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Yure’s Wet VR Dream

The sun peaked through the clouds on a cloudy day as Yure the blue kitty made his way down a dusty sideroad. Tall fur and pine trees hugged the side of the road as if nature was taking back their space inch by inch. The roots of the trees dug into the ditch creating a brambled slope downwards. The kitty swatted at his forehead with an upwards motion.
“Grrrr. Bloody mosquitoes.” Yure scowled as he made his way down the road. The kitty dabbed at his forehead with his paw as sweat rolled down his cheeks. It was a long hill and the kitten was almost to the top.

Yure was dressed in a pair of loose red shorts that barely contained his thick diaper that had a paw print motif. He wore black sandals that clicked against his feet as he trekked up the hill. He hadn’t seen an electric car or a diapered taxi in a while. Today, he wore a yellow pin stripped t-shirt that matched his bright amber eyes. The kitty flicked his eyes down to the map in his paws and the note attached.
“Just over this hill I should see Simia’s place in the distance.” Yure adjusted his brown backpack. 

The cat re-read the note to distract his tired body as he tried to climb the last mound of the steep hill.

“Hey kitty! I bought a nice little cabin up north to relax and escape the city. Yes. I know I live in the jungle, but I felt so cramped with all those days at Polka Dots. I just wanted some fresh air and live life simply. Anyway, my cabin backs onto a river so we can swim and fish. Bring your yoga gear so we can exercise under the fur trees or your pencils to draw under the dying rays of the sun. Hopefully you can read my map. Love you. Your favourite monkey.”

“I’ll need a swim after this.” Yure reached behind him and grabbed his water bottle. He unscrewed the cap and gulped the last of his water. He shook the empty bottle and rubbed his swelling bloated belly. “I hope monkey has diapers.”

The cat was slightly hunched over as he reached the peak of the hill. He hugged his stomach and gasped for breath. An orange-yellow light flicked just behind some trees. 

“There’s that silly monkey.” Yure crumbled the sweaty piece of paper in his paw and walked off the main drive down a pebbled road that cut through some white cedar trees. The cat swatted at his face and starting half jogging with bated breath towards a cabin he could see a few yards away.
“Ahhhhhh.” The kitty growled as the bugs lapped at his ears and he started to run full on towards the door. The cabin looked small from the outside. Just 400 square feet. Large pine logs were stacked one on top of another with windows cut out of the interior. The kitty spotted the smoke coming out near the roof. Yure didn’t even knock. With one firm motion, he grabbed the brass doorknob, swung the door open and slammed it.
“Monkey if you can afford a cabin, next time I want a lift or else I’m not coming.” Yure collapsed against the door and held his chest. 

“Monkey?” The cat looked around. Except for a faint battery powered lantern in the middle of the room on a small square table with light blue paint and the flicking of the flames in the cast iron stove, the cabin was dark and eerily quiet. The curtains had been drawn and there was barely a flicker of outside light coming through.

Yure slowly stood up. He scratched his arm and bit his lip. “Simia I’m not in the mood right now.” The kitty put down his bag and approached the table. On the rough top, beside the lantern was a note and a pair of goggles. The blue furred kitty wiggled his tail and picked up the note.

“Darling Yure. I know you’ve had a rough couple of weeks. So, I’m going to give you the gift of pleasure. Pleasure like you never felt before. If you trust me, put on those VR googles and let me entertain you. I promise my friend you won’t regret it.”
The kitty wiggled his nose and looked up. He could see a shadow moving above. He smiled. 

“Okay friend. I’ll trust you.” 

Yure put the VR googles on and flicked a power button on the side. The googles lit up and the room suddenly disappeared. The cat was in a grey panelled room.

“Welcome Simia. Would you like to proceed to Simulation Alpha?” A female voice asked.

The cat swatted forward as if he was testing reality. His paws looked the same. Still blue and fluffy.

“Yes.” The cat answered in the affirmative.

“Okay. Loading Simulation Alpha.”

The cat’s ears perked as he could hear a low rhythm. It was drums seemingly going off all around him. Then a piano joined in, followed by a saxophone. He could hear birds chirping outside.

The docile grey panels melted away into a collage of brown planks under his feet, a pile of yellow bananas appeared to his right and the table in front of him disappeared being replaced by a rubber tire. Ropes lined the roof of the cabin as it seemed to change shape getting more circular. Yure turned to his right as light hit him in the face. He could see green treetops in the distance. A Turkish styled rug with a floral pattern appeared under his feet and oil paintings of a few monkeys hung from the walls. The tunes seemed to be coming from the radio that appeared in the corner as the kitty tapped his foot to the jazz medley.
The cat looked up as the sparkling light seemed to merge at the roof turning into a wooden arch. Yure took a step back as he saw something.

A monkey slid down a rope slowly, hanging off it precariously. There was a flash of blood red and brown fur. The simian pulled himself down into the tire swing. He had a long thin brown tail. 

Yure couldn’t help but snicker as he saw the simian barely fit his chubby belly against the rubber tire.

The cat looked up as the monkey used their own momentum to swing towards him.

“Hi. You must be the Yoga Instructor.” The chimp motioned towards the kitty.

Yure looked down. When did he put on his white head and arm bands?
The cat looked forward and he scratched his belly.
“Are you real?” The kitty asked excitingly. 

“Of course, I’m real.” The monkey flipped out of the tire in front of Yure landing on his hands. The cat blushed as he noticed that the chimp was wearing a thick white diaper and sticking his tushie in his direction.

“I’m Diddy. Nice to meet you.” The chimp offered a leg for Yure to shake.

The cat bit his lip as he shook Diddy’s foot.

Yure felt himself stiffen in his shorts. He looked around but the tree house was still there. The smell of ripe bananas was in the air. The cat licked his lips. The cute chubby monkey was still standing in front of him…doing a handstand…in a diaper!

Diddy was exactly what Yure imagined. The chimp wore a red tank-top with bright yellow stars and a Nintendo red ballcap that somehow stayed on his head even though he was upside down. The monkey was around the same height as the kitty and their bellies equally pushed out like plump hills. The chimp had giant wide brown eyes and a thick jaw line.
“Yes I’m a…yoga instructor.” The cat walked around the bouncy tire towards the chimp who was not walking around in a handstand.

“Donkey Kong says his little buddy needs to toughen up and lose weight.” Diddy extended his arms forwards, grabbed his legs and rolled forward.

Yure caught the chimp with both his paws. “I see you’re already stretching.” He felt the fluffy padding under his claws and shuttered quietly. 

“I don’t think you need to lose weight. Look at me?” The cat slapped his thick belly and smiled.

Diddy sat cross legged in front of the instructor starring directly at the kitty’s belly. The chimp lightly swung his tail around and dabbed at the kitten’s blue fur. “I can see you’re a little pudgy like me.” The simian pressed a finger into his belly button.
“The thing is…I need to toughen up in a lot of different ways. The last time we fought the Kremlings, I got so scared I…I…I.” The monkey looked up at the kitty with tears in his large eyes as he started to scrunch his diaper.

“Hey friend.” Yure got down on one knee. “Don’t cry. You’re actually in the perfect uniform for working out.” The kitty pulled his shorts down and over his tail and set it aside. He revealed his own thick diaper with the paw print motif and smiled. “See.” The cat pulled the side releasing a potent acidic smell. “It’s so stretchy. Perfect for doing exercises and it holds all your sweat.” Yure’s cheeks turned a little red and he purred.

Diddy clapped his hands together and stood up. “I guess you’re right. I know I’m a big strong monkey. I just need some help right now.”

“I can help you in many ways.” Yure licked his lips and looked up. He could see something pushing against Diddy’s diaper and it wasn’t a banana.
“Good. I hope you accept payment in bananas.” Diddy pointed behind him.

The kitty scratched his chin. “Oh yes. I do accept payment in ripe bananas.” Yure stood up and adjusted his diaper. “Okay Diddy let’s start with some basic poses.”

They moved to the Turkish carpet where the kitty stood parallel to Diddy and held his arms out north and south. He brought his left foot forward leaning heavily and slanted his right foot back.

“This is warrior pose. Now you try and hold it for a minute.” Yure directed Diddy. 

The monkey put his thin arms out, but he seemed to have trouble moving his back foot out correctly. Yure gently walked behind him and places his paws on Diddy’s shoulders. He pressed just his tip of his erect mushroom head slightly against the monkey’s bum and slowly kicked the chimp’s foot back.

As he ran his finger’s along Diddy’s fur it seemed to change colour between brown and red, but the kitty paid it no mine.

“Now breathe. Take long breaths. You’re a strong warrior. Who can defeat any nasty kroc.” Yure said in a whisper.

Diddy seemed to relax as he loosened in Yure’s paws. The monkey’s tail fell to the floor and the kitty could hear the consistency of his strong breaths. 

He needs to toughen up. But I don’t want my cute monkey to lose his chubbiness. Yure gasped slightly and felt himself freeze up. He hadn’t gone to the bathroom all day and his diaper was pretty dry. The kitty released Diddy after a minute and stepped back. 

The simian rubbed his belly. “That banana juice is really tasty. I drank a couple bottles this morning.” Diddy waged his tail. “What position is next?” 

“Exercising can make one thirsty.” Yure scratched his chest. “Let’s do cobra pose.”

“I know that one kitty!” Diddy dropped to the floor and lied on his stomach. The monkey used his tail to dig into his diaper and adjust it. He held himself up with the palms of his paws and stretched upwards while pushing his legs back behind him.

“Good job Diddy. I’ll time you.” Yure just looked at that thick diaper below him.

“No silly. Now you do cobra over me.” The monkey said cheerfully.

“Wait what?” Yure replied. 

“Yeah. DK does it with me. He pressed himself against my butt and holds the cobra position. If I collapse before him, he will fall on me. It’s good motivation for me to train!”

The kitty nodded and got on his hands and knees. He slowly approached the monkey from behind. He slide himself up, placing his paws to the side of the monkey and holding himself up so his crotch was barely touching the monkey’s butt.  
“I can feel you breathing against my neck. It tickles.” The monkey giggled as he held himself firmly. 

“Your diaper is tickling me.” Yure replied trying to hold the pose as still as possible. “Wait. Your diaper is tickling me.” The cat pushed himself down slightly and could feel a little nub sticking out of the simian’s ass crack.

“Oh. Teehee. That’s my dickie silly.” The monkey wiggled his butt and Yure gritted his teeth as the monkey rubbed his little mushroom against his diaper.

“Is that how you usually do cobra position.” The cat looked up and focussed his breathing.

“Yeah. DK wants to know if I’m going to pee or not…like right now.” Diddy sighed loudly and smiled.
“Shhhhhhhhhhh.” The monkey started to urinate, flooding the back of his diaper.
Yure immediately collapsed onto Diddy as soon he felt the heat warming his own diaper.

The cat took a big sniff as the air got musty and acidic.

The little monkey somehow was able to hold his pose even as the kitty started to push himself harder against Diddy’s moist diaper. He couldn’t help himself!
Diddy wiggled his little toes and pet the kitty on the head with his tail. 

“You’re making my dicky feel funny.” 

The kitty paused for a second. “Yes well um…hehe.” Yure pressed himself against Diddy’s bum and started to flood his own diaper as their moist padding squished against one another.

“I’m sorry.  I couldn’t help it. I drank so much water on the road Simia.”

The chimp finished his Cobra pose and lied on the ground. 
“Uh-oh. I did it again.” 

Diddy turned his head and saw Yure starting to blush. He was panting slightly, and he was looking towards the roof. 

“Tell me when you’re finished. Hee-hee.”

Yure continued to flood his diaper even as he felt Diddy’s manhood poking him further. The drenching soon turned to a trickle and the kitty yawned.

“I’m finished now.”

The monkey rolled slightly and curled up next to his instructor. 

“I see we’re both wet now.”

“Yes.” Yure replied. He was already hard again as his pee-pee pressed against his moist diaper.

“Let me show you the other way DK is having me train.” Diddy clapped his hands and scrambled behind the kitten.

Yure rested on his arms and purred. “Oh please do.” The kitty wiggled his tail. 
“I’m just going to open your diaper.”

“Wait what?” Yure looked back.

Diddy pulled open the kitty’s diaper as a rush of acidic urine made the monkey scrunch his nose.

“What a big blue butt you got friend.”

The simian scratched his head.

“Once when I faced a big bad kremling I got on his back and tried to knock the canon out his hands. I flicked my tail back like this.” Diddy’s tail curved behind him like a spear.

“But I missed…and ended up in his tushie!” Diddy’s tail shot like a missile through the exposed diaper and into Yure’s bum.

Yure screeched and banged on the floor.

“Funny. The kremling made the same sound. DK says this is good training for my tail. There is a lot of resistance in an enemy tushie. I have to practise going in an out.”

The kitty felt himself stiffen further in his diaper. “Yes this is good training. Feel free to use my bum.” The kitty tightened his claws and stretched out his legs. 
“I’ll start slow.” Diddy started extended his tail in and out of the kitty’s blue butt. With a plop he would extend his tail out except for the top before plunging forward again.

The kitty shuttered against the floor. His diaper was getting moist with his pre-cum.

“What a naughty monkey. Yes harder. Please. Oh boy. Harder!” Yure shouted with joy, as he lay on his arms, gripping the carpet with all his might. The cat sniffed the air and caught a whiff of  sweat, ripe fruit and fresh urine that only got him more excited.
“Okay. This is really good exercise for my tail.” Diddy’s tail pushed in further like an erect stick as the monkey extended in and out with a quick snap. The cat was so hard. He didn’t even have to paw his little pecker. He was very stiff in his moist diaper as his dick rubbed against his thick padding.

“Yes. Yes. YES!” The cat cried out even as the floor seemed to start to melt in front of him. The brown planks started to bubble into a navy-blue carpet. The kitty huffed and puffed. He lay on the ground as salvia dripped out of his mouth. The trees seemed to move towards him as a flash of green warped from treetops to some oak trees outside of a bedroom window.

But Diddy kept pounding him with strong tail. He inserted himself more rapidly now. Trying to gain another inch with every strike.

Yure cried out and clenched his little fists. He turned his head slightly and saw Diddy’s large face melt like a wax figure. The left side of his face was starting to resemble his friend Simia. Rust coloured fur. Green eyes. A head of luscious red hair. That smile that turned the kitty on every time. 
The kitty only looked down as two thin tails seemed to be entering him from behind. Yure reached into his wet padding to find his erect chubby. He purred as he started to touch himself.

“Is this a dream? Yure asked.

“Yure.” 

“Yure”

“Cat got his tongue?” 

“Cat got his tongue?” 

“What yoga position is this?” 

“What yoga position is this?”

Both sides of the face answered at once. Yure could distinguish between Simia’s smooth voice and Diddy’s excited responses.

The kitty put his paws on his head. 

“End Simulation Alpha” He ordered. 

Suddenly time seemed to freeze. The two-faced monkey smiled and waved goodbye as it faded into a mass of black pixels. As did every object in the room from the ripe bananas to the tire swing. Everything faded into black until the kitty was alone. 

***

Yure opened his eyes then closed them quickly. He tried to open them again slowly. He felt around on his bed for the cool crisp sheets and his fluffy pillow. The cat tried again, as his eyes adjusted to the natural light. He put his paws on his head and removed the VR googles. The cat slowly pulled himself up and sat on the edge of his single bed. He put his fingers to his forehead and removed two red nodes from the front of his head. His diaper was moist, and his erection started to fade.
“Meow.” The kitty sighed as he looked ahead. He had left the TV on even though Liontari would be annoyed that he went into VR again while leaving the TV on. Electricity cost money!
The news was the same. The kitty didn’t need to read the ribbon at the bottom of the screen. 

He was still in isolation and there was a pandemic around the globe.

Yure turned and crawled up to a window. If you looked outside to the slim trees and listened for the birds chirping you would think everything is right. But it wasn’t. Nothing was.

He had opened the package a few days ago from Simia. His friend had sent him the VR headset in the hopes of cheering him up.

“I’ll work on that later.” Yure looked up at the blue sky. It was a nice day. The sky was clear. The sun was out, yet the streets were empty. No one was coming to his door today or tomorrow or the next day.
The cat placed a paw on the windowpane.  A single tear rolled down his cheek.

“I miss my monkey.”
