
Once upon a time, in a magical kingdom where every little girl was born to serve cock-bearers, a little six-year-old sweetie kitty named Snowflake was on her first day to school. This revolting kitty-cat was dressed in a steam-pressed, crisp pink dress and wore a pink bow in her short hair. She loved her new outfit, as her mom had raised her to, and she loved her mom. 

The mother was dropping her off to her first day personally, and Snowflake could see her smiling at her in the rearview mirror. The little girl saw her mom’s eyes examine her clothes for imperfections—they’d worked hard on making her look meticulous.


Other girls and mothers might find the little white cat disgusting looking, but this was not a concern for the mother. What mattered to her was that Snowflake looked like “the other”, something to mock and pick on and tease by the boys who needed a reminder of why girls were “inferior”. Snowflake was only sort of aware of this—her mother hid most of this from her. Like any good self-respecting woman in Willen, this mother studied equal-rights issues, not to improve her own agency, but to find ever-more-clever ways of provoking and enticing  males and other cock-bearers.

Snowflakes dress should do just that.


To make sure her little daughter was a perfect target, the mother got Snowflake a pink backpack that read “ballerina forever,” on it in rainbow letters with a dancing unicorn beneath, and the rest of it was littered with pink and yellow flowers.

They arrived at the school, which was somewhat old—it had red brick walls and large windows starting to frost-opaque from age. Her mother spun around the front drive and dropped her off close to the doors. Snowflake climbed to the front seat to give her mother a goodbye kiss before climbing out.

“Now don’t worry honey you’re going to be fine!” her mother said. “And try not to get messy, and don’t go outside for recess… I gave you a special note for your teacher. Don’t mess up your dress okay honey?”


“Yes Momma,” said Snowflake, smiling.

“You want to look nice for your ballet class,” the mother said, and blew one more kiss at her daughter before the door was shut. Snowflake waved goodbye as her mother drove away, the little girl committing herself mentally to keeping her dress clean, and the mother secretly knowing that Snowflake making a fuss about her dress would only make her a bigger target for her first day.


Snowflake looked at the large, open doors of the school. She felt small by the way they yawned for her, a new, unknown place, and only a class number in her head to find the way. She nibbled her lip and started walking forward, her heart pitter-pattering away behind the pink dress.


She followed the class numbers until she found her room, taking about ten minutes to finally find her way. She opened the door and found the teacher sitting behind a desk. His chair was swiveled sideways and he was reading a book. His pants were unzipped and partially down—his belly was bulging and gurgling with something that occasionally wiggled and moved beneath his thick fat. Snowflake stopped and stared in horror and recognition. Her teacher, a lion, noticed her in the doorway and glared at her.


“Hey you, don’t just stand there, you’re making a line.”


Snowflake eeped and stepped inside, only now noticing a gaggle of giggling girls who had snuck up behind her. They passed her—one of them was not wearing any pants and had something white dripping from between her legs. Snowflake blushed. ‘What’s going on?’ she wondered. Half the girls were so dirty and indecent looking, but the boys were fully-dressed, if scruffy looking, much more prepared than the girls were.

“Go ahead and put your things away in a cubby hole,” said the teacher, pointing at the back.

Snowflake walked up to him and took a note out of a side pocket in her backpack and handed it to him. He read it and then stuffed it in his mouth and swallowed.


Snowflake stared, aghast. The teacher turned from his reading material and back to her, and stared back.


“Giving my daughter something to read too,” he said with a toothy grin.

Snow stared at his stomach and pointed. He nodded. “But… but…”

He raised his brow and leaned forward. “Something wrong sweetie?”


“Is she in your tummy?”


“Yeah, was in something of a rush today. I didn’t have enough time to cook and almost missed breakfast. She’s, err, was about four years older than you—hopefully old enough to help her old man with lunch as well!”

“Is she going to be okay?”


The lion shrugged and cocked his eyebrow. “When we cover the digestive system I’ll have to pay close attention to how you’re doing. That will be in our fourth week, so don’t worry about it, we’ll get to digestion eventually.” He burped and rubbed his belly.

Snowflake stared at him, both surprised by the rude noise and by his confusing (at least to her) answer.

“Ehhh, looks like my work is cut out for you,” he said. He ruffled her head. “Don’t worry you’ll catch up eventually. Now go ahead and take your seat, how about by the window there?”

He pointed, before one more burp and shudder from his squirming belly interrupted him. He patted his stomach and growled, licking his lips. “Ooh, there she goes—bye bye sweetie!”


Snowflake’s ears folded back and she scuttled away from the lion as quick as she could. She just reached her seat when she heard an odd-noise from the classroom door. She took a look and saw a brown, floppy-eared dog staring right at her. He was a little fat, but looked like he could still run fast if he wanted. He had black ears and a black spot on his eye, the rest of his fur brown except for one last spot covering most of his pudge. His tongue was lolling out and drooling, and as he stared at Snowflake, he licked his lips and smiled.


“Woof!” sounded the puppy, his tail wagging—he was only wearing shorts and shoes and had nothing else with him.


“Oh so you’re back huh?” the lion-teacher said, looking at the dog. “Held you back huh? Spot, Spot come over here I want to talk to you, you little cartoon goblin.”

Snowflake looked away and gathered some of her stuff, except for her pencil box and a folder with paper, and took her stuff to the cubby holes. She heard the teacher saying, “See that? No. Noooo. Bad dog. Baad.”


“Woof!”


Snowflake returned to her desk. A canary girl sitting behind Snowflake started giggling, and Snowflake turned to look at her, wondering what was so funny.

“Oooooh you’re in troooubleeee!” the canary laughed.


Snowflake blinked, frowning. “What? Why?”


“Because you’re a cat!”


“What is wrong with that?” Snowflake asked the canary.

“Loook.”


She pointed, and Snowflake followed her gaze. Spot, the big-bellied dog, was staring at Snowflake still. He was panting, drooling more than before, his eyes half-lidded. The teacher was snapping his fingers at the dog, trying to get his attention.


“He’s going to eat you!” said the bird, sing-song.

“What?!” Snowflake said, turning around, looking panicked. “No he’s not!”


The canary nodded happily. “Yup! Cute little white kitty is gonna be doggy chow, and then doggy poo.”


“No I’m not!!” she shouted, offended. “I am nooot!”


The canary giggled again. “Dog poo!”


“Shut up!” she said, starting to cry.


“Oh look here he comes,” said the canary. “Hey Spot, you big oaf!”


The dog scampered over to a desk next to Snowflake. The cat blushed as she noticed that he was rubbing at his pants, where something in his crotch was bulging against the fabric. He was still drooling.

“Jeez Spot let her at least get through the week,” said the canary.


Snowflake gave her a piercing gaze. The canary giggled. “Dog poo!”


Snowflake tried to make a mean face, and then turned away with a harrumph. She looked at Spot, wondering if he was going to say anything about the canary’s teasing, but he was still just drooling and staring, his eyes now lingering on Snowflake’s tush so firmly planted in her seat.


“Spot stop that!” the teacher shouted. More students were still pouring into the room, and they giggled as they saw the teacher shouting at Spot, but looked a lot more surprised when they saw Snowflake. Every one of them went “Oooooh!”


Snowflake looked at the other students and realized she was the only one in the room who was a house-cat. She felt a bit lonely… Snowflake decided to go fetch a special friend from her backpack, hopping from her seat to return to the cubby holes. She looked behind at Spot again, noticing that the dog’s eyes followed her the entire way, staring at her butt and tail.

She’d just have to ignore him—she got her special friend from her bag, a robot toy that could be reassembled into a car.


“Aren’t you a bit girly for that kind of toy?” asked the canary when Snowflake sat back down.

“Nuh uh,” Snowflake said, feeling grouchy with the canary—although she suddenly recalled how her mother hadn’t wanted her to have this toy at first, for the same reason.


The canary kept smiling at Snowflake, which made her feel worse. Suddenly the canary started drawing on a piece of paper, covering it with her arm. Snowflake wondered what mean thing the canary was up to now… “No peaking!” cawed the bird as Snowflake tried to get a look.


Snowflake hissed and turned forward. She heard Spot’s jowls slobbering beside her and she hissed at him next.

“You’re not going to eat me!” Snowflake said.


“Woof!”


Some other kids laughed.


“Spot, stop that I said! Oh what’s the use,” the teacher said. “Alright start getting settled in kids, class starts in five minutes.”


Snowflake looked out the window, holding her toy on her desk while she tried to ignore the sound of spit hitting the desk next to her. The canary behind her whistled, and slid the drawing onto Snowflake’s desk.

“Hey!” the kitty mewled—she didn’t want that bird’s crummy drawing. Snowflake gasped as she noticed what the drawing was. It was a brown blob with smell-lines and flies, and an arrow pointing at it that said, “tHIs is U sooN!”


Snowflake made a high pitched whine and hiss, and started crumpling up the paper, before noticing that there was another drawing on the back. She unruffled it, as annoyed though as she was, she was still curious. The back-half wasn’t as bad, but it did confuse her. It was a quick drawing of who she guessed had to be the canary and Snowflake both holding the kitty’s robot-toy between them. It had bright red letters above it saying, “If U doN’t gEt EEtEN LEts bE FrEEnds!”


Snowflake turned at her. “Why should I be friends with you!?”

“’Cuuuuz I’m coooool,” said the canary, sing-song.

“Nuh uh,” said Snowflake. “And I don’t get it.”

“Spot’s going to eat you and turn you to dog-poo,” said the canary, “but if you can keep him away from you today, you should come over to my house and we’ll play with lots and lots of robots. I have lots!”

The cat hesitated. “You do?” asked Snowflake, curious.


“Uh-huh! But we got to be careful, because Spot likes to Unf-Unf every cat that gets put in our class and then he swallows you up all whole and then you’re doggy poo tomorrow. I’ seen it before! He does it all the time!”


Snowflake held her arms around herself and shivered in disgust. “But I don’t want to be doggy poo I want to be clean and pretty!”


The canary rolled her eyes and shrugged, grinning. “It’s just what Spot does!”

“Woof!” the doggy panted next to them. Snowflake shot him a dirty look before looking at the canary again.

The canary giggled, “Hehehe, he’s silly huh? He never talks. He’s smarter than he looks though, and of course he’s a boy so anything he wants to do to you you gotta let him.”

Snowflake looked at Spot.


“Woof!” he said, slobbering.

“Eww nooo,” Snowflake fussed.


The teacher settled everyone down and started drawing on the chalk board. He wrote his name first, a long foreign name that even after he pronounced it Snowflake was having trouble saying. Mr. ‘Chukwuemeka’ gave up shortly and said they could call him Chuck if need be. He quickly explained the schedule they’d have for the day. He was their teacher for all periods except for Physical Education.


“I guess it goes without saying,” Chuck explained, “but we’ll be using the imperial measurements, not metric, so if any of you newer-students are from outside the Unified Systems Alliance, I hope you can keep up, because imperial measurements are… well in a word they’re pretty bad!”



He burped loudly, looked like he was coughing for a moment, and then a bulge went up his throat. His mouth filled up with something, and then he gently slid a feline skull out of his mouth, holding it in his hand. He held it up in the sunlight.


“Ah, the Scottish Play, bad-luck to name it on the job, anyway, moving on!” he said and set his daughter’s skull down on his desk. “Let’s start doing math,” he said with a clap. “Just the thing to wake us all up. I’ll start by drawing a line to help us count.”

Mr. “Chuck” started into his lecture. He burped a lot and patted his stomach often, which gurgled noisily for the class. He was a lot more energetic after he got into teaching, and Snowflake almost found herself being entertained. He drew apples for them to add and subtract from, or multiply for the older kids like Spot and the canary girl. All the apples got their own unique, crazy looking face. Occasionally he burped up more of his thoroughly digested daughter’s bones, setting them on the desk, and at one point having them add-and-subtract using her vertebrae.

Snowflake noticed that Spot was following along with the teacher on paper and pencil, like the rest of class, but that he hadn’t taken his eyes off of Snowflake, not even for one moment. His ears went up and pointed at the teacher every time he burped or his stomach growled, but that was it. The dog scratched at his own tummy, which made a much quieter growl every now and then.


“Woof,” he whispered on and off.


Snowflake tried to ignore him and follow along with the teacher. Halfway through science class, she heard some weird noise again coming from Spot. She looked over and double-take’d. Spot was leaning back in his chair with his pants down! Something really big and really red was in his hands, sticking out of his crotch. He was still staring at her while stroking the red thing in his hands, which was squirting a clear, sticky fluid all over his hands.


“Woof!” he said and licked his lips. He started thrusting his hips into his hand, letting the thing glide between his fingers. He soon closed his eyes for the first time since seeing Snowflake and leaned his head back. A thick, white goop shot out of his red-thing and splattered against his desk. Rope after rope of the white stuff splattered on-top of his desk and onto the floor. A rich, musty smell filled the air and Snowflake had to cover her nose. She felt excited all of a sudden.

A few of the kids giggled. The teacher noticed Spot jerking off and rolled his eyes, continuing his lesson.


Snowflake stared at those huge gobs of white shooting out of the doggy’s red-thing. Snowflake made the connection that this must have something to do with “sex”, of which she knew very little about.


“If you’re lucky most of you will go to his balls instead of into his butt for pooing,” said the canary.


Snowflake turned around, confused. “What? What does that mean?”


“Hee hee!” the canary noised and said no more.


Snowflake raised her hand.


“Yes Snowflake?” Mr. Chuck said.


“What did Spot just do?”


The kids laughed at her, quite loudly. She blushed and held her robot closer.

The teacher rubbed his head. “That’s P.E. stuff. You’ll learn how to get off when you’re in Physical Education. You’ve never seen a male jerk off before? Kind of shocked… Your father doesn’t ream your hide every night? Well then, the short of it is that a male’s penis will produce a thick mucus called seminal fluid when the penis is stimulated enough, well I mean, touched enough. Touch a male’s penis and eventually that happens. Pretty normal, really.”


“No but, canary girl said that I’d be that stuff if I was lucky.”


“Oh… Yes, well, everyone’s digestive system is different, so I can’t say for sure, but some males convert an awful lot of what they eat into additional semen. But I wouldn’t know what happens to the majority of what Spot eats, and he doesn’t talk much. I’d imagine he probably disposes most of his meals as poop.”

“Wait so he’s going to eat me? Can’t you tell him not to?” she asked.


“I already did,” said Chuck. “That’s the best I can do. We’ll cover more about this material in week four. Snowflake, I’d like to continue talking about how plants make their food from sunlight. If you’re not digested by the end of the day, I’ll help you check out a book from the library to read at home. Alright class, let’s continue.”


Snowflake huddled into her chair, embarrassed. She looked at Spot. He was rubbing his penis again. It was as thick and throbbing as before, and he was drooling down his front while he stared at Snowflake. She tried to ignore him. It was difficult to do so. He kept panting, saying ‘woof’, and every couple of minutes she heard him begin to pour his semen out onto the floor again. He kept masturbating all the way through class.

The bell chimed. “Well that’s the bell,” said Chuck, turning away from a drawing of a plant he’d made. He patted his stomach—not even a quarter the size it had been when Snowflake first saw him—and said, “Alright, all of you better head to P.E., and then enjoy your lunch period! I’m starting to feel kind of hungry again myself… Well that’s what I get for having a light breakfast.”


Snowflake and the others kids put their things away and then headed out. Spot was skulking behind Snowflake. He squirted a bit of pre-cum onto the butt of her pink dress, provoking her to turn around hissing.

“Mom said not to mess up my dress!” she said.


“Woof!” Spot said. He hopped and slapped his musky, jizz stained hands on her face and pushed her head down towards his dick. He smeared his fluid into her face and started using her fuzzy cheeks like a napkin, wiping his dick clean.


“Eww stooop!” she whined, scatching gently at his thighs—she wanted to scratch harder, but for some reason couldn’t bring herself to. A few kids, even girls, were laughing at her and pointing.


“Haha, silly pink-wearing dummy, you’re not allowed to say no!” a skunk boy teased and swatted Snowflake on the butt with his tail.


Spot suddenly let go of her, and Snowflake fell to the floor with an ‘oof’. She looked up and saw that the canary girl’s strangely prehensile feathers were wrapped around Spot’s penis, slowly stroking him off. His eyes were closed and his tongue was lolling.

“Hurry to the girl’s room before he gets you!” she laughed. “Or you’re doggy poo! Run!”


Snowflake scrambled to her feet and ran. She left the classroom and started looking for the gym. She passed several older girls who were passing out leaflets that had drawings of huge penises laying on-top of little girls who were struggling to try and lift the weight from off of themselves—the leaflets read, “You’re too weak! Join the girl scouts and learn how to submit!”


Snowflake rubbed at the cum on her cheeks, grimacing. She kept searching for the gym, and found the girl’s locker room. She ducked inside.


 The skunk-boy was in here. He was undressing and she gasped when she saw him. She read the sign correctly! “What are you doing in here?” she asked.

He stared back and looked offended. “You can’t say that to me! I can come in here if I want to!”


A group of girls walked past Snowflake, giggling at the boy and waving their prepubescent hips at him. They undressed, unmindful of the boy. He grinned and walked up to a cow-girl and started humping her butt.


Snowflake hissed in prudish disapproval and started looking for a row of lockers with less kids. She passed more propaganda posters. She’d mostly stayed at home with her mother, she’d never seen this stuff before, but it was all over. Momma had told her that boys were better than girls, but she never knew just how important that penis thing between their legs was. There were lots of instructional posters for how to suck on a penis, a poster of a girl chained up to a penis, and a poster by the showers of a girl getting peed on, with the words ‘The school showers are second best!’

Snowflake sniffled and turned on one of the showers, trying to get some of the cum off her precious dress.


“Having trouble?”


Snowflake turned around and saw a coyote woman towering above her. Snowflake could barely see her face—the size of this coyote’s breasts dwarfed Snowflake’s whole body.


The little girl gasped and actually backed away, too shocked by the size of this coyote.


The teacher laughed and reached down to rub Snowflake’s head, her arm barely squeezing around her own boob. “Don’t worry! You’ll get used to them! Alright, new-girl, let’s get you a locker, maybe get you cleaned up a little bit. Now don’t go getting used to being clean because once class starts you’ll get really dirty!”


“I don’t like being dirty!” Snowflake said, whimpering.


“Oh shush,” said the coyote teacher, touching her finger to Snowflake’s nose, making the kitty cross-eyed for a second. “You’ll not get very far with that attitude. Just because you’re in school doesn’t mean anyone’s expecting you to get smart. You’re going to grow up and be a woman someday, and that means all you’ll need to know how to do is take dick!”


She gestured at one of the posters of a girl getting impaled by a huge penis. Snowflake made a frumpy face.


“I don’t wanna take dick!”


“Sure you do!” the teacher laughed. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have been born in Willen! I can smell you belong here! So don’t worry about getting good grades anywhere but in P.E., because the only thing separating you from a hungry boy’s guts is how well you please his cock!”

The teacher got Snowflake a locker and asked Snowflake to leave her pretty pink dress with her for “safe keeping”, then let Snowflake shower and get into her sports uniform. The canary girl from Chuck’s class showed up shortly afterwards and used her wingspan to block Snowflake from view while she changed—Snowflake heard a “woof” somewhere in the girl’s locker-room.


Once changed the girls (and a few horny boys with satisfied pricks), ran out into the gym and started to line up.


The coyote teacher walked out in front of them, wearing sports-shorts but no top, and started jogging in place for the class. Her breasts trembled so much that Snowflake thought she could feel the ground shaking. The boys started drooling and eyeing her tits greedily.


Snowflake looked down the line and saw that only one boy wasn’t—Spot. He was still eyeing her, and rubbing his tummy.

Snowflake flinched and looked at the teacher.


‘He’s going to eat me! But the canary girl stopped him by touching his penis. The P.E. teacher is right, I have to learn how to make boys shoot that semen stuff or I’m gonna be dog-poo!’

“Welcome back all you gorgeous young faces!” the teacher cheered. “You newbies? I’m Carmen, your P.E. teacher! Boys, I hope you had lots of orgasms over the summer, for some of you it was homework! Two orgasms a day, and at least one orgasm inside a pussy a week. Oh I hope you did your homework! You girls were supposed to suck at least three cocks a day, and you had to suck a cock off that you’d never sucked before once a week. I hope you kept up, because if you didn’t you’re going to be gasping for air before today’s class is over!”


A few girls licked their lips with anticipation, but most of the girls were like Snowflake and were now looking nervous and scared.


“Well let’s start class off easy,” said the coyote. “Boys, work your meat off to my boobs. You girls should gather around the boys and watch how their hands work their cocks, pay close attention. Every boy is different and tends to want a different kind of touch, you need to be well-versed my sweets!”


Snowflake stayed near the canary for now—she seemed to know what she was doing. Carmen occasionally yelled at Spot to pay attention to her tits instead of the white kitten.

“That tip part is almost always sensitive,” the canary explained. “Not as much as your clit though.”


“What’s a clit?” Snowflake asked.


“Oh you’re dog-poo,” the canary said with a shocked, sad expression. She tsked and shook her head.


The boys one-by-one orgasmed to the sight of their teacher’s breasts. The teacher clapped for them and cheered. “Yay! So many horny underage boys cumming to my boobs! Each little jet of prepubescent semen is going to make a girl-angel cry with joy in heaven! You’re all doing such a good job! And you girls did a good job too! Okay boys show the girls what a good job they did—smack them as hard as you can in the face! Use your cocks!”


“What?!” Snowflake yelled and instantly felt a horse-dick whap her face.


The boys started laughing evilly as they forced as many girls as they could catch to their knees and started banging their faces with the sides of their wangs. The canary girl was giggling through the whole mess, but Snowflake was soon crying and sniffling with embarrassment. Yet, the more she felt it, the more this… curious, warm, excited feeling filled her lungs. She eventually felt so light and warm inside that she was surprised she wasn’t floating. Each phallic slap slowly turned her grunts and squeals of pain toward a gasp similar to the gasp she’d make when opening a present on her birthdays.


“All done, good job boys!” Carmen said, clapping and hopping up and down, her breasts drooping down enough to cover her crotch whenever she landed. “Oh such a good job boys! I hope you enjoyed that, remember, asserting dominance is important! You girls could use a little work though. You need to make a face when you’re cockslapped that makes the boy just itching to hit you again.”


She gestured for the horse-boy to come up to her, and she got onto her knees to let him demonstrate, making a pouty how dare you face when he cockslapped her. The horse-boy cheekily smacked her again, which made the teacher grin and rub his head. “Oh good boy! I’ll have to write your parent’s a glowing letter!”


The horse-boy giggled and skipped in-place.

Carmen turned her attention to Snowflake, and then waved her over. Snowflake felt fear bubble up in her as she walked to the front of the class. The teacher set her hand ontop of Snowflake’s head. Spot gave Snowflake a half-lidded look of lust and licked his lips.


“Students, this little tyke is Snowflake, one of our new students in our mix-grade class! She is a bit sheltered, so she doesn’t yet know her place. Carrie, go get her dress.”


“Yes ma’am!” said the canary girl, and ran off for the girl’s locker room, where the teacher’s office was. Snowflake looked up at the teacher with surprise and distrust, but the teacher only smiled at her. A moment later, Carrie returned with Snowflake’s dress, handing it to the teacher. The teacher smiled, gave Carrie a pat, and sent her back into line.


Carmen snuggled the pink dress against her face… and then threw it on the ground.


“Nooo that’s my special dress!” Snowflake said and stomped her feet.


“Aww you’re so cute, you’re the perfect little brat!” Carmen smiled. “Some boys looove putting brats like you beneath their balls. You’re lucky to have such a rotten personality, boys are going to be lining up to sin on your face.”


“What’s that mean!?!” Snowflake fussed, eyes closed and still stomping her foot.


“Alright, boys, gather around this dress and give it whatever your penis has to give it!” Carmen said and fist-pumped the air.


“What? Nooo!” Snowflake squealed, and watched as boys ran over to her dress and whipped their wangs out to pee on the dress. Snowflake bunched her hands up on her mouth and stared in horror as she witnessed stream-after-stream of yellow pour out over her dress. A few boys were masturbating, and soon ropes of white goo were splattering cross-hatch-across her dress as well, ruining it.


Snowflake fell to her knees in defeat and despair, beginning to cry.


“My dress…”


Carmen ran her hand over Snowflake’s head, patting it. “That’s right dear, that’s right, just accept it. Alright, now do the same to Snowflake boys.”


Snowflake looked up with shock, shaking her head at the teacher—but it was too late. A circle of boys, including the grinning Spot, formed around her, and then started releasing their streams of piss and semen onto her.


“Eewwwwww!!” Snowflake shrieked, covering her face with her hands.


‘It’s so warm…’ she thought to herself as she felt all those acrid streams pouring audibly over her face, chest, and the back of her head. Enough boys were peeing on her that it felt like an actual shower. She shivered, the base of her tail twitching. ‘It’s warm… They like me… They like doing this…’

She suddenly felt happy.


‘They want me to suffer.’

Snowflake gulped, thinking of what to say next. “Stop it! Nooo, I wanna be clean I wanna be clean! Kitties are supposed to be clean, please don’t pee on me!”


‘I bet that was good!’ she thought to herself, but still some part of her felt like she was betraying her Momma. Momma had raised her so carefully to be a clean, proper little girl, like a dress-up doll.

Cum started gunking up her ears, and her once-pink bow was now a white-smeared yellowish-orange. The panting boys worked their penises furiously, some jerking off while pissing at the same time, pouring everything their cocks could pour out onto the little kitten. Boys were trying to replenish the semen in her fur as quickly as the other boys washed it away with their waggling piss-streams.


“Woof.”


Spot orgasmed four times harder than any of the other boys could, and Snowflake shrieked as she felt a blast of cum as thick as her arm pour into her face, making her spit. She couldn’t even breathe with him cumming so hard right into her face. He kept at it, making her worry if she was going to suffocate, before his cock calmed down and the stream ended.


Grinning with pride, Spot said, “Woof.”


The boys clapped. Carmen did too. “Good job boys! Aww look at that well-frosted, piss-baby kitty. Everyone tease her! Tease her now!”


“Piss-baby!”


“Ha-ha, you’re just a pee-place!”


“You should get fucked in the ass you skanky cat!”


“Nya nya, piss-baby kitty!”


“Cum-slut!”


“Cocksucking slut-cat!”


“Cum soaked bimbo kitty!”


The other children clapped and cheered as they came up with increasingly humiliating things to call Snowflake, who tried to stand up and slipped in the piss-and-cum and fell face first back into the mess.


“Good job everyone! Good job!” Carmen clapped. “Alright get up Snowflake.”


She helped Snowflake up and roughly handled Snowflake’s face, pinching her cheeks together and pointing her at the class.


“Remember this girls—this is all we are, this is what we deserve to have happen to us. We’re just cum-rags for the boys! This is all that matters! You doing your homework and getting good grades is not important, you should try your hardest only so that it can be more painful when the teacher gives you a bad grade and punishes you! If you’re lucky he’ll say he’ll give you a good grade if you suck his penis, but hopefully he’s lying and will betray you. Your grades should be low, your effort high, and don’t learn anything while you’re in class! The boys want you to be nice and dumb and slutty and obedient by the time you hit high-school. Okay?”

The girls nodded, many smiling and wiggling with excitement.


“Good!” Carmen smiled. “Good girls suffer, suck cock, and get jizzed on. You’re all just a bunch of walking fuck-holes and cum-rags and piss-pots. And when the boys get bored of you, they’ll eat you up! Yum yum!”


The girls nodded their heads.


A boy raised his hand, asking, “Why do the girls hafta be less than boys?” he asked, and nibbled his finger.


“Aww, you don’t worry about that,” said Carmen. “Not every place is as special as our Willen. We’re very fortunate to have these rules. You want to cock-slap girls all day, don’t you?”


The boy nodded his head, smiling.


“Good!” Carmen said, and pushed Snowflake back into line. “And if anyone really doesn’t want to be here, they’re usually helped to go to a kingdom where they’re a better fit anyway—in Willen, all boys wanna ream girls, and all girls deserve to be cocksocks. Any girl who somehow doesn’t deserve to be a second-class fucktoy simply doesn’t get born in Willen, it’s that simple!”


“Alright everyone!” Carmen clapped her hands. Snowflake was still trying to get the cum out of her face, barely able to see. “We’re going to play fuck-ball! It’s like dodgeball except only the boys get balls and the girls have to run in terror and get hit by the balls. Every girl that gets hit has to fall to the floor and then let the boys get balls-deep in her orifices. Have fun everyone, and make sure you throw hard boys, I wanna see some bloody noses on these little girls! Bloody noses are sooo hoooot!”

A few girls nodded in agreement, smiling at each other, and then put on their horror faces and ran as the boys ran for a large basket full of large red dodge-balls.


Snowflake began running with actual terror—she did not want to get hit in the face! She ran for the far-end of the gym, while giggling boys chased after her with their balls.


A lizard girl stuck out her tail to trip Snowflake, sending her flying forward. A red ball flew and hit the lizard girl in the chest. Laughing, she said, “Oof! You got me!”

Snowflake turned around, trying to get to her feet. “No please don’t get me, don’t get me!”


A laughing bear-boy threw his ball, and Snowflake felt the numbing, piercing needles of pain in her muzzle as her face was struck hard by the ball. She flew back, feeling blood gush from her nose.


“Ooowb!” she cried, landing on her butt again. Coughing, she flipped over onto her hands and knees, touching her nose with her paw and pulling it away to see crimson soaking her white fur.


“Nooo,” she fussed. “Ulch it hurts!”


Then, something poked her butt.


Turning her head around, she saw Spot looming over her, his cock out, stuck between her butt-cheeks, and holding a ball as red as his dick in his hands.


“Woof.”


He brought the ball down hard on Snowflake’s head, and she lost touch with what was going on for a moment. Her head swimming, she regained awareness, not feeling like she’d been out for long, but definitely aware she’d just been stunned. She didn’t remember Spot slipping his big red pee-pee up into her pussy, but she could now feel him ramming into her as hard as he could!


“Where’s my pants?” she mewled.


Blood still pouring from her nose, she looked behind herself and saw that she was wearing nothing but her top, and the rest of her clothes, including her shoes, were simply gone!


She looked around wildly for someone to help her, but the canary-girl simply shrugged, and no one else was really paying attention at all. “Nice knowing you kitty-cat!” the canary called.


“Woof!” Spot spat in Snowflake’s ears before drawing his huge tongue across her ears and completely soaking her head in spit with one horrific lick.


“Ewwwww!” she whined. “Stooop!”


“Woof!”



Spot smacked his lips as he continued thrusting into Snowflake’s tiny little hole. Snowflake began crying and moaning as she felt her sensitive flesh ripple and tremble from his pistoning dog-cock. His pudgy tummy growled, sensing that, after his next orgasm, it would have some meow-mix to digest!


He reached around and turned her head to face him, moving his smelly dog-mouth into her face and licking her. Snowflake shuddered as she saw the mouth she knew was going to end her life close around her mouth, kissing her against her will.


She fussed and tried to wrench away, but he held her within his grasp. His mouth opened wide enough to eclipse all that she could see, giving her an intense view of all of his drool-soaked teeth, the pillars of sticky saliva formed between his tongue and pallet, and the deep, downward slope of his esophagus toward his kitty-killing kennel!

“Woof,” he whispered against her face, licking his broad tongue all over her face, lapping the blood off of her and closing his mouth around her muzzle. He literally started sucking the blood out of her wounded nose, making her need to sneeze. Her heart beat fast and her flesh crawled with horror as she felt him replacing the blood in her nostrils with his own spit.


He finally let go, with Snowflake grossed-the-fuck out and in utter-disbelief that he just sucked her blood! Lapping his lips, she actually heard him swallow… did that taste good somehow? Or was he just that gross that he didn’t care?


“Nooo stooop!” she mewled.


“Woof!” Unforgivably, Spot was dogmatic in his canine stereotype, and his only other answer was a sudden transition from her soft-as-fuck pussy-pussy to her sweltering little asshole. Pulling back, raising up, he fluidly made his next thrust into her rear—no loss of tempo.


“Eeeeeek!” Snowflake screamed as she felt her ass penetrated. “No no no no no, eewww, that’s what I poop with!”


“That butt of yours is going to be poop by tomorrow!” the canary cat-called, still watching.


“Noooooo!” Snowflake cried. “Nuh uh, I wanna be a ballerina, not dog-food!”


She looked for the teacher, but only saw a giant mound of tits on the floor being humped by over a dozen little boys.


No one was going to help her now.


“Unf unf unf!” Spot panted as he drilled Snowflake. Her empty little rectum gave his knot plenty of room to grow and jiggle around, filling her to the point it might be hard for him to pull back out before his eyes rolled up and—


Snowflake eeked again, feeling something thick and creamy suddenly filling her ass!


“Yuuuuck I think he’s peeing!” she whined.


Spot moaned loudly as he thrust one last time, burying every single centimeter of dog-dick inside his kitty. Snowflake buried her face in her hands and sobbed, feeling her ass squelch and gurgle as it was filled with doggy spunk.


It felt good… and she hated that most of all. Feeling his red-hot prick throbbing away inside her ass was making her feel… oddly complete, and she was starting to think about how much of her body was about to be that same white-pee stuff after the doggy ate her… Would she make a lot? She kind of hoped so.


Spot calmed down, sighing, woofing, and struggling to get his dick to pop out of her kitty-butt. He patiently extracted himself, and let his dick wobble and slap at her butt-cheeks before grabbing it to jerk the last of his cum out onto her back.


He leaned down, licked at the back of her head, and then stepped back. She looked between her legs to try and see what he was doing now…

She saw him get down onto his knees… and then she felt his teeth on her ass.


“Nooo… don’t eat me like that…” she panted.


“’Oof,” he replied.


She felt his teeth graze along her butt-cheeks, while his wide maw slowly slipped over them. His tongue darted around her orifices, long, dexterous, and leaking so much spit that it was like having a saturated hot towel wringed out inside her holes. He dug cum out of her ass and squished it into her pussy, explored her vulva, almost penetrated her cervix, before returning to taste past her rectum.


Snowflake shrieked as he ravaged her, her body becoming so warm and stimulated that she began sweating. “Oh gosh, oh gosh, oh gosh!”


He pushed hard on her tiny little clit, and without warning Snowflake had her first, and only, orgasm. Her eyes rolled up into her head as she drooled, her body quaking as Spot made his meal utterly his by manipulating her body with ludicrous ease.


She practically collapsed, so weak and powerless that Spot had no trouble gulping her over-stimulated ass right into his esophagus.


Panting, crying, half-smiling, Snowflake didn’t even try to fight or complain. She felt his throat muscles working over her while her thighs began to press against her tummy.


Gulp gulp gulp…

“Wow… you are hungry for me,” Snowflake panted…


She practically lost consciousness for a moment, unable to focus in the waves of her afterglow. She just relaxed and let the doggy gobble her up.


Each swallow was strong, but slow, taking small amounts of her at a time. It was a steady meal, a patient meal. Spot felt his dick throb in his pants, not-erect but stimulated enough that he prematurely ejaculated just as he felt her tail slip into his stomach.


Snowflake panted, head lolling as she half-watched her hips and stomach disappear along Spot’s tongue. The huge pink muscle lapped at her chest, acting as a massive runway to help lead the little-white kitty inside his body.


“’Ourf!”


“Mew…” Snowflake replied. She belonged inside the doggy. She was doggy chow, kitty chow. She understood that now. She just needed to hold still and let him eat her. Her dress, her clean fur, none of that mattered now. She’d been fucked and pissed on and messed-up and she wasn’t a pretty little kitty anymore, but Spot still wanted to eat her… she was valuable. Her piss-soaked, bloodied fur was still tasty to Spot… if he could still love her and want her even after all of that, something not even her own mother would do, then why wasn’t she already dog poo?

He made her feel good so easily with that tongue… It was now tasting and loving her despite being covered in piss. She needed to be food… she needed to be doggy fat, doggy piss, doggy cum, and doggy poo.


“Eat me up Spot,” she mewled.


His tongue lapped at her chin, caressing her and tugging on her—he wanted her as food in his slimy, messy stomach. She was about to become a mess in his stomach… She shivered with acceptance.


Gulp.


Snowflake felt her sweet little ass slide into his messy stomach. She felt his breakfast squish up into her butt-cheeks, and she squirmed with a mixture of relish and revulsion. Spot murred around his tasty meal, feeling that first feeling of fullness and satisfaction permeate his gut.


He stopped for a moment to just rub his cat-ass-filled-stomach, before starting to eat again. His lips soon moved over her elbows and shoulders, pinning her wrists to her chin while his tongue cupped over her face. The overwhelmed little food-cat rubbed her still-bleeding face into his tongue and kissed at it while it greedily tasted her.


“’Oof.”


“Mew…”


Snowflake gave one last satisfied pant before Spot opened his mouth wide, completely covered snowflake in his huge tongue, and then gave a mighty guuulch—as the tongue pushed his cat-chow down his gullet.


Gulp, no more cat! The gato went from gullet to gut, and was now food.


Spot rolled back on his pudgy dog-buns and rubbed his Snowflake-shaped stomach, smacking his lips and burping loudly.


“Woof!!” he cheered excitedly, his firming, red doggy-cock poking back out of his shorts and stabbing at Snowflake’s ass through his flesh.


The teacher, drenched in prepubescent boy-cum, found her way over to Spot, and clapped her hands over her cheeks as she saw that he’d devoured another student whole!


“Oh dear! Well now Spot, I hope you’re happy, now you can’t finish P.E. with your stomach all bloated up with kitty-bitch! Sorry Spot, but, I’ll have to dismiss you from class today. How about you go finish up in the showers and go take an early lunch—although I guess you won’t need it huh?”

“Woof…” he sighed, content. He was rubbing his red-rocket and only half-paying attention to the teacher.


She giggled and winked at him, blowing him a kiss using her thick, dick-sucking-lips. “You try and be a good boy for the rest of the day, and make sure you digest her thoroughly. We don’t want her bones clogging up the toilets!”


He nodded, woofed, and fought his way to his feet. He waved at the canary girl, who waved back, and then left the gym to the howls and laughter of the other students, who were happy to see the sappy little kitty-cat dying inside his stomach.


Snowflake groaned as she was squelched into his messy, messy stomach. It was tight in here, smelly, and a bunch of yucky gook had squished up all over her entire body as soon as she was inside! Snowflake sniffled, some of her prissy attitude returning as she curled up in his sludge.


‘Little kitties like me die in this tummy all the time, I’m another one!’ she thought to herself with a teary sigh. She wasn’t a pretty kitty anymore, she was soon not going to be a kitty at all. She was going to be digested—that meant she’d be throw up, and then later, doggy poo. She held herself and shivered, she didn’t wanna be a big mess… she wanted to be pretty.


But then she remembered that she got turned into a mess already, and Spot wanted to eat her despite that… She felt a sudden surge of love, and rubbed her kitty face into his stomach, kissing the same walls that were soon going to rub her face off.


“Mew, I’m food. Doggy says woof, kitty says mew. I’m mew-food. Mew mew mew…”


She sighed and squirmed into the walls, allowing her breathing to slow to a crawl as she grew relaxed and accepted her fate. Yummy kitty food…


“I hope I digest quickly, mew mew.”


She felt her world lift up—Spot was on the move somewhere.


As Spot showered, cleaning himself of sweat and spunk, the warm water and the sound of it hitting his stomach helped ease Snowflake off to sleep—causing her to miss out on most of her own digestion. She got to feel some of her fur rub away before she passed out, at least, but she wouldn’t wake up again for awhile.


Spot finished in the showers and then went to the cafeteria early. Being greedy, he actually went ahead and got a school lunch, adding it to his guts to make friends with the rest of his delicious lunch!



Over an hour passed.


He patted his stomach after he finished his mac-and-cheese, greens, baked potato, and chocolate pudding. The swat woke Snowflake up, who blearily returned to consciousness long enough to realize she couldn’t feel her legs, could lift one arm, but couldn’t lift the other. His stomach gurgled around her, and squished her head down between her legs, where she could feel that one was much shorter than the other. She could smell her own digesting pussy, and smelled chocolate and baked potato squishing around her.


I’m food, I’m really digesting, she thought dreamily. She could barely feel any pain—mostly, she just felt less there and that was it. Unconcerned, she drifted off, barely awake for more than a few seconds…


Spot burped, tasting kitty-and-potato on his breath. He licked his lips and returned to Mr. Chuck’s afternoon classes, where the other students got to see his stomach grow less-cat shaped and more amorphous as the class went on. He jerked off near-constantly, splattering his desk and the floor with renewed dog-jizz about half-a-dozen times while feeling his delicious kitty get turned into more of himself.


Mr. Chuck hardly noticed, but did acknowledge at the end of the school day that he was glad he had one less set of homework papers he’d have to grade this week. He gave a derisive laugh.


“Too bad, one more cat we’ll never see again,” he mumbled, half-remembering his own daughter. “Class dismissed.”

“Oh I don’t know about that,” said the canary, walking behind Spot as he walked out with her. She swatted Spot’s butt, which he wiggled back at her with his tongue hanging out.


“I’m sure you’ll see her one last time won’t you Spot?”


“Woof!” he nodded, feeling his guts gurgle as his stomach emptied and his lower intestine filled up. Not too much longer, actually!


But that was another story…


Snowflake’s mother… She did not receive a phone call informing her that her daughter would not be coming home, but, she did not need one. Snowflake’s mother never even bothered to come pick up her daughter from school, or even batted an eye when dinner came around and her daughter was still not home.


Because some things are just to be expected.


And Snowflake’s mother had wanted to rent out her daughter’s room for a while now.
