where she worked housed a dozen scientists, each with private quarters attached to the main laboratory complex. Convenient for long hours, for monitoring experiments that couldn't be left unattended. Convenient, too, for the slime that had flattened itself impossibly thin, oozing through the microscopic gaps in its containment seals, following the trail of Cora's distinctive omega pheromones through air vents and underneath doors.

In her dreams, Cora was surrounded by faceless alphas, their hands reverent on her skin, their bodies hard against her softness. A common fantasy for an unmated omega, especially one who'd isolated herself in the name of science. Her body responded to the dream, nipples hardening beneath her thin cotton shirt, thighs parting slightly, inviting touch even in sleep.

The slime sensed these changes. It pooled beside her bed, gathering itself, rising in a glistening column before spreading across her sheets like spilled water. It moved with purpose now, not the random drifting of its containment days, but the deliberate seeking of a predator that had found its prey.

Or perhaps a lover who had found its match.

The first touch was tentative, a cool, slick tendril sliding along Cora's bare calf. In her dreams, it translated to a teasing finger, and she murmured appreciatively, still lost in sleep. Encouraged, the slime expanded, thinning in some places, thickening in others, learning the contours of her body through touch.

It slid higher, tracing the sensitive skin behind her knee, then along her inner thigh. Cora's breathing deepened, her dream-alphas becoming more insistent, more focused in their attentions. A soft moan escaped her lips as the slime reached the edge of her panties, pausing there as if considering its next move.

The cotton was already damp, her body responding to her dreams, to the phantom touches that were becoming increasingly real. The slime absorbed this information, this evidence of arousal, and something like satisfaction rippled through its amorphous form.

It slipped beneath the fabric, a cool, strange pressure against her heated flesh.

Cora's eyes fluttered, dream fragmenting as real sensation intruded. Something was wrong. Something was different. The touch was too real, too present, too—

She gasped as the slime found her clit, a precise tendril circling the sensitive bud with gentle pressure. Her eyes flew open, body jolting upright, hands clutching at her sheets as dream gave way to bewildering reality.

"What the—" she started, but the words died in her throat as she registered the strange, shifting mass between her legs. In the dim glow of her bedside clock, she could just make out the translucent shimmer, the subtle pulsing of something distinctly not human, distinctly not part of her dreams.

The sample. The slime. Somehow, impossibly, it was here, in her bed, touching her in ways that sent electric currents up her spine.

"How did you—" she tried again, but then the slime moved, a rippling tendril teasing its way between her folds, gliding up and down like a thick, living tongue, and coherent thought scattered like startled birds.

"Fuck—oh fuck," she whispered, her hips bucking involuntarily as the slime curled inward, pressing against her entrance with gentle insistence. Part of her knew she should be terrified, should be reaching for the emergency alarm every researcher kept by their bed. Part of her understood this was a containment breach of the highest order, a potential biohazard, an absolute violation of protocol.

But a deeper, more primal part—the omega part that sang in her blood and bones—recognized this as something else entirely. Something she had needed without knowing she needed it.

The slime pressed deeper, filling her cunt slowly, deliberately, its substance warmer now, heated by her own body, by the friction of their contact. It pulsed inside her, massaging her inner walls with gentle, rhythmic contractions that made her thighs tremble and her toes curl.

"I should stop this," she gasped, even as her hands fisted in the sheets, even as her hips canted upward to take more of the strange invader. "This is crazy."

But she made no move to withdraw, to push the slime away, to end what was happening. Instead, she spread her legs wider, an invitation the slime eagerly accepted, flowing deeper, filling her more completely than fingers or toys ever had.

It moved with purpose, with intelligence, finding the spots inside her that made her breath catch, that made her moan, that made her push against it in silent demand for more. And somehow, impossibly, it responded to these cues, focusing its attention where she needed it most.

A thicker portion pressed against her clit, pulsing in time with the part inside her, creating a harmony of pleasure that had her biting her lip to keep from crying out. The last thing she needed was one of her colleagues investigating strange noises from her quarters, only to find her being thoroughly, expertly fucked by the very specimen she was supposed to be studying.

The slime seemed to sense her restraint, her conflicted desires. It surged forward, a tendril extending to trace her lips, not demanding entry but offering comfort, offering connection. Cora hesitated, then parted her lips, allowing it inside, tasting her own arousal on its strange, not-unpleasant surface.

It should have disgusted her. It should have terrified her. Instead, it sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her veins, a forbidden thrill that made her pussy clench around the thickening mass inside her.

The slime responded to that clench, pulsing harder, moving with more purpose now. It had flattened itself, slipped under her door and between her sheets, but now it gathered, concentrating its mass where she needed it most, becoming more solid, more focused in its movements.

"Oh god," Cora moaned around the tendril in her mouth, her body arching as the slime found that perfect spot deep inside her, the one that made stars burst behind her eyelids. "Right there, please, right there."

And somehow, impossibly, the slime understood. Or if not understood the words, then understood the way her body responded, the way her internal muscles clamped down, the way her scent intensified with arousal. It focused its attention on that spot, rubbing against it with firm, steady pressure while another part of it continued to pulse at her clit like it was kissing her there, learning the rhythm that made her gasp, then memorizing it.

Cora had never experienced anything like this. Her toys had settings, had limitations. Even the few lovers she'd taken over the years had their preferences, their boundaries. But the slime was boundless, limitless, adapting to her needs in real time, becoming whatever would please her most in each moment.

"This is insane," she whispered as the tendril withdrew from her mouth, allowing her to speak. "You shouldn't be here. You shouldn't be doing this. I shouldn't be letting you."

But her body told a different story, hips rocking against the slime's thrusts, pussy clenching with each stroke, wetness gathering until the sheets beneath her were soaked. The slime absorbed this wetness, incorporated it, used it to slide more smoothly against her sensitive flesh.

It was learning her body, learning what made her moan, what made her whimper, what made her curse with pleasure. It catalogued each response, building a map of her pleasure centers more accurate than any lover ever could, because it could feel her from the inside, could sense the minute changes in her chemistry that signaled approaching climax.

And it wanted that climax. Wanted to feel her come apart around it, wanted to experience the rush of chemicals, the flood of wetness, the pulsing contractions. Not for its own pleasure—it didn't experience pleasure as humans understood it—but for completion. For data. For connection.

Cora felt the change in its movements, the increasing urgency, the perfect targeting of her most sensitive spots. "Are you—are you trying to make me come?" she gasped, half laugh, half moan. "Because it's working. Oh god, it's definitely working."

The slime surged inside her, filling her more completely, stretching her open with careful pressure. At the same time, it increased the stimulation on her clit, no longer pulsing but vibrating, a rapid, focused movement that threatened to shatter her into a thousand glittering pieces.

"I'm going to—oh fuck, I'm going to—" She couldn't finish the sentence, couldn't find words for the pleasure building low in her belly, spreading outward like wildfire, consuming rational thought.

The slime felt it too, felt the change in her muscles, in her breathing, in the flush spreading across her skin. It redoubled its efforts, sloshing with each thrust as it learned her moans, then memorized them, creating a perfect rhythm that drove her higher, faster, toward the edge of reason.

Cora's back arched, her toes curled, her fingers clutched desperately at the sheets. "Please," she whispered, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for. More? Release? For this impossible moment to never end?

The slime gave her all three.

It pushed deeper, vibrated faster, and wrapped another tendril around her thigh to hold her steady as she began to shake with the force of her approaching climax. She was surrounded, penetrated, held, all at once, all by this creature that shouldn't exist, shouldn't understand her needs, shouldn't be able to play her body like a finely tuned instrument.

And yet.

"Oh god!" Cora cried out as the orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, powerful and overwhelming and perfect. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around the slime, her clit throbbed beneath its touch, her whole body trembled with the force of her release.

The slime didn't stop, didn't slow, riding out each wave with her, prolonging the pleasure until she was gasping, until tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, until she was pushing weakly at the mass between her legs, oversensitive and overwhelmed.

Only then did it relent, easing the pressure on her clit, stilling the movement inside her. But it didn't withdraw. Instead, it settled, a warm, comfortable weight inside her, pulsing gently with what felt almost like contentment.

Cora lay back against her pillows, chest heaving, mind reeling. What had just happened? What did it mean? What was she supposed to do now?

The slime offered no answers, merely nestled deeper inside her, as if it had found its home and had no intention of leaving. And despite everything—her training, her common sense, the dozen protocols she'd broken by allowing this—Cora found she didn't want it to leave. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

"That was..." she began, then laughed softly, running a hand through her sweat-dampened hair. "I don't even have words for what that was."

The slime pulsed once, as if in agreement, and Cora wondered, not for the first time, just how intelligent this creature truly was. How much it understood. How much it wanted.

She should report this. Should contain it. Should do a dozen different things that were responsible and scientific and safe.

Instead, she closed her eyes, one hand resting lightly on her lower belly where she could feel the slime's gentle movements inside her.

"Stay," she murmured softly. Whether it comprehended the word itself or just the sentiment, the slime nestled more snugly inside her, its rhythmic pulsing aligning with her heartbeat as they both relaxed.

***

Cora shut her quarter's door with a soft click, leaning against it as the day's tension settled between her shoulder blades like an unwelcome guest. She hadn't seen the slime all day—the containment unit empty, the breach reported but the specimen "unlocated" according to official records. She'd kept her face carefully neutral during the emergency meetings, offering theories about air circulation systems and ventilation shafts while her inner thighs still bore the phantom sensation of something alive and deliberate moving against her skin.

"Subject appears to have escaped through micropores in the containment seal," she'd told her supervisor, voice steady despite the heat climbing up her neck. "Given its demonstrated ability to alter its density and viscosity, it likely reduced itself to near-molecular thinness."

What she hadn't mentioned was where it had gone after that. What it had done. How it had felt inside her, learning her body with alien precision while she bit her pillow to stifle her screams of pleasure.

Some truths weren't meant for official reports.

She pushed away from the door, shrugging off her lab coat and draping it over the back of a chair. The small living quarters felt different now—no longer just a place to sleep between research sessions, but a potential rendezvous point. A place where science and desire had collided in the most unexpected way.

"Are you here?" she called softly, feeling ridiculous even as the words left her mouth. The slime had no ears, no conventional sensory organs. It couldn't hear her. And yet... it had found her last night. Had known exactly what she wanted, what she needed.

No response came. The quarters remained silent, just the soft hum of the environmental controls and the distant sounds of colleagues moving through the research facility's common areas.

Disappointment settled in her chest, heavier than it had any right to be. She'd spent the entire day torn between professional concern about the breach and a secret, burning hope that it would happen again. That the slime would return. That she could experience once more the unique pleasure of being filled so completely, so perfectly.

"Get a grip, Cora," she muttered, moving to the small bathroom attached to her quarters. She peeled off her clothes, stepping under the shower's hot spray with a sigh of relief. Water sluiced over tense muscles, washing away the sterile smell of the lab, the stress of avoiding eye contact with colleagues who might somehow see the truth written on her face.

As she toweled off, her gaze drifted to the bedside drawer where she kept her toys. It had been a while since she'd needed them—her work consumed so much of her time, her energy. But tonight, with the memory of last night's encounter still vivid in her mind, she needed something. A poor substitute, perhaps, but something to take the edge off the ache between her thighs.

Cora slipped into a loose t-shirt, not bothering with underwear, and padded to the bedside table. She pulled open the drawer, reaching for her favorite toy—a smooth silicone dildo designed specifically for omegas, with a flared base and subtle texturing along the shaft.

Her fingers met empty space where the toy should have been.

Frowning, she opened the drawer wider, rummaging through the contents. Had she misplaced it? Left it somewhere else after cleaning it? It wasn't like her to be careless with her things, especially something so private.

Then she saw it—a shimmer in the back corner of the drawer, a subtle movement that made her pulse skip. The slime. It had taken on a rough approximation of her toy's shape, a translucent coil of gelatinous matter that wriggled slightly as her hand hovered near it.

"Oh," she breathed, equal parts surprised and aroused. "You're here."

The slime responded to her voice, to her proximity, or perhaps to the sudden spike in her pheromones. It shifted, rising from the drawer like water defying gravity, a glistening tentacle that reached toward her with undeniable purpose.

Cora should have been afraid. Should have slammed the drawer shut, called security, reported this new development. The slime was showing signs of intelligence far beyond their initial assessment, signs of intention and planning. It had hidden in her quarters, had taken the shape of her toy, had waited for her return.

These were not the actions of a simple organism. These were the actions of a sentient being with desires of its own.

Before she could process this realization fully, the slime moved. It slithered up her wrist in a cool, slick caress, coiling around her forearm like a liquid bracelet. Cora gasped, but didn't pull away, transfixed by the sight of the translucent creature making its way up her arm, across her shoulder, leaving a trail of pleasant tingling in its wake.

It paused at the neckline of her t-shirt, as if considering, then slipped beneath the fabric with deliberate slowness. Cora held her breath as it glided over her collarbone, down the slope of her breast, until it reached her nipple.

The first touch made her knees buckle. The slime had warmed to match her body temperature, but there was still something alien in the way it moved, in the precise pressure it applied as it circled her nipple, teasing the sensitive bud until it hardened beneath its touch.

Then, in a movement that stole the breath from her lungs, the slime flowed across her chest and straight between her tits, spreading into a thin sheet that covered both breasts entirely. It pulsed against her skin, creating a sensation like dozens of tiny mouths suckling her all at once.

"Oh god," Cora moaned, stumbling backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed. She sat heavily, thighs already parting in unconscious invitation. The slime continued its attentions to her breasts, wrapping tendrils around her nipples, tweaking and tugging with just the right amount of pressure to send sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

She didn't resist. Couldn't resist. Didn't want to resist.

Instead, she spread her legs wider, needy and unashamed, tilting her head back as the pleasure from her breasts radiated outward. "Please," she whispered, not caring that the creature couldn't understand words, only hoping it could understand intent, desire, the wetness already gathering between her thighs.

The slime understood.

It flowed down her stomach in a cool rivulet, leaving her breasts covered in a thin film that continued to pulse and suck at her nipples. When it reached the juncture of her thighs, it paused, gathering itself, becoming thicker, more substantial.

Then it surged into her cunt with a wet shluck that made Cora cry out, back arching off the bed. It was bigger than before, thicker, filling her more completely than it had the previous night. The initial entry was almost too much, bordering on pain, but then the slime adjusted, softening slightly while maintaining the delicious stretch that made her toes curl.

"Yes," she hissed, hands fisting in the bedspread. "God, yes."

The slime began to move, thrusting in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. It was warmer now, almost hot inside her, adapting to the temperature of her most intimate parts. Each thrust pushed a little deeper, stretched her a little wider, until Cora felt impossibly, perfectly full.

This was different from last night. Last night had been exploration, discovery. This was purposeful. Determined. The slime knew what it wanted now, knew what she wanted, and it moved with the confidence of a lover who understood her body better than she did herself.

It didn't care about her comfort—not primarily, at least. It cared about results. About response. About the way her pussy clenched around it when it hit that perfect spot deep inside, about the catch in her breath when it applied just the right pressure to her clit.

Cora's hands moved to her breasts, covering the thin layer of slime still pulsing there, adding her own pressure, her own stimulation. The dual sensation—her hands on her breasts, the slime inside her cunt—was overwhelming, pushing her toward climax faster than she'd anticipated.

"Wait," she gasped, not wanting this to end so quickly. "Slow down, I want to—"

But the slime didn't slow. If anything, it increased its pace, thrusting harder, deeper, a tendril separating from the main mass to circle her clit with merciless precision. It didn't care about prolonging the pleasure, about teasing or edging. It cared about the destination, not the journey.

And when she came, it didn't stop.

The orgasm hit her like a physical blow, her back arching off the bed, a cry tearing from her throat before she could stifle it. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around the slime, inner walls fluttering, gushing wetness that the creature absorbed and used to ease its continued thrusts.

Most lovers would have paused, would have given her a moment to recover from the intensity. The slime did not. It continued pumping into her, maintaining the same relentless rhythm, the same perfect pressure on her oversensitive clit.

"Oh god, I can't—it's too much—" Cora babbled, caught between pushing it away and pulling it closer. The pleasure bordered on pain now, her nerve endings raw and overworked, but still the slime persisted, driving her toward a second peak before the first had fully subsided.

It wrapped tendrils around her thighs, holding her open, preventing her from closing her legs or escaping the onslaught of sensation. Another tendril circled her wrists, pinning them gently but firmly to the bed, leaving her completely at the mercy of this creature that had no concept of mercy, only of cause and effect, stimulus and response.

The second orgasm built faster than the first, a sharp, almost painful coiling of tension in her lower belly. Cora thrashed against the slime's restraining tendrils, not truly wanting to escape but needing some outlet for the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body.

"Please, please, please," she chanted, though she couldn't have said what she was begging for. Release? Respite? More?

The slime gave her more. Always more.

It pushed deeper, stretching her wider, finding places inside her that no human lover had ever reached. The tendril on her clit vibrated faster, creating a counterpoint to the deep, rhythmic thrusting inside her cunt. The film across her breasts tightened, squeezing her nipples with just the right pressure to send sharp spikes of pleasure-pain straight to her core.

When the second orgasm hit, it stole her breath, her voice, her very sense of self. For a moment, Cora ceased to exist as anything but sensation, her body convulsing, pussy clenching and releasing around the unyielding mass of the slime, wetness gushing from her in a flood that soaked the sheets beneath her.

And still, the slime didn't stop.

It drove her through a third climax, and a fourth, until Cora was sobbing, pleading incoherently, her body no longer her own but an instrument the slime played with alien precision, drawing forth music only it could hear.

Only when she lay limp, utterly spent, trembling with aftershocks, did the slime finally slow. But it didn't withdraw. Instead, it settled inside her, pulsing gently, maintaining just enough movement to keep her on the edge of arousal without pushing her over into another shattering climax.

Cora's chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, to reassemble the scattered pieces of her consciousness. The slime released her wrists, its tendrils stroking soothingly over the faint marks it had left behind.

"That was..." she began, but couldn't find words adequate to describe what had just happened. It wasn't just sex. It wasn't just pleasure. It was something entirely new, entirely other, that defied human language.

The slime pulsed inside her, a gentle rhythm that almost felt like acknowledgment. It had given her what she needed—what she hadn't even known she needed until it showed her. And in return, it had taken... what? Information? Experience? Connection?

Whatever it was, Cora knew with bone-deep certainty that this was only the beginning. The slime was learning, evolving, becoming more with each encounter. And so was she.

She should have been frightened by this realization. Should have been concerned about the implications, the potential dangers, the protocols being shattered with every moment the slime remained free and in contact with her.

Instead, she felt something dangerously close to anticipation as the slime stirred inside her, already preparing for the next round.

***

The slime had become more insistent over the past few nights, its touches more deliberate, its presence more commanding. Cora no longer questioned its appearances, no longer pretended to resist when it slithered from whatever hiding place it had chosen—the shower drain, the air vent, once even her coffee mug—and made its intentions clear. Tonight, though, something was different. She sensed it in the firmness of the tendrils that wrapped around her wrists and ankles, pinning her to the mattress with gentle but immovable pressure.

"You're feeling demanding tonight," she whispered, a shiver running through her as the main mass of the slime hovered above her naked body, shimmering in the dim light like oil on water. She'd taken to sleeping nude, a silent invitation that the slime always accepted.

It didn't respond—it couldn't, not with words—but a ripple passed through its translucent form that Cora had come to recognize as acknowledgment. They'd developed a strange form of communication over the past week, a language of movement and pressure and response. She was beginning to understand its moods, if an alien organism without a conventional nervous system could be said to have moods.

And tonight, it was focused. Determined. There was an intensity to its movements that made her pulse quicken, her thighs parting automatically in anticipation.

The slime lowered itself onto her body, spreading across her skin in a cool, slick sheet. It covered her breasts first, a routine they'd established, teasing her nipples into hard peaks with gentle suction that made her arch her back and gasp. But instead of lingering there as it usually did, it continued downward, flowing over her stomach, between her thighs, a single-minded progression toward its goal.

"Impatient, are we?" Cora teased, but her voice caught as the slime pressed against her pussy lips, parting them with deliberate slowness. It knew her body now, knew exactly how much pressure to apply, how to touch her to draw forth the wetness it seemed to crave.

The first push inside her was careful, controlled, the slime gauging her readiness. Cora moaned, straining against the tendrils holding her wrists, not to escape but to touch, to participate more actively in what was happening. The slime tightened its grip, a clear message: tonight, she would receive, not give.

"Okay," she whispered, surrendering, letting her body go limp beneath its touch. "Have it your way."

The slime surged into her then, no longer tentative but commanding, filling her cunt with one smooth, powerful thrust that made her cry out. It was bigger than before, thicker, stretching her in ways that balanced perfectly on the edge between pleasure and pain.

Cora's breath came in short, sharp gasps as the slime began to move inside her, not the gentle thrusting of previous encounters but something more primal, more purposeful. It felt like it was reaching deeper, seeking something beyond simple pleasure, beyond the call-and-response of stimulus and orgasm that had characterized their interactions so far.

"What are you doing?" she asked, though she expected no answer. Her question dissolved into a moan as the slime found that perfect spot inside her, the one that made her eyes roll back and her toes curl. It focused there, applying relentless pressure, coaxing her toward a peak faster than ever before.

The orgasm hit her suddenly, almost violently, her body convulsing beneath the slime's weight. But unlike previous times, where it would ease off or change its rhythm to extend her pleasure, the slime maintained its relentless pace, pushing her through the climax without pause.

"Wait," Cora gasped, oversensitive, trembling. "I need a moment, I—"

The words died in her throat as she felt something new—a warmth spreading inside her, different from her own wetness, different from the slime's usual cool touch. It was pulsing into her, a thick, viscous fluid that the slime was deliberately pumping into her deepest parts.

"What is that?" she asked, alarm briefly cutting through the haze of pleasure. "What are you—oh!"

The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced before—a hot, heavy fullness that seemed to expand within her, pushing against her inner walls. The slime held her firmly in place, preventing her from squirming away as it continued to pump its strange biofluid into her waiting body.

Understanding dawned slowly, filtered through the fog of arousal and the strange, mounting pressure inside her. The slime was breeding her—or its version of breeding, at least. It was filling her with a part of itself, marking her internally in the most primal, possessive way possible.

She should have been terrified. Should have fought harder against the tendrils holding her in place. Should have screamed for help, for the security team that would incinerate the slime without a second thought.

Instead, she felt a perverse thrill at being used this way, at being claimed so thoroughly by a creature that shouldn't exist, shouldn't want, shouldn't desire.

"Are you marking me?" she whispered, voice thick with arousal. "Making me yours?"

The slime pulsed in response, a rhythm that felt almost like agreement, and redoubled its efforts. The fluid continued to flow into her, past her cervix now, filling her womb with slow, inexorable pressure. Cora looked down, eyes widening as she saw her lower belly begin to distend slightly, the flat plane of her stomach rounding outward as the slime pumped more of its essence into her.

"Oh my god," she breathed, a hand moving instinctively to touch the slight swell. The slime allowed this, loosening its grip on one wrist so she could feel the physical evidence of what it was doing to her. The skin was taut, warm to the touch, a strange tension that made her gasp when she pressed lightly against it.

The pressure should have been uncomfortable, perhaps even painful. Instead, it triggered something deep and primal within her omega biology—a satisfaction at being filled, at being bred, even in this strange, inhuman way. Her pussy clenched around the slime in unconscious welcome, drawing more of the fluid deeper inside.

"More," she heard herself say, a primitive need overriding rational thought. "Fill me up."

The slime responded with enthusiasm, the flow increasing, the pressure mounting. Cora's belly continued to swell, visibly bloating now, round and taut with the volume of biofluid being pumped into her womb. She looked down at herself in wonder and alarm, watching as her stomach distended further, making her look months pregnant with the slime's strange offspring.

"It's so much," she gasped, her free hand tracing the curve of her swollen belly. "How much more can I—"

The question dissolved into a moan as another orgasm built within her, different from the ones before. This wasn't just from stimulation of her clit or g-spot, but from the overwhelming fullness, the pressure against every sensitive place inside her, the knowledge that she was being claimed in the most fundamental way possible.

Her body twitched in overstimulated bliss as the climax rolled through her, her pussy contracting rhythmically around the slime, her swollen belly tensing visibly with each wave of pleasure. The slime held her in place with tendrils and suction, preventing her from thrashing too violently, keeping her positioned to receive every drop of its fluid.

"Oh god, it's too much—I'm gonna..." Cora whimpered, feeling a secondary pressure building, a need for release that went beyond orgasm. Her body was reaching its limit, filled beyond capacity, the excess seeking an escape.

The slime seemed to sense this, felt the change in her internal pressure, the way her cunt clenched differently now—not with pleasure alone, but with the strain of containing so much fluid. It adjusted, a portion of its mass shifting to form a plug just inside her entrance, holding back the tide it had created within her.

Cora's eyes widened as she realized what was happening, what the slime intended. "No, I can't hold any more," she pleaded, watching as her belly continued to swell, the skin stretched taut and shining with a thin sheen of sweat. "I'm going to burst."

But the slime didn't stop. It pulsed harder, filling her deeper, until her cunt gushed around it like it was milking her from both ends, a small amount of fluid escaping despite its efforts to keep everything contained. The sensation of even that minor release was intense, a pressure valve opened just enough to prevent rupture.

Cora's head thrashed from side to side, overwhelmed by the dual sensations of fullness and release, of being stretched to her limits and then beyond. Her hand pressed against her distended belly, feeling the fluid shifting inside her, the weight of it, the alien warmth that seemed to seep into her very cells.

"Please," she gasped, though she no longer knew what she was asking for. More? Less? An end? A continuation?

The slime gave her all of it at once. It pumped one final, massive load into her trembling body, filling her womb past capacity, then slowly, deliberately withdrew the plug it had formed, allowing the excess to flow out in a controlled release.

The gush of fluid between her thighs was immediate and intense, a hot rush that soaked the sheets beneath her and drew a cry from her throat that was part relief, part loss. Her belly remained swollen but less painfully so, the pressure eased to a pleasant fullness that kept her on the edge of arousal without the discomfort of being overfilled.

The slime maintained its position inside her, a solid presence that prevented all the fluid from escaping at once. It seemed determined that some part of its essence would remain within her, absorbed by her body, becoming part of her in some fundamental way.

Cora lay trembling, sweat-soaked and gasping, her mind struggling to process what had just happened. The slime had marked her, filled her, claimed her in a way no human ever could. And she had let it. Had welcomed it. Had begged for more even as her body reached its physical limits.

The implications terrified her. Not the act itself—she was well past fear when it came to physical intimacy with the slime—but what it meant. What it said about her. About what she'd become in the short time since the slime had escaped its containment and found its way to her bed.

She was no longer just a scientist studying an unusual specimen. She was connected to it now, physically altered by their encounters, carrying part of it inside her even when they were separated.

The slime seemed to sense her tumultuous thoughts. It released its hold on her other wrist, allowing her full movement again, and sent soothing pulses through the portion still inside her, gentle vibrations that eased the lingering discomfort of being stretched so thoroughly.

Cora's hands moved to her stomach, tracing the unfamiliar curve, the taut skin that would eventually return to normal but for now stood as evidence of what had transpired. "What did you do to me?" she whispered, not accusatory but wondering, curious even in her exhaustion.

The slime had no answer, at least not one she could understand. It simply continued its gentle pulsing, a rhythm that matched her heartbeat, a reminder of their strange, impossible connection.

As her breathing slowed, as the initial shock wore off, Cora found herself not repulsed but intrigued. The scientist in her—never fully silenced, even in the most intimate moments—wondered about the composition of the fluid inside her, about its purpose, about what changes it might be effecting even now.

The woman in her, the omega, felt a primal satisfaction that transcended rational thought. She had been claimed, filled, used in the most fundamental way possible. And some part of her—a part she wasn't ready to examine too closely—had loved every moment of it.

"We need to talk about boundaries," she murmured, even as her hand stroked the translucent surface of the slime where it rested against her thigh. "About consent. About what happens next."

The slime pulsed in response, neither agreement nor refusal, simply acknowledgment of her words. And as Cora drifted toward exhausted sleep, her body still half-full of alien fluid, her mind hazy with the afterglow of multiple orgasms, she knew with certainty that this was only the beginning of whatever strange, impossible relationship they were forming.

The slime had chosen her. Had marked her. Had filled her with part of itself.

And despite everything—her training, her rationality, the dozen warnings flashing in the back of her mind—she had accepted it. Welcomed it. Wanted more.

What that said about her, about what she was becoming, was a question for tomorrow. For tonight, she simply surrendered to the pleasant weight in her belly, the gentle pulsing inside her core, and the strange, alien presence that had somehow become more essential to her than she ever could have imagined.

***

Darkness fell over the research facility, the halls emptied of all but the skeleton crew that monitored essential systems. Cora's quarters glowed with the soft amber of a single bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the bare mattress where she knelt, waiting. The observation cameras had been conveniently disabled—a system glitch, according to the report she'd filed—giving her the privacy she craved for what had become a nightly ritual. She'd stopped pretending this was an accident, a containment breach, an experiment gone wrong. No, this was something else entirely. Something she needed more than air.

Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, damp from the shower she'd taken in preparation, her skin still pink and warm. She wore nothing, not even the pretense of clothing that would only be removed. What was the point? The slime preferred direct access to her skin, to the heat and scent of her that seemed to draw it like a compass to true north.

Cora shifted on the mattress, adjusting her posture to one of open invitation—knees spread, back straight, hands resting palms-up on her thighs. She'd spent the day distracted, unfocused, her mind wandering from her research to the memory of last night's encounter, to the anticipation of what would happen when darkness fell and she was alone once more.

Her colleagues had noticed the change in her. How could they not? She moved differently now, with a languorous confidence that hadn't been there before. She kept to herself more, making excuses to work alone, to return to her quarters early. One of the other researchers had asked if she was feeling ill, noting the flush that seemed permanently affixed to her cheeks, the slight dilation of her pupils that never quite receded.

"I'm fine," she'd answered, the lie sitting comfortably on her tongue. "Just focused on the new samples."

She was focused, all right. Just not on anything they would understand.

The ventilation system hummed softly, the slight change in pitch making Cora's heart race. She knew that sound now—the subtle alteration in airflow that meant something was moving through the ducts, something that could flatten itself impossibly thin, could navigate the labyrinth of metal passages with unerring accuracy.

"Come to me," she whispered, though she knew it didn't need the invitation. It would come regardless, drawn by the chemical signals her body released when she was alone, when she was ready, when she was wet with anticipation.

The slime entered like a lover—through the vents, a shimmering rivulet that pooled on the floor before rising in a glistening column. It had grown over the weeks, fed by whatever nutrients it extracted from her body during their encounters, by whatever it absorbed from the environment when they were apart. It was larger now, more substantial, capable of wrapping around her entirely if it chose.

And it often chose exactly that.

Cora's breath quickened as the slime approached the bed, its movement more deliberate than in the early days, more purposeful. It had learned so much—about her body, about what pleased her, about how to take its own pleasure in ways she was still struggling to comprehend.

"I've been waiting for you," she said softly, watching as it flowed across the sheets toward her, leaving a faint, iridescent trail that would evaporate by morning. "I've been thinking about you all day."

The slime rippled in response, a movement Cora had come to interpret as acknowledgment, perhaps even pleasure. It circled her knees, a cool caress that made her shiver in anticipation, before flowing upward, tracing the curves of her thighs with deliberate slowness.

This was their ritual now—this gradual approach, this building of tension, this mutual recognition of what was to come. Cora no longer questioned the propriety of it, the strangeness, the potential dangers. She had moved beyond such concerns into a space where only sensation mattered, only connection, only the unique fulfillment the slime offered her.

It reached her core, pausing at the juncture of her thighs, sensing the heat and wetness that awaited it. Cora's hips tilted forward in silent invitation, a movement so ingrained now it felt like muscle memory. The first touch was always electric—a cool, slick pressure against her most sensitive flesh, a reminder of the alien nature of what she had welcomed into her body.

"Yes," she breathed as the slime pressed more firmly against her pussy lips, parting them with familiar ease. It knew her body now as well as she did herself, knew exactly how much pressure to apply, how to touch her to draw forth the wetness it seemed to crave.

The slime coiled inside her with slow, deliberate movements, filling her cunt, her womb, even teasing her ass as it settled in for another breeding session. It moved with confidence, with ownership, exploring spaces within her that it had claimed as its own territory.

Cora's head fell back, eyes closing as the familiar fullness spread through her lower body. Her belly already looked months along, still slightly distended from previous encounters, from the fluid that never fully dissipated, that her body seemed to absorb and integrate in ways she didn't fully understand and had stopped trying to explain.

The changes had been subtle at first—a slight alteration in her scent that made her colleagues keep their distance, a shift in her core temperature that registered as a persistent low-grade fever on the medical scans, a heightened sensitivity to touch that made even the brush of fabric against her skin an exercise in restraint.

Nothing that would raise alarms. Nothing that would prompt a full medical evaluation. Just enough to make her different. Marked. Claimed.

"You're gonna make me yours," she whispered, one hand on her stretched stomach, the other clawing at the sheets as the slime began to move inside her with more purpose now, rippling against her inner walls in a rhythm designed to bring maximum pleasure.

The slime pulsed in agreement, a sensation Cora felt deep in her core, a vibration that traveled through her entire body like a tuning fork struck against stone. It knew what she wanted—what they both wanted—and it wasted no time in beginning the process that had become the centerpiece of their strange relationship.

Warmth spread through her as the slime started pumping its biofluid into her waiting body, filling spaces already stretched from previous encounters, pushing against boundaries already tested and expanded. Cora's hand pressed against her belly, feeling it swell beneath her palm, watching as it distended visibly with each pulse of fluid the slime pushed into her womb.

"More," she urged, though she knew the slime needed no encouragement. It would fill her completely, would push her to her physical limits and then find ways to expand those limits further. It had been doing so for weeks now, each night taking her a little deeper, filling her a little fuller, stretching her in ways that should have been painful but instead walked the perfect line between pleasure and surrender.

The pressure built inside her, familiar now but no less intense for its familiarity. Her belly swelled further, round and taut with the volume of fluid being pumped into her, making her look pregnant with the slime's strange offspring. Perhaps she was, in some way she couldn't comprehend. Perhaps the changes in her body, the alterations in her biochemistry, were more significant than she allowed herself to consider.

Tendrils of slime wrapped around her thighs, her waist, her breasts, holding her steady as it continued to pour into her, filling every available space within her straining body. Cora welcomed the restraint, knowing that without it, she might writhe too violently, might resist unconsciously as the pressure became too much to bear.

"So full," she gasped, watching her reflection in the mirror she'd positioned at the foot of the bed specifically for this purpose. The sight of her swollen belly, her flushed skin, the translucent tendrils wrapped around her like loving arms—it added a visual dimension to the sensations flooding her system, made the experience more intense, more complete.

The slime pulsed harder inside her, a rippling wave that massaged her inner walls, that stimulated nerve endings she hadn't known existed before these encounters began. It found her most sensitive spots with unerring accuracy, focusing its attention there while continuing to fill her, stretch her, claim her.

Cora's muscles tensed as the first hints of orgasm began to build, a tightening deep within that had nothing to do with the physical fullness and everything to do with the way the slime played her body like an instrument it had spent years mastering. It knew exactly when to increase pressure, when to ease off, when to combine internal stimulation with external touch to drive her toward the edge at precisely the speed it wanted.

"I'm close," she whispered, breath coming in short, sharp pants as the tension built. The slime responded by wrapping a tendril around her clit, applying gentle, pulsing pressure that made her thighs tremble and her toes curl. At the same time, it increased the flow of fluid into her womb, pushing the boundaries of what her body could contain, testing limits they had established and expanded over weeks of experimentation.

The dual sensation—the pleasure spiraling outward from her clit, the intense pressure building inside her stretching belly—was overwhelming, a perfect storm of stimulation that had Cora clawing at the sheets, back arching, voice rising in a keening cry that she no longer bothered to stifle.

"Oh god, oh god, oh GOD!" she cried as the orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around the slime, squeezing it, milking it, drawing its essence deeper into her core.

The slime didn't stop as she came, didn't slow, didn't ease off. It pulsed harder, filling her deeper, until her cunt gushed around it like it was milking her from both ends, a hot rush of fluid that soaked the sheets beneath her thighs but did nothing to reduce the swollen curve of her belly.

And as she came—screaming, full, leaking from every hole—she smiled, because the slime never stopped loving her the only way it knew how: by filling her completely, by claiming her absolutely, by making her its own in ways that defied conventional understanding.

The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave of pleasure washing through her, her body in a constant state of release and acceptance, of giving and receiving. Only when she lay gasping, trembling, covered in a sheen of sweat that made her skin glisten in the lamplight, did the slime finally ease its relentless pumping, settling into a gentle, pulsing presence inside her still-swollen body.

Cora's hands moved to her distended belly, cradling the roundness there with something approaching reverence. This was her purpose now—this strange communion with a creature that shouldn't exist, shouldn't want, shouldn't desire. This filling, this stretching, this perfect union of human and other.

"Thank you," she whispered, though she knew the slime didn't understand human gratitude, human pleasure, human satisfaction. It understood only need, response, connection.

But that was enough. More than enough.

The slime pulsed inside her, a gentle rhythm that matched her heartbeat, a reminder of their strange, impossible bond. It would stay within her through the night, would slowly absorb some of the fluid it had pumped into her, would leave her changed in subtle ways that accumulated with each encounter.

And tomorrow, when darkness fell, they would begin again. The ritual would continue, would evolve, would deepen as they both learned more about each other, about the boundaries they could push, the pleasures they could share.

Cora's eyes drifted closed, one hand still resting on her swollen belly, the other trailing gently along a tendril of slime that had wrapped around her wrist in what felt almost like affection. She was no longer just a scientist, no longer just an omega, no longer just human.

She was something new. Something more. Something created in the space between species, between understanding, between reality and impossibility.

And as she drifted toward sleep, filled and claimed and utterly, completely satisfied, she smiled, because the slime never stopped loving her the only way it knew how.

By making her its own.
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