I was lying on my bed, waking up from my sleep. A look at the clock: Only two hours have been passed since I laid myself down to sleep. It was now just before midnight. I remained lying, trying to go back to sleep. But it didn’t work. My fur was warm, my body was warm, my blanket was warm, even my bed was warm. I knew quickly that it was hopeless to sleep under those conditions. Being a Dorumon for some time has its merits, but it also has its drawbacks. So I just couldn’t sleep anymore. I had to find a way to somehow cool myself down. Even switching sides, having the cold side of my blanket be on my body didn’t help much. My room was also warm. Everything was warm. What could I do? Open the window? Better not, otherwise some insects might be flying into my room, bothering me even more. 

At the other end of my room, just 6 feet away from me, I saw my backpack hanging on my closet. I could feel myself getting warmer. It was the cozy kind of warmth, right between my legs. My digital but still real dick quickly came out of his hiding-place. Just within few seconds, it was already being hard, full of excitement. My decision was set. If I couldn’t sleep anymore, why not just have some fun. I jumped out of my bed and slowly tapped myself towards my backpack. The closer I got towards it, the warmer and more excited I was getting. 

The backpack itself was nothing special. It was of a normal size, dark green, with a small carrying bag at the front, the rest being intended for the actual content. It was a simple backpack for adults, which has a lot of space, being able to fit a lot of things into it. The real thing about it was the content itself, which I myself was getting so excited about, about to be having a good time with it. As soon as I took it from the closet, my body began to tremble with excitement. But just going back towards my bed with it and just taking it with me was just not cutting it for me. Instead, I put it directly onto my back, making sure that it was as close enough to me as it could be. 

As soon as I was now carrying it, I felt the inside of the backpack coming back to life. There were only a few of them, rubbing themselves against me, wanting me as much as I wanted them. The rest tried to either open the backpack from the inside or to make some "noise" inside of it, as a sign of their joy on playing with me once again. One of them was clever enough to open up the front of it, making it go wide-open. As soon as the front began to fall forward, they were snaking themselves out of it, one after the other, getting out of the backpack and going right onto my body. The true contents of the backpack were practically tentacles, numerous, thick, long and friendly tentacles, all regarding me as their owner. 

Every single one of them were scattering themselves onto me, wanting to keep hold of me. In groups of twos, if not three at once, they were wrapping themselves around my legs and arms, gliding happily around my body. Some of them even were on my tail, stroking it lovingly, making me enjoy it as much as they could. Actually, they were stroking my whole body. Even my upper body wasn’t being spared. They have wrapped themselves gently all around me, as if they no longer wanted to be get rid of. My tentacles made me feel so good, while they were being so close on my warm body. Even my face wasn’t being neglected by their embrace. With one on each side, they were leaning themselves onto my cheeks, caressing me affectionately. I was so happy on having them on me. I even took them onto my paws, gently massaging and petting them myself. 

Not only did their general closeness towards my fur make me feel good, they were even feeling quite cool in contrast to everything else on me. It made me cool down a bit, but with them wriggling around on me, they were still making me warmer. Especially when three of them were making it even worse: One of them has wrapped itself around my erect dick, massaging it with its comfortable movements. It made it grow even harder with the ever-increasing excitement, which wasn’t the only thing doing it to me. The second one was playing around with my testicles. Not only did it wrap itself around it from time to time with its length, but it was also cuddling with it and holding it towards itself, like it was feeling it up. But what was easily making me moan was the last of the three troublesome tentacles. It was tapping itself on and around my anus, playing with it and doing the most “damage” on me. 

Actually, I wanted doing it with them in and on my bed and not while standing in the middle of my room. Perhaps the heat of my room and my body went over to them, making them feel as hot and as horny as I was, making them feel the same things I myself am feeling. Still, I couldn’t blame them: I was as broken as one can be because of the heat that I needed it more than anything else. They are just being my good and loyal tentacles. They know everything about me, as soon as I was having them on me. As long as I had them, being close friends with benefits with them, they were allowed to do everything on me, as long as they were behaving really well on me. In my everyday life, they also knew when they could do something with me and when they should be holding themselves back. They knew, however, when they were needed, just like now. That's why they have wrapped themselves around my body while still letting me walk on my own. 

Step by step I tried to get myself towards my bed. Actually it was only four steps, but because of my tentacles it was the four longest steps of my night. My tentacles simply knew how to make me immensely aroused, doing it without holding back. They already knew what I was going to do with them, but they still wanted to play with me for a little while. In my first of the four steps, they simply kept wriggling on me. They knew that the feeling of them on me was turning me on, hard. They slid themselves seductively along my fur, unleashing better feelings inside of me than they were already doing. On the second step, the tentacles seemed to be going faster on my dick. It was more or less fapping on me and was letting it throb constantly in its embrace. The second to last step was a little bit more sadistic. The tentacle behind me dug itself into my anus. A shock of pure joy shot itself through my whole body. But before it grew too big and asking my anus for an opportunity for it to move more of it into me, it was already pulling itself out, just to sink itself back into me again. 

Actually, with my third step I was already at the foot of my bed. But I wanted to let myself fall onto my bed completely and not just partially. So I took the last of the four steps and was now where I wanted to be. Now I just had to lie myself down onto my bed. But then my tentacles made another thing on me. I felt how I was slowly getting myself wet. They began to drool themselves onto me. Apparently, they couldn’t wait for me to do what I was going to do with them. Their pre-cum was getting all over my body, little by little. Even though it was also being quite warm, it was still a little bit cooler than anything else I was feeling. It was cooling me on the one hand and was heating me up on the other. They kept smearing it more and more it onto me. Even my dick was being moistened, even thou it was already drooling itself because of the pleasure I was getting. The anticipation of my anus was doing something else to me: It made my butthole tingle with pleasure, making me more interested on the tentacle, which continued to be inside of it. But even with the pulling on my own, thanks to the pre-cum inside of it, it was flopping itself out of me, getting me even more turned on. 

Even with all the tentacles being on me and even having the big backpack on my back, I laid myself onto my bed with them still on me. Even if I was pushing the backpack right onto my bed with my body weight, even laying on it, it didn’t matter to them, because they were all being outside already. The backpack itself didn’t matter to me either. Now I was laying there on my bed, letting myself being treated by my tentacles continuously. In front of me were three freestanding tentacles. Two of them were still cuddling with me, while the other one was kissing my anus. All three of them were drooling as they were looking back at me. They were clearly seeing in my eyes that I wanted them. 

My eyes were even keeping focus on one of them, the middle one. As soon as it had realized that I had chosen him and was nodding at him, it was already going towards my muzzle, already having it open for him. It was even laying itself right onto my tongue, as if it wanted to lean itself against it, wanting to cuddle with it. Its pre-cream went onto my tongue, giving me a clear taste of it. I was letting it play around with my tongue for the time being, until it came out of my mouth again. I closed my mouth and swallowed up his juice. It tasted as delicious as I remembered it. My smile was enough to tell him that I liked it. After another nod from the both of us, I opened my mouth for him, letting him enter me. Hardly being inside of me, I was locking him inside of it, letting it pushed itself into my mouth, while I was licking it with my tongue. 

The two tentacles before me were seeing exactly how much of a good time I was having with one of them. But to not leaving them out of the fun, I was giving them my paws and was fapping on them gently. I knew that they liked it as well, because I was seeing them go against my movements after a while, rubbing themselves onto them. While I spent my time with them, the other tentacles made sure that the rest of my body was having just as of a good time as the tentacles themselves were having on me. They massaged every spot on me as best as they could. They were even making me wet about everywhere on me, letting it work into my fur, cooling me as well as heating me up at the same time. But even if they were working all of their moisture into my body, they made sure that I’ll stay lubricated no matter what. My cock, between my legs, was bouncing and throbbing happily during this entire playing session. 

The tentacle in my mouth kept thrusting further into me. No matter how much I was licking and liking him all over, he seemed to keep pushing itself onto my tongue with every new thrust it was doing. No matter what I did, they seemed to be giving me more than they were taking back from me. To even have such tentacles doing something like this to someone was simply something special. While it was still being inside of me, it continued to let his pre-cum flow into me. Again and again it was gathering itself in my mouth, making me swallow it, which in turn made me pull my tentacle even deeper into my body. Even with having gradually less of his juices flowing in my mouth and more flowing into my throat, my saliva was now being accumulated in my mouth. So no matter the reason I just kept swallowing and kept pulling him even deeper into myself. 

Some time later, he was thrusting itself deeply into me and even stopped after that. I was always ready for him, feeling him grow thicker on and in me, feeling his load coming up lengthways through him and injecting it deeply inside of me. He came for quite a long time and I was enjoying it, how he was filling me with it. Even as he gave me one load after the other, he slowly pulled himself out of me, just to be able to splash it directly into my mouth and right onto my tongue. I let some of it fill up my mouth, enjoying the taste of it for a bit before I had to swallow it. From then on I kept sucking on it like a newborn baby on its bottle. I was apparently so greedy that I was pulling it right out of it. Nevertheless, it let me have the pleasure and gave me as much of his cream as I wanted. 

As I continued to nibble on him, I saw the two tentacles in front of me again, continuing to go in and out of my closed paws. It would be quite unfair to them, if I were to drink from just one of them, leaving the others go out empty-handed. As if it was reading thoughts, the tentacle in my mouth already stopped cumming and pulled itself out of my mouth. Just getting outside of me, I was loosening up my paws, letting one of them go towards and inside my mouth while the other one went towards my paw, now to be also pumped up like them. Now I was doing the same thing again with the second one and later with the third tentacle. The one inside my mouth kept pushing itself deeper and deeper into me, going even deeper with each swallow, making it also give me some of its cream, while I was pumping up and playing with the other two tentacles. As soon as the third one was finished with me, I noticed how my stomach was being quite full. However, my stomach wasn’t plump enough for me to not be able to see my wagging tail before me anymore. 

While I was just looking at them before me, I quickly realized that they weren’t finished with me quite yet: the tentacles still being on my legs were moving them as if I was pulling them in. As soon as I found myself in this new position, I felt a tingling sensation starting to happen at my anus again. I knew what was about to happen, and so it did. The middle tentacle now went up to it, preparing it for me, dipping itself into it again and again. With every time the tingling just got worse and my anus tried to pull the tentacle more and more into itself. But it was always gliding away from my grip on it again and again thanks to the pre-cum on it, which it was continuing to use on me. After it realized that I had become wild enough for it, my tentacle was then looking back from between my legs towards me. He clearly saw how laidback I now was, but was still waited for me to look at him, nodding at me as soon as he knew that I was having him in my point of view. But instead of me nodding back at him, I gave him a lust-filled sound, which almost sounded like a lusty moan, like a mating call from a Dorumon: "Ruu~". As soon as he understood my order, it was now diving itself into my butt, pushing itself mercilessly into me and was quickly fucking me. 

In the course of time, being together with my tentacles, we have made up some specific keywords that all have different meanings depending on the situation it was being used. Moreover, I was giving them a way on communicating with me. This also included the nodding. It is a question and an answer, a request and permission at the same time, depending on who nods to whom first. My dorumonic sound "Ruu" itself has many different meanings on its own, which however they could understand just as clearly and without errors. In most cases it is a request of doing the same thing on me. For example, I am using it during caressing, I am asking my tentacles to caress me, too. Sometimes, they were taking it literally, caressing me with all of them at once, rather than with just a select few. Depending on the pitch itself, it can even trigger a fuck session: For example, with a simple kiss, the tentacle would be making me happy with a very special kiss: a tentacle kiss. Translated, they would be cumming on my face or someplace else where they had previously kissed. During a fuck session itself, however, it has a completely different meaning. In most cases, it simply means that they had to give me everything and that they shouldn’t restrain themselves on doing so. 

This is exactly what is happening with my body: the tentacle rammed itself deeply into me with an enormous pace. At least it didn’t matter to me, because his pre-cum had made the penetration beautifully slippery. And even if it weren’t the case, my butt and my guts were fluffy enough that it couldn’t do any harm in me and even on me. His thrusting was making me getting turned on even more, making me moan towards him. He was doing it really hard inside of me, letting me hear equivalent sounds coming from my bed. Beside the movements itself, it was squeaking quietly along with us. Even though I was being a bit noisy for this time, it didn’t seem to bother anyone, neither the squeaking nor the moaning. Even if there was someone being disturbed by it, it didn’t matter to me and my tentacles. We just wanted to be together and have ourselves a very good time. 

The two tentacles in front of me saw exactly how much their tentacle-friend was tearing me apart. My eyes went so far up that they were almost disappearing into my eyelids. My mouth was now being permanently opened, my tongue just hanging out of it. I was being fucked by only one tentacle and even he was almost robbing me all of my senses. I was even being done so well that I couldn’t even control my own saliva, letting it ran out of my mouth. However, the rapid thrusting didn’t end. For minutes and minutes on end, it rammed itself into me without a single break. I couldn’t even see my own dick wobbling right in front of me during all of this. But the tentacle, which was still working on it, didn’t let itself be disturbed by the ass-destroying tentacle and just did its own thing on me. 

After a while, it violently struck me one last time, became slightly thicker and was filling me up with his loads. Until just before, my stomach had already almost completely emptied itself, had worked off the whole cum amounts inside of it into my body. But now it got back to work with the newly injected cum. Now finally finished with me, it was already out of me. This was the only time I was given to be able to think again. But it was very short. As soon as he was outside, the other two tentacles were positioning themselves against my anus and were pushing themselves alternately into me. Now he could watch, as I am now being fucked by two tentacles, looking quite broken because of it, literally fucking me silly. But it wasn’t only that, but also the way the tentacles were working themselves on me: 

At first they were going in one at a time. As soon as one came in and went back out of me, the other one started inserting itself into me, stuffing me with its body and also went out of me, making the first one enter my again, repeating this process many more times. Again and again they were switching themselves on me. But the longer they did it with me, the sooner they wanted to go back into me, which was also quite clear. Instead of waiting for the other tentacle to exit, it just went in shortly after, giving the other tentacle the same idea, and inserted itself preemptively into my butt. This went on for a long time, until it turned itself into a two-in-one penetration: They went in and out of me alternately, while still being inside of me the whole time, not wanting to leave me. Time passed by, even thou the whole thing was happening within just a few minutes. They continued to fuck me like this, until they decided to push themselves inside of me at the same time and injecting their combined loads into me. Once again I was being filled by their juices and once again my stomach had become full. 

I thought that it was over... Actually, I wasn’t thinking anything at all, because I was still being awestruck by their double fucking. But as soon as they had been outside of me, they went up towards the third one, teaming up with him, went back towards my butt and started to fuck me again. This time they were using a formation, where now two of them are always inside of me, at least in the beginning. As soon as the first one was being fully inside of me and was about to go out, the second one had gone in. The third came only into action as soon as either the first had just left me or the second one was all the way inside of me. As with the two-in-one, it quickly became a three-in-one penetration. Even if none of them could see me, I was having the same exact totally broken expression as last time. Only with a slightly torn mouth, my head bowed backwards, and a much louder moan. 

As with the other times before, I was receiving their fierce triple thrust as well as their triple cum-sprayer from them. They came together so much inside of me that my stomach was getting overloaded with their cum rather quickly, gradually coming back out of me again. My stomach also wasn’t being quite finished with the previous amount of sperm, so it felt like as if I had been filled by four tentacles. But before it was about to come out through my throat, they were stopping immediately and went out of me. The tentacles on my legs were letting them slowly fall onto my bed on their own. Since I was pretty weak because of their having-fun session with me, they had to correct it for me, so I was lying as flat and as comfortably on my bed again. 

Gradually I came back to my senses or I came down from my sexual high, again. I could still feel the feeling of the violent fucking of my tentacles inside of me. In part, it was like having a phantom fuck, which seems to continue on in the deepest part inside of me. But the abundance of my belly wasn’t going to be ignored either. I felt so full as if I had eaten a whole table worth of food all by myself. But it was all just cum from my great tentacles. I felt it bubbling and squelching inside of me, even feeling it slowly being processed and worked into my body. 

But something was also happening to me. Suddenly I noticed another feeling, which also became more and more apparent. It seemed to coming from between my legs. As soon as I thought about it, I realized something: I hadn’t cum myself even one single time, and I was feeling my tentacles, play on it and on my testicle. Actually, this was just a phantom as well, because they have all moved themselves away from me. My orgasm, which had been building up inside of me many times, now broke over me without any restraints. 

My tentacles could do more than one would be expecting to see from them. Not only did they know every single good spot on and in my body to treat me with, but they also knew every single special spots on me that was making me do something else on myself. That was what they were doing on me. The one on my dick kept building up my orgasm, while the others were on my testicles, making sure to keep resetting my orgasm as many times over, just to let it keep building itself more and more up. The result of that was quite obvious: I was now getting myself a mega-orgasm, having it as unforgettable as it could be. But instead of me releasing a giant fountain, powerful enough to make the biggest mess ever, the middle tentacle decided to stuff itself onto it. With it now being on me, my dick being inside of it and even wrapping itself around my dick, it was making me feel even hornier and stimulated by it, that my orgasm struck me like a bomb. 

I came so hard that I was only seeing stars, becoming blind for a short time because of those orgasmic feelings. Still it wasn’t like an unpleasant pressure happening on it. It was more of a relieved feeling, finally to pump out all of my built up cum right into my tentacle. It felt so good that I was even humping myself into it, moaning on every thrust I was doing on it. If my eyes were open, I would be able to see how massive my orgasm has become. Each discharge was voluminous and elongated enough to make the tentacle appear thicker than ever for a few seconds. I blew load after load into it, not realizing what I was ending up doing on it. Each of my loads was flowing into the backpack through the tentacle itself. Arrived at its core, which was the backpack itself, it suddenly seemed to be turning itself into additional mass. As soon as the next cream filling has been received, it was distributing this mass towards all the respective tentacles, emitting it throughout their whole lengths. This mass spread out evenly on all of them, making them slightly larger with each load. But it wasn’t the only time it was doing just that on itself. The more, the longer and the harder I came, the more they were receiving from me, giving them even more mass for them and me to enjoy. 

My orgasm lasted for a whole minute. During all this time, I was only noticing my own ongoing and powerful orgasm. What I didn’t know was the fact that my tentacles were growing taller and bigger in succession, but at the same time were still staying with me. Previously I was having small and handy, if not paw-sized tentacles, which seemed harmless for anyone. After that full minute, there were large, strong and more than twice as large tentacles, which was probably a little bit too big for someone of my size. After the orgasmic feeling had left me, I noticed the effect it had on them. Even if the number of my tentacles hasn’t changed, it seemed to me that I was surrounded by them. Each one of them was so big that I could barely clutch one of them with both of my paws. Even if they were a bit overwhelming, they were still being my tentacles, my still loving, faithful and compassionate tentacles. No matter how big they were, they were just as important to me as I was for them. 

They continued to wrap themselves around my whole body, lovingly and joyfully. Thanks to their extra size, they were now being able to “do things” much easier and even better than before. The most obvious thing was that they were giving out much more of their pre-cum, covering me even faster with it. Within minutes, they weren’t only burying me and themselves with it, but were making my whole bed drip heavily onto the floor, even still continuing on giving much more on me. They were still feeling all the same on me, but thanks to their greatness I was also feeling protective, wanting to shut me off from the entire outside world, making me happy with their wonderful closeness on me. Thanks to their size, they could even slip around me, making me feel them on my body even more. I enjoyed having them on me even more than before, because they were just making me feel so good. 

My three tentacles in front of me were looking down at me again. I was clearly seeing that they hadn’t changed themselves, even with their increased size. I lifted my arms up towards them, where they were joyfully coming down to me, getting in my embrace. They were also leaning themselves against me and my head, caressing my face or even my upper body. I smiled happily at them and everyone else around me. This night had been just great. It certainly will be even greater tomorrow... With another look at my alarm clock, however, it was telling me that just an hour had passed since I was awake and was having my fun with my tentacles, showing me that it was one o’clock in the morning. I was looking back at them and they were looking back at me again. Apparently it could still be a longer night. I didn’t even care anymore if I was being warm or not, as long as I could have fun with them: "Ruuuu~". 

This time, the context of my sound was different that the previous one: My tentacles were even realizing it that I was feeling tired, could hear it at my voice alone, but that I still wanted to have fun with them. The middle one went towards my mouth and gently but deeply pushed itself into my throat. You could still see him clearly being in my throat, on how deeply it was being inside of me, thanks to its increased size. The other two were going towards my butthole, going in and out of it on their own accord. It didn’t even matter to me that I wasn’t even in the right position to get the full pleasure from it. Even in this way they could penetrate themselves deeply into me without any problem, without giving me an uncomfortable feeling. Since I had given them a gentle and long drawn-out sound myself, they were also fucking me gently and were doing it accordingly with me. Even as I gradually fell asleep under their soft fucking, they kept going. Even in my dreams I could feel them moving inside of me. Not only feeling them thrusting, but also cumming into me, not making me miss anything from it the whole time. They were even switching holes on me many times and kept me company while still using me as well as they could. 

I was just happy on having those great tentacles for myself. And I know that I couldn’t be happier without them. What I am going to do with them in the next morning? I will definitely find it out along with them. I will definitely be continuing to have my fun with them. But just by myself? Maybe I’ll be visiting a friend of mine, who was also having a special backpack filled with loyal tentacles. How well will his and my tentacles going along? Maybe he himself won’t be as acquainted to his as I am being with mine. However, I myself am being quite in line with mine. Maybe we will be having as much fun together as I was with them still on me, still loving me unstoppably and never leaving my side...
