Latias TX hung around in her room for a while and had virtually nothing to do. Even though her dad and his Digimon partner were within range of her in the adjoining room, she stayed there as she wanted to give them some time to spare. Accordingly, she was currently scouring the Internet for nice things that she could possibly try out in the near future. Most of the things were Hyper, Cub and Size Difference, but she also responded to some other nice things that caught her interest. For some time now, she has come across images that hid the limbs of hyper characters in tight or even spacious underpants. She found it a pity that the splendid specimens hidden behind them had to stay hidden and couldn’t show up no matter how much they were bulging out. Mostly there was an alternative where they weren’t being hidden anymore, which usually pleases her the most, but sometimes there wasn’t a second picture of them. 

At some point, after seeing some of these images, she wondered if there was any reason why these, even when being highly excited, linger in either stretched-out or even bursting panties. The only thing she could do to find out the reason was to try it out for herself. Accordingly, she designed some special underwear that allowed her to take in her entire tentacle member and, in the case of an orgasm, would even be able to absorb her cum so that she didn’t have to clean up behind herself. She knew that according to all the pictures only the enormous bumps she would be able to recreate. However, for now, it should be enough for her. And if it is a good thing, she would be able to go further anyhow. 

Now it was time to lend a hand herself: she took her special underpants and put them on. She found it funny to even put on clothes that blocked her true form from being shown. She rather preferred to fly around freely with her tentacle cock all stretched out to full length, let it flop about and shove it into every hole she found sweet and fuckable. As long as she wears her special underwear, she couldn’t do that anymore. However, she had made it as palpable as she could, since she already knew it was unusual to her usual style. Anything that could pull her away from this inconvenience was more than adequate to her. But it wasn’t that bad at first. 

But only wearing it was just part of what she wanted to try. Now it was time to get her tentacle on board. Accordingly, she now imagined, as if she would now want to take someone who is now even blocking its entry to her. That's how it felt when her tentacle tip touched her panties. But instead of stopping there, it went on according to her command: As a result, she slowly stretched and bulged out her underwear gradually. And the further it goes, the more pressure and resistance she was getting from it. But even then she continued. She wanted to have her entire length in it and straining her underpants as she had made it for this very purpose. Besides, she really wanted to know how it felt. 

Suddenly she started to moan unexpectedly. Not only didn’t it feel bad, it even gave her one or the other exciting fantasy: for her, it felt like she was about to intrude into someone quite small and or tight. And of course, her imagination was about to make it become one whom she had loved: Curby, a silver-grayish catboy that made her feel some tremendous things while giving and receiving. She had experienced it a few times already when he treacherously blocked his entrance to her. Not only did she want to get her full length into her fantasy feline, but she even began to live it out: she started to hump forward lightly, as if the images in her head were real and as if she was just trying to fit into him. Actually, she should be able to do it easily, but the feelings she actually got through it, made it literally impossible. 

Surprisingly, it happened quite quickly that she had now extended her entire length and braced it against her own underpants. Her moans became more lustrous, according to the pictures in her head. Was that the reason why there were so many pictures of this sort? The idea of ​​a very tight fit and the desire to push into someone while imagine doing the exact same thing to her respective desired partner in her mind, it was something she didn’t think anything about. But now she did and at least got the idea how it had to feel and why it was so "good". It was a wonderful enlightenment for her to learn something new. But surely it would really feel much better than it did to itself at the moment if she would go over and actually do it to him. That she was being one hundred percent sure about. 

As soon as she opened her eyes, she saw her enormously stretched out underpants. Not only did she now have an updated fantasy of her feline cock holder, but it only made her moan some more. Exactly as bulging as she was letting herself do it, her Curby in her mind was looking very much like it too. This only aroused her even more. She just kept on humping more into her underpants, as if she wanted to fuck her cat. That was something she hadn’t done for a long time. Normally, she had always had him being inside of her and was very rarely having him the other way around. As soon as she thought about that, she saw in her head how he wanted to do exactly that to her again, which she didn’t want. She wanted to get rid of being physically and mentally fucked by him for now. So she did what she could most easily do to distract her thoughts: she brought her hand to her stretched underpants. 

As soon as she did that, the image in her head changed: she was deep inside him again, even feeling his outstretched stomach as she did it. The oppressive and tight feeling of this only became stronger. Not only because of her hand, but also because of the reflexive throb of her tentacle itself, which increased not only her agitation but also the pressure. How much she just wished to do just that inside him. She did that in her mind, but she already knew it wasn’t. Besides, a lot of time had passed since the last time, and by then he had gotten a lot better. How would he feel now if she were actually being inside him? Would he even be as good as he had been or even better than that? 

Even though she knew she was only doing it to herself, she wanted to go one step further: Why not be a little bit bigger and make it even better? Accordingly, she now exerted pressure onto herself, so that her tentacle member couldn’t only continue to go forward, but in all other directions at once. It was supposed to be longer and bigger and so it was slowly going to be over time. Accordingly, she only stretched out her underpants much more, which made the images in her head even more exciting. She wanted to go farther and stretch it so much, even though she already knew that he was already like her and would be able to take in infinite quantities of loads. Her cat was almost the same as her currently-worn underpants: destined to carry her tentacle and to be filled with it. 

This thought made her so passionate that she put both her arms around it and pulled her bulging underpants close onto herself. It was already squeezing and pulling enough on it, but her effort was only adding onto it. It was so exciting that she wasn’t only humping up to herself and pushed her tentacle member further into it, but that she even leaned down onto it, which led her oncoming tip into her mouth with her now beginning to suck on it. That only brought forth more joy and pleasure for her, which made her mental image of it look like his body was pulling and sucking her into himself all on its own. She was so up in arms with herself that, like all her efforts to break away from him, she had already rendered it void again. Now he was back in her thoughts, but at another place. 

She even wanted it so much that she got an orgasm without even realizing it. Her underpants had been able to absorb her explosive output so none of it could extend her pants even further into her mouth and even throat. Still, her tentacle cock continued to grow and kept on cumming. Moreover, the stretching and pulling sensation had been strong enough to drown out her orgasm. Latias TX had been busy beautifying her moment and at the same time the images in her head from her ever-extending cat: she was humping, growing, sucking and moaning more and more, as if there was nothing there otherwise she would have preferred to do. 

She, as well as her body, went into overdrive. Even if it was just a fantasy, it was something that made her very fond. Either it was her subconsciousness that caused her to do it, or it was her room, which not only she, but also through the hot summer has become so warm that it literally seemed to have passed over to her. And whenever something persuaded her to do something dirty, it became difficult for her to get out of it, especially when it was about things she would love to do for real, like: how to pamper her dear catboy. After all, she didn’t hear him moan, because it would only made her go wilder. As time went on, she realized that she was becoming more and more vulnerable to certain thoughts. However, she knew no direct way out of it. 

The only thing she could do to get out of it was to take off her underpants again. But how could she do it when her hands were busy going all over her bulging tentacle cock? Correspondingly, she fiercely tried to scratch it with her claws. Of course, she got only more pressure against her now most sensitive part, which only made it better. She kept on trying until, after minutes, she finally got to hear something good: her underpants ripped and broke instantly, thanks to her stretching tentacle member. However, she still had her tentacle member in her mouth and now she had to take care of it herself. The respective pictures of her baggy cat disappeared. But now she got other and much more lust-inspiring pictures in her head: 

Now she saw him directly in front of her, more of his hips, as it went back and forth towards her again and again: she was imagining sucking on his member. That only made her situation worse, since she had just left the forest to get away from it. But there he was again, in her head, doing exactly the things she wanted on the one hand and didn’t want on the other. Thanks to her now more than dripping tentacle dick, she now had more to do before she could come down from her high again. But since she was slowly back in control, she was now able to repress the images in her head and for the last time she came hard and deep into her mouth and throat. She finally seemed to have arrived at the end of her sexual ordeal. 

What an experience and all of it because of one “simple” underpants. Of course, her imagination had been to blame for her getting so much into it. It was clear to her that she couldn’t escape her own body and her own lusts. She wanted it too, but she didn’t want it to be the only thing she'll ever do. She also wanted to make and have her own fun instead of only getting it from certain people... Suddenly, she reminded herself of something: she had actually made her pants so that it was able to take in her length, even when extended to its greater size, and let it “dissolve” in air. There, it should have been inside someone else while it would be doing it. However, it should also be able to make her respective length externally visible and not make it bulge and touchable at the same time. 

Her underpants worked as expected, except for the latter: she should actually be able to feel herself inside herself. But since it wasn’t the case, it would have been inside someone else. However, she didn’t know where it should have gone to. Maybe it didn’t work as well as she imagined. That would at least explain why it was able to bulge out in the first place, although it should initially be inserted into some kind of hammer space. Anyway, everything else did exactly as she imagined. Accordingly, she now knew what she still had to work on before she could use it as a finished toy and tool for herself. But since she had broken it with her claws, she had to make herself a new pair. And since it was a no-brainer for her to do so, it shouldn’t be a problem to make it as functional as it should be. 

... 

Meanwhile, somewhere else, one very exhausted and softly moaning catboy was lying on his bed. He didn’t know what had just happened to him. He just wanted to play some video games when he suddenly got one very introductory, stretching and filling feeling. He even had to drop everything as time went on as it was stretching out his stomach and was distracting him more than a little. Before he fell over from all the massive feelings he was getting, he lay himself down on the bed and let it just happen to him. It really felt like something invisible was fucking him then and there. But no matter what he did to himself, whether he was holding his butt close with his paws or wanted to push his expanding belly back into himself, it just went on vehemently. 

When it finally stopped, it suddenly became different. He had liked it somehow and he found it a pity that it had stopped. It felt familiar to him, but he didn’t know what it was. He was familiar with the feeling, but he couldn’t remember the one it was reminding him of. Even the thick cream that ran out of him couldn’t tell him exactly, even if it only seemed more familiar to him. He remained lying in the hope that the respective feeling would come back. But when it didn’t and once he even knew that it wouldn’t be coming back, he got up again from the bed and continued where he left off. He had lost his game, but he had regained something else.
