It was a normal night like always, where I just wanted to visit my favorite cat boy, wanted to sneak myself into his room, wanting to make his sleeping form happy with my presents. But with me hardly reaching the door handle, I was already seeing something, which shouldn’t be the case otherwise: Light was being emitted of his room, shining into the empty corridor I snuck myself through undetected up to this point. He was still awake at this hour? It was just before midnight and he should be actually in deep sleep by now. Why would a cat boy like him still be active? Then I heard sounds of soft noises coming from the room itself. It sounded like damp clapping and between those I could even hear him murmuring about something. 

I opened the door as quietly as I could, peering myself into his room through a small gap. I immediately saw the now nocturnal cat before me, but he wasn’t alone. With him he had an apparently life-sized plushy from me, lying in front of him on the ground with him going against it back and forth again and again. With a look down on him, I not only saw what he was doing, but what was causing all those noises: kneeling in front of his plush, he pushed his thick and big penis into the vastly stretched out plushy pussy. Significant traces of his semen were visible on it already, which were slowly getting worse the more it got pushed out of it. 

I was surprised in finding him like this in his own room. So much so that I gave out an excited and delighted but still quiet squeak of me. I caught myself doing it, closing my mouth afterwards. But apparently I was loud enough for him to notice me. While he was doing it with his favorite plushy, he was now looking deeply into my eyes. This look, however, was telling me so many things. It seemed as if he had been waiting for me, about wanting to be getting caught by me. However, it wasn’t the Curby I knew, but his other side, his guardian. I saw those softly glowing golden strips on him, making me sure to know that it was “him”, who has even already known about all my actions I did to him almost nightly. Even as he now knew that I was watching him, he seemed to continue on with his "little" show for me: 

He leaned himself over towards his Latias plush, licking its neck lovingly and lustfully. At the same time he was humping much faster and deeper into the already ruined plushy pussy, already fucked beyond recognition but still usable for him. I was getting majorly horny by watching him go at it, knowing that it could have been me underneath him. As I continued watching him, getting moister between my legs by doing so, I was hearing the dampened noises getting more frequent, getting even longer, more drawn-out and even heavier. While he was using it as gently and mightily as ever, more of his thick, white juice came leaking out of the used plushy. It was gathering itself directly underneath him, piling itself up on him and it, as more and more of it emerged out of its used insides. 

Curby seemed to make his show even dirtier with every second. Not only did his dick appear to be thicker, but was generally getting larger, too. I could see a thick bump on the plush Lati belly, making it more clear how much he was humping into it. In the meantime, he wasn’t humping into it anymore, but was now really fucking it, using it as it was meant to be. In addition, there seemed to be coming out more of his cum out of the plushy pussy itself, getting more of it sticking onto his hip, making him do louder and dirtier clapping noises as soon as he was thrusting himself back into it. Meanwhile, he had also adopted an ascending attitude towards it, as I saw him aggressively trying to kiss the lifeless Latias plushy in front of me. He was more licking wildly at it while he was mounting it. As soon as I could hear a deep and powerful moan coming out from him, his cum seemed to leak out of every part of the plush itself. Its former red and white body quickly became just white and was smelling strongly of him. He clung himself tightly onto it, only making it even more white, ramming himself even more wildly into it. In the meantime, I was heavily dripping at the sight of the lifeless plushy version of me getting brutally fucked by him. 

After he had ended his show, he got up and turned himself towards me. Meanwhile, being now completely in his room myself, I was hovering in front of him, having a good view of his cum-covered ramming stick. It was throbbing itself at me as though it knew that I was looking at it and felt myself being drawn onto it. I couldn’t help myself but went up towards it and just stuffed it into my mouth. He seemed to like it as I was going down on him, making him feel my mouth and my throat on his dick. That little bit of cum that was still on his dick just tasted wonderfully. It had a strong and delicious taste, which is even long lasting enough for me to enjoy it, even with it being already inside of me. I've always wanted to "blow" him like this and now I was having the opportunity on doing just that. I even gave him everything I had by swallowing his whole length, deepthroating him completely. Even without licking around, I got to experience his taste. It was setting off all possible emotions inside of me without even having to do anything for it. But that wasn’t good enough for him. So I began to blow him the right way. 

I moved my head gradually up and down on his entire length. I felt him holding his gaze onto me, following all of my actions on him like a predator. He saw and felt my skills and even told me how good I was doing on him. I was squeaking cutely out of reflex about this complement and was even getting a grateful load of his delicious semen in return for it. I kept swallowing and licking it, sucking and blowing his dick like a world champion. Even with my hands I went onto it, massaging and stroking it as well as I could. Suddenly I noticed his paw going onto my ear. He was stroking and caressing them pleasantly. It made me somehow go even wilder on him. I was getting more and more into it myself, as if I wanted to be dependent by it, wanting to worship it with my whole body. In part, this was also true, especially when I was not only getting more of his dick but was also getting much bigger loads out of him. While I tried to spoil his dick as much as I could, he was feeding me more and more of his delicious cream. I even kept my eyes closed as I began to drink from him. 

It seemed to me like an eternity, which I really wanted it to be like that, but after a while he seemed to stop on me. He was holding my head still and was pulling out his "slightly" bigger cock out of my mouth. When he pulled out I could now feel and savor the better and even stronger taste of his cum. It felt even heavier and stickier than before. I even got some problems on gulping it down completely. Now with that being out of my mouth, he let it slap against my belly and was splashing his "last bits" onto me. His powerful and arousing odor dug itself deeply into my nose, letting me enjoy his pure scent as much as I could. His thick and sticky sperm clung itself onto me, making me feel really good. 

After I was once again coming to my senses, I already was looking directly into his deep, blue eyes. A huge presence was spreading over to me as we were looking at each other. Suddenly I felt myself going weaker as a great blow hit me, as if a giant spear had been thrusted deeply into me. But Curby was still there for me, holding me close onto his warm body. His adult-looking form had some calming effects on me, letting me become even weaker. I put my whole body onto him, as well as my hands onto his chest, letting him guide me. The more I felt comfortable with him, the weaker I have become on him. He just felt wonderfully and I enjoyed his closeness towards me as much as I could. 

I almost fell asleep on him, I felt so good about it and him, but another blow was bringing me back towards the real world. I looked into his eyes, still being a little bit dreamy, feeling myself being drawn towards him. I realized later that I was already with him on his bed. A short time later I realized another fact as soon as I got another blow. This time I could feel it more clearly than before and I instinctively knew where this blow had reached me: the very core of my heart. It felt warm, moist, and quite filling. Only after receiving another blow I realized that he had inserted his dick into my pussy and was filling me up with it. He just smiled at me, knowing that I now knew what he was doing on me. A short time later, everything around me began to spin, finding myself between two pretty great-feeling things. I was lying on his bed with him on top of me. Now being in this position, he seemed to be doing the exact same things to me as what he had done towards his plushy: 

He was humping his massive fuck-stick into me, pumping me up with his generous cream, even leaning himself towards me, kissing me lustfully. I felt like being on Cloud Nine or in this case on Cloud Curby, where a silvery cat boy of the same name was waiting for me to screw my gently onto and into it. As lifeless as his plushy has been, I let myself being used by him. His heavy and powerful presence in and on me were softening me up so much that his activities were now having a much greater effect on me, making me enjoy it all the better. But not only that: he began to push his dick even more into me, clinging himself onto me and was using me like I should be used. At the same time, I noticed how his cock was increasingly getting itself larger, spreading my pussy apart not only internally, but also externally, while still getting larger, stronger, heavier and giving me even more of his voluminous cream for me to enjoy myself. At the same time, he was french-kissing me tighter and deeper, as if he wanted to put his whole tongue like his dick into me, my mouth, my throat and my body. 

I came dozens of times during it on him, but he hadn’t cum even once inside of me. About all this time, in our violent fuck session, I kept my eye contact towards him. He was looking much deeper into me, touching me internally with it, as if his soul would be going over to me and was also making sweet love with me. This was actually true, but I was too much into being dazed to concentrate on it myself. Instead, I could only perceive my physical senses properly. There I noticed that he was still getting bigger and larger inside of me. My body was already going on autopilot, handling this situation on its own and still keeping hold on his growing form, even if it would be totally different if he did that to somebody else of towards his plushy. My belly would have been stretched out quite the distance, displaying his mighty size towards the both of us and filling the room more than we both were doing with our bodies alone. The only thing displaying the outcome of his doings on me was my pussy, being stretched out to its fullest, towards his great thickness, which was already quite a thing to behold. 

Now I noticed how much I was moaning towards him. As violently as I was being used by him, it was something everybody could foresee. Suddenly I could hear his voice, sounding very comfortable and controlled in my mind, even with all the violent fucking he was doing to me. He was talking about fully knowing what I have done to him during all of the nights prior to this. He was overwhelmed by what he has been getting from me, but it was still a shame for him to only see and receive so little from me. He would have expected better things coming from me instead of just getting those small treatments. That's why he had been trying to encourage me by sending subliminal messages towards me, mostly giving me direct and erect messages for her to enjoy. He said that I had been seeing them, but that I was still holding myself back on those. He had read my body language from time to time that I wanted him, but was still worrying myself too much about Curby himself. That's why he had been waiting for me, showing it to me directly, how he wished to be treated by me from now on. 

He pulled his mammoth rod out of my pussy and slapped it onto my stomach. It smelled even more powerful than before, where I was having it on myself and in front of me. I was looking up to him, but was only seeing his dick in front of my face. It was throbbing noticeably on me and seemed to be slowly getting closer towards me. It didn’t take long for it to kiss me and also shooting a full load right onto my face, burying it in the process. I noticed the much more severe smell of him coming into my nose and flooding my senses. He was making me smell it, while it laid itself on me like a natural skin cream. 

But he still wasn’t finished with me. I noticed how the weight was taken away from me, but it was added back onto me within seconds. He pushed his whole length straight into my softened Lati butt, taking possession of another part of me. It was filling me quite well, even more than it did before in my vagina. My intestine clung itself onto his dick, reflexively, massaging it with great efforts, just perfect for his size. He wiped his seeds from my eyes, so that I could get back into looking into his eyes. He smiled sweetly and warmly at me, while saying that he was now going to play with me. 

He grabbed my body, leaned himself over me and was ramming me downright onto his bed. In the meantime, he was kissing me softly and gently, which was the absolute opposite of what he was doing to my ass. His thrusting was powerful, controlling, and unpredictable. He drilled himself deeply into me, filling me not only with his dick, but also with his lust for me. Just as he used his Plushias, he was also using me, if not even harder and better. He just kept going, getting even wilder, more powerful, and not only shaking my body, but also his bed, making it squeak with every movement he was doing on me. My inners were not only getting attacked by his mighty cock, but also by his sperm. He spurted his loads into me, as if he was making sure into making me one hundred percent pregnant, even thou he knew that I had full control over it myself and that he was filling my ass instead of my pussy, which still didn’t matter. 

Some time later he pulled his tongue out of my mouth and was looking deeply into my eyes. He was idolizing me, adoring me, and put himself as an inferior being towards me, although he did far more than I could have done on him myself. I did the same things towards him: I was worshipping him, adoring him as well, and was even putting myself even lower towards him, as his personal but willing sex slave. We saw each other pretty much in the same light and he seemed to know this as well. He liked me very much, I liked him very much, we both liked each other very much and that should never change. That's why he wanted me to not restrain myself on him. So now I did what he wanted me to do: 

I was using my whole body as much as I could on his cock, using it as much as it was using me. I gave him my energy, which had been accumulated inside of me for years, giving him a little taste of how much I wanted him. I wanted to spoil him as much as I could do, doing it all just for him, but I needed his true form to make full use of myself, giving him all the joy and the pleasure with all of my skills, just to repay him for everything he had given me himself. He seemed to recognize the intensions of my efforts, nodding knowingly, having received her message. He said to me that he was now being ready to start his foreplay with me. 

I paused as soon as I heard that from him. So was he doing basically nothing on me this entire time? He seemed to notice my amazement and just bent himself down towards me. He only was telling me to prepare myself before he was kissing me directly onto my mouth. Shortly afterwards I experienced one mighty blow deep inside me. It was similar to the moment he had thrusted his dick into my pussy, but he was already being inside me. In reality, the same thing was happening again, but in a different way. As soon as I noticed how much thicker his dick has suddenly become, I already knew what was just happening. He had already done something similar where he was being out of control, but this time he is controlling it himself and being much bigger than last time. He let his dick jump several sizes inside of me, thus slowly filling the infinite depths of my unnatural body. 

He rammed himself extremely into me, doing it with me for real while having a supernatural power behind him. It was inconceivable how huge he would be inside of me now. If my body wouldn’t be able to keep up, my stomach would have been stretched extremely far by this, making it even thicker than my stomach actually was in itself. His room would have been obliterated by it in an instant. However, he seemed to be disappointed that he wasn’t bothering me with this. Still, he was proud of me, on keeping hold of him as great as my body did. He was now smiling at me, grinning evilly, regarding it as some kind of a challenge, into making me bulge. I could feel him penetrating me even more vigorously, fucking himself even deeper into me. Even his cum loads were tremendously increasing in volume and strength, letting it build up, only to exert additional pressure into me, in order to stretching me out somehow. 

My body, however, was prepared for it. He was being way too late for that. But my senses hadn’t been ready for the onslaught of feelings I was going to get from him. The more he was trying to stuff me with his growing lust bar, the more I seemed to be getting cut off from the outside world. I was getting myself too weak to be able to withstand his merciless fucking. I was literally being fucked to sleep. But even within my own dream, I was still able to feel his ongoing thrusting happening inside of me, keeping me full and making me even fuller with his pleasure. 

The next morning I woke up on a bed that wasn’t mine or wasn’t that of my daddy's. On me I was having a cat boy, still being inside of me, now seeming to be back to normal again, at least by the size of his dick, but was still being more adult-like, who was still fucking and cumming inside of me while he was sleeping on me. If I was still being in a dream, don’t let me wake up now. If it wasn’t a dream, then let me be his Latias, for him to play, to fuck and to do all the other things he wants to do with me. But until I get to know it for sure, I am calling it a dreality.
