


Kitty's Amulet

 

To a black cat, moving through the shadows was an easy thing. But it
wasn't just the color of her coat that made Kitty Softpaws a master
thief, no, it was her guile, her wit, and her fearlessness. Donned in
her usual brown leather booties, the feline crept through the corridors
of the Witchybank Manor. The Manor itself housed a powerful wizard,
and Kitty knew well what wizards tend to keep - priceless magical
artifacts. The stupid old fool who lived here had gone for a vacation
somewhere in the Faraway, which had left his house completely
empty. Of course, there were a few magical traps set in place, but
nothing that Kitty couldn't handle.

 

The black cat wasn't sure where she was going, but she just did what
she usually did in these situations, which was to follow her nose.
Arcane had a certain ... musk to it, a spicy odor that created a tingle
in her nostrils. The whole place was rife with the scent of it,
considering the owner, but all she had to do was rely on her sniffers
to take her toward a hotspot. Kitty went from corridor to corridor,
nose in the air, hopping delicately over trapping runes that had been
carved onto the floor. She peeked through doors, she peeked behind
bookcases, she even peered in pots. Treasure continued to elude
her. But this was the thrill of the hunt, wasn't it? There was something
valuable here; something powerful, she just knew it! Like always, it
was just a case of finding it.

 

Soon, her nose led her toward a particularly spicy area. A straight,
narrow corridor with a single door at the end of it. Oh, boy. Were her
nostrils tingling! As a matter of fact, a strand of drool started to come
from her mouth, which was hastily wiped away by the back of one of



her fuzzy paws. This was treasure, there was no doubt about it.
Excited beyond belief, Kitty began to carefully proceed down the
corridor, creeping forward on a set of delicate, feline paws. Her
claws did not so much as scrape at the polished oak beneath them.
Soon, unhindered and unfollowed - or at least, so she thought - Kitty
was at the door. She took a deep, excited breath, and then pushed it
open.

 

The room behind it could best be described as a grand library. It was
an incredibly vast area, a little over fifteen feet by fifteen feet, with a
ceiling that seemingly stretched upward into infinity. It was easily the
vastest room in the house that Kitty had poked her head into so far.
As a matter of fact, it was like the room itself defied the house, a
classic case of 'bigger on the inside'. Some kind of enchantment,
perhaps ... it explained the smell at least, but there was something
more in here, Kitty just knew it!

 

But boy, what a room. It had to be packed with treasure. There were
cabinets and desks strewn throughout it, topped with books, quills,
and ink, and likely filled with goodies. The walls themselves were
wooden bookshelves made from polished teak, lined with tomes of a
thousand different colors, likely worth a mint all by themselves. All of
it was illuminated by a glowing orb of light, suspended in the air,
hovering in place. The wood gleamed, refracting the light above and
sending it dashing all over the room, making the entire space look like
one big, giant, glittering diamond.

 

Kitty was drooling again. But this time, she didn't stop herself. With
her jaw hanging open, she stepped into the room proper, carefully,
and quietly closing the door behind her. One object caught her
attention immediately. A beautiful gold necklace with a fat, purple



gem in it sat within a glittering display case all the way at the back of
the room. It caught not only Kitty's sensitive nose but her eyes ... and
her heart. It was a thing of beauty. The necklace itself must've been
made by a master smith, the gem carved by a master jeweler.
Priceless, certainly, and definitely enchanted with something powerful.
This was it. This was the jackpot.

 

On nimble paws, the slender feline made her way toward it, sneaking
past desks and bookshelves. She did not leave a footprint, nor a
clump of fur in her wake. Her movements toward the necklace were
seamless and graceful. Before she knew it, she was stood right in
front of it. My, it was even more beautiful in person. It had truly
enchanted her now. There was no way in hell that she was leaving
the manor without it. Knowing that the glass was likely trapped, she
resisted placing her paws and her muzzle against the front of it to
properly peer inside.

 

Instead, she reached to the cuff of her boot and withdrew a small,
but sharp little diamond knife. Holding her breath, she leaned forward
and began to carve a hole in the glass, eyes wide, tail perked high,
high in the air ... and then, a hole had been made in the case.
Seamless. No alarms tripped, no ogres coming to rip her head off,
yes, this was good. With her breath still held, she reached forward
with both hands, intending to take the necklace from the pillow.

 

"Kitty?"

 

No, no. Not that voice. That familiar, Spanish, masculine voice. One
that belonged to a certain annoying red tabby cat. Quickly, she



snatched the necklace up and held it against her chest, turning around
to face where the voice had come from. She felt the heavy, purple
gem bouncing against her breast as she laid her keen blue eyes upon
the source of it. Yes. It was him. Puss In Boots, in the flesh. Her
white, fluffy eyebrows furrowed into a frown as she stared upon him.
"Great..." she muttered underneath her breath. "Not you."

 

Puss In Boots stepped forward. There was not the usual cocky look
of triumph upon his face, but one of panic. His white paws were held
up in front of him as if he were already in surrender. "Kitty, that
necklace. It's dangerous," he murmured in his dulcet Spanish tone,
voice wracked with anxiety. "Come now, you need to put it back. You
- you're messing with things that shouldn't be messed with."

 

Kitty scoffed. A likely story! No doubt the male cat was trying to fill
her mind with lies so that he could claim this beautiful bounty all for
himself! "Not a chance," she mewled cockily. "This little beauty is
mine. You just want me to put it down so that you can take it for
yourself."

 

"Seriously, Kitty," he replied, taking his hat from his head and lowering
it to his chest, clutching it in both paws. Slowly, he began to walk
toward her, creeping across the grand room just as slowly as she
had. "Listen to me. There's tons of treasure in this house. I'll help you
get as much as you want of it, I swear," he hissed gently. His voice
was low, afraid. "But that amulet is dangerous. It has unimaginable
power. Some things just aren't worth screwing around with."

 



Kitty grinned. Unimaginable power? That sounded perfect to her. She
lifted the amulet from her chest and dangled it up in the air, paw
clutched tightly around its heavily gilded chain. The heavy purple gem
swayed hypnotically, both felines staring straight at it. Even the wary
Puss in Boots could feel himself becoming entranced. He stopped
walking toward Kitty, his wide eyes fixed upon the glittering jewel,
breath held and body tense.

 

"I'm not putting this beauty down. If you want it so badly, then you'll
have to come take it yourself," Kitty purred, bearing the cockiest grin
possible.

 

Puss in Boots straightened his spine. He lifted his head and placed
his hat upon his head, gripping his paws into little fists at either side
of him. "Fine. You leave me no choice," he murmured, losing the fear
in his voice. This was no time to be afraid. This was the time to stop
something potentially awful from happening. He strode forward, a
hand falling to the hilt of his trusty rapier. "I'm faster than you, you
know that, Kitty." Taking a breath, he withdrew his sword, and
pointed it at the ready, walking forward in a confident, defensive
stance.

 

Kitty felt a great surge of power come over her from the necklace. It
had chosen her to be its bearer. Now, it had truly cast a spell on her.
A gentle, purple light began to emanate from her blue eyes, giving
them an eerie glow. "Silence," she said, holding out her hand. Purple
trails of arcane began to rise like ribbons from her fingertips. "If you
want this gem so badly, then it won't do for you to be so aggressive.
Why don't you put that sword down and dance for me instead, hm?"

 



I will do no such thing. Or at least, that's what Puss in Boots wanted
to say. Instead, bewitched, he dropped his sword on the floor, letting
out a quiet whimper. Like he was nothing more than a puppet, he felt
his fists unclench and his stride come to a halt. He was only a few
feet from away from Kitty now, but no matter how much he willed
himself, he could not move his foot another step forward. He was
fixed on the spot. He felt invisible strings trying to tug against his
arms, his legs, to move them, but he resisted, his body quivering as
he tried to refuse the spells hold upon him.

 

"I said dance for me!" Kitty roared. The purple glow in her eyes
shone brighter, the spell itself growing brighter and grander within her
palm. Music began to fill the air, the melody of an elegant set of
violins beginning to fill the air. Their tune was energetic, the perfect
song to dance to, and yet, at the same time, it was oddly soothing.
The instruments were played to perfection as if played by a master
musician. But this impressive display was only the beginning of the
gem's power.

 

There was no more resisting for poor Puss in Boots. As soon as the
music started, his legs and arms began to move all by themselves, no
longer able to resist. He felt his face twist into a grin as his feet
began to dance gracefully upon the floor, his feline agility making it
incredibly easy for him to keep up with the song's fast tempo. His
hips swayed, his tail bobbed back and forth, his movements so fast
and powerful that his hat fell from his head, landing upon the floor.
The feline did not look back toward it. His mind was entirely upon the
dance, upon obeying Kitty's will.

 

But as much as Puss in Boots was a good dancer, he did not have
the stamina to keep up with the song for too long. As he danced, the



violins began to play faster and faster, his feet barely able to keep up
with their tempo. Soon after the song had begun to play, he felt his
knees buckle, and his legs give way underneath him, sending him
toppling down toward the hardwood floor. As he fell upon it, the
violins came to a sudden, screeching halt, as if all of their strings had
snapped at once. Panting, he lay upon the floor, looking up at the
woman who had done this to him.

 

He felt so incredibly humiliated. The proud feline wanted to pounce
upon her, to take that amulet from him. Instead, he was sprawled
upon the floor, legs sore after being forced to dance for her. It really
couldn't get any worse than this.

 

Or could it?

 

"You're pathetic," Kitty sneered. With a grin upon her face, she began
to stride toward his limp, powerless form, her leather boots clacking
noisily against the ground on her approach. "This is the very least that
this amulet can do, and you've already failed. Perhaps you'll do better
at your, ah..." A pause. She licked her lips as if thinking for the right
word. "Your next 'little' test." Then, she lifted the gem into the air, and
opened her mouth, lowering it down toward her maw.

 

Puss in Boots watched Kitty, panting, unable to move. His eyes were
forced to take the moment in, her lips passing over the gem's
gleaming surface, her jaw stretching so that her mouth could
accommodate its impressive size. Despite that, it seemed to slide it
smoothly, as if it were purpose-made for the feline's mouth. He
watched as her lips closed behind it, watched as her throat bulged as



the gem slipped down her throat, her lips slurping the chain inside as
if it were a strand of spaghetti. The purple glow over her body began
to glow brighter and brighter, until his eyes were forced to close, no
longer able to behold her.

 

There was a loud, thunderous crack, and then ... Puss in Boots felt
his body began to change. A strange, ticklish sensation began to
overwhelm him, like feathers brushing across his fur, stroking against
the fur beneath. Against his control, he felt his entire body began to
quiver, shuddering, breathless, exhausted gasps coming from his
mouth, the feeling of something strange and arcane stroking across
his form, his eyes still clenched shut from Kitty's bright, purple glow.

 

The sensation faded, and Puss in Boots dared to open his eyes.
When he did, he found that the entire world was changed. He had
been changed. No longer was he his regular size, but he had been
shrunk. The grand library stretched outward, the room even larger
than it was already, but the feline's focus was not upon the room. No,
his wide, green eyes were fixed upon the form of Kitty. She, of
course, hadn't shrunk. The arcane glow had faded from her now.
Taller than the tallest tower, she stood over him, paws upon her hips,
a grin upon her lips.

 

He was so insignificant compared to her. He must have only been an
inch tall, perhaps less. Kitty had become a Goddess. In awe, he was
too stunned to even move. All he could do was regard her, to stare
upon those impressive legs, to look across her expansive torso, to
stare into her cold, dominant eyes. Still on the floor, he stared at her,
tail tucked between his legs. His jaw shuddered, trying to come up
with words that would appease her, which would make her return him



to his original size. But no words came. He had been well and truly
stunned.

 

"What's wrong, Puss? Cat got your tongue?" Kitty crooned. The
Goddess of a feline bent over. With her huge paws, Puss watched as
she began to remove her leather booties. He could hear the sound of
her slick fur and flesh rubbing against animal hide, the insides likely
slathered with her sweat. He knew how his feet were after a day of
running around with boots like that on. Kitty's footpaws were going to
be stinky, sweaty, gross. His suspicions were confirmed as her left
paw slid from her boot. Carelessly, she kicked it to the side, her leg
fur matted with sweat. A satisfied, earsplitting groan came from her
mouth, the feline evidently satisfied with the removal of her shoe.

 

The second came off just as quickly, the moan of relief even louder.
Shakily, Puss in Boots paws lifted, pressing against his ears to try
and drown out her noises, but not even his fluffy hands could stop her
groans of bliss from penetrating his eardrums. He watched helplessly
as she advanced upon him, her bootless, moist feet squishing against
the ground. Her paw pads left impressive puddles of sweat upon the
ground in their wake, her great toes wriggling around on the ground
with every step. The ground, too, quaked beneath him, making his
body quiver even more than it was already.

 

He should run. He should try to get away. But where would he go? A
mouse could destroy him at this size! Poor Puss in Boots was
powerless, powerless to run, and powerless to stop his former friend,
now corrupted by arcane.

 



"You're pathetic," Kitty purred. "You're not even worthy of what's
about to happen to you." Her toothy grin widened. Her toes wriggled
energetically upon the ground in anticipation of what was to come
next. "But I do want to know what it feels like to have an insect
underneath my heel."

 

Kitty daintily lifted her foot into the air above Puss In Boots, her pink
paw pads gleaming with sweat. The tiny male cat swallowed. With
his remaining energy, he pushed himself up onto his feet, fully
intending to run away from her stomp. His poor legs were sore from
his dance routine, and even if they weren't, he had no chance at all.
As soon as he had taken a few steps forward, he felt her
magnificent, heavy foot land on top of him, squishing his tiny form
beneath with a loud thud.

 

Every single sense was immediately overwhelmed. The weight of her
foot pressed down against him, her pink paw pad smothered around
the entire inch of him, applying pressure all around. Every awkward
breath taken drew the thick, salty taste of her sweat over his tongue,
filling his mouth with her odor, and his nostrils ... oh, how his nostrils
did burn. Underneath her paw, he was powerless to do anything but
take her in, to feel the subtle grind of her paw, grinding his entire
body between the wooden floor and her greasy paw.

 

Oh, how far he had fallen. He was nothing compared to her now.
Would this be his life from now on, forever squished against the
magnificently stinky toes of a literal Goddess? He could imagine it
now, his life spent inside of her boot, blind to the world, and having to
exist living from her sweat. Nothing more than a parasite. Perhaps the
worst part was that a small part of him was enjoying this. Of course,



a larger part was currently going through a living hell, but there was
an undeniable feeling that this is where he belonged.

 

Kitty, on the other hand, was loving every second of this. Feeling his
tiny body underneath her foot was so incredibly wonderful. The feline
really, really could get used to this. But she had grander ambitions
than just conquering the pathetic Puss In Boots. With the power that
now resided in her belly, she could crush the entire world beneath her
heel. This was only a practice run, a taste of how it would feel to turn
everyone into her slave. With that same, wicked grin upon her face,
she ground her paw gently across the ground, rocking the tiny red cat
beneath it. No matter how hard she squished, no true harm would
come to him. The spell that had been cast upon him would make sure
of that. Knowing this, Kitty went to town, relishing how it felt to feel
his struggles as she applied more and more weight to his puny,
speck-like body.

 

And oh, did Puss In Boots struggle. Though his bones could not be
broken, that didn't mean that the intense pressure that was applied
upon them didn't hurt, that it didn't make his lungs burn from a lack of
oxygen. Weakly, he lifted his paws and pressed them against the
underside of her heel, pushing upward with all of his puny might to try
and give him just a little more breathing room. He failed, of course.
Aching, he wanted to give up, but his survival instincts kept him
wriggling, squirming, desperate to escape the punishment of her paw.
His body quickly became greasy with her thick, greasy sweat,
matting into his fur and making him into a true, slippery little mess.
But no matter how wet his body was, he could find no escape from
Kitty's paw.

 



The pressure soon became too much. His poor, tiny little skull felt as
if it were about to pop, his feline body compressed as far as it could
go. There was no hope of breathing, now, no, he had become truly
and utterly dominated by Kitty's enormous presence. Her sweat, her
weight, her everything. Just as he began to give up all hope, however,
the pressure began to lift as her foot rose into the air. The amount of
sweat on his body ensured that he remained stuck to her paw pad,
his body flat and stuck to the pretty pink surface of it. The floor drew
further and further away. Desperately, he gulped air into his lungs,
oblivious as to what would happen next. All he knew was that he
needed to breathe.

 

Kitty sneered at the little pest. He looked truly pathetic, flat against
her paw like he was. "Disgusting insect," she murmured, lowering her
hand downward. With her furred thumb and forefinger, she grasped
at his tiny body and pulled him free, making a wet slurp as she peeled
him from her heel. As he dangled between her fingers, the ground
seeming a million miles away from him, all he could do was a gasp,
breathless and panicked. "I can't believe that you dared to challenge
me. Look at you. All greasy and dirty and sweaty." Hungrily, she
licked her lips. "But you'll be much dirtier before I'm done with you ...
my new little pet."

 

A pet? Was that all he was? No, he was worse than a pet. You
wouldn't grind your pet underneath your heel, would you? Pet was a
far too generous title for someone as puny as he. As he dangled
between her fingers, high above the ground, he didn't feel like a pet.
He felt so, so much more insignificant than that. The fact that he was
going to be getting even dirtier wasn't lost on him, either. The red cat
was already filthy! What could be dirtier than her heel?

 



Kitty was about to show him. She lifted his body, still dangling
between her fingers, and brought it up to her face. He watched as he
passed by a vast set of hungry lips that could swallow him, over a
nose that could inhale him, and eyes, vast as swimming pools. It soon
dawned on him that Kitty was taking him toward one of her fluffy
triangular ears, the inside of them lined with soft, pink velveteen flesh
... though looking at them, he now understood what she meant by
'dirty'. The inside of them was absolutely filthy. Globs of earwax and
other debris lined the fluffy guard hairs within her ear. Some of the
clumps were even bigger than he was, great mounds of filth that
awaited his soft, fluffy body.

 

"Frankly, you should be honored," Kitty said. Her purr sounded like
the ground cracking and splitting, like an earthquake. She was a
literal force of nature. "Not just anyone gets to be my ear scrubber,
you know. Well - let's see if you're any good at it."

 

Before Puss In Boots could do so much as a protest - not that he
would, with how powerless he was - Kitty began to lower him down
toward her ear, the dirty crevices and clumps becoming all the more
visible. Soon, he was dangling from her claws by his belt, fully within
her enormous ear. He was small enough to fall down her ear canal
and be lost forever. Aware of this, Puss in Boots went limp and didn't
struggle. Falling within her ear was a fate worse than death.

 

Kitty honestly didn't care how Puss In Boots felt about everything. All
she cared about was that she had found herself a brand new, fluffy
little earscrubber. With a content little sigh, she began to scrub the
tiny feline across the inside of her ear, rubbing him firmly against the
fur that laid within. She felt his tiny limbs waggling and pushing around
inside, his little body no doubt flopping around wildly from the force of



her strokes. Kitty allowed her eyes to lid, and happy, contented little
sighs came freely from her slightly parted maw.

 

Puss In Boots, meanwhile, was nowhere near as relaxed as Kitty
was. Being underneath her foot had been incredibly unpleasant, but
being rubbed around her ear canal was much, much worse. The fact
that his body was already covered in her slimy foot sweat meant that
the waxy contents of her ears clung to his body easily, his fur
becoming more matted and clumpy with every stroke. The poor cat
couldn't see what was going on. His eyes had been sealed by
earwax, his ears were full of it, all he knew, all he could feel and
sense was his body being used as a q-tip. By the time Kitty was done
rubbing him around the inside of her ear, his body had practically
become cocooned in her earwax, arms, legs, all save for his tiny
head rolled up inside of a ball of sticky wax. He was filthy, and worse,
blind and deaf. The only thing that he had going for him was that he
could still breathe.

 

Now, with a little ball of wax between her fingers, Kitty looked down
at her abused feline slave, her enormous eyes taking in his dirty form.
"Think it's time that you took a bath," she murmured. With Puss in
Boots still dangling between her fingers, she lifted them toward her
mouth, her great lips parting, showing the enormous, pink abyss that
laid within, her vast, raspy tongue, the chasm of her throat, her sharp,
dangerous, deadly teeth ... every individual element capable of ending
Puss in Boot's pathetic life.

 

Carelessly, she tossed him within her mouth. Puss in Boots landed
wetly against the side of her cheeks and her gums, rolling down. Still
contained within a ball of sticky wax, he couldn't even move. He didn't
even have enough breath in his lungs to scream as her maw closed,



shutting out all light with a thunderous crash as her teeth collided.
Wetly, he laid in a pool of saliva, pressed against her tongue. Wet,
schlurpy sloshes filled his ears as the wax inside of them began to
dissolve. The distant beat of her heart, powerful and ever-present. He
was within her now, and he knew that he would never get the
opportunity to leave. All that he knew now was her heat, the sound of
her body, the slickness of her saliva.

 

Feeling Puss In Boots against her gums, Kitty decided that she was
done testing her powers out. The fire within her belly needed to be
satiated. After eating the gem, she had become so, so hungry. Not
just for food, but for carnage, and for destruction. And considering
that she had the potential to wreak so much of that, then ... well, she
was just wasting her time by standing here, wasn't she?

 

The black cat clenched her fists together by her sides and
concentrated the mana within her. Once again, a purple glow began
to surround her body, a powerful, arcane aura enveloping her
completely. After a moment, KItty began to grow. And grow. And
grow. She grew in width, in height. The roof of the library was tall, but
it was not long before she overgrew it, before her shoulders and
head tore through the roof of the magician's house, and it didn't take
long before she was even bigger than that, her body pulsing, growing,
changing, stretching in height in a bright glow of arcane. By the time
the spell fizzled out, Kitty was no ordinary house cat. No. Kitty was
over a hundred feet tall, and the wizard's house lay in ruins by her left
paw. The entire village of Witchybank was laid out in front of her now.

 

Inside of her mouth, Puss In Boots had gotten a first-hand look at her
growth. The sharp fang that he was laid against grew against him.
Before Kitty changed herself, he had been comparable to it in height,



but after she had finished growing, her tooth was a literal, pearly
white mountain. A sharp, ridged, colossal rock that he was nothing
more than a speck upon. The pool of saliva that he had been laid in
had turned into a literal lake. Fortunately for him, the wax had melted
just enough that he could move his arms and legs. He fought against
waves of saliva as they splashed against him, rocking his tiny body
around against the inside of her cheek, now bigger and longer than
any river that he had ever borne witness to.

 

Kitty, now large enough to conquer the world, began to do just that.
Starting with the village of Witchybank. They would make a good
display for her power, yes. Her enormous form began to stomp
through the village, crushing houses and monuments underfoot. The
villagers ran through the streets, screaming at the top of their lungs.
None of them had ever seen anything so enormous. A giant, black cat
that surely intended to destroy them all.

 

Oh, and Kitty did intend to destroy them all. After her foot had
stomped through the entire town square, she bent down and grabbed
a handful of buildings, her enormous paw crashing over the ground,
gathering wood, stone, and human beings into her enormous, soft
paw. She crunched the mass up in her hand, fingers curling around a
mass of wood, stone, and flesh. Then, she lifted it up toward her
mouth ... and dropped the whole lot within. Her jaw began to work
and move, her great teeth crunching down on wood and stone,
turning it to splinters and dust. Within her maw, she could feel dozens
of people screaming and splashing around, pointlessly attempting
their escape.

 

Still hungry, she leaned down again, grabbing another fistful. And
another. And another. All of them were dumped into her maw, all of



them were crunched and chewed within her jaw. She didn't stop
grabbing until her mouth was literally full of debris, planks, and rubble
spilling from her great lips and onto the ground below. The entire
village had been nothing more than a mouthful. In the rubble, it laid
upon the ground, the few survivors scattering and running, no doubt
going to tell others of her magnificent, terrifying presence.

 

Inside, Puss In Boots was, of course, part of that mouthful. Just as
her jaw had worked around the village and those who inhabited it, it
had too worked around the poor, defeated red feline. Covered in
saliva, wax, and sweat, he had no choice but to swirled around
inside, hearing the screams of hundreds, hearing the crunch of wood
underneath teeth, hearing the sound of stone shattering to bits. It was
terrifying, it was a whirlwind of sensation, his body swished around,
brushing against people, feeling their hands reaching out to him
before being whipped away by a whirlpool of saliva.

 

But he, just like everyone else, knew that it would come to an end
soon. Satisfied with her chewing, Kitty tilted her head back and
swallowed. The bulge of stone and wood traveled down her throat,
carrying him and the rest of the villagers toward the death trap that
was her stomach. Inside, they would be slowly digested, gurgled, and
churned into a rich, nutritious goop. The energy from their bodies
would be used to both fuel the powerful gem, and her powerful body.

 

Puss in Boots would never be heard from again. Like the rest of
Witchybank, his entire purpose was to feed a creature that was much
more magnificent than he could ever dream of being.

 



Even though the pesky little cat had been taken care of, though, there
was still plenty more of Witchybank left. And Kitty fully intended to
wipe this disgusting little town completely off the map! Even though
scores of villagers - plus Puss in Boots - were currently swirling
around inside of her enormous stomach, the enormous feline still had
a powerful hunger for more. But not just in her mouth, no. Kitty had
other hungry, giant holes that were just aching to be stuffed with what
remained of Witchybank.

 

There were still people down below. Kitty could see them running,
scurrying around her immense paws like tiny, little ants. They were
attempting to find their way through the rubble or looking for a hiding
spot so that they could avoid Kitty's enormous, keen eyes. Their
homes lay in ruin around them, crushed by great, black-furred feet,
conquered by a single, gigantic entity that was capable of easily
ending each and every single of one of their existences.

 

With her stomach rumbling loudly, Kitty set about doing just that. Like
a cat that was eager to play, her body suddenly dropped onto all
fours, landing elegantly ... and loudly upon the ground. As her knees
and palms collided with the ground, great, deep craters were carved
into the dirt and stone that was beneath her. The village of
Witchybank, or what remained of it, was suddenly subject to an
enormous, ground-shaking earthquake, one that knocked all fleeing
villagers down, preventing them from escaping. Those that were
hidden stayed crouched behind their spots, shaking, terrified, not
even lifting their heads to glance at the enormous cat that was now
looming over them.

 

But, of course, they didn't need to move ... because Kitty could
already see them. Like cornered mice, they hung back behind their



rocks, crouching, cowering, afraid of her. But they wouldn't have to
be afraid for long, no. Her black, stripey tail lifted, exposing her tight,
pink, and extremely enormous pucker to those who were unfortunate
enough to be stood directly behind her. The villagers on the ground
paused, looking toward the enormous creature. What was she doing?

 

Their questions were quickly answered. From behind, they watched
as Kitty scraped the ground in front of her with her paws, kicking up
enough rubble and dust to create another earthquake, albeit one that
was considerably more minor than the last. The earthquake wasn't
their concern, however. Even from their low positions on the ground,
they could see what was clutched within Kitty's enormous paw.
Amongst the rubble and the debris there were dozens of tiny,
squirming villagers, each of them trying their best to work themselves
free of her sweaty, dirty hand.

 

But there was no escape. Each and every single soul within that
handful was swiftly guided toward her taut, tight asshole. And then,
without mercy ... she simply flattened her entire palm against her
pucker, shoving as much as she could inside. Being as giant as she
was, she could hardly be accurate, after all! The majority of the
rubble - and the people trapped within it - were merely squished
against the sides of her ass, wood, stone, and flesh ground into a
dirty paste that clung to her cheeks.

 

Those were the lucky people. Death had been served by her hand,
and ... they hadn't died in the worst possible place! An ass was still
an ass, after all. But a few, a very unlucky few, somehow managed to
get themselves shoved inside of the cat's rectum. Their passage
through her pink sphincter was short and sweet - they were, after all,
ants compared to her - but, within her, they would slowly suffocate to



death, choking on the fumes of her gurgling, eager digestive system.
In a way, it was almost ironic. The fumes that were suffocating them
were being produced a stomach that was currently digesting their
fellow villagers.

 

There was no escape for them. Their fate, much like the people in her
stomach, was to be turned into fuel for the giantess that was Kitty
Softpaws.

 

And Kitty would ensure that they couldn't get away from her.

 

Kitty licked her lips and let out a loud belch, raising a claw to pick a
few large splinters out of the front of her teeth. Now that Witchybank
was gone, what was next?

 

The world, of course.


