A new night dawned and I wasn’t with him this time: I stayed in my place and was lying in my bed. I just wanted to rest and be alone after such an eventful day. From morning to night there was a certain someone in my mind, which did not want to leave my side. And that someone was Curby. Every time I picture him, he stood in front of me, looking at me knowingly, if not smiling, having one gorgeous looking erection presenting itself to me. No matter where I was, I was seeing him. And even if I wasn’t seeing him, it seemed like he was secretly watching me whatever I was doing at the time. Again and again, when I "saw" him, I was getting myself hard again. My body and I were both longing for him and he seemed to know it as well, which is why he always looked like he really knew what he was doing and even to what I did to him all those nights before. Sometimes it seemed like he even wanted me to want him. I saw him posing, rubbing his own paws against himself and proudly showing off his lewd side for me and only me. Even when I asked my Latias about helping me to forget him, he was being with me. Even if I was doing it with her, to keep my mind off of him, he was standing in front of me as if he was taking her along with me. And even when I was being taken by her, he stood in front of me and even spurred me on, holding his nice and big cock in front of me, as if he wanted me to suck him off. For a whole day, all of this just kept on happening to me, as if I was having thoughts inside my head the whole time that weren’t mind and didn’t even notice. That's why I stayed home for the night and wanted to let the day just end so that I would finally be getting some rest. Now, lying in my safe bed, all of these thoughts have finally subsided. And since I was having my eyes closed, I wasn’t able to see him anymore. I could finally rest inside my cuddly and warm bed and fell asleep calmly and with general ease. 

As it was getting common for me, every now and then I was waking up during the night. I seemed to be lying supine on my bed, even being slightly spread out. It was strange, but still comfortable. Over time, I wanted to move, to lay myself on the side, but I couldn’t move somehow. No matter how I wanted to move, I just stayed there lying on my back. I could already imagine why that was so. But as soon as I noticed it, I somehow felt that someone was watching over me. This confirmed my assumption: sleep paralysis, my second one even. On my first I was getting the feeling of immobility along with a bad feeling of someone being around outside of my bed. But here it seemed to be a more comforting presence. Something that relaxed me, which made me feel good about my whole situation. And because of it, I was slowly opening my eyes to know who was now watching me. As soon as I did that I instinctively knew who was standing in front of me: a silver-gray cat, with softly cyan and slightly shining eyes and even faintly glowing golden stripes, Curby. But instead of the more childish form, I was used to see, there was a more adult form of him before me, towering over me a little bit. He looked exactly like all the mental images I was having of him all day. With the moonlight shining through the window into my room, he was almost looking like a gentle guardian angel who is watching over me. But he wasn’t one innocent angel, as I could quickly and clearly look upon him. As soon as he saw that I was getting aroused by his now perceived presence, what he could read off my bulging blanket, he seemed to give me a warm and well-meaning smile. When I looked down at him, I saw how his member blossomed before my eyes and was showing me all of his splendor in full glory. It was standing there proudly and mightily and I could watch it for as long as I wanted. But he wasn’t being here with me for that, as it seemed. 

I saw him walking up to my bed. He was doing it very slowly, as if he was having all the time in the world, but it was surely enough to give me all the pleasure of seeing him and make me wait for him like that. My heart pounded as I saw my blanket in his paw, taking it timidly away from me so that he gradually got to see my whole body. I was helpless, but I still looked up to him, being very much excited for his next move. What happened next left me speechless: He was slowly climbing onto my bed and was laying his body onto mine: leg to leg, cock to cock, stomach to stomach, chest to chest, paw to paw and face to face. I was feeling his whole form on mine and it felt so arousingly great. It was enough to make me cum, but my body would keep me from it, as if it was waiting for something more special to let itself gush. Instead, my member just kept on throbbing heartily against his. I was now literally looking him in the eye, literally into his soul. His eyes were literally sparkling in such a way as if he always wanted us to be like this. I stared at him. He stared at me. We both stared at each other as if we were charging each other up with the lustful energy of ourselves. And this energy gradually transformed into pleasure. It warmed up and filled our bodies with just this desire. Suddenly he was taking his eyes off me and put his head next to mine, dug his paws between myself and my bed, going all the way around and holding me onto him. Such a hug coming from him was very new to me. It was years ago when we did a similar thing prior of other things happening that prevented us to ever enjoy it once again. But now, as it was happening once again, it was with such intensity of feelings, that it was our very first time. With all my strength I tried to overcome my sleep paralysis in order to be able to lay my arms around him as well. Amazingly, it was pretty easy. As if in slow motion, I put them around his back and held him onto me gently. 

It was a breathtaking situation and I could feel everything very clearly on me. He didn’t feel as heavy as I had imagined, as if he was deliberately lying on me while weighing like nothing at all. I felt at my claw tips how cuddly soft, warm and perfect his fur was. He just kept on lying on me while being cute and giving me enough time to feel his whole body through my own. It got me more and more excited the more I was experiencing on him. Even his member I felt with my own was feeling nice, big and hard, giving me a better image in my head for future fantasies that will certainly come to use. He seemed to realize how hard I was getting because of him, since he was now slowly leaning back up to me and was looking deeply into my eyes. And once they closed again, he was suddenly coming back closer onto me and was finally putting his lips on mine. My whole body became stiff from this passionate and tender kiss. My cock was actually pushed itself more and more against his with its increasing excitement. But the cat didn’t seem to mind, kept on kissing me for far longer and far gentler as if he only wanted to tell me of how much he wanted it. I slowly softened the more he was kissing me. But this also made me grow weaker and weaker, as I slowly found less hold onto him, slowly making me become paralyzed again. I was so caught up in it that a slight groan came out of me. He was doing it so unimaginably good that it had to happen sooner or later. My mouth opened more and more by itself, the weaker I became through all of it and the more I lost my strength to my body. Then suddenly he kissed me again, but with his tongue. He put it into my mouth with the same tenderness and was now frenching me in the same way he did before. Of course, I was getting myself more excited by it, which he didn’t mind at all, making me grow even weaker, making me moan out loud more often and more lustfully and making me want it as much as he did. If that was really just a dream, please don’t wake me up. I just wanted to enjoy it, along with my wonderful catboy, who was able to do all of those wonderful things to me and only me. 
The "dream" continued. I still felt him completely on top of me, tenderly showing of part of his lust for me and was enjoying it just as much as I did. We, no, he smacked his lips lightly on my mouth and kept on frenching me again and again, with our drool slowly running out of our mouths. He very much acted just he wasn’t doing anything special on me, as if doing something like that was normal for him. Over time, my cock was now starting to drool as well, as he continued to excite me with his actions on me. I liked it, but it was already too much for my rod below him. It throbbed more and more steadily against his own the more I was getting myself handled by him and getting fueled by his lust. After what felt like a really long time, he finally pulled his mouth and head off mine and pulled out one thick saliva thread along with him. His eyes were glittering even more, were very much overflowing with his lust. He even smiled gently at me, as if not only did he know that he had given me tremendous pleasure with his actions, but would also know what my body was really up to, at least some of it. He slowly slid down on me until he was right in front of my member. I was literally getting rock hard when I saw his paws slowly but surely getting closer and closer onto it. And when he was actually holding onto it with his paws, I had to moan again, as if my penis would like to thank him for finally getting some action through my own mouth. We stared into each other’s eyes again while he was working on my rod. It was feeling almost as magical on how they went up and down the whole length of it. With every movement, it felt like my member was growing way more sensitive from it. It was getting so hard that it was almost getting uncomfortable. But now it felt like it was having more and more space to store all of that excess pleasure, which made me enjoy his treatment even more. It kept on twitching softly in his paws, as if it was approving of his actions of it. I just let him continue and enjoyed his work on my penis. 
I looked down at myself after a while and only now did I realize what was happening to me: My cock was getting bigger on his paws. I didn’t even know if it was coming from me or from him, but there was no going back now. It was already being twice as big as normal, looking almost hyper-like. I looked up at him again and he seemed to lick his lips in front of me. He knew what I saw and what was happening there. And all I could do was to just let it happen. He was holding it with both of his paws, rubbing it pleasantly up and down. After a while, he seemed to slowly bend himself down onto it, was slowly opening his mouth, letting his tongue stretched itself out towards my penis and was licking it very exemplary. My penis pumped itself up as if it was preparing for something, but he kept on licking it, going ever so much lower on it as much as he could go. I breathed heavily and was moaning slightly but constantly while he kept on doing his thing on me while watching my reaction to it. He liked it as much as I did, but he was still far from being done with me: After a lot of licking, he finally took it into his mouth and then kept it inside himself for some time. It was feeling very much warm and wet inside there, giving me enough pleasure while just being like that. And then he went on, starting to blow me off with relish. My cock flared up inside his mouth. I noticed him smiling at me at that. He knew it very well, that it was very appealing to me. Either he wanted to pay me back for leaving him erect and unattended or he just wanted to give me the same pleasure I had been giving him the prior nights? Or maybe he was just like me: getting himself crazy over me as well without me noticing about it. No matter the actual reason for his behavior, I was surely going to have the night of my life and something told me that it wouldn’t be over so soon. 
Curby continued to blow me off and seemed to be amazingly good at it. He is wrapping his tongue around my member like a tasty Lolli or a melting Popsicle. The longer he keeps on blowing me, the more pre is dripping out of me and into his mouth. I even heard him licking it, sucking on it, sipping on it. He is certainly doing that because he knew I was watching him doing it. Maybe because he knew it would only turn me on even more. He kept going up and down on it more and more slowly, making my member jerked just as much, the more he was stimulating it. And he kept his eyes fixated on me throughout the procedure. He continued to glare at me with his lust-filled eyes, as if he was showing me how to really take care of someone and to enjoy it at the same time. Slowly I thought, between the licking and smacking, off slightly hearing him moan to himself. It sounded much deeper and even more determined than his more childlike voice, as I always knew him to be having. In front of me was really a different Curby than the one I was facing last night. I already knew from my Latias that he was having one better and even more mature side. I had never really seen it with my own eyes and didn’t really know what to do with that information, but I had believed her then. And now,  I slowly understood what she meant by that. The answer was right in front of me and I could even understand it more clearly. She had told me a lot about "him", but I saw it more as one of her pleasure fantasies of him. She couldn’t even tell me much about "him", which is why I didn’t care so much about it. But slowly I understood it and saw even small parallels of her "Curby" on him, as I am now experiencing it. But I was then again torn away from my thoughts as soon as I received my orgasm through him and his unbelievable actions on me. I was moaning out loud for a long time and was even humping myself softly into his mouth with each load. I even tried not to push myself too hard onto him so that I wouldn’t be hurting him. It felt great to let myself loose on him. Long and powerful loads were cumming out of me and all the way through into Curby’s mouth and down his throat. It even took a while for it to subside again. The feeling of it during and after was just amazing and he even continued to keep me inside his mouth for a bit longer before taking it out again. 

When he pulled my cock out of his mouth, I was quite surprised at how much he was able to take. He had even gotten in more than first went into him, because I noticed immediately that him blowing me had made it a little bit bigger than before. He continued to hold his paws and even leaned himself against my big staff. I myself was now looking just like Curby when I had to leave him in a similar situation last night. But instead of doing exactly the same to me, he continued to stick to it and went even further: He stroked his paws up and down the whole length while he was even cuddling it with the occasional lascivious slurp he was doing on it. I didn’t know who the real pervert was between us, but our desires were at least equal. Unlike me and my careful and withdrawn approach, he was much more direct and seemed to want to live it out all the same. In the meantime he even put his arms around my penis, as if he wanted to caress it almost as much as he had done with me before. Everything I did with him he wanted to do with me in the same way. I had already done some things for him, as well as the following act, which he wanted to do next with me: While he was physically working my cock, he slowly got up and went a bit farther towards me. With my member now behind his butt, I could already guess what will come next. I saw him putting his paws onto his buttocks and shortly thereafter I noticed how my cock tip was giving his butthole a kiss. Then he slowly sat down onto it, gradually taking in the whole length. His insides were now the one swallowing up my big rod and he was moaned with apparently some new and stronger desires than he had previously done for the night. He slowly knelt himself down onto me, the more he took from me to himself. I myself was moaning in a similar way to him the farther I went into him. I could barely remember my last time with him, where I was being this deep inside of him. And even if I did, it certainly wouldn’t be as wonderful as it is now. If Curby had felt that way when I had ridden him last night, then it must have been one heavenly feeling as well. The more I was being inside of him, the more heavenly it became for us both. It was so great for me that I as well as my eyes started to become weak and heavy. The last thing I saw were his beautiful eyes, as they formally radiated pure lust towards, as if he would want to reach out to me and just want to make with me. If this had to be a dream, I wish myself to never ever wake up from it. It was undeniably the best night of my life and I could spend it all with my favorite catboy, one who loved me as much as I loved him. I wanted to continue enjoying it, with him, so we could continue to enjoy each other. 

But I didn’t wake up. I was still being very deeply inside of him with him still being on top of me, riding me. He was more like laying instead of sitting, looking at me with the same look that I had seen before my eyes gave up on me. On top of that, I even felt his stomach pushing itself more easily against mine. Actually, it was my penis that had penetrated him so deeply that I was now able to feel on myself without him caring one bit about it. On the contrary, it even seemed to please him. I felt exactly the same thing he felt, even if it was in a different way. I could clearly feel his intestine snuggling up against my cock, hugging it and sucking on it. Curby felt every last bit of my cock inside him, taking it in just as much as I had done it with him before, while able to sense his own pleasure inside of me as it began to throb gently but mightily. I could even feel it myself when it was moving about inside of him, making me also much more excited just like him. We both looked at each other in intimate pleasure. He seemed to be having more of it than I did, because he was leaning himself down onto me again and was frenching me again in his benevolent and very own way. We both were too weak to see it, but was still fun, having our tongues dance together within our connected mouths. I wanted to put my arms around him again after they had gently fallen off of him the last time he had moved himself on me. But no matter what I tried, I was just too weak for that. So I did the only true thing I could do: just enjoying it. After a small repositioning on his part, he began to move his whole lower body up and down and moaned warmheartedly into my mouth. I moaned reflexively once he started riding me. He moved slowly, enjoying every bit of my cock inside of him with exactly the same fullness as I already did under him. But the longer he rode at me, the more I realized that he was slowly getting faster. Minute by minute things went on and he started to moan lustier and more contented than he was before. He had the same problem as me when I was in the same situation with him: He just couldn’t wait any longer. He wanted to live it out completely, to awaken the pure feeling of lust, which was slowly blazing up inside of him more and more. Even my own lust was doing it the wilder and faster he began to ride me. 

Over time, he stopped and was just looking at me willingly with foggy eyes under hot and even wild moans. I slowly saw more of me inside of him, the more I continued to look at him and realized how he was acting up on me. His gut increasingly embraced my cock more and more, even sucking on it independently, while I even humped myself up to him responsibly. It was just like last night with changed roles and we liked it as much as it was yesterday. My orgasm was slowly returning from the bottom of my deepest part of my cock and it was even letting him know that it was coming quite soon. Once it started pulsing, he, his butt and his inside all grabbed hold of my rod and wanted all of my digital seed to enter his body, every last drop of it. My eyes became extremely heavy as it set in and Curby moaned out loud very benevolently at each receiving load, as if he'd been waiting for something like that for a very long time. The way he came yesterday into me, I did the same thing to him. It felt great to let my juice all go into him. His body also didn’t seem to get enough of it and constantly tries to lure more of it out with me. He'd stoop to anything to get his way. He even went all the way, just to extend my orgasm and enjoy even more of it. Not only did he continue to ride me, but he was also working it, embracing it, massaging it and sucking it very greedily as if it were his only source of energy. The minutes passed very slowly and yet my orgasm finally ended, even after further attempts by the cat to keep it upright. I could have sworn that in the end he would be just as round as I was after he had unloaded all his juice into me last night. But when I finally opened up my eyes, I saw him still unchanged and sitting on my cock in front of me. He even stroked his lingering bump on my cock deep inside of him, timidly with his paws in such a way that it made me feel that he was being more than pleased and apparently still not done with me. 

As he stroked his stomach and therefore my cock inside of it, I saw and felt his member starting to grow slightly. I felt it very clearly on my body as it moved towards me bit by bit. I stared at it and watched as it slowly grew thicker, longer, plumper, harder, more exciting and arousing. Bit by bit, it came towards me and was rubbing itself very comforting on my furred chest. He was even humping up to me while he was still having my entire length inside of him, keeping it downright hard and big for himself. He started moaning again as it slowly reached up my chest and was about to touch my muzzle. As soon as it did, I opened my mouth and even rolled out my tongue for it, like a red carpet as I waited for its proper arrival. Curby must be having one damned erotic sight of me, especially when he saw how welcomingly I was waiting for his member. When it reached inside, I closed my mouth and tried my best to make him feel good about it. But I could hardly move my head, only my tongue had the total freedom of movement, able to savor it. Slowly he was humping himself up to me more. Actually, he was riding me again while making me give him a blowjob. I still couldn’t move, but I could swallow as soon as I had the opportunity for it. He went more and more up and down on me and at the same time more and more in and out of my mouth. I let myself being used by him, willingly even, because I wanted it as much as he did. 

Even if one wouldn’t be able to guess from the position where I was being in, it was amazingly easy for me on doing it with him. As a Dorumon, I was having a pretty big mouth, perfect for his hyper cock. Even while lying down it seemed to go into my throat very smoothly without getting a powerful bend in that 180 degree turn. Either it was really just a dream or my digital body had some kind of nice ability that I didn’t know anything about that would come in handy, like now, for example. He kept on humping into me with relish while riding me at the same time. This was very much new to me. I had never done anything like that in my life, even with my Latias. Apparently it's the first time for everyone, especially when it comes to such a great and horny catboy like Curby. He was now moaning more than me, especially because mine was being severely dampened by his penis. But for that he was getting to feel it as a pleasant vibration, giving him a third type of comforting feelings, making him go even wilder on me, making me get to feel even more of his rising desires. I kept breathing through my nose, taking in more and more of his exciting and erotic fragrance. The more he was humping himself into me, the less he was having me inside his bowels and the more he threatened to make it flop out of him. He wanted so much to ride and get blown off, with me being deep inside his ass and with his cock being deep inside my mouth. The more he was getting from one thing, the more the other one was threatening to go out of its respective position. He tried to find the proper balance between the both and still make a profit. And as soon as he found it, he was taking me faster and more than before. At the same time, I even noticed how he wrapped his tail around the lower half of my penis. If he would ever let it flop out of his butt, with that he could easily push it back in. But no matter how fierce he was being on me, our two rods were big enough to stay inside, no matter which end he was working me at. He even went with his hip directly all the way into my snout and still was having the tip of my penis stuck inside his greedy ass. At the same time, with him having his rump very close onto my hip, his penis tip was just able to stay inside my mouth. So it actually wasn’t a problem to either of us anymore. Rather, the real problem was to decide at which end the horny catboy should now be at for the grand finale. Both of our orgasms seemed to be working together, making it unable for him to decide to either give me his or take from me. But somehow his resolve was then fixed, as he looked down at me and watched me as I took his thick and plump member into me. Even as I behaved, with foggy and lusty eyes moaning on his cock, sucking and swallowing it, it seemed to have helped him with his decision. As soon as it was time, he pushed his entire length into my Doru snout. 
While I got his juice pumped directly into my stomach, it also triggered my orgasm. It twitching and throbbing at his butthole and spew quite similar amounts of seed into him. But even with only a bit of it being inside of him, he still seemed to suck on it with relish and took in everything from me and into himself. His tail even helped him to better pamper my cock while I kept unloading into him, stroking it for him just to lure more of my thick cream from me. At the other end, one flood after another broke into me. I felt it, as it came through and directly into my stomach with enormous pressure, filling me up more and more. Meanwhile, with my muzzle between his legs, I got the pure fragrance of him in my nose, improving his changes of arousing me even further to make me cum into him even more. It was even making me dizzy the more I took in his stunning scent. And with each further neat load he pumped into me, it was only getting stronger. I can’t put it into words, but can paraphrase his scent to others that I experienced: It was almost exactly like Latias TX's scent. Her attractive fragrance inspired almost anyone who was being mentally inferior to her overwhelming lust, turning them into willing breeders for her and doing it with her almost immediately. It was having such a similar effect on me while I had been doing it with him. It only made me want him even more. But if his was now slowly having the same effect similar as hers, then what was he doing with me all the time before then? "Nothing"? At least that's what he used to say whenever either of us was complementing him about him being good in sex. If that was nothing, what would his “something” look like? 

While still thinking about it, the minutes have already passed by very quickly and after some time our two orgasms ended soon after. Mine ended much sooner than his, but he insisted on giving me his whole seed supplies. He even briefly went even further onto me, so that my penis was actually popping out of his still hungry asshole, could fall onto my body and was able to slowly shrink back to its proper size. Then he slowly pulled his penis out of my throat and mouth. I noticed two things as soon as he backed up and kneeled in front of me with his magnificent scepter before me. With his hyper cock he was looking somehow more erotic than before. It made him look prevailing, even seem all-powerful and yet still merciful and kind. He was like a very naughty and hyper sexualized guardian angel, one of the highest pleasures. The other thing made me a bit surprised by all that had just happened: My belly was still being flat and empty as before, as if it never really happened at all. But I still tasted the bit of his cum inside my mouth and even throat that it has really happened. Through him I either have learned to absorb all of his cum into my body or his seed was just as magical as his penis. The catboy in front of me still wanted to do something to me, as he went back and positioned himself onto me differently than he did before. As soon as he lifted my legs and kissed my butthole with his cock tip, I now knew that it was now time. Nodding and knowing that he knew I was now being ready for him, he pushed his entire length slowly and enjoyingly into me. I moaned out loud lustfully, the more I was having him inside of me. He did the same, seemingly being very much happy about the fact to have his cock being deep inside of me again. Step by step he pushed his whole length into me and loved the feeling of it just as much as I did. Gradually I realized feeling his bump on my stomach. After being now fully inside, he leaned himself back onto me before frenching me for the now third time that night. He wanted me very much and just couldn’t have enough of me. He was literally giving me his everything, getting ever so much faster, harder, wilder and more into me. What I was now getting must be the new side of his that she had only been getting a taste of which was completely new to me. Action-wise he literally turned himself into a lust-drunken catboy, frenching and fucking me with his full passion. I now see and feel the very reason why Latias TX has literally becoming obsesses with him: I was getting myself overwhelmed with his sexual prowess and his eagerness of rutting with me and only me... Wait a minute... Shouldn’t I notice some significant noise coming from my bed? I should, but we were both being so loud with our heavy breathing and loud moaning that we were literally overhearing it. And during all of this, he kept fucking me ever stronger and deeper, while he was still frenching me, getting himself even wilder on me. 

I didn’t really know what he wanted to tell me with this. But I let it happen, let him use me and do what he wanted to do on me. I seemed to be pleased that I liked it as much as he did. However, he seemed to like it much more than I thought at first, because the bump on my stomach was getting much more pronounced. The wilder he got, the more he couldn’t hold back any longer. He was now fucking me so much that he broke away from his irrepressible and passionate frenching and kept on moaning at me directly. I didn’t know if he had taken something prior in preparation to this, if his feelings were taking him over the edge or if he just wanted it from the deepest part of his soul, but I was indeed liking what he was doing to me. I wanted him, he wanted me; we both wanted it as well as each other. And how he wanted me: I could feel it very clearly coming from his very penis inside of me. It was very much stretching me out more and more. With each thrust, I felt his uncontrollable desire growing inside him as well as inside me, like a blazing fire of love. I saw it also in his eyes: like the horny catboy that he was, lost in his own lust, looking back at me. It was as if he wanted to show me his true feelings for me from the very beginning, to act it all out on and with me, wishing himself to have done it much earlier, to let his pure emotions just flow out of him and into me. I was just as overwhelmed as he was, but unlike him, I was at the lower and weaker end of it. And yet, I was still liking it, was welcoming his lust and desires as they were the very same as mine. I felt the very power his penis was having on and inside of me. I even still felt it growing thicker, fuller, longer, bigger, bulkier and more powerful. It wasn’t only stretching apart my butt from the outside, but also my whole body from the inside and it felt great. Very soon, I could no longer even see him behind the growing bulge, hiding him from me. If I weren’t so weak, I would have liked to keep my arms onto it, embracing his mighty cock through my belly. But I couldn’t, I just couldn’t. My eyes were getting heavy again, the heavier his penis was getting inside of me. I was just as much as caught up in it as he was, but I was only able to receive him, rather than give him something in return. But he didn’t care as he just wanted to give me his everything. And he was giving me a lot, when he was pushing himself one last time into me. I was still able to feel his member inflating greatly inside of me, before I was getting myself flooded by him. He came just as hard as he was moaning. It felt as if one massive dam just disappeared and was now letting all of his pent up content flow freely into me. It was so violent that it literally supercharged me emotionally. The more I was getting, the less I was able to feel, except for the fact that I was so full of his thick and potent cream, it slowly but surely came out bubbling out of my butt again, giving me one very pleasant feeling because of it. 

Suddenly something big came splashing down onto my body, something thick, moist, slimy, massive and well scented. He was cumming onto me. He literally painted my body with his white seed. He turned me into an albino Dorumon, a Dorumon fully covered with his voluminous cum. It felt almost like someone want to wake me up with a water bucket, but with that water being much warmer, slimy, thicker, white and smelling very much of Curby. I was really getting myself covered with it, if not buried by it, covered with several thick layers of it. I very much liked the sensation of it and was even still able to hear him moan at what he was doing to me. I felt it continue to rain down on me as well as my bed, with it being more than soaked with it than I was myself. I didn’t care if it's real, just a dream or even something in between: It was absolutely the best night I have ever had. His seed and his scent were hugging me so much that it was either waking me up or letting me fall asleep on it very slowly. It was so cozy and comfortable, like I was being on a cloud in the sky, one that was dripping in his cum. If this should be my last perceiving of him, then let it stay like this. But after a while I was feeling him again, lying onto my cum-drenched body. I even felt something else lying onto me: his hyper cock. Both were now lying on top of me and he was still dropping some more of his wonderful cum onto me. But afterwards, my mind went numb as I started to lose my grip to reality again. I was falling asleep again. I don’t know, if I will still feel some of it when I wake up again, but I was still in bliss after everything that had happened this far. What a wonderful night it was…
Hours later, I woke up again. I almost felt like reborn and pretty energetic. At the same time I felt like my room had somewhat changed a bit. I smelled a very strong and perpetual fragrance, which reminded me very clearly and simply of last night. I was even still being hard, if not over the whole night. My bed also felt very different than the last time I did. For one thing, it was no longer damp and soaked. It felt really dry and had also become a little bit softer. Maybe it was because of my body feeling slightly different after all of that. I didn’t immediately realize it, but I think that I myself was also feeling somewhat softer and even fluffier. At the same time I somehow didn’t feel quite so empty myself. I still remembered what had happened yesterday night before I drifted back to sleep, but when I opened my eyes, unfortunately I couldn’t find him on top of me anymore. However, my blanket was still at the side of my bed, just as he had done it on me during the night. I really didn’t know if it was actually real or a "dream", however, it seemed very real to me, as I could still feel its effect on me and even feel and perceive it lingering in my room. This time, however, I couldn’t sense him anymore. So for now it seems that he was having enough of me. But as soon as I remembered more and more of the night with him, the more excited I was getting while still lying in my bed. If only I could do it again with him. Did he want to say something to me with that night, show me something? Shouldn’t I be holding back so much? Does he know what I had done to him all those nights before? Does he even want me to spoil him in the next one? All these questions went through my head and in the end I just let it be. I enjoyed the fact that I had done it with him, more the other way around, in a very loving and pleasurable way. I'll come up with something to thank him for and whether I should do it his or my own way. Meanwhile, I just lay there and enjoyed the still continuing and feeling of that warmth inside and around me for many minutes. 
