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Chapter 1: Arrival in Pawville – The Aloof Volunteer

The sun hung high over Lustopia, bathing the rolling hills in warm golden light as I crested the final ridge and caught my first proper view of Pawville. The Felyne settlement sprawled lazily across a series of sun-drenched terraces and elevated platforms, a town designed entirely around feline instinct. Narrow wooden bridges connected clusters of cozy, multi-level homes built into the sides of gentle cliffs and ancient trees. Everywhere I looked there were high perches—sunlit rooftops, wide balconies, and tall scratching posts wrapped in thick rope that gleamed from years of claw use. The air carried the faint, pleasant scent of warm wood, sun-baked stone, and something subtly musky and sweet that I had come to associate with cat-folk.
 
I adjusted the strap of my research satchel and started down the winding path. As a thirty-year-old monster researcher—healthy, strong, and no stranger to the carnal demands of my profession—I had already spent years studying the more aggressive species. I’d bred tigresses whose powerful bodies had left claw marks across my back for weeks, and lionesses whose roaring orgasms could be heard across entire prides. But Felynes were different. They were the “house cat” variety of monster girls: smaller, softer, unassumingly cute, and far more coy. When they chose to be affectionate, they could be dangerously addictive.
 
The locals noticed me immediately. A few Felynes lounging on rooftops lifted their heads, golden or emerald eyes narrowing with mild curiosity. Their ears twitched. Tails flicked once or twice. No one rushed to greet me; that wasn’t their way. Pawville had a cool, nonchalant vibe—friendly enough if you earned it, but never overly eager. A sleek black-haired Felyne sunning herself on a windowsill simply stretched, her lithe body arching beautifully, before rolling onto her side and watching me pass with a lazy half-smile. Another pair grooming each other on a bridge gave me appraising glances, their tails intertwining, but offered nothing more than a slow nod.
 
I liked it. After the overwhelming heat of tigress mating seasons, this detached serenity felt refreshing.
 
At the central square—a wide, sun-warmed plaza with multiple tiers and climbing frames—I found my assigned volunteer waiting exactly where the guild letter had described. Cathlyn.
 
She was twenty-five and breathtaking in that effortless, ripe way only certain monster girls could manage. Dark, silky hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, framing a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones and full, pouty lips. Her piercing gold eyes regarded me with cool detachment, the vertical pupils narrowing slightly in the bright sunlight. Delicate feline ears perched atop her head, twitching once as a breeze ruffled the fine fur. A long, graceful tail swayed slowly behind her, the tip curling in subtle rhythm.
 
Her body was pure sinful perfection. Heavy, full breasts strained against the simple white linen top she wore, the fabric thin enough that the faint outline of her dark nipples was visible when the light hit just right. Her waist was slim and toned, flaring dramatically into wide, fertile hips that promised easy breeding. Thick, juicy thighs pressed together beneath a short, flowing skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, the hem teasing the soft curve where leg met ass. Every inch of her screamed ripe and fertile—wide hips built for carrying litters, heavy breasts made for feeding them, and a soft, curvaceous figure that looked like it had been sculpted for long, decadent nights of mating.
 
She stood with graceful poise, one hand resting lightly on her hip, tail flicking in slow, elegant arcs. There was nothing overtly eager in her posture. Just calm, aloof superiority, like a queen allowing a visitor into her domain.
 
“Dickard Brieder, I presume,” she said, her voice smooth and slightly husky, with that faint purring undertone all Felynes seemed to possess. A lazy smirk tugged at one corner of her mouth. “So you’re the human who fucks monster girls for ‘research.’ How charming.”
 
I couldn’t help but grin. “Guilty as charged. And you must be Cathlyn. The guild spoke highly of your… willingness to participate.”
 
She gave a soft, amused huff, ears flicking. “Willing is a strong word. I volunteered because the compensation was decent and because I was curious what a human cock feels like after hearing so many exaggerated stories.” Her gold eyes dragged slowly down my body, then back up, appraising me like I was livestock at market. “We’ll see if you live up to the rumors.”
 
Her bluntness sent a pleasant heat through my groin. I stepped closer, catching the warm, slightly sweet scent of her skin—sun-warmed fur mixed with something faintly feminine and musky that made my mouth water.
 
“Shall we?” she asked, turning without waiting for an answer. Her hips swayed as she walked, that thick, heart-shaped ass moving with natural, hypnotic grace beneath her skirt. Her tail lifted just enough to give teasing hints of the smooth skin beneath. I followed her up a series of wooden staircases and rope bridges that climbed higher and higher into the residential district. The higher we went, the more the town spread out below us like a sunlit tapestry. Felynes loved heights, and Cathlyn’s apartment was no exception—nestled near the top of a large, ancient oak that had been hollowed and reinforced into several cozy levels.
 
By the time we reached her front door, my pulse had quickened. She pushed it open with a soft creak and stepped inside, tail swishing. The apartment was exactly what I’d expected from a Felyne: warm, cozy, and elevated. Sunlight poured through wide windows, illuminating soft cushions piled in sunbeams, low wooden furniture perfect for lounging, and multiple high perches and shelves near the ceiling. A large, circular bed dominated one corner, draped in silky sheets that looked perfect for long, lazy breeding sessions. The air smelled faintly of her—clean linen, warm skin, and that subtle, intoxicating feline musk.
 
Cathlyn closed the door behind us and turned, regarding me with that same composed, slightly superior expression. “Make yourself comfortable, researcher. Though I doubt you’ll be sitting much once we begin.”
 
She moved to the center of the room, standing in a patch of golden sunlight that made her dark hair glow. Without any hurry, she began to undress.
 
First came the linen top. She crossed her arms, grasped the hem, and slowly peeled it upward. The fabric slid over her slim waist, then higher, revealing the full, heavy weight of her breasts. They bounced free with a soft, delicious jiggle—large, round, and perfectly shaped, capped with dark pink nipples that were already slightly stiffened from the cool air. The undersides curved generously, heavy with the promise of future milk. She folded the top neatly and set it aside, never breaking eye contact, ears perked with mild interest.
 
Next, her skirt. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and eased it down over her wide hips, letting it pool at her ankles before stepping out. Her thighs were thick and plush, the kind that could squeeze a man’s head until he saw stars. Between them sat the smooth, puffy mound of her pussy—already showing a faint sheen of arousal, the outer lips plump and inviting. Her tail curled lazily behind her as she stood completely bare, every inch of her ripe, fertile body on display.
 
Cathlyn placed her hands on her hips, tilting her head slightly. Her gold eyes watched me with cool amusement, as if she were the one studying me instead of the other way around. “Well? This is what you came for, isn’t it?” She turned slowly, giving me a full view of her round, firm ass—cheeks full and juicy, the cleft between them hiding the tight pink pucker of her anus and the glistening slit below. “Take your time looking, Dickard. I’m not in any rush.”
 
I stepped closer, the scent of her body stronger now—warm skin, faint feminine musk, and the barest hint of sweet arousal. My cock was already thickening in my trousers, pressing insistently against the fabric as I drank in the sight of her heavy breasts rising and falling with each calm breath, the gentle sway of her tail, and the way her thick thighs pressed together, framing that deliciously ripe pussy.
 
She was unassumingly cute in her aloofness, coy and seductive without even trying. The perfect Felyne.
 
I set my satchel down and began removing my own shirt, eyes never leaving her curvaceous form. “The research begins now, Cathlyn. Let’s see just how well this beautiful body of yours responds to a human researcher.”
 
A soft, lazy smirk curved her lips again. One ear twitched. “Then stop talking and start observing, human. I’m waiting.”
 
The golden sunlight poured over her naked, fertile figure as she stood there—composed, graceful, and radiating that superior feline calm. My pulse thrummed with anticipation. This was going to be an unforgettable assignment.




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Warm, Tight, and Ripe

Cathlyn stood bathed in the golden sunlight streaming through the high windows of her elevated apartment, completely naked and radiating that quiet, superior confidence only a Felyne could manage. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, framing the perfect curves of her body like a living work of art. Those piercing gold eyes watched me with calm detachment, vertical pupils narrowing slightly as she waited for me to begin. Her cat ears perched atop her head, twitching once in mild curiosity, while her long tail swayed lazily behind her, the tip curling in slow, graceful arcs.
 
I stepped closer, the wooden floor creaking softly under my boots. The air in the cozy nest was warm and intimate, carrying the faint, intoxicating scent of her—clean, sun-warmed skin mixed with a subtle feminine musk that grew richer the nearer I came. My cock was already half-hard from the first sight of her, but now, seeing her fully exposed and unashamed, it throbbed insistently against my trousers.
 
“Turn for me,” I said, my voice low and rough with building lust.
 
She obeyed without hurry, pivoting slowly on the balls of her feet. Her heavy breasts swayed with the motion, full and pendulous, the dark pink nipples already slightly puckered from the cool air kissing her skin. Her slim waist flared dramatically into wide, fertile hips that begged to be gripped during breeding. Her ass was a masterpiece—round, firm cheeks that jiggled just enough with each step, the deep cleft between them hiding treasures I was eager to explore. Thick, plush thighs rubbed together softly, and between them, her smooth, puffy pussy lips peeked out, already glistening with a faint sheen of natural arousal.
 
I circled her like a researcher examining a prime specimen, which, in truth, she was. “You’re exquisite, Cathlyn. Built like you were made for carrying strong litters.”
 
A soft, aloof huff escaped her lips. “Flattery from a human who’s probably fucked half the monster girls in Lustopia. How original.” Despite the dry tone, her tail gave a single, pleased flick.
 
I stopped in front of her and reached out, cupping the heavy weight of her left breast in my palm. Gods, it was perfect—soft yet firm, overflowing my hand with warm, yielding flesh. I lifted it gently, feeling its substantial heft, then did the same with the right. They were so full and ripe, the undersides smooth and sensitive. My thumbs brushed over her nipples, circling the dark pink peaks until they stiffened into tight little buds under my touch. Cathlyn’s breathing remained steady, but I caught the faintest hitch when I gave one nipple a light pinch and roll between my fingers.
 
“Sensitive here,” I murmured, leaning in to inhale the warm, slightly sweet scent of her cleavage. “These will look even better when they’re swollen with milk.”
 
She kept her composure, gold eyes half-lidded. “If you manage to knock me up, perhaps. But that remains to be seen, researcher.”
 
I smiled against her skin and continued my inspection, sliding my hands down her slim, toned waist. My fingers traced the elegant dip of her sides, feeling the smooth warmth of her flesh, the subtle flex of muscle beneath. Then lower, over the dramatic flare of her wide hips. I gripped them firmly, thumbs pressing into the soft padding that would make gripping her during deep thrusts so satisfying. Her hips were built for breeding—broad and strong, perfect for taking a man’s seed and growing it into healthy hybrids.
 
“These hips… fuck, they’re made for mating,” I growled softly, giving them a squeeze. “Wide enough to stretch around a thick cock and still look graceful doing it.”
 
Cathlyn’s ears twitched again, but her voice stayed calm and slightly superior. “You talk a lot for someone who’s supposed to be conducting research. Are you going to keep fondling, or actually inspect?”
 
I chuckled and dropped to one knee in front of her, my face now level with the lush juncture of her thighs. Up close, her scent was stronger—warm, musky, and deliciously feminine, with that faint sweet undertone that made my mouth water. I placed my hands on her thick thighs and gently spread them apart. She shifted her stance, allowing me better access without protest. Her smooth, puffy pussy lips came into full view—plump outer folds that were already slick and slightly parted, revealing the glistening pink inner petals. A thin strand of her arousal stretched between them, catching the sunlight.
 
“Beautiful,” I breathed, running my fingers lightly along the outer lips. They were soft, warm, and yielding, coated in her natural slickness. I parted them slowly with my thumbs, exposing her tight entrance and the swollen little clit peeking from its hood. Heat radiated from her core—delicious, inviting warmth that promised an incredibly tight and fertile channel. “Your pussy is so smooth and puffy. Already getting wet for me, even if you won’t admit it.”
 
I traced a finger along her slit, collecting her slick on the pad. It was warm and slippery, with a faint, tangy-sweet taste when I brought it to my lips. Cathlyn watched me with that composed expression, but her tail flicked sharply once behind her.
 
Next, I moved lower, spreading her cheeks with both hands to inspect her most private spot. Her tight little anus winked at me— a perfect, puckered pink ring nestled between her full ass cheeks. It looked impossibly small and untouched, yet it fluttered slightly under my gaze. I ran a fingertip around the rim, feeling the delicate, wrinkled skin. It was warm, just like her pussy, and when I pressed gently, it yielded with surprising softness.
 
“Such a pretty little asshole too,” I said, voice thick with lust. “Tight and delicate. I can already tell it’s going to grip like a vice when I finally slide inside.”
 
She remained impressively composed, though her ears flattened for a brief second. “Satisfied with the view, Dickard? Or do you need to get more… hands-on?”
 
I took that as invitation. I slid one thick finger along her dripping pussy, coating it thoroughly in her slick, then pressed the tip against her tight entrance. Slowly, I pushed inside. Her inner walls were scorching hot—velvety soft, yet incredibly tight, rippling around my invading digit as if trying to pull me deeper. The heat and slickness were intoxicating; her pussy felt ripe and fertile, the kind of cunt that was made to milk a cock and take load after load until it swelled with new life.
 
“Fuck… so warm and tight,” I groaned, sliding my finger deeper until I was knuckle-deep. I curled it gently, stroking along her upper wall, searching for that sensitive spot. Cathlyn’s breathing stayed measured, but I felt her walls clench once around me—a tiny, involuntary reaction.
 
I added a second finger, stretching her slowly, feeling how her slick coated my hand. The wet, squelching sounds filled the sunlit room as I pumped them in and out with deliberate care, inspecting every ridge and fold inside her fertile pussy.
 
Then, without warning, I brought my other hand to her ass. I pressed a slick finger against her tight anus and pushed inside. The ring of muscle resisted for a moment before blooming open, swallowing my finger into scorching, velvety heat. Her ass was even tighter than her pussy— a delicious, gripping heat that pulsed around the intrusion. Both holes now filled, I worked them in tandem: slow, deep strokes in her pussy paired with gentle thrusts into her anus, feeling the thin wall separating them.
 
Cathlyn’s tail lashed once, then twice. Her cat ears twitched rapidly, but she kept her voice steady, almost bored. “You’re very thorough, researcher. Most humans just want to shove their cocks in and be done with it.”
 
I looked up at her from between her spread thighs, fingers still buried deep in both her warm, slick holes. “I’m not most humans. And this body of yours… it’s incredibly breedable, Cathlyn. These heavy tits, these wide hips, this ripe little pussy and tight ass—they’re all screaming to be filled and claimed. I can feel how fertile you are. Your womb is practically begging for seed.”
 
She met my gaze with those piercing gold eyes, a lazy smirk playing on her lips despite the faint flush creeping across her cheeks. Her voice came out in that smooth, aloof purr. “Satisfied, researcher?”
 
I twisted my fingers slowly inside her, drawing a tiny, barely audible gasp from her throat before she caught it. The inspection was far from over, but for now, I drank in the sight of this beautiful, composed Felyne standing tall while I explored every lewd, delicious inch of her warm, tight, and undeniably ripe body.




Chapter 3: Makeout and Fingering – First Cracks in the Composure

The inspection had left my fingers glistening with Cathlyn’s warm, slick arousal and my cock straining painfully against my trousers. She still stood before me in the sunlit apartment, trying to maintain that cool, superior feline poise, but I could see the faint flush creeping across her cheeks and the way her gold eyes had darkened just a fraction. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with slightly quicker breaths, dark nipples still tight from my earlier teasing. Between her thick thighs, her puffy pussy lips glistened obscenely, a thin trail of her juices already starting to trickle down one inner thigh. Her tight little anus winked subtly, still slick from my probing finger.
 
I rose to my full height, towering over her curvaceous form, and without a word I cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her dark, silky hair just behind her twitching cat ears. “Enough playing aloof, beautiful,” I growled softly. “I want to taste that pretty mouth.”
 
Before she could deliver another lazy retort, I pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss.
 
Our lips crashed together. Hers were soft and full, yielding at first with that same composed detachment, but the moment my tongue pushed past them she responded. Her slightly rough feline tongue—textured with delicate barbs that felt both strange and intensely erotic—met mine in a wet, sliding dance. The sensation was deliciously different from any human woman I’d kissed; those tiny rasps dragged along my tongue, sending sparks of pleasure straight to my throbbing cock. She tasted faintly sweet and musky, like warm cream mixed with something wild and feminine. I groaned into her mouth, deepening the kiss, devouring her with slow, possessive strokes of my tongue.
 
Cathlyn tried to stay in control. Her hands rested lightly on my chest at first, as if she were merely tolerating the invasion, but as I sucked on her rough tongue and explored every corner of her hot mouth, her fingers curled tighter into my shirt. A soft, involuntary hum vibrated from her throat—half purr, half moan—before she caught it.
 
I pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “Your tongue feels incredible… rough and perfect for licking.” Then I dove back in, kissing her harder, more demandingly. My free hand roamed down her body, squeezing one heavy breast and rolling the stiff nipple between my fingers until she shivered. The wet sounds of our sloppy makeout filled the cozy, sun-drenched room—lips smacking, tongues sliding, occasional soft gasps escaping when we broke for air.
 
While our mouths remained locked, I slid two fingers back into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue. She sucked on them instinctively, her rough barbs dragging along the digits in a way that made me imagine how that tongue would feel wrapped around my cock later. Saliva coated my fingers thickly, warm and slippery. I withdrew them with a wet pop and immediately trailed them downward, leaving a glistening trail over her chin, between her heaving breasts, and across her slim waist.
 
Cathlyn’s gold eyes fluttered half-closed, but she still tried to hold onto her aloof demeanor. “Is this… part of your standard research protocol, human?” she purred, voice only slightly breathier than before. Her tail flicked sharply behind her.
 
“Every inch of you is,” I replied, voice thick with lust.
 
My slick fingers finally reached the dripping heat between her thick thighs. I cupped her puffy pussy, feeling the scorching warmth and the copious slick that had leaked out during our kiss. She was soaked now—hotter and wetter than during the inspection. I parted her plump outer lips with two fingers and slid them deep into her velvety cunt in one smooth motion.
 
“Fuck… still so tight,” I groaned against her mouth. Her inner walls were scorching hot, rippling and clenching around my invading fingers like silky wet velvet. I scissored them slowly, stretching her, feeling every ridge and fold inside her fertile channel. Her juices coated my hand abundantly, dripping down my wrist in warm, slippery rivulets. The lewd squelching sounds grew louder as I pumped my fingers in and out, curling them upward to stroke that sensitive spongy spot along her front wall.
 
At the same time, I brought my other hand—still slick with her saliva—around to her perfect ass. I spread one full, juicy cheek and pressed a thick, wet finger against her tight little anus. The puckered ring resisted for a heartbeat before blooming open, swallowing my digit into its scorching, gripping heat. Her ass was even tighter than her pussy, the velvety walls pulsing rhythmically around the intrusion as I pushed deeper until my knuckle pressed against her soft flesh.
 
Now I was working both her holes at once—two fingers buried deep in her dripping, clenching pussy while another pumped steadily into her tight, hot anus. I alternated the rhythm: slow, deep thrusts in her cunt paired with quicker, shallower strokes in her ass, letting her feel the thin wall between them being massaged from both sides. The combined sensation made obscene wet noises echo through the apartment.
 
Cathlyn’s composure finally began to crack.
 
A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips into our kiss—low and sweet, almost a mewl. Her hips twitched forward, grinding against my hand as if seeking more friction. Her tail, which had been flicking dismissively, suddenly lashed once and then wrapped tightly around my wrist, the soft fur brushing my skin as the strong muscle tried to control the pace of my fingers. Her cat ears flattened slightly against her head, then perked up again in rapid little twitches.
 
She pulled back from the kiss just enough to gasp, “You’re… being very thorough again, Dickard…” But the words came out breathier, less aloof. Her gold eyes were half-lidded now, pupils blown wide with growing arousal. A faint flush had spread across her cheeks and down to the tops of her heavy breasts, making her dark nipples look even stiffer.
 
I didn’t let up. I kissed her again, harder this time, sucking on her rough tongue while my fingers scissored wider inside her soaked pussy and curled relentlessly against her g-spot. More of her hot, slippery juices gushed around my hand, coating my palm and dripping onto the wooden floor in lewd little splatters. In her ass, I added a second finger, stretching the tight ring deliciously. The dual penetration made her thighs tremble, those thick, plush muscles quivering as she fought to keep her stance steady.
 
“Getting wetter and hotter by the second,” I murmured against her swollen lips, breaking the kiss to nip at her jaw and then her sensitive neck, right below her twitching ear. “Your body is betraying you, Cathlyn. This pretty pussy is clenching so greedily around my fingers, and your tight little ass is sucking me in like it never wants to let go. You can try to stay cool and superior, but your holes are telling the truth—you’re aching for more.”
 
A shaky little moan slipped from her again, louder this time. Her hips rolled involuntarily, fucking herself back onto my fingers with tiny, desperate movements. Her tail tightened around my wrist, the tip quivering. She tried to steady her breathing, to keep that composed mask in place, but it was slipping fast. Soft, breathy whimpers mixed with reluctant purrs escaped her throat every time I curled my fingers just right or scissored them deeper.
 
The scent of her arousal filled the sunlit room now—thick, musky, and sweet, making my head spin with raw lust. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest as she leaned into me, nipples hard little points dragging across my shirt. Sweat began to bead on her smooth skin, giving her curvaceous body a delicious sheen in the golden light.
 
Cathlyn’s gold eyes met mine, still trying for aloofness even as her body trembled with need. “Don’t… get cocky, human,” she managed, voice husky and broken by another soft moan as I thrust both sets of fingers deep at the same time. “This is… just the beginning…”
 
But her words lacked conviction. Her dripping pussy was gushing around my fingers, her tight anus pulsing rhythmically, and her hips were twitching more openly now, chasing the pleasure I was forcing upon her. The cool, composed Felyne was starting to crack, and the sight of her fighting so adorably against her own growing desperation only made me hungrier for what was coming next.
 
I kept kissing her deeply, tasting that rough feline tongue while my fingers worked both her warm, velvety holes with relentless, delicious intent—scissoring, curling, and thrusting until her composure frayed thread by thread, revealing the needy, affectionate cat girl hiding beneath.




Chapter 4: Face Sitting, Piss, and 69 – Losing Control

Cathlyn’s composure was hanging by a thread. Her gold eyes were glassy with arousal, her cheeks flushed a deep pink, and her thick thighs were visibly trembling from the relentless fingering I’d just given her dripping pussy and tight anus. Strings of her slick coated my fingers and dripped down her inner thighs in shiny trails. Her heavy breasts heaved with each ragged breath, dark nipples stiff and begging for attention, while her tail lashed erratically behind her and her cat ears kept twitching uncontrollably.
 
I pulled my fingers free with a wet, obscene pop, savoring the way her holes clenched at the sudden emptiness. Without a word, I stripped off the rest of my clothes, my thick, throbbing cock springing free—hard as steel and already leaking precum from the tip. Cathlyn’s gaze flicked downward, her vertical pupils dilating at the sight, but she still tried to cling to that aloof mask.
 
I lay back on the large circular bed in the center of her sunlit apartment, the soft sheets cool against my skin. The golden light poured over us, highlighting every curve of her ripe, curvaceous body.
 
“Come here,” I commanded softly, voice rough with need. “Straddle my face. I want that pretty pussy and tight little ass right on my mouth.”
 
She hesitated for half a second, ears flattening slightly, then climbed onto the bed with graceful feline movements. Her wide hips swayed as she moved over me, thick thighs spreading as she positioned herself above my face. From below, the view was breathtaking—her soaked, puffy pussy lips hovering inches from my mouth, glistening with arousal, and just above it, her tight pink anus, still slightly open from my earlier fingers. Her heavy breasts hung pendulously, swaying with each breath, and her long dark hair cascaded down like a curtain.
 
Cathlyn lowered herself slowly, teasingly, until her dripping cunt made contact with my lips. The heat was immediate and overwhelming—scorching, slick, and deliciously musky. I groaned loudly and dove in.
 
My tongue dragged in a long, hungry lick from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit. Her taste exploded across my tongue: tangy-sweet, rich with feminine arousal, warm and intoxicating. I lapped at her puffy outer lips, sucking them into my mouth one by one, then speared my tongue deep into her velvety pussy, fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts. The wet, slurping sounds were loud and lewd in the quiet apartment.
 
She tried to stay composed at first, balancing with her hands on the headboard, but a broken mewl escaped her when I moved higher and dragged my tongue over her puckered anus. I circled the tight ring with broad, wet strokes, tasting the clean, slightly earthy flavor mixed with her pussy juices. Then I stiffened my tongue and pushed inside, tongue-fucking her ass with deep, probing thrusts while my nose pressed firmly against her dripping cunt.
 
“Fuck… your holes taste so good,” I growled into her flesh, the words muffled against her skin.
 
Cathlyn’s aloof facade shattered further. A louder moan tore from her throat—raw and needy. Her hips twitched, then began to grind down harder against my face, smearing her slick all over my mouth, nose, and chin. Her tail thrashed wildly above me, brushing against my chest. “Nngh… you’re… too eager, human…” she tried to purr, but the words dissolved into a breathy whimper as I sucked her swollen clit between my lips and flicked it rapidly with the tip of my tongue.
 
Her thighs started trembling violently around my head, the thick, plush muscles squeezing intermittently as pleasure built. I alternated between devouring her pussy—long, sloppy licks and deep tongue-fucking—and returning to her tight anus, rimming it thoroughly before plunging my tongue back inside. Both holes were soaked and pulsing, her arousal flowing freely now, coating my entire lower face in a shiny mess.
 
Then she broke even more.
 
I felt her body tense, her breathing hitch sharply. “D-Dickard… I… I can’t hold it…” she gasped, voice cracking.
 
I pulled my tongue from her ass just long enough to growl against her pussy, “Do it. Piss in my mouth. I want every drop.”
 
Cathlyn let out a shaky, defeated moan. A moment later, a hot, powerful stream of her piss erupted directly onto my tongue. It was warm—almost hot—slightly musky with a faint sweet-salt tang that was intensely intimate and delicious in its lewdness. I sealed my lips around her urethra and drank greedily, swallowing gulp after gulp of her golden fluid while she ground down harder on my face. The taste flooded my senses, making my cock twitch and leak precum onto my stomach. I moaned loudly into her cunt as I drank, the vibrations making her cry out.
 
She pissed for what felt like an eternity—copious, steady streams that I swallowed eagerly, not wasting a single drop. Some overflowed my mouth, running down my cheeks and neck in warm rivulets, but I kept sucking and licking through it all, my tongue still working her clit and occasionally dipping back to her twitching anus.
 
When the stream finally tapered off, Cathlyn was panting heavily, her composure in ruins. Her gold eyes were wild, ears flat against her head, and her tail wrapped tightly around my arm as if anchoring herself. “You… you actually drank it all…” she whispered, voice hoarse and trembling with a mix of shock and undeniable arousal.
 
I gave her pussy one last long, slow lick, savoring the mix of her piss and fresh slick. “Delicious. Now switch. I want your mouth on my cock while I keep devouring you.”
 
We moved into a passionate 69 position. Cathlyn turned around, her thick thighs straddling my head once more, but this time facing the other way so her heavy breasts pressed against my lower stomach and her face hovered over my throbbing erection. Her tail curled around my thigh for balance.
 
The moment she lowered her dripping pussy and still-wet anus back onto my waiting mouth, I resumed my feast—long, hungry licks alternating between her swollen clit, her gushing cunt, and her puckered little asshole. I sucked hard on her clit while sliding two fingers back into her pussy, curling them relentlessly.
 
At the same time, Cathlyn’s warm, soft mouth engulfed my cock.
 
She took me in with surprising hunger and skill. Her lips stretched wide around my thick shaft, and that slightly rough feline tongue dragged along the underside in long, rasping strokes that felt incredible. She sucked eagerly, bobbing her head with wet, slurping sounds, taking me deeper into her hot, velvety throat. Saliva dripped down my balls as she worked me hungrily, purring vibrations traveling straight through my cock and making my toes curl.
 
“Fuck… your mouth feels amazing,” I groaned into her pussy, the words muffled as I tongue-fucked her ass again. Her thighs trembled violently around my head now, squeezing tighter with every deep suck she gave my cock and every thrust of my tongue into her holes.
 
We lost ourselves in the lewd 69—her hungry, skilled mouth slurping and sucking my throbbing cock with eager abandon while I devoured her pussy and anus like a starving man. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds: slurping, moaning, squelching, and the occasional broken mewl from Cathlyn as her control slipped further and further away. Her thick thighs quaked around my ears, her heavy breasts dragging against my abdomen, and her tail lashed and wrapped around me in turns.
 
She was losing control completely, and the sight, taste, and feel of this beautiful, once-aloof Felyne falling apart on my face and cock was pure, delicious ecstasy.




Chapter 5: Vaginal Penetration – She Finally Breaks

Cathlyn was a trembling, dripping mess above me after our intense 69. Her thick thighs still quivered around my head, her soaked pussy and tight anus glistening with a mixture of my saliva, her slick, and the remnants of her warm piss. Her heavy breasts heaved with ragged breaths, dark nipples stiff and shiny with sweat. Those piercing gold eyes were no longer aloof — they were hazy, pupils blown wide with raw need. Her dark hair clung to her flushed cheeks, and her tail flicked erratically, betraying how close she already was to losing the last shreds of her composed feline superiority.
 
I gently pushed her off me and flipped her onto her back on the large circular bed. The soft sheets bunched beneath her curvaceous body as I climbed between her spread thick thighs. My cock was rock-hard, throbbing angrily, the thick head slick with her saliva and my own leaking precum. It looked obscene next to her puffy, dripping pussy — veins pulsing, shaft glistening, ready to claim the fertile Felyne beneath me.
 
Cathlyn tried one last time to rally her aloof mask. She looked up at me with half-lidded gold eyes, attempting a lazy smirk even as her chest rose and fell rapidly. “Is this the part where you finally put that human cock to use, researcher?” Her voice was husky, but it wavered at the edges. Her cat ears twitched, and her tail curled tightly around her own thigh as if trying to anchor herself.
 
I didn’t answer with words. I gripped my thick cock at the base and rubbed the swollen head up and down her slick, puffy slit. The heat radiating from her core was incredible — scorching, inviting, and dripping wet. Her juices coated my cockhead instantly, making wet, sticky sounds as I teased her swollen clit with the tip. Cathlyn’s hips gave an involuntary twitch, a soft whimper escaping before she could swallow it.
 
“Still trying to act cool?” I growled, pressing the head firmly against her tight entrance. “Let’s see how long that lasts when I’m buried balls-deep in your ripe little cunt.”
 
With one powerful thrust, I pushed forward.
 
Her incredibly tight, hot, and slick pussy resisted for a glorious second before the fat head of my cock popped inside. The sensation was mind-melting — velvet-soft walls that gripped me like a fiery fist, scorching heat enveloping every inch as I sank deeper. Inch after thick inch disappeared into her fertile depths, stretching her puffy lips obscenely wide around my shaft. Her inner muscles rippled and fluttered wildly around me, trying to adjust to the sudden invasion.
 
Cathlyn’s gold eyes widened. A sharp gasp tore from her throat, quickly turning into a broken moan as I kept pushing until my heavy balls pressed flush against her ass and the head of my cock kissed the entrance to her womb.
 
“F-fuck…” she whispered, voice cracking. She tried to keep her composure, biting her lower lip hard, but her body betrayed her instantly. Her tight pussy clenched rhythmically around my entire length, milking me with greedy, involuntary spasms. The heat inside her was unreal — like molten silk wrapped around my cock, so slick and fertile it felt like her body was actively trying to suck me deeper toward her womb.
 
I stayed buried to the hilt for a long moment, letting her feel every thick inch stretching her. Then I pulled back slowly, almost to the tip, watching her puffy lips cling to my shaft like they didn’t want to let go. Her slick coated me in shiny strands. Without warning, I slammed back in — hard, deep, bottoming out against her cervix with a wet slap of flesh on flesh.
 
That single rough thrust shattered her completely.
 
Cathlyn’s aloof facade exploded into desperate, bestial need. A loud, keening mewl ripped from her throat — high-pitched, cute, and utterly broken. “Ahhhn—!” Her claws — delicate but sharp feline nails — dug lightly into my shoulders and back, pricking my skin as her body arched violently off the bed. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly with the impact, nipples dragging against my chest.
 
I started thrusting in earnest — rough, powerful strokes that made her thick thighs jiggle and her wide hips shake with every slam. The wet, obscene squelching of my cock pounding into her dripping cunt filled the sunlit apartment, mixed with the rhythmic slap of my balls against her ass. Each deep thrust drove the head of my cock against her womb, battering the entrance to her fertile core.
 
“D-Deeper…!” she whimpered, her voice no longer cool or superior but cute and desperate, cracking with every thrust. “You stupid human… it feels too good… nghh—! Harder!”
 
Her tail lashed wildly behind her, thrashing against the sheets like a whip. Her cat ears were flat against her head, then perked up sharply with each particularly deep thrust. Her gold eyes began to roll back, lashes fluttering as pure feline bliss took over. She tried to form more words, but they dissolved into a string of broken mewls and whimpers — adorable, needy sounds that only made me fuck her harder.
 
I grabbed her wide hips, fingers sinking into the soft, fertile flesh, and used them as handles to pound her even more roughly. The bestial rhythm was relentless: long, powerful withdrawals followed by savage slams that made her entire curvaceous body jolt. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock like a living vice, hot, slick walls rippling in waves as she lost control completely.
 
“Such a tight, greedy little cunt,” I growled, leaning down to capture one of her bouncing breasts in my mouth. I sucked hard on her stiff nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive bud while I continued hammering into her fertile depths. “You were acting so aloof earlier, but look at you now — mewling like a needy kitten while your pussy milks my cock. This womb is going to take every drop, isn’t it?”
 
Cathlyn’s response was another desperate cry. Her claws raked down my back, not enough to draw blood but enough to sting deliciously. Her thick thighs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my lower back as she pulled me deeper. “Yes—! Deeper, you idiot… fill me… it’s too much… I’m— I’m cumming—!”
 
Her orgasm hit her like a storm.
 
Cathlyn’s entire body seized up, back arching sharply off the bed. Her pussy clamped down around my thrusting cock with rhythmic, powerful contractions — hot, velvety walls squeezing and fluttering wildly as she came hard. A gush of fresh, hot slick flooded around my shaft, squirting out with every brutal thrust. Her gold eyes rolled back completely, showing only whites for a moment as pure bliss overtook her. Loud, broken mewls poured from her lips, turning into high-pitched yowls of ecstasy. Her tail went rigid, then lashed frantically. Her heavy breasts bounced and jiggled with the force of her climax, milk-white flesh rippling.
 
I didn’t stop thrusting. I fucked her straight through her orgasm, pounding her clenching, squirting pussy with rough, bestial strokes that made wet, sloppy sounds echo through the room. The sight of the once-cool Felyne completely shattered — claws digging, tail thrashing, gold eyes rolled back, cute whimpers and desperate begs spilling from her swollen lips — was the most delicious thing I’d ever seen.
 
Even as her climax began to ebb, her pussy continued to flutter and milk my cock greedily, as if trying to pull my seed straight into her fertile womb. Cathlyn panted heavily, sweat glistening on her curvaceous body, her dark hair a messy halo around her flushed face. She looked up at me with dazed, lust-drunk gold eyes, still twitching and mewling softly with aftershocks.
 
“You… broke me…” she whispered hoarsely, a cute, broken little whimper escaping as another weak spasm rippled through her pussy around my still-thrusting cock. “Stupid human… feels too fucking good…”
 
I grinned down at her, still buried deep inside her spasming, fertile heat, ready to keep claiming her until she couldn’t even remember her own aloof attitude.




Chapter 6: Anal Deliciousness – Cute Struggle to Stay Composed

Cathlyn lay beneath me on the rumpled sheets of her elevated bed, still panting and twitching from the shattering orgasm that had just ripped through her fertile pussy. Her thick thighs were spread wide, her puffy cunt lips swollen and glistening with a messy mix of her own slick, my precum, and the gush of her climax. Heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly, dark nipples stiff and shiny with sweat. Her gold eyes were dazed, half-lidded, and her dark hair stuck to her flushed cheeks in damp strands. Her long tail still twitched weakly against the bed, and her cat ears kept flicking as aftershocks rolled through her curvaceous body.
 
But I wasn’t done with her yet.
 
I pulled my cock free from her spasming pussy with a wet, obscene pop. A thick strand of her creamy juices stretched between us before breaking, dripping onto the sheets. My shaft was coated in her arousal — shiny, veined, and still rock-hard, throbbing with the need to claim her other hole.
 
Cathlyn’s gaze followed my cock as I shifted position. She tried to gather herself, pushing up onto her elbows with a shaky breath. That aloof, slightly superior expression flickered back onto her face for a brief moment, even as her voice came out breathier than she probably intended. “Already moving on, researcher? You humans really are… insatiable.”
 
I smirked down at her and grabbed her wide, fertile hips, flipping her onto her stomach with ease. Her round, juicy ass cheeks jiggled beautifully from the motion, the deep cleft between them still slick from our previous activities. I spread her thick thighs apart again and knelt behind her, admiring the sight: her flushed pussy still leaking, and just above it, that tight little pink anus — puckered, delicate, and winking slightly from the earlier fingering and tongue work.
 
“Insatiable for this tight Felyne ass,” I growled, voice low and rough.
 
I gathered a thick glob of spit and let it drip directly onto her anus, watching it slide down the wrinkled ring. Then I used the head of my cock — still drenched in her pussy juices — to smear the natural lube all over her tight entrance. The mix of her slick, my spit, and the remnants of her orgasm made everything deliciously slippery. I pressed the fat head against her tiny hole and began to push.
 
Cathlyn’s attempt at staying cool and superior crumbled almost immediately.
 
The moment the wide head of my cock breached her tight anal ring, her whole body tensed. A cute, high-pitched whimper escaped her lips — soft and mewling, nothing like her earlier aloof purrs. “Nngh… wait— it’s… too big…” Her voice wavered, cracking adorably as the thick shaft slowly sank into her scorching heat.
 
The tightness was mind-blowing. Her ass was even hotter and tighter than her pussy — a blazing, velvety vice that gripped every inch of my cock like it was trying to strangle it. The ring of muscle stretched obscenely around my thickness, the wrinkled skin smoothing out as I pushed deeper. Inch after inch disappeared into her perfect ass, the heat and pressure driving me wild. I could feel every ridge and flutter of her inner walls, the delicious resistance giving way to yielding, silky heat.
 
Cathlyn’s claws dug into the sheets, bunching the fabric as she buried her face halfway into a pillow. Her cat ears were completely flat against her head, and her long tail began to thrash wildly from side to side, slapping against my thigh and the bed with sharp, erratic motions. “Hah… ahhn… you stupid… human…” she tried to growl, but it came out as a broken, cute little meow instead. Her face was flushed deep crimson, visible even from behind, the tips of her ears burning red.
 
I kept pushing slowly, savoring every second of the delicious squeeze. “Fuck… your ass is incredible,” I groaned, hands gripping her wide hips hard enough to leave marks on her soft flesh. “So tight and hot… gripping me like it never wants to let go. Look at how beautifully you’re stretching around my cock.”
 
When I finally bottomed out — my heavy balls pressed against her soaked pussy lips and my pelvis flush against her plump ass cheeks — Cathlyn let out a long, shaky moan that dissolved into a series of adorable, involuntary mewls. Her entire body trembled, thick thighs quivering, ass clenching rhythmically around my buried shaft.
 
I gave her a moment to adjust, but not much. Then I started moving.
 
Slow at first — long, deliberate withdrawals until only the head remained inside her stretched ring, then deep, powerful thrusts back in that made her juicy ass cheeks ripple and jiggle. The lewd, wet sounds of my cock pumping into her lubed ass filled the sunlit apartment: slick, squelching, bestial. Each thrust drove me balls-deep into her scorching depths, the tightness milking my cock with every stroke.
 
Cathlyn’s vain struggle to stay composed was utterly endearing and insanely hot.
 
She tried to keep her voice steady, biting the pillow to muffle herself, but cute little whimpers and meows kept spilling out with every rough thrust. “N-not… so deep… ahh—! I’m… supposed to be… in control here…” The words were broken by another high-pitched mewl as I slammed in harder, grinding my hips against her ass. Her tail lashed frantically, wrapping around my wrist for a second before thrashing free again. Her ears stayed flat, twitching wildly with each impact.
 
Her face turned to the side, cheek pressed to the sheets, gold eyes squeezed shut then fluttering open with dazed lust. The flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck and across the tops of her heavy breasts, which were squished against the bed and jiggling with every bestial thrust into her ass. She looked so lovely and vulnerable like this — the once-cool, aloof Felyne reduced to a whimpering, mewling mess, desperately trying (and completely failing) to maintain any shred of superiority while her tight ass was being claimed so roughly.
 
I leaned over her, chest pressing against her back, and growled into her twitching ear. “You’re failing miserably at staying composed, Cathlyn. Listen to those cute little meows. Your tight ass is sucking me in so greedily… clenching every time I bottom out. You love this, don’t you? Being fucked in your pretty little shithole like a needy cat in heat.”
 
A broken sob-like moan escaped her. “S-shut up… ahhn—! It’s… too much… too intense…” But even as she protested, her hips began to push back weakly against my thrusts, her body betraying her completely. Her ass rippled around my cock with every deep plunge, the heat and friction driving me closer to the edge.
 
I picked up the pace, shifting to rougher, more bestial strokes — hard, pounding thrusts that made her entire curvaceous body jolt forward on the bed. The slap of my hips against her plump ass cheeks grew louder, wetter, more obscene. Her tail thrashed so violently it looked like it had a mind of its own. Cute, desperate whimpers and meows poured from her lips nonstop now, her voice cracking adorably with every powerful slam into her gripping, scorching anus.
 
“Such a lovely, vulnerable little thing,” I groaned, reaching underneath her to squeeze one heavy, swaying breast while I continued hammering her ass. “Trying so hard to stay superior while your tight ass is getting ruined. Look at you — ears flat, tail thrashing, mewling like a cute kitten. It only makes me want to fuck you harder.”
 
Cathlyn’s only response was another string of broken, high-pitched mewls and a fresh clench of her anal walls around my thrusting cock. Her face was a picture of overwhelmed bliss and adorable struggle — flushed, eyes glassy, lips parted in constant whimpers. The contrast between her earlier aloof demeanor and this vulnerable, bestially fucked state made the entire scene deliciously intense.
 
I kept pounding her tight, hot ass with increasing intensity, the delicious squeeze and scorching heat driving me wild as her cute struggles and failing composure only fueled the fire.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Session – Two Weeks of Nonstop Depravity

The days blurred together in Cathlyn’s high, sunlit apartment. What started as “research” quickly dissolved into two straight weeks of pure, unrelenting breeding. We barely left her nest. Food was delivered to the door by other Felynes who smirked knowingly at the constant moans and wet slapping sounds echoing from inside. The air grew thick and heavy with the mingled scents of sweat, cum, piss, and Cathlyn’s deliciously musky feline arousal. The sheets were ruined within the first three days — stained with drying cum, slick, and golden puddles — but neither of us cared. We simply fucked on top of the mess and made it worse.
 
Cathlyn had changed completely.
 
The cool, aloof Felyne who had greeted me with lazy smirks was gone. In her place was a warmly affectionate, possessively clingy cat wife who could barely keep her hands — or tail — off me. She purred constantly now, a deep, rumbling vibration that traveled through her heavy breasts and thick thighs whenever she pressed against me. Her gold eyes had softened into something adoring and needy, and her tail wrapped around my wrist, ankle, or cock at every opportunity, as if claiming ownership.
 
“Mine,” she would murmur huskily against my neck after yet another orgasm, claws lightly pricking my skin. “You’re not leaving this apartment until I say so, stupid human.”
 
And I had no intention of leaving.
 
The fucking was endless and depraved.
 
We started most mornings with me waking up to her already straddling my face, grinding her soaked pussy and tight anus against my mouth while she purred sleepily. I’d devour both holes until she squirted and pissed down my throat, which I drank greedily, the warm, slightly musky stream filling my belly and making my cock throb. She loved watching me swallow every drop, her ears perking up with possessive delight.
 
Then came the rough breeding.
 
Missionary was one of her favorites when she wanted to be close. She’d wrap her thick thighs around my waist, heels digging into my back as I pounded her fertile pussy deep and hard. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly with every brutal thrust, and she’d pull me down to suckle on her nipples while mewling cutely. “Deeper… breed me properly, Dickard… fill your cat wife’s womb…”
 
Cowgirl let her take control in the cutest way. She’d plant her wide hips over me, impaling herself on my cock with greedy rolls of her body. Her tail would lash behind her as she rode me hard, heavy tits swinging in my face while she leaned down to kiss me with that slightly rough tongue, purring loudly. Sometimes she’d switch to reverse cowgirl so I could watch her plump ass bounce, her tight anus winking above my slick shaft as she slammed down again and again.
 
Standing fucks against the large windows were particularly intense. The whole town of Pawville could theoretically see her pressed against the glass, thick thighs spread, face flushed with bliss as I railed her from behind. Her breasts squished against the cool pane while I hammered her dripping cunt or tight ass, growling in her ear about how everyone below could see what a needy, bred Felyne she had become. She’d cum harder during those, claws scratching the glass, tail thrashing, mewling brokenly, “They can watch… but you’re mine… only mine…”
 
Every position imaginable was explored with rough, bestial energy. I bent her over the low table, fucking her ass while she lapped milk from a bowl like a proper cat. I took her on the high perches she loved, her claws digging into the wood as I stood behind her and pounded upward into her clenching holes. Against the walls, on the floor, even halfway up the stairs leading to her sleeping loft — nowhere was safe from our constant mating.
 
The depravity escalated daily.
 
Cathlyn became addicted to giving me rimjobs. She’d push me onto my back, spread my cheeks with her soft hands, and eagerly bury her slightly rough feline tongue deep into my ass. The textured barbs dragged deliciously, sending electric pleasure up my spine while she purred loudly, one hand stroking my cock. “Your taste… I love it,” she’d moan between long, sloppy licks, tongue-fucking my hole with hungry enthusiasm until I painted her face and heavy breasts with thick ropes of cum.
 
She pissed on me constantly, and I loved every second of it.
 
Sometimes she’d straddle my chest and unleash a hot, golden stream directly onto my face and open mouth while grinding her clit against my tongue. I’d drink greedily, swallowing the warm, slightly musky fluid in heavy gulps, letting the overflow run down my neck and chest. Other times she’d piss all over my cock while I was buried inside her, the hot liquid mixing with her slick and making everything even wetter and filthier as I kept thrusting through the stream.
 
I returned the favor by filling every single one of her holes with load after load of thick, potent cum.
 
Her pussy was bred daily — deep, womb-stuffing creampies that left her belly slightly swollen and cum leaking down her thighs for hours. Her ass took just as much abuse: I’d pump her tight, scorching anus full until it gaped slightly and white seed bubbled out around my shaft. Her mouth wasn’t spared either — she’d suck me off with sloppy, eager hunger, purring around my cock until I flooded her throat and painted her tongue.
 
The room reeked of sex. The heavy scent of her feline musk mixed with sweat, drying cum, and the sharp tang of piss. The sheets were beyond saving, crusty in some places and soaked in others. We’d fuck until we collapsed in a sweaty, sticky pile, only to wake up a few hours later and start again. Cathlyn would nuzzle into my chest, purring contentedly, her tail coiled possessively around my thigh while her soft breasts pressed against me.
 
“You’re my human now,” she whispered one night, gold eyes glowing softly in the moonlight as she straddled me once more, slowly sinking her tight pussy down onto my cock. “No more research. Just breeding your cat wife… every day… every hole…”
 
She became so affectionately clingy it was adorable. Between rounds she’d groom me with her tongue — rough licks across my chest, neck, and cock — purring the whole time. If I tried to get up for water or food, her tail would wrap around my wrist and tug me back with a needy little mewl. “Not yet… stay inside me a little longer…”
 
The nonstop depravity was heavenly. Rough, bestial fucking mixed with tender, possessive moments. One minute I’d have her pinned against the window, slamming into her ass with savage thrusts while she yowled in ecstasy; the next she’d be curled in my lap, purring sweetly as I stroked her ears and fed her bites of food between gentle kisses.
 
By the end of the two weeks, Cathlyn was fully mine — warm, affectionate, and deliciously possessive. Her once-cool demeanor had melted into constant purring affection and cute, clingy demands for more cum, more piss play, more rough breeding. The apartment was a den of pure carnal indulgence, every surface marked by our lust.
 
And I couldn’t imagine a more perfect way to spend my time in Pawville.




Chapter 8: The Doctor’s “Catty Style” Demonstration – Jealousy Ignites

After two weeks of nonstop, depraved breeding in Cathlyn’s high apartment, it became clear that something was off. Despite flooding her fertile womb and tight ass with load after thick load of cum, her belly refused to swell with our hybrid kittens. Cathlyn grew increasingly frustrated and clingy, purring worriedly against my chest while her tail wrapped possessively around my cock during every break. Finally, we decided to visit Pawville’s best Felyne fertility specialist: Dr. Miao.
 
The clinic was located on one of the higher terraces, a clean, sunlit building with wide windows and plenty of elevated perches for waiting patients. When we entered the examination room, Dr. Miao greeted us with a sultry smile that made my spent cock twitch despite the marathon fucking I’d endured.
 
Dr. Miao was delicious — a curvaceous, mature Felyne beauty who looked like she could drain a man dry without breaking a sweat. Her tight white medical gown hugged her body obscenely, the fabric straining over a pair of massive, heavy breasts even larger than Cathlyn’s. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, showcasing thick, plush legs and wide, breeding-ready hips. Her fur was a soft cream color with darker tabby stripes, and her golden-amber eyes sparkled with professional yet hungry interest. Sleek cat ears perched atop her head, and a long, fluffy tail swayed lazily behind her as she moved.
 
“Well, well,” she purred, voice smooth and velvety. “The famous researcher Dickard Brieder and his devoted volunteer Cathlyn. I’ve heard… quite a lot about your activities these past two weeks.”
 
Cathlyn stayed close to my side, her tail coiled tightly around my wrist in a clear possessive claim. Her ears were already slightly flattened.
 
Dr. Miao had us both strip for the examination. She was thorough and teasing. She weighed Cathlyn’s heavy breasts, palpated her slim waist and wide hips, then spread her legs to inspect her still-swollen, cum-leaking pussy and anus. A gloved finger slid into both holes, making Cathlyn bite her lip to suppress a moan. Then it was my turn. Dr. Miao weighed my heavy balls, stroked my thickening cock with clinical detachment that quickly turned appreciative, and even had me produce a fresh sample for testing.
 
After running a few quick scans with glowing magical instruments, Dr. Miao leaned back against her desk, crossing her thick thighs. “The problem is simple, researcher. You’ve been cumming wrong for a Felyne.”
 
I raised an eyebrow. “Wrong?”
 
“Felynes conceive best in what we call ‘catty style’,” she explained, her amber eyes gleaming. “Deep mounting from behind, with the female’s ass raised high and her back deeply arched. The angle allows your seed to flood directly against the entrance of the womb with maximum pressure. Missionary, cowgirl, even standing — they’re pleasurable, but far less efficient for hybrid conception. The sperm needs to be pumped straight and deep in that specific posture.”
 
Cathlyn’s ears twitched with clear irritation, her tail lashing once.
 
To demonstrate, Dr. Miao stood up and gave us both a sultry smile. “Allow me to show you exactly what I mean. Purely for educational purposes, of course.”
 
She reached behind her back and unfastened the clasp of her tight white gown. The fabric slid down her curvaceous body like liquid, revealing her full, naked glory. Her massive breasts spilled free — enormous, heavy orbs with wide, dark nipples already stiff. Her waist cinched dramatically before flaring into wide, fertile hips and a thick, juicy ass that jiggled enticingly with every movement. Between her plush thighs sat a smooth, puffy pussy already glistening with arousal.
 
Dr. Miao turned around without shame, bent forward over the examination table, and stuck her juicy ass out invitingly. She arched her back deeply, raising her ass high while lowering her chest to the table. The position was obscene and perfect — her plump pussy lips parted slightly, and her tight pink anus winked above them. Her tail lifted high, curling elegantly over her back.
 
“Come, researcher,” she purred, looking back over her shoulder with hooded eyes. “Fuck me in proper catty style. Hard. Show your little volunteer how it’s done.”
 
Cathlyn’s gold eyes narrowed dangerously, her ears going completely flat against her head and her tail lashing furiously behind her. She crossed her arms under her heavy breasts, but said nothing — though the jealousy radiating off her was palpable.
 
I stepped forward, my cock already rock-hard again from the sight of Dr. Miao’s presented ass. I gripped her wide hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh, and lined up my thick cock with her dripping entrance. With one rough thrust, I slammed balls-deep into her scorching, velvety pussy.
 
Dr. Miao let out a throaty, satisfied moan. “That’s it… nice and deep.”
 
The angle was incredible. Her arched back and raised ass let me drive straight into her depths, the head of my cock battering directly against her womb with every powerful stroke. Her inner walls gripped me tightly, hotter and slicker than expected, rippling greedily around my shaft. I fucked her hard and bestial — long, savage thrusts that made her massive breasts swing heavily beneath her and her thick ass cheeks ripple with each impact. Wet, obscene slapping sounds filled the room as my hips slammed against her juicy rear.
 
“Fuck… this angle is perfect,” I groaned, pounding her relentlessly. Dr. Miao purred loudly, pushing back to meet every thrust, her tail wrapping around my waist encouragingly.
 
Cathlyn watched with burning jealousy. Her ears stayed flat, tail lashing side to side like an angry whip. Her gold eyes were locked on the sight of my cock disappearing into Dr. Miao’s pussy again and again, her own thighs pressing together as fresh slick leaked down her legs. She looked adorably possessive and irritated, claws lightly pricking her own arms.
 
I didn’t hold back. I railed Dr. Miao with rough, bestial intensity — gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, slamming into her so deeply that my balls slapped wetly against her clit. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me, milking my cock with expert skill. The sultry doctor moaned and yowled in pleasure, her voice husky and encouraging. “Harder… pump it deep… this is how you breed a Felyne properly…”
 
The pressure built rapidly. With a deep growl, I buried myself to the hilt and erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb, flooding her with pulse after pulse of potent seed. Dr. Miao shuddered through her own climax, purring loudly as her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking every last drop.
 
When I finally pulled out, a thick glob of my cum oozed from her well-fucked pussy and dripped down her thigh.
 
Cathlyn’s tail was thrashing violently now, her ears pinned back and her cheeks flushed with clear jealousy.
 
We left the clinic quickly. The moment the door to Cathlyn’s apartment closed behind us, she pounced.
 
She shoved me onto the bed with surprising strength and climbed on top in jealous, possessive cowgirl. Her thick thighs straddled my hips as she grabbed my still-hard, cum-slick cock and sank down onto it in one greedy motion. “Mine,” she hissed, gold eyes blazing. “Not hers. Mine.”
 
She rode me hard and fast, heavy breasts bouncing wildly, claws digging into my chest as she claimed me. Her pussy clenched possessively around my shaft, still dripping from watching the demonstration. “You filled her… but you’re going to fill me properly from now on,” she growled between moans, rolling her hips with desperate need. “Only catty style… understand? You cum with my ass high and back arched… pumping it straight into my womb like the doctor showed.”
 
I gripped her wide hips and thrust up into her, matching her jealous rhythm. “Yes… only for you, my possessive little cat wife.”
 
Cathlyn’s riding grew even more frantic, her tail lashing as she leaned down to bite my shoulder lightly. She was adorable in her jealousy — warm, affectionate, and fiercely claiming every inch of me. After she came hard around my cock, shuddering and mewling, she rolled off and immediately presented herself.
 
She dropped onto all fours, arched her back deeply, and raised her juicy ass high — exactly as Dr. Miao had demonstrated. Her tail lifted, presenting her dripping pussy and tight anus perfectly.
 
“Like this,” she demanded, voice husky with lingering jealousy and need. “Always finish like this from now on. Claim me properly, Dickard. Breed your cat wife the right way.”
 
I mounted her immediately, slamming back into her scorching heat in perfect catty style. The angle let me drive even deeper, the head of my cock kissing her womb with every rough thrust. Cathlyn mewled happily, pushing back against me as her jealousy slowly melted into possessive satisfaction.
 
From that moment forward, every orgasm ended the same way — me pounding her from behind in deep, breeding catty style, flooding her fertile core while she purred and claimed me as hers.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy Bliss – Lactation, Piss, and Decadent Fuckfests

A few days after we started using proper “catty style” religiously, Cathlyn’s scent changed. Her already sweet, musky feline aroma grew richer, warmer, almost milky. One morning she woke me with a soft, rumbling purr, pressing her body against mine. Her gold eyes were bright with excitement and a new, deeper need.
 
“I’m pregnant,” she whispered, voice husky and affectionate as her tail curled tightly around my thigh. “Your kittens are growing inside me, Dickard.”
 
The confirmation hit like pure bliss. My hands immediately went to her belly — still mostly flat but already feeling warmer, more fertile. Cathlyn’s body responded to the pregnancy almost immediately, transforming into something even more ripe, lush, and addictive.
 
Her breasts swelled noticeably within the first week. Those heavy, perfect tits grew fuller and heavier, the dark pink nipples becoming larger, more sensitive, and constantly leaking sweet, warm milk. Thin white streams would trickle down the undersides of her breasts at the slightest touch or whenever she grew aroused. Her hips seemed even wider, her thick thighs softer and plusher, and her pussy stayed perpetually slick and puffy, dripping with increased arousal. Most noticeably, she began pissing far more frequently and in much greater volume — long, powerful, golden streams that she could barely control when pleasure hit.
 
I was in absolute heaven.
 
Our nonstop fuckfest continued with even greater intensity and depravity, now fueled by her pregnancy hormones. Cathlyn became even more affectionate and needy, constantly purring, nuzzling, and clinging to me like a warm, possessive cat wife. She demanded my cock and my attention at all hours, mewling cutely whenever I wasn’t inside her or touching her swollen breasts.
 
We fucked in every position imaginable, her pregnant body responding with heightened sensitivity.
 
In missionary I could watch her face as I drove deep into her dripping cunt. Her swollen belly pressed against my abdomen while I pounded her with rough, bestial thrusts. Her heavy, lactating breasts bounced wildly, spraying thin jets of sweet milk with every hard slam. I’d lean down and latch onto one leaking nipple, sucking greedily — warm, rich, slightly sweet milk flooding my mouth as I drank straight from the source while continuing to hammer her fertile pussy.
 
“Drink me… suck harder,” she’d moan, claws digging into my back as her milk flowed freely. “My body is making milk for our kittens… and for you…”
 
Cowgirl became even more decadent. She’d straddle me, her swollen belly resting on my lower stomach as she rode my cock with slow, rolling motions that gradually turned frantic. Her massive, milk-heavy breasts hung over my face, leaking constantly. I’d squeeze them together and nurse from both nipples at once, gulping down her warm milk while she ground her clit against my base and mewled in bliss. Sometimes she’d lean back, arching so I could watch her pregnant belly move as she bounced on my shaft.
 
But nothing compared to when she showered me with her milk and piss.
 
One afternoon, after a particularly rough session against the window, Cathlyn pushed me onto my back and climbed over my face. Her swollen breasts hung heavily above me, nipples dripping. She squeezed them firmly, and warm jets of sweet milk sprayed directly onto my face and open mouth. I drank eagerly, the creamy liquid coating my tongue as I swallowed gulp after gulp. At the same time, she lowered her dripping pussy over my mouth and released a long, powerful stream of hot golden piss. The two fluids mixed — sweet milk and warm, musky piss — creating an intoxicating cocktail that I swallowed greedily while tonguing her clit.
 
“Drink it all… everything from your pregnant cat wife,” she purred, grinding down on my face as her piss gushed over my chin and chest. Her tail lashed happily while I moaned into her cunt, lapping up every drop.
 
The depravity only grew.
 
I loved fucking her pregnant belly. In doggy — or rather, proper catty style — I mounted her from behind, her ass raised high and back deeply arched just as Dr. Miao had taught us. Her swollen belly hung beneath her as I slammed into her slick, rippling pussy with savage, bestial thrusts. The angle let me drive straight against her womb, where our kittens were growing. Each powerful stroke made her heavy lactating breasts swing and spray milk onto the sheets. I’d reach underneath to squeeze and milk her tits, sending warm jets shooting out while I pounded her.
 
Cathlyn became incredibly vocal and needy during these sessions. “Harder… fuck your pregnant wife… fill me even though I’m already full of your kittens…” Her voice would crack into adorable mewls and yowls as she came, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, gushing fresh slick mixed with occasional spurts of piss when the pleasure became too overwhelming.
 
She pissed during sex constantly now — sometimes without warning. While I was buried balls-deep in her tight ass or pounding her cunt, a hot golden flood would suddenly erupt around my cock, soaking my balls and thighs as she shuddered through an orgasm. I loved it. I’d keep thrusting through the warm stream, the added wetness making everything slicker and filthier, and then pull out to drink directly from her pussy as she continued pissing into my eager mouth.
 
One particularly decadent night, we barely left the bed. Cathlyn lay on her side, one leg raised high as I fucked her slowly but deeply from behind. Her swollen belly rested against my hand while I reached around to play with her leaking breasts. I pinched her nipples, sending strong jets of sweet milk spraying across the room. She purred loudly, then suddenly released another long, powerful piss that soaked the sheets and my thrusting cock. I pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and buried my face between her thick thighs, drinking the last of her golden stream straight from the source while sucking on her swollen clit.
 
“More… give me everything,” I growled against her pussy before sliding back inside her and resuming the rough, bestial pounding.
 
Her affection grew even stronger with the pregnancy. Between rounds she’d curl against me, purring deeply while guiding my mouth to her breasts so I could nurse. “My human… my mate… you did this to me,” she’d whisper lovingly, tail wrapped possessively around my waist as warm milk trickled onto my tongue. Then, minutes later, she’d be demanding again — presenting her ass high in catty style, begging me to fill her once more while her lactating tits leaked onto the bed.
 
The nonstop fuckfest was blissful and utterly depraved. Sweat, breastmilk, golden piss, and thick cum coated both of us and every surface of the apartment. The air was thick with the rich scent of her pregnancy — sweet milk, musky arousal, and fertile feline heat. I’d suckle from her tits while buried deep inside her, drinking her milk as I pumped another load into her already-pregnant womb. She’d shower me with warm piss while riding my face, then immediately impale herself on my cock again, mewling cutely as her body trembled with endless orgasms.
 
Cathlyn had become the perfect pregnant cat wife — hornier, wetter, milkier, and more affectionately needy than ever. Every thrust, every swallow of her milk or piss, every creampie deep in her clenching cunt or tight ass reminded me how lucky I was to be breeding this beautiful, once-aloof Felyne who had completely surrendered to decadent bliss with me.
 
And the fuckfests showed no sign of slowing down.




Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell Fuck, and Departure

Five months had passed in a haze of milk, piss, cum, and endless breeding. Lustopia’s accelerated gestation made the pregnancy fly by, and Cathlyn’s belly had swollen into a beautiful, heavy dome that she carried with graceful feline pride. Her breasts had grown even larger, constantly full and leaking sweet milk, while her body remained incredibly sensitive and needy right up to the end.
 
The birth happened on a warm afternoon in her high apartment. Cathlyn labored on the large circular bed, purring and mewling through the contractions while I held her, stroking her ears and whispering encouragement. The delivery was surprisingly smooth for triplets. First came our son, Felix — a tiny, perfect hybrid with soft dark hair, little rounded cat ears, and a small twitching tail. Then the two girls: Fiona and Feren, both equally adorable with their mother’s gold-flecked eyes and delicate feline features. They were so small and fragile, mewling softly with high-pitched kitten cries as Cathlyn instinctively gathered them to her swollen, leaking breasts.
 
I watched in awe as she nursed them for the first time, her heavy tits spraying milk when the babies latched. The sight of my beautiful cat wife feeding our children filled me with a deep, warm satisfaction. Cathlyn looked radiant — exhausted but glowing with maternal affection, her tail gently curling around the newborns while she purred softly.
 
The next few days were quiet and tender. Cathlyn recovered quickly thanks to Felyne resilience and the healing herbs Dr. Miao provided. She spent most of her time nestled in the sunlit bed with the triplets sleeping against her chest or in the soft nest we’d prepared nearby. Her body was still lush and ripe: breasts even heavier with milk, hips wide, and her pussy and ass still sensitive from the long months of constant use. She remained warmly affectionate, nuzzling into me whenever I was close, her tail wrapping possessively around my leg.
 
But we both knew the time was coming. My role as monster researcher meant I couldn’t stay forever. Another assignment awaited me elsewhere in Lustopia.
 
On the evening before my departure, once the triplets were fed and soundly asleep in their little padded crib beside the bed, Cathlyn turned to me with those familiar gold eyes — soft, needy, and filled with quiet longing.
 
“One last time,” she whispered, voice husky and sweet. “Fuck your cat wife properly before you go. Make it count.”
 
The farewell fuck began slow and intimate, but quickly turned intense, rough, and bestial — a perfect blend of the affection we’d built and the raw depravity we both craved.
 
I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply, tasting that slightly rough feline tongue as our mouths moved together with hungry familiarity. Cathlyn purred loudly into the kiss, her swollen, still-lactating breasts pressing heavily against my chest, warm milk already leaking from her dark nipples and smearing across my skin.
 
We moved to the bed, careful not to wake the sleeping babies just a few feet away. I laid her on her back first, spreading her thick thighs and sliding my cock into her slick, welcoming pussy. She was still incredibly tight and hot, her inner walls rippling around me with familiar greed. I thrust deep and steady, savoring every inch of her fertile body one final time while leaning down to latch onto one leaking breast. Sweet, warm milk flooded my mouth as I suckled hard, drinking directly from the source while I fucked her with long, powerful strokes. Cathlyn mewled softly, claws lightly scratching my back, her free hand cradling my head against her tit.
 
“Drink me… take everything,” she moaned quietly, careful to keep her voice low for the triplets. “My milk is still yours tonight.”
 
Her body responded beautifully. As I sucked and thrust, she began to tremble. A sudden hot gush of piss erupted around my cock, soaking my balls and the sheets as she came — a quiet but intense orgasm that made her pussy clench rhythmically. I drank her milk faster, swallowing the sweet liquid while her golden stream mixed with her slick, creating a warm, filthy mess beneath us.
 
We switched positions multiple times, making the most of our last night.
 
She rode me in cowgirl, her pregnant belly now gone but her body still soft and curvy from motherhood. Her heavy breasts bounced and sprayed milk across my chest and face with every roll of her wide hips. I squeezed them firmly, directing the warm jets into my open mouth while she ground down hard, purring and mewling with each climax.
 
Then came the final, passionate catty style.
 
Cathlyn presented herself perfectly — dropping onto all fours, arching her back deeply, and raising her juicy ass high exactly as Dr. Miao had taught us. Her tail lifted high, presenting her dripping pussy and tight pink anus to me one last time. The sight of her like this — ass up, back arched, still-lactating breasts hanging heavily and leaking onto the sheets — made my cock throb painfully.
 
I mounted her roughly from behind, slamming balls-deep into her scorching cunt in one bestial thrust. The angle was perfect, driving straight against her womb. I gripped her wide hips hard and fucked her with savage intensity — rough, deep, powerful strokes that made her thick ass cheeks ripple and her heavy breasts swing, spraying milk with every impact. The wet, obscene slapping of flesh filled the room, mixed with her muffled mewls and my low growls.
 
Cathlyn pushed back to meet every thrust, her voice a sweet, broken whisper. “Harder… one last time… fill your cat wife… breed me even though I’m already yours…”
 
I reached underneath her, squeezing and milking her swollen tits as I pounded her. Warm jets of sweet milk shot out, coating my hands and the bed. At the same time, her body surrendered completely — another powerful orgasm hit her, and with it came a long, hot stream of piss that gushed around my thrusting cock and sprayed onto the sheets. I kept fucking her through it, the added wetness making everything slicker and more depraved. She squirmed and shuddered, cumming repeatedly in quiet, intense waves, her pussy clenching and fluttering wildly around my shaft while she tried not to wake the babies.
 
The sensory overload was exquisite: the wet heat of her cunt, the sweet taste of her milk still on my tongue, the warm splash of her piss against my thighs, and the sight of her lovely, vulnerable form arched so perfectly for me.
 
Finally, I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep, bestial growl, I buried myself to the hilt in passionate catty style and erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her depths, flooding her womb one final time. Pulse after pulse pumped into her as I ground deep, making sure every drop stayed inside. Cathlyn came again with me, her body shaking, milk spraying from her nipples, and a final squirt of piss mixing with my cum as it leaked around my cock.
 
We stayed locked together for a long moment, panting quietly, her tail curled lovingly around my leg. I leaned over her, kissing the back of her neck and stroking her ears while my cock continued to twitch inside her cum-filled pussy.
 
After we cleaned up as best we could, we curled together on the bed with the triplets sleeping peacefully nearby. Cathlyn nuzzled into my chest, purring softly, her gold eyes shining with a mix of satisfaction and quiet sadness.
 
The next morning came too soon.
 
Sunlight streamed through the high windows as I dressed and gathered my research satchel. Cathlyn stood by the door with the three tiny hybrids cradled carefully — Felix in one arm, Fiona and Feren nestled against her still-leaking breasts. She looked beautiful: dark hair tousled, gold eyes soft, body still curvy and ripe from motherhood, a faint glow of milk staining the front of her loose top.
 
I stepped close and kissed her deeply, tasting her one last time. Then I leaned down and gently kissed each of the sleeping babies on their little fuzzy ears.
 
“You gave me something incredible here, Cathlyn,” I murmured against her lips. “My beautiful cat wife. I’ll never forget you or our kittens.”
 
She smiled, a warm, affectionate, slightly possessive curve of her lips, and her tail brushed my hand one final time. “Go do your research, stupid human. But remember — this pussy, this ass, these tits… they’ll always be waiting if you ever come back to Pawville.”
 
With a heavy but full heart, I turned and left the apartment. The cool morning air of Pawville greeted me as I descended the high walkways and bridges, the town waking up with its usual nonchalant feline grace. My body still carried the scent of Cathlyn’s milk, piss, and cum. My cock, though spent, already stirred with anticipation for whatever monster girl awaited me next in the lust-filled world of Lustopia.
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