The shadow of Micron Corp. stretched across the city, swallowing several blocks of bustling metropolis into its permanent shade, its sleek, towering frame and windows a one way reflection of the static sky surrounding it. Waffle stood at its base, staring up at this immense structure, marveling at the sheer vastness that stretched from one end of his vision to the other, no matter which way he looked. His feline eyes focused on the bright and bold lettering high up on the building’s face that announced  Micron Corp.’s message to the world below: ‘You’re In Good Hands – Our Hands’.
He shut his eyes, and shivered. He didn’t know why those words resonated with him, how the slogan of a faceless corporation could make his heart skip a beat. Perhaps it was the letter in his trembling hand – a letter of congratulations from Micron Corp. itself – stating that he had been selected to be a candidate for product testing. That after a lengthy, and meticulous process, it went on to mention, he had been singled out as a prime subject, and that they were eager to have him. For the next week, he was to be given accommodation in their corporate suites, access to the latest and greatest in size modification technology, and three meals a day, all expenses paid. And on top of this gracious offer, he would be well compensated for his time. All he had to do was show up, sign a non-disclosure agreement, and get to work. Odd, now that he thought about it: he didn’t remember applying for anything like this. No matter. This was too good to be true. Which was why he was standing there, quaking in the shadow of Micron Corp. Waffle approached the huge glass doors, his anxious reflection and the gray sky staring back at him as he put both hands on door. He watched himself take a breath, then pushed the door open.
Immediately the feline felt very under-dressed in his casual wear as he stared at the sea of black and gray business suits the clients and employees wore, the crisp white shirts and black ties beneath them immaculate compared to the wrinkles of his purple shirt and black jacket; the creases of their pants and skirts sharp as knives to the dull flatness of his jeans. But the one thing that stuck out more than his poor choice in dress, was how much taller everyone else seemed to be. Being four feet tall guaranteed that almost everyone would be taller than him, but here the employees stood head and shoulders above him, and then some. Even the shortest worker the cat encountered, a brown mouse that had quickly brushed past him from behind, loomed well above him, the tips of his short ears reaching no higher than her slim waist. The sight of her walking past him without any awareness of his presence, himself no more than an obstacle to her long legs and even longer stride, left his jaw hanging. The sight of her disappearing under the legs and waists of even taller beings as some bent down to a knee to greet and shake the hands of their clients, was surreal. Waffle gulped, and kept his head down, counting the marble tiles of the lobby as he hurried to the reception area, his letter carrying hand shaking even harder.
The cat clutched his head, and looked up when he struck the wall that was the reception desk. He was unable to see above the polished wood, the lip of the surface just out of reach overhead. He had to stand on the tips of his toes, jump, and pull himself up with his hands to get his head above the desk. He felt embarrassed doing this, looking like a child among adults. His eyes met with the receptionist, an enormous, busty, brown and white gazelle tending to her cloven hands with a nail file, too busy with her manicure to notice the little cat struggling to get her attention.
“Um…” Waffle ventured, rapping his fingers against the wood.

Her inattentive eyes shifted to him for a moment, before returning to her nails. “Can I help you?” her bored voice inquired.

Waffle almost slipped and fell when he extended his arm, holding his hand out in an awkward attempt to push the letter towards her, his voice straining from the exertion. “I-I’m here about the product testing…”

The gazelle frowned, lowering her nail fire as she leaned forward and snatched the letter from his hand. The tips of two cloven fingers brushed his arm, the length of her black digits easily as long as his whole hand. She pinched the letter between her thumb and index fingers as she held the paper aloft, holding it close to her eyes, squinting at the fine print, then him. “Oh. Waffle. They’ve been expecting you.”

Waffle breathed a sigh of relief. This was the real deal, not some cruel joke someone could’ve pulled. “Alright,” he said, not knowing what to say, or what to do next.
She leaned back in her chair, her heavy chest sinking against her stomach when she stuck a thumb out to her left. “R&D is that way. 30th floor. Can’t miss it.” The giant gazelle went back to tending her nails, as if he were never there.

“O-Okay. Thanks.” Waffle let go of the desk, and fell to the ground, landing on his paws. He headed to the right, down the hall, towards the elevators.
The elevator doors were the largest doors he had ever seen, bigger than the ones he saw back at the entrance, a stainless steel gateway that looked wide enough, and tall enough, for a pair of semi-trucks than normal people. Then again, the people working here were hardly normal.

Tremors, the swell of feet, rose behind Waffle, causing the ground to tremble in the growing shock waves, and him to loose balance and fall flat on his behind. A crowd was beginning to gather, a towering forest of gray and black suits composed of various heights. The trunks of their legs surrounded him, the heads of the high canopy carrying on their many conversations, unaware of the little feline they almost crushed. The black cat, lost in the tangle of limbs and waists, was careful to rise and not step on their feet, least he make them aware of his presence via a bad first impression. The impatient tapping of shoes and bare paws against the marble made his task much more difficult, the incessant clicking of leather and nail on stone drumming in his sore ears. Now the forest migrated, heading for the opening doors. Waffle followed them inside, dodging their falling feet, thankful that one of the employees pushed the 30th floor button that he himself couldn’t reach. Then the doors closed, and the elevator lurched upward.
“You hear what the little guys in R&D cooked up this week?” one of the employees, a tall male cheetah, asked in a low voice.
“They’re doing a round of tests this week,” said a quiet voice next to him, belonging to the brown mouse from earlier. “Ruby’s in charge again. Some kind of pet project.”

Waffle looked up, only for his dark cheeks to turn darker as he came eye to eye with the protruding melon sized bulge of the cheetah’s pants. He ducked down, and saw the taller feline’s face wincing from over the swell of his crotch. “Her? How the hell did she get the go ahead?”

The mouse shrugged. “You know how she is: her way, or R&D goes up in flames.” She shot a glance to the cheetah, offering him a sly smirk as her eyes lowered. “At least they got someone else this time, and not you.”

The cheetah lowered a hand, flustered, his palm brushing against his bloated groin. “Y-Yeah… Good thing that one backfired, huh?”

Waffle watched her delicate fingers move, squeezing hard on the lump on his thigh. “Good thing, hm? So… when do you get off?”

The lump twitched, and he squirmed. “U-Uh…”

A sudden jerk of the elevator; 30th floor. A relieved and embarrassed Waffle pushed his way through the thicket of legs and out the doors before they could shut on him. And then he found himself in R&D.
Now he sees why R&D couldn’t be missed: R&D was a sprawling facility of spotless white the size of a football field, illuminated by bands of brilliant circuitry, cables, and optic lines, wall to wall rows of whirring machinery, and hardware the likes of which the world beyond these walls has never seen. He sees the arch of mechanical arms, their many jointed fingers tipped with subminiature drills, claws, welding torches, and so many other tools the black cat didn’t know the names of… all dipping down at once to assemble some unknown part. This, in his eyes, was the heart of Micron Corp., the bleeding edge, where the once impossible fantasy of size manipulation became reality. And he would be the first to test these products. Just thinking about it made him giddy with excitement.
He began walking, skirting the outside perimeter; something he had noticed, as the high of excitement began to mellow, was that everyone on this floor seemed remarkably average. Nobody here towered over him, unlike the giants of the floors below. But as he ventured towards the inside, he saw that some of these employees were shorter than him. Even smaller still were the workers alongside the mechanical arms. He watched as a handful labored on top of the controls, operating hardware much larger than themselves with the weight of their own bodies pushing against and pulling levers, others running and jumping from button to button, functioning as one being to move the arm and its many tools with startling precision. 

Footfalls startled the cat; he turned around and saw a crocodile approaching him. “You must be Waffle,” he said, extending a gloved hand. “We’ve been expecting you.” 

Waffle took hold of his hand, and squeezed. He was a bit rattled seeing the apex predator before him standing a head shorter than himself. He mistook the crocodile for a child at first, but the boom of that gravel voice, the firmness of the handshake, and the bulge of his bicep under the lab coat suggested otherwise. “So I’ve been told…”
The crocodile let go and began to walk away, his voice as rushed as his pace. “This way. Don’t keep her waiting.”
Waffle followed, confused. “What do you mean?”
“Don’t keep Ruby waiting,” he repeated, his strides quickening. “Keep walking.”

The feline’s ears drooped in disappointment. He had hoped to get a tour of the place before he began. Perhaps this Ruby might fill him in, though it was becoming unlikely. She seemed like a very busy woman. “Oh. Okay.” He had to rush to keep pace with the crocodile’s steps as he was led through the length of machines and wires to the back of the R&D work floor, to a large metal door in the back. RUBY was etched into the surface in large capital lettering, in the same color as her namesake.
The crocodile finally slowed to a stop, growing nervous as he rapped on the door a gentle hand. The hollow thudding of his knocks echoed through the chamber, and Waffle’s chest. He drew his hand back, recoiling, as though regretting his action. Waffle peered over his broad shoulder, to look at the door itself. But there was no knob on it. No keyhole. Or any other obvious means that suggested it could be opened from the outside. But he heard the tumble of heavy locks; the door slid open, giving way to utter dark.
The lizard got down to his knees, touching his scaled head to the tiled floor. Waffle just stood there, watching in awe the reverence this worker offered Ruby. Though judging by the shivering body beneath the lab coat, this was anything but reverence. Waffle’s bare paws shivered, huddled against one another for warmth, fighting the cold air that crept from the darkness to touch them.

“H-He is here, Ruby. Just as you asked.”

The feline stared into the black. He heard, and saw nothing.
But the crocodile did; he bowed even deeper, his gravel voice trembling as he rose. “Y-Yes, Ruby. At once.” He shot up, whipped around, and grasped Waffle in his clawed hands. The cat thrashed, struggling against solid muscle, trapped in the arms of the smaller reptile. Waffle saw fear in those yellow crocodile eyes, tangible as the limbs crushing his ribs. In one smooth movement, the reptile turned, and tossed the cat over his head, throwing him into the darkness. “Inside. Go!”
Waffle slammed into carpeted ground. The light of the lab shrank away as the door slammed shut behind him.
He picked himself up, grunting. His emerald eyes were slow to adjust to the darkness. The room itself, what little he could make out, was large, windowless, and high roofed; he could see outlines, ghostly shapes hiding in the murk, shapes he assumed belonged to a sofa or a desk. His ears perked up at a soft sound, and a faint light coming from what he hoped was in front of him. He listened, focused, his heart beating even harder at the faintest rush of air grazed his cheek, warmth in the cold – warmth that wasn’t his own. Someone else was in there with him. Breathing.
Click went a desk lamp. A gold plated chain swayed under the sudden and harsh light at the other end of the room, the brown paw that pulled it lay on the table beneath it, deathly still. Each finger was long, delicate, tipped with ruby red claws that seemed to glitter in the light. Beyond the bracelet clad wrist and bare forearm, he could make out a turquoise blouse, heavy, unbuttoned, burdened with breast. His uncertain gaze climbed higher, and went wide eyed when he found himself gazing into the sapphire stare of Ruby herself.
His body froze under her glare, a glare that didn’t look happy to see him. A glare that seemed as if she didn’t see him at all. She looked past him to the darkness beyond, her canine features all hard, tensed, spring-loaded. Her black nose flared, breathing in his fear, the black lines running up the ridges of her snout hardening with her tight lipped frown. Waffle flinched; and those eyes focused on him. They were so cold, so lacking in warmth and comfort, so distant from the kindness that he thought they would have had, that he could only lower his own eyes, face shivering, and lock his gaze at his feet.
“So,” said Ruby, her voice as cold as her eyes. “You’re here.”
The room lit up; darkness gave way to elaborate ceiling fixtures, gold trimmed black marble walls, luxurious carpeting, and the enormous wooden slab that served as Ruby’s desk. The hardwood surface was a mosaic of scattered paperwork both in shreds and intact, wine stains, small tubes that reminded him of lipstick, and dozens of long lines left behind by claw marks. He didn’t stare long; Ruby was staring back, her eyes brimming with strained malice.
“Y-Yeah,” he stuttered, biting his lip after he spoke. God, she was unnerving.

She was slow to rise from her seat. A waterfall of ruby hair flowed down her shoulders, down her back, past her black pants, and beyond, her wolven eyes fixated on him the whole way up. She just kept rising above him, taller and taller, until her head stopped climbing, mere inches away from the high ceiling. He gulped, and lowered his eyes to her heaving turquoise top, and the heavy breasts that threatened to spill from it. Her puffed up nipples stood erect in the cool room. It was a sight that would have brought him comfort, even a measure of warmth to his loins; but here, he was shivering all over. Yet he kept on staring at her chest. Anything to avoid those eyes.


“Waffle.” She said his name again to herself, rolling it around on her lips and tongue. “Do you know why I chose you? Why you are the only one standing before me today?”

He shook his head.
Her ruby lips twisted into a grin, disturbing the feline more than it should have. “I am very particular about my subjects,” the wolfess began. “Micron Corp. demands the very best. As do I.”

A ruby claw tapped her desk, and the wall behind her began shifting, flipping around to a large and elaborate screen. Heavy thumps struck the floor, Waffle flinching with each tremor as she stepped out of the way of the display. He looked at the screen, and put a hand to his limp mouth. The screen was full of pictures, from innocent images to pornographic spectacles that made his cheeks sting. To his horror, and thorough embarrassment, he was quick to recognize each one of them from a particular website he browsed on a regular basis, a barrage of names firing off in his head of the photographers who took these pictures – pictures that captured the lives of shrunken individuals, filming them in various states of distress. There were images of the newly shrunken – naked furs crawling out of the sleeves or pant legs of too large shirts and pants, lost and confused; others drowning in spoonfuls of cereal, about to become fuel for larger, unwitting eaters; another of several micros fleeing for their lives, fleeing from the long, looming shadow of a sandaled paw about to bring its weight down upon them. And then another – more explicit, more aware: a video. Raw footage of dozens of micros trapped in the tip of a condom, a thick veined erection in the height of masturbation plowing itself into them, about to be drown them in a flood of ejaculate.
Waffle just stood there, staring, wanting to die. How? Every image, every video, was identical to the ones he kept on his hard drive. But this wasn’t mere coincidence. She couldn’t have picked these at random. They were the same, from the beginning to the end of that minute long bombardment. He forced himself to look away, mouth agape. How did she get these? He always erased his history after he finished, just in case. And they couldn’t have stolen his hardware – too much effort to blackmail a nobody like him. Unless… she somehow snooped on him, caught in the act, just lurking, waiting...

The pictures looped back to the beginning. Ruby stared at the flurry of images, ignoring him entirely. Her frigid eyes went wide. She licked her ruby lips. “Micron Corp. desires the kind of client that thinks inside the box. I crave subjects that possess a more… creative side.” The wolfess paused the screen on the image of a bare, dirty paw hurtling towards a terrified micro, frozen seconds before impact. She pressed her snout against the screen, and licked the glass. Low growling and sultry moaning filled his ears, causing him to shut his eyes, embarrassed, when she licked the pads of that paw one by one, and kissed them afterwards. Imprints of ruby lipstick graced each one of the toes. She whispered “You’re perfect.”
He was as horrified as the micro in the image. He paced backwards, towards the door. “P-Perfect?”
Ruby glared at him; the lust in her eyes vanished, returned to the cold indifference that said she didn’t care about him. “Did you know that the micros you’ve pleasured yourself to used our products? Micron Corp. prides itself on offering our clients an easier method of transporting materials” – she gestured to the monitor, her low voice growing tense, hostile – “but some are rather fond of using them in ways the fools upstairs refuse to acknowledge!”
Her breathing quickened, becoming erratic. The mounds of her chest heaved, and a tide of turquois spilled onto the wood when she doubled over and slammed a hand down, clawing at the desk in anger, the other clutching her pained head. For a short moment, he could see it in her; on her bared fangs, in her wild blue eyes, the hateful rage boiling inside. He sees now why the crocodile fears her – why the giants downstairs flinch at the mention of her name. Waffle didn’t want to be here anymore. Not with her.

Ruby’s breathing quieted, and then she raised her head to look at Waffle. The former tenseness in her face returned. Her sapphire eyes were twitching. “That is why I’ve been watching you.”

Those heavy tremors came back, rattling him when she began walking to one end of the massive desk. “It’s hard to find people like you, people that glamorize their plight.” She gestured, and his eyes turned to the same image again. The picture scrolled lower, to the comments section. His comment was found, highlighted, bolded.

It read: ‘oh god… if only i were under that paw… ~<3’
He wanted to die all over again.

Ruby grinned. “You actually want to be like them, Waffle. You want to be in their situation – shrunken, crushed, eaten…” Her arms stretched out wide. “That is why you are here. With me.”
Waffle felt the cold chill of marble on his spine. His back was against the wall. There was nowhere to run. “Y-You–”

The wolfess cut him off when she began to move towards him, picking up one end of the table – hundreds of pounds of solid oak in one hand – only to hurl it towards him with alarming ease. Waffle leapt out of the way before the desk slammed into the marble wall where he once stood, chunks of stone and wooden splinters raining on his trembling body. The feline panicked, curling up into a ball on the ground. Ruby kept walking, arms outstretched. “I want to share a gift with you, Waffle. The gift you crave – the gift I desire…”
He didn’t look up. The thumping grew louder, heavier, rattling his body and the room with her every step. Ruby was extremely tall, but didn’t look to be made out of anything so utterly dense that could made the room itself quiver. Yet her stride grew to an unbearable quake as she neared, only for the shaking to stop, the sound of creaking leather filling his ears instead of crushed bone.

The cat opened his eyes. Now Ruby was sitting in a chair, the flow red hair a cascade down the side of the seat and onto the carpet. Her sapphire eyes locked with his, her hand gesturing to the seat across from her. But it wasn’t her padded hand that made him get up and walk. 
It was the paw resting on top of the creaking table between the two leather chairs that caught his attention, a paw far larger than any he had ever seen in his life. Its massive underside lay before him, naked and exposed to his roaming eyes, the hills of black padding beneath her four wide toes and sole impossibly plump to the point of absurdity. The span of her ample toes alone took up the width of the table; the padding of her soft sole spread over the surface, engulfing sleek metal under the bulk of her heel. A bottle of wine occupied what little that wasn’t smothered under her paw. Or would have, had its neck not been caught between the girth of her middle toes, and buried halfway up their length, its glass bottom bouncing idly against the middle of her sole. God. He had never seen paws so utterly massive, so grossly plump and bursting with padding, so wonderfully erotic in its immense size that he could not help but be drawn to them, drooling, despite the hateful glare of those cold, cold eyes.    
Ruby licked her lips, her other paw clawing the carpet. The eyes of the wolfess followed him, the rest of her face tense, motionless. She need not beckon him. He would come to her. They both knew this.
And he sat down in the huge chair across from her, sinking into the plushness of fine leather, staring at the gigantic paw and the bottle stuck between her fat brown toes. She leaned back, and the paw advanced. A wall of padded pleasure filled his vision, its fragrant floral scent overpowering his frayed mind, drawing him in.
“Do you like it?” she asked him, clenching those massive toes ever so slightly, snapping the neck of the bottle. Red wine gushed from the opening, soaking her padded paw as the bottle rolled off and fell to the floor. That unsettling grin crossed her face, those toes drawing him in. “Touch me. Taste me.”
Trembling fingertips grazed the outermost toe; his spine tingled at the excitement, at the extreme softness of the flesh, before the rest of his hand graced her soft padding, still damp with wine. He was awed by the size and suppleness of her toe, how easily her smallest digit dwarfed the outstretched span of his fingers and still had padding to spare. On the edge of his seat now, the cat squirmed, his mind trying desperately to take it all in, trying to convince itself that this was still reality, that the Ruby before him was as real and unkind as ever, and not the creation of his sexual urges, so he shouldn’t be pawing at his tent and should instead be focusing on her, dammit. His other hand took hold of her innermost toe, his palm burying itself in pillowy softness. Her black pads rose around the gaps between his fingers. Waffle moaned, a strand of drool falling from his quivering lips. He was approaching the end of the literal and figurative seat, the absolute limit to what his lust-stricken mind and body could handle, unable to commit himself to the final act of devotion least he plummet over the edge. The black cat hesitated, shuddering, his hands growing still…
Ruby sensed this, and her frown deepened. Her ruby tipped toes bent forwards slightly, the meat of her mammoth digits bending his little fingers backwards, listening for the pull of tendon before swallowing them in her pads. It wasn’t enough to allow one to just touch them; they had commit to her wholly, give in to her fully, none of this worthless teasing.
Waffle winced at the pop of bone in his fingers. She kept pushing them back. He wanted to let go, wanting to scream in pain – the advancing mass of heavy padded toes kept them locked in place, and him moaning out for more. He stirred, and Ruby relented, smiling. Invigorated by torment, he left his seat, and straddled what little of the sagging table he could find, to wrap his arms around the padded wall of Ruby’s paw. He felt so small, struggling to hug it; so pitifully weak knowing that her powerful toes could break his bones whenever she pleased. He never felt so alive. He suddenly wished that he were dreaming, so he could will himself to shrink, to be the worthless speck he always wanted to be, lost somewhere on those oversized toes – or to make her paws swell even larger, to have them creep over his chest, shoulders, and head,  bloating to where nothing of him could ever be seen again.

Only this time, he was not dreaming. She was just massive.

“God…” he whispered, inhaling the sweet fragrance of her paw. “You’re perfect.”

“I am perfect,” Ruby answered.
He thrust his snout into her middle left paw, tasting the wine and the lotion that graced her smooth pad. Alcohol and lavender infected his senses, his head spinning, body shuddering, at the unusual taste pricking his lips and tongue. His wet nose lowered; he breathed in another whiff of her wondrous aroma. Now his dick was throbbing, damp jeans humping the swell of her heel, loins begging for release. He tried to ease off from the encroaching plateau, but found it terribly difficult, having sped there so quickly. “Where have you been all my life?” the cat said out loud, panting. “You’re amazing…”   
The mass of paw shoved itself against his body, her bloated padding rising around his chest like dough. “What am I?”
Waffle’s head rolled back, mouth agape, the whites of his eyes exposed. “You’re perfect.”

Ruby red claws scratched his shoulders as they came together, crushing his torso with their mass. Her voice still cold. Indifferent. “What are you?”

Too much. Too soon.
His body convulsed, mind and body blasted into the void of pure bliss, all of him a quivering, mewling beast, his jeans soiled, growing darker. “I’m yours.”
Ruby’s hand cupped her breast, kneading her mound in her palm. A long finger toyed with puffed up nipple rising before her icy sapphire eyes. She could still see Waffle from the other end of her massive toes, slumped over them. The tips of her red claws grazed his black cheeks. “Kiss the toes of the one who owns you.”
He obeyed, his moist loins aching all over as he kissed each toe from top to bottom, licking her large, luscious pads, suckling every wrinkle, loving every valley, every swollen hill… There was just so much of her to worship. But Waffle was fine with this. This was only the first few hours of the first day of the week that he would be spending here, at her feet. He had plenty of time to become intimate with them, to be utterly devoted to them, to be their slave… “Let me stay,” he whispered, smearing her toes with his saliva. “Let me stay with you forever. I don’t want this to end. Ever.”

Her frigid eyes grew wide, wild. A short-lived grin tugged at her lips. “Then you will stay with my paws, Waffle. And you will worship them night and day, then kiss the ground they tread upon.” Ruby nails dug into his cheeks, her toes lifting his head higher, forcing him to meet her gaze. “You will tend to their every need, and I will allow you their loving embrace.” Now her toes gently pushed on his head, sending it away. “You’re my subject, Waffle. Now, and forever.” He heard something in front of him creaking. Then the girth of her toes spread against his chest, dwarfing his pitiful four foot frame more easily than ever. “See how much they love you,” she said to him as he began disappearing from her eyes.

His mind was reeling. They were already big. And now they were getting even bigger, rising over his chest, his mouth, his snout, his lips and nose smothered in the growing tide of softness. Waffle’s eyes fluttered, the metal table beneath him groaning. She had everything. She knew his weakness – his love, his obsession with feet. She was perfect…
“Can… can you kiss me?”

From the ruby sea of her hair, her ears perked up. “Hm?”

“Please… kiss me.”

She went silent; Waffle shied away, under those huge toes. “Very well,” she said, before her paw lurched forwards and slammed down hard on Waffle and the metal as she stood. The weight of her paw warped the legs, causing them to bend, twist, and snap under her the force of her added girth. Waffle hit the floor, screaming, pinned beneath her gigantic paw. His head stuck out from under her middle paws. His back lay atop the shattered metal surface of the table, black shards stabbing his back. “You are supposed to be testing our products, after all.”
Pain flared, radiating through him, the weight of her paw flattening his chest, squeezing his organs, the shards on his back stabbing deeper into his skin when she leaned down lower over her foot to kiss him on the lips. Pleasure rode his spine, his lips tingling when their mouths came together. She kissed him with all the suppressed passion she could muster, while she stared at him, her tongue in his mouth.
At last, she pulled away, standing taller than ever. His vision grew blurry, weakness spreading all over his body starting from the mouth, numbness claiming his lipstick coated lips. He couldn’t move his head – his limbs wouldn’t respond, unable to stop Ruby’s paw as it began spreading over his head. But she didn’t feel any heavier – he didn’t hear the pleasing crack of rib, the protest of compressed organ, like he had secretly hoped to feel. If anything, he felt lighter. The soiled jeans, damp t-shirt, and jacket went slack around his limbs, as if a size too big.
No, thought Waffle, as his eyes dimmed, his clothing growing slack around him, Ruby’s paw rising over his face and limbs. I can’t sleep now. Not when it’s getting good. He tried to shake his head and fight the lifelessness in his face, only for the full weight of the wolfess’ middle right toe to shift onto his skull, smothering his head entirely. Now his mind was on fire – every bone, muscle, and tendon in his head screaming under the gentle touch of her toe. In desperation, he begged his limbs to move, to pull that paw off of his face; what little sensation he had left in his hands and toes struggled with the t-shirt and jeans that had once fit him. Ruby’s paw pressed down on them as well, her pads spreading over his clothing. Waffle’s body was pinned under her swelling padding, her growing paw, creeping over his snout. Soon, what little he saw of her grinning face, those frigid eyes, disappeared from his sight. Only, she wasn’t growing – he was shrinking.

Deprived of the light, Ruby and pain were all he knew. The pain that ravaged his frame; the scent of her paws that filled his aching lungs; the taste of her toe and the wine spilling down his throat, the alcohol more potent than ever. He could feel her growing on top of him, his clothing getting heavier, more of the same pad spreading and smothering his whole body – he didn’t need his eyes to tell him this. Every wrinkle that touched his face, his chest, his feet, his being, grew from a mound to a mountain, his body riding every crease in her paw, from the floor, the air, to her pads to the floor again, until torn free from his clothing, he never returned to the floor. Only then, did he finally black out.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Waffle woke up, groaning, his skull pounding as the world came rushing back all at once. He gripped his head, clutching his ears as he pulled himself from the soft floor, staggering to his feet. A rush of air, and trembling earth, like the deafening claps of a thunderstorm, struck him. His body fell to the quivering ground, himself shivering, his exposed naked body freezing in the gust. When the elements settled, and a bit of warmth returned to his limbs, the feline stood back up. And then his eyes, still screwed tight, opened to a flood of light the darkness. He saw a glittering spire rising from the black earth – brown, rising high over pillowy soil, stretching beyond the sight of his craned neck and then some, no matter which way he looked. A million lights shone from the column, in yellows, blues, whites, even the hot flashes of neon signage at the base of the monstrous tower; the latter welcomed him to Ruby’s Hair Strand #32,241 – population 22,386 worshippers, and climbing.
He couldn’t say anything. He didn’t even know what to say. It was all too much for his muddled brain to take in. The fact that he saw all the looming spires – her hair – beyond this one glowing just as brightly, all of it a sprawling, thriving metropolis, was mind blowing. He didn’t know what to do anymore. All he could do was head towards the light, following the faint sound of chanting in the distance. Anything more would have been a waste of time.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Within her private chambers, Ruby lay in bed, her body dressed in silk. Her head was propped up on a mound of pillows, her hair flowing down to her feet, her eyes admiring the sight of her paws glowing in the darkness. It was faint at first, but as the sun outside set, and the bed of lights of the city beneath Micron Corp. flickered to life, so too did the band of light around her paws, forming a glowing set of toe-rings. One for each toe.
The wolfess stared at the dazzling display, licking her lips in satisfaction before eyes closed. “Goodnight, my worshippers...,” she whispered to them. “More will come soon. They’ll gather at my feet. Together, you will bathe your goddess in light, and I will be made perfect.” Ruby relaxed, and slept. 
Another day, another round of tests completed. Pity that last cat didn’t amuse her as well she had hoped he would. No matter. By morning more letters will be on their way to her adoring subjects. And more like him will step into the shadow of Micron Corp. And they, too, will bow to her paws.
