(Context: You're adventuring in RPG Pornland as yourself. You're still at the start of the game so not much has happened yet.)

There seems to be a small shop ahead. You have no money and the monsters didn't have any, so you're not sure how you will pay for anything, but you go ahead and walk in anyway. Many assorted, stat-boosting goods line the shelves of the otherwise drab, wooden room. There's no one inside except the shopkeeper: a floating feral kitten. It doesn't bat an eye at your nudity, but instead welcomes you warmly.


"Hail, friend! My name is Mittens! Welcome to my storefront! You don't have to worry about monsters here. This is a safe place of my own design! My store only shows up to the bravest adventurers. Strong, weak, big, small, physical, magical, it doesn't matter to me." The cat winks at you as it adds in a sultry-yet-childlike voice, "Don't try to pick a fight, though. I'm a lot stronger than I look."


You go ahead and ask how it can make a magical shop like this when it's so... young? You aren't sure how to approach the subject.


"All things are possible in this world, adventurer. Maybe I'll tell you if you keep coming back. I will answer this question, though, as I see it in your mind: I am a boy."


Oh. So... uhh... how can you buy anything? You don't know where you can get money.


"Oh, I don't need money friend. All I need is your friendship!" He flies in close to you and begins walking around you in midair, rubbing himself against your chest. "Am I your frieeeeend? Tell me I'm your best friend. Pledge to me your undying friendship and I'll let you have a free gift~! Hmmm?"


The agreement doesn't seem dangerous and his cute little face is winning you over. He just wants you to be his "friend"... yet you can tell there will be strings attached. You don't really have much of a choice, though. You don't want to sit around getting raped all day in the very first area of the game. You tell Mittens that you're his friend. An ominous brown fire briefly erupts from the little kitten's eyes. He doesn't acknowledge it, but instead continues to play innocent as he flies back behind the store counter.


"Yaaaaay! Thank you, friend! You're welcome in here any time. Let's commemorate our newfound friendship with a gift! Here, choose from anything you want off of my shelves! You can only take one, but they're quality goods! And FREE! :3"


You check out your choices. There's a knife with a glowing brown blade, some softly-glowing brown robes, some brightly glowing brown boots... how did you not notice all of this brown-colored stuff when you walked in? Careful, you go ahead and check your stats, in case that "friendship" thing is visible there... most of it seems to be in order... wait, what's this?

FILTH: +1


Uh oh. Do you really want to go down that road?


Mittens notices you checking out your stats and immediately goes on the defensive. "Hey hey hey, don't panic, friend! Trust me, it's all in great fun! It would be really cool if you wanted to join me, but I won't force you to do anything you don't want to do! Scout's honor!" Mittens sees you raise an eyebrow, but doesn't acknowledge it. "Honest, friend! Listen, I'll even give you two free gifts this time, and all you have to do is promise to come back in next time I show up!" Mittens floats towards you and plants himself on top of your head, purring. "If you don't want to, you can just leave, right now, and I won't hold you to anything. It's all up to you."


It might be the single point already in your filth stat, but you find yourself unable to say no. Besides, you really need some gear, and he's offering two pieces. You give your assent and begin eyeing the merchandise.


"You won't regret it, buddy! Trust me! I have a few friends that pop in here all the time who never engage in that stuff! It's totally optional! I even have some items of different colors over here, see?" Mittens rises off your head and motions towards another wall with more colorful, less brown items. 


He seems really determined to convince you that there isn't anything dark or underhanded going on, but you can't shake the feeling that Mittens is a damn, dirty liar. He's lying straight through his evil little fangs. You wouldn't trust this little fucking liar as far as you could throw him. This evil monster probably mindrapes little kids and beats old ladies. You bet this liar delights in gore and gas chambers when customers aren't around. What pitiful lying scum. ...you suddenly feel Mittens' presence in your mind. He can read your mind? You look up at him. He looks back at you offended, tears spilling from his eyes.


"Fine! I can't convince you that this is a friendly establishment? I only gave you that stat point as an indicator of our friendship! One point doesn't do anything! All I wanted was a friend! Waaaaaahaaa!"


The kitten flies off to a back room sobbing, leaving you alone in the shop. You feel a little bad... but you have a choice to make. You're going to grab two items from the walls and then leave, but Mittens' association with filth has been made obvious. Anything you grab from the brown wall will probably raise your filth stat... but Filth is a difficult stat to raise otherwise. What about completionism?


After a few moments of contemplation, you resolve to grab one item from both walls. From the brown wall, you grab the heavy dagger with the bronze blade, and from the colorful wall, you grab a green gauntlet ("of strength" it says, written in pencil on the price tag). You hold both of the items up in the air as you walk backwards out of the store, just in case the kitten is still watching you. You see him giving you the evil eye from the darkness in the back and for a moment you don't feel safe. As soon as you walk out of the door, the store vanishes into thin air. It's as if it was never there.

(Context: You're a little further in the game now, you've built a home base and your stats are respectable. You meet Mittens one more time and apologize, but he senses that you still think he's a liar and... he isn't happy about that. Since then, you've also found a cursed artifact that made your feet really big, which you're cool with.

Eventually, you find a note at your home that says “I know where you live”, signed by Mittens. Apparently he's a lot angrier about this than you thought he was, so you seek him out hoping to apologize.)


You find yourself inside of Mittens' shop, but you don't see him. You call out for him, saying you want to apologize. You never meant for things to escalate like this. You hear a voice in your head say, "you're late". It's not friendly. "Come to the back. Now." Maybe you should get out of here. You make a motion to try and turn around, but you quickly hear "NOW", and find your body forced to comply. You are lifted off of the ground and are made to float slowly towards the backroom. It's still pitch black, you can't see anything.


You float for a while, and then the lights flash on. It looks much different from the main shop room, which was mostly wooden and brown. It was big enough to be a warehouse, but it was outfitted to look like some kind of... indoor carnival. Everything was brightly colored, with cardboard rainbows and giant candy props littered all over the walls and ceilings. There was even a ferris wheel! It was so empty, though, and the lighting was terrible. The area simultaneously looked super friendly and happy and depressingly dark and void.


"You said I was your best friend. But you've been mean." You look around, you can't tell where the voice is coming from. "You're the liar. You are! You have to prove that you're my friend now... bad things happen to people that aren't my friends." You pull your knife out. It probably won't work, but you have to do something, right? As if on cue, the knife is magically wrenched from your hand and tossed across the room, along with your gauntlet. You feel significantly weaker after its removed. You're now naked and defenseless, and Mittens still has you floating in the air.


"Nah ah ah. You're my playmate for today. No fighting. We're going to have fun. Like friends do." Mittens suddenly appears beneath your huge feet. Without warning or ceremony, he grasps one between his paws and sinks his nose between your toes. "Mmmmmmmmf~! Such biiiiiiiig feeeet. *deep sniff* Oooooooooh yeEEEEEEEEeeeah. Aaah~! Friendship smells SO gooood!" He keeps sniffing and moaning on your feet for several minutes, his nose roaming excitedly up and down your soles. Mittens' new and sudden demeanor was freaking you out. Things were moving too fast. You start to get aroused in spite of yourself, but he controls your arms and doesn't allow you to touch anything. "Mmf, yeah... uuugh... n-no touching, you... yes, yeeeeesss... ngh... aaah... been so long... spread those toes... oh my god... that friendship...!"


You feel his body stiffen and twitch against your sensitive foot. The spell keeping you in the air flickers for a second before coming back. "Y-you understand now, right? I'll do anything for your friendship." Okay, okay, he's not a liar! He's just really into musk? "*sniiiiiffs* Mmmmh~, that's right. Give me those friendly feet..." You feel uncomfortable about the drastic shift in his behavior. You didn't really think he was this much of a deviant in private, you were just exaggerating!


He gorges himself on your foot odor for several more minutes without a word, then suddenly flies up to your head. He positions his crotch in front of your face, tiny kitty peen showing, and begins humping the air in front of you. "Your friendship is so strong. Aaaaah god. I can feel my friendship... overflowing~!" You shut your eyes just in time before Mittens starts pissing all over you. His body stiffens harshly and twitches continuously as he urinates, moaning loudly as if he was instead releasing a really long rope of cum. "Aaaaaaaagh! So much friendship! I can't hold it!" He begins screaming and the stream suddenly intensifies, getting thicker and spraying with more power. You feel yourself drop to the ground as Mittens loses control. Mittens stays in the air, screaming and humping wildly with out-of-control pleasure as his piss sprays hard enough to hit the far wall. You consider taking the opportunity to run away, but when you look towards the door, you see that it's closed and probably locked.


Mittens slowly floats towards the ground, impossible amounts of urine still blasting from his thrusting loins. When he touches the ground, you find yourself being lifted once again. "MORE! GIVE ME THE FRIENDSHIP YOU PROMISED ME!" He levitates you above him, then drops you ass-first. You blush as he sinks clean between your buttcheeks, then sinks his head clean into your filthy, unwashed butthole. The powerful urine spray between your legs slowly diminishes as he stays in this position for several minutes, all kinds of pleasured exclamations muffled by your gaping rectum. When his head pops out, gasping and panting, he doesn't seem any less excited than before. "Ah god yes. Yes. Your friendship is so good. I must strengthen it. I must strengthen our friendship. Yes. Yes."


Wait, was he going to change you? You try to say something, but you find your mouth firmly sealed. "Do it to me. Piss and shit all over me. All over your friend. Dump your friendship all over my cute, baby kitten body~!" You feel a magic presence inside of you. Your waste is being repeatedly multiplied, filling up your rectum and bladder almost instantly. You don't have much of a choice other than to void right where you are against your will, much to Mittens' delight. Mittens is buried in piss-stained manure within moments, his ecstatic moaning once again muffled by filth. Your Filth stat is only at 27, you are not ready for this shit. You feel incredibly uncomfortable and the continuous voiding is making you feel sick. Your arousal drops like a rock. You want to get out of here. You're stuck like this for several minutes before the spell finally lets up, presumably because Mittens orgasmed again (for the third time).


Your anus is very tender and sore now and your midsection feels like it's burning. You just want this to end. Mittens arises slowly from the mountain of feces in front of you. His entire body twitches constantly, his chest heaves in and out in hyperventilation, and his eyes glow brightly with brown fire. He doesn't seem to care that you're in pain. Wet, smelly shit gags his throat, but he talks into your mind. "END? WE'RE BEST FRIENDS FOREVER!"


You feel a sudden pinch in both of your feet, giving way to an intense pleasure as they grow. Mittens was forcefully adding large numbers to your Paws stat. He can do that? "I CAN DO ANYTHING! SUCH IS THE P-... POWERRrrrrRR~...! O-OF FRIENDSHIP!" Brown fire bursts from odd areas of his lurching body when he says the word "power". He's really out of control. Is there really nothing you can do? Well, if there was before, there certainly isn't now. Your feet blow up to proportions so ridiculous that you can't possibly walk on them. They feel... really, really good though...


Mittens circles around your feet as they continue to grow, absolutely ecstatic as he smears your shit all over them. "Bigger! Bigger! Fill them with friendship! Cover them in friendship! Make those big, fucking feet friendly and wonderful! So massive and powerful with friendship...!" It isn't long before he's throbbing on the ground again on his fourth orgasm, but this time brown fire bellows from his form, magnifying his spell instead of stopping it. Your Paws stat grows into normally-unachieveable levels, well into the thousands. It isn't until they're almost scraping the incredibly high ceiling that Mittens seems to regain his composure. He shakily rises onto his four paws and swallows the scat in his mouth so he can talk. For a second, he looks just like a normal, defenseless kitten and you feel your heart melting. It quickly hardens again as he speaks.


"Haahfuuuuuuck... oh... oh my god. Hhhhaaa~! Your friendship has become... perfect. You really are my friend, aren't you? Oh my fuck... fuuuck..." Mittens shakes, experiencing his fifth orgasm just from the sight of feet as cartoonishly big, soft, and smelly as yours. He barely recovers, slowly launching into a sixth, a seventh, an eighth, and a ninth just trying to float up to your bulbous balloon toes. "M-my friendship is... building up... so fast...! I've never felt like this before...! Such perfect, beautiful, magnificent feet. I-... I can't...!" He can't so much as place a tongue on one of your big malodorous toes before piss starts flowing out of him again, all over your building-sized sole.


You orgasm instantly. Their pleasure sensitivity was set so insanely high that just the pattering of a kitten's urine stream was enough to launch you into one of the most powerful orgasms of your life, making you ejaculate like a garden hose. Your foot lurches in response, curling and flexing as if in appreciation. "Y-you like that, friend? You feel that friendship? You love that feeling of friendship, don't you? Yes, unf, your brilliant fucking feet love my fucking friendship..." He keeps up his dirty talk, retaining just enough self-control to finally reach one of your giant, spherical toes and touch it. He immediately grasps onto it with all four paws and then really lets loose. "Aa-haa-haa-haa-haA-HA-HA-HA-HA-A-A-A-A-A-A...!" He humps your big toe with unnatural fervor, piss blasting from his tiny cock so hard that it bounces far off in all directions, spraying the walls and ceilings.


"AAAaah...! B-building...! I c-can't control it! Th-the friendship!!! S-so much friendship! I'm going to burst!!!" The urine takes on a much darker color. Not stopping at yellow-brown, it keeps getting darker until it's as dark brown as fecal matter, then gets even darker... and thicker. The urine stopped spraying like water and turned into some sort of gel... then a sludge. It wasn't long until it was literally shit, trying to push its way out of a hole that was way too small for it. "Aaaaah! Yesyesyesyesyesyesyesyesyesyes! Friendship! B-burst! Bursting-with-friendship! Burst!! BURST...! Bgk... ghaaak!!!"


Mittens quickly teleports himself to the floor so he won't take fall damage, and then... he becomes a nightmare. You hear a dull pop, and a mixture of urine and feces gushes from every orifice of his little kitten shell. His urethra, his anus, and his jaw are stretched to impossible, unholy dimensions. So are his nostrils... and his ears... and his nipples. Most of the holes were so small that only thin strings could be expelled, but they expelled with unending force. His body twitched and writhed, tears streamed from a face that seemed to be in agony, though the truth was far from that. Mittens was experiencing orgasms of every possible type, of the highest possible quality, of such magnitude and multitude as to be unknowable by mortal creatures. Reading that narration, and then comparing it to what you were seeing, you began to wonder if Mittens could even feel pain.


It was a surprisingly long time before Mittens had buried himself and could no longer be seen. It was an even longer time, well over an hour, before the slowly-growing mountain of waste stopped shaking and rumbling. You calmed yourself down, trying to overcome your fear. You busied yourself by curling your feet and wiggling your toes, their high sensitivity conveniently being your only bastion of sanity right now. 


Mittens had to be done. You weren't sure he was dead, he probably couldn't be killed. But surely he was done. He was satisfied! All you have to do is wait for him to wake up and he'll be back to normal. The old, nice Mittens. Not that... thing... You try to distract yourself with foot-induced orgasms to take your mind off of the scarring mental picture of Nightmare Mittens. It wasn't to be. You could still see it. Then, like before, Mittens began slowly rising. A mixture of fear and relief grips you, but you try to convince yourself that a nice, friendly kitten is what's rising from the pile. Yes... of course it is. When his head pokes out, though... you see it hanging limply to one side. His... eyesockets...


"We're not done." You scream.
