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It was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly, a shot rang out! 

"Aw, crap." Marie leaned against the side of the building, under the awning sheltering her from the rain. Her hand was pressed firmly to the side of her chest. Blood was leaking between her fingers, matting the fur. "Not even safe to hunt anymore. Damned prey with concealed carry permits." 

She stumbled along the wall. Now she really needed food. She felt herself growing progressively weaker as blood drained out. If she didn't find prey soon, she wouldn't be strong enough to digest them and heal herself. 

She was getting sleepy. She mustn't close her eyes. Mustn't…mustn't… 

Oh crap. 


***


"A dark and stormy night." James murmured. The old phrase fit the situation far too well. He had been hesitant to approach his apartment after hearing the gunshot, but intellectually he had known that the thin sheetmetal of his Citroen DS held little chance of stopping a bullet. And after all, there might have been someone hurt—unlike in the frequent muggings in the area, where the perpetrators would often discharge a round just to show they were serious… 

Much to his chagrin, he was right. There she was—lying under the awning, just short of the door, blood starting to pool by her left side. He had only seen one neko before, an orange tabby housecat that he had passed on the street. She'd been wearing a padlocked collar, for some reason… This one was, for lack of a better way to describe it, a whole different animal. He knelt down beside her sleek, grey-black form, as much marvelling at her seven-foot frame as panicking over her condition. 

He followed his first instinct, making sure she was still breathing. Carefully, he cradled her head in his arms, pushed her long, dark hair back from her face, and tried listening for breath, unsure of exactly where he would listen at the chest anyway… 

He didn't have any problem finding a breath. It was rattling through her nose (muzzle)? as he lifted her head. Her eyes flickered and opened, glowing amber in the dim light. They focused on him. "Food…" she growled, weakly. 

Her actions had left him confused, but he did his best to at least make the situation sustainable. "It's going to be okay, just hang on, we'll get you some help," he nearly chanted, frantically fumbling in his pocket for his phone. "I'm calling an ambulance." 

"No…no ambulance," she growled. "Bandage will do. And food." He wasn't sure he liked the way her eyes settled on him when she said that last word. 

"But… But you've been shot!" he exclaimed. "You need to get to a hospital…" Despite his protestations, however, he took off his shirt, and tore it lengthwise, fashioning a crude bandage. 

The panthress neko growled, and attempted to get back to her feet. "You live here? Get me to your room." 

James nodded, and threw his shoulder under her arm. He jammed his keys into the lock on the door, and half-carried her inside. The stairs seemed longer and more difficult to climb than they ever had before, but he managed to get her up to his apartment, for once not being bothered by his obnoxious downstairs neighbors. He helped her to his couch… "I'll get you some food…" he said, and started for the adjacent kitchen. 

"No…" the panthress growled, sitting up. "Come here…" She patted her lap. "Sit." 

"Yes?" he asked as he returned with a quizzical look on his face, and very hesitantly did so. 

"I'm Marie. Who are you?" the panthress asked. 

"I'm James, James Dvorak," he answered, "Why?" 

"Mmm. I like to know the name of my dinner." And then she had her arms around him, pulling him to her, kissing him deeply—hungrily. 

"Wha?" he murmured, and, despite his body's protestations, he pulled away, confused. The panthress tried to hold him, but didn't have the strength left. 

"Nnngh. Come back," Marie groaned. "I only need to eat you…" 

"Wh-why should… Why should I?" he stammered, eyes wide. 

"I'll die if I don't have a meal. A real…living meal." She smiled faintly, and licked her lips. "You, or someone else. Got a problem with a neighbor?" She chuckled, which turned into a cough. "Ow." 

"It'll be me if anyone, I couldn't condemn another to death." James said, his eyes setting. "But why should I sacrifice my own life to save yours?" 

"You'd…not," the panthress said, her speech starting to slur. "You'd…live in me. In m'head. Part'v me." She looked up at him, tears shining in her eyes. "Please." 

The tension in the art student was palpable as he hesitated, but the hesitation didn't last particularly long. "I… I can't have someone else's death on my hands," he said, and sat down once more. "Do it." 

"Clothes…" she whispered. 

"What? Oh…" he murmured, and realizing the urgency of the situation, stripped bare quickly, tossing his clothes aside, not really caring where they ended up. 

Marie smiled lazily, and even started to purr faintly. "C'mere…" she whispered, holding out her arms. "Kiss me." 

He didn't need much in the way of encouragement. He had, in secret, harbored furred fantasies since adolescence, and a good half of the bookmarks on his iMac were to pages on FurAffinity. He pressed his lips to hers, and again felt her bristly tongue exploring the interior of his mouth. It was not at all an unpleasant sensation, and he began to wonder what that tongue would feel like passing over his body. He wasn't sure how she could eat him with a mouth that size, but he was willing to take it on faith. 

As their lips parted, Marie reached out to take his hands, and placed them on her breasts. "Would you…love me first?" 

James nodded an affirmative, and went to work on her, his hands somewhat clumsily but enthusiastically begain to massage her breasts. Her purring grew louder, vibrating into his hands, and she kissed him again. 

"Thank you," she purred, relaxing. The bandage seemed to have worked; her wound's blood flow had slowed to a mere ooze. "Oh, I can't wait to have you inside of me…" She chuckled. "And then inside another part of me." 

He blushed at that comment, and took the suggestion. Pressing into her, gently at first, he concentrated on the sensation, and how he might make it better for both her and himself. 

Marie purred, and gently guided him into her. "Oh, that's good. Mmmm. I don't get…to make love to my prey often enough. Was almost…worth getting shot." 

"I wouldn't make a habit of it," he murmured, his breath growing ragged as his thrusts began to pick up in speed and intensity. He carefully supported himself with a hand on the couch to keep from putting pressure on the wound. "You never know if you'll find someone as friendly as me again," he said with a chuckle. 

"I got lucky this ti—i—" Her voice trailed off into a yowl that got the downstairs neighbors thumping on the floor as she hit her peak. 

James wasn't far behind, with a breathless gasp. "Oh, oh god…" he whispered as his eyes slid shut, and back arched with the intensity of the experience. 

Marie purred in a smug, self-satisfied way. "Mmmmmm. Now come here, you tasty boy…" She licked her lips meaningfully. 

Somewhat reluctantly, he disengaged, and crawled forward, still nervous. 

"Now," she purred. "I'm going to kiss you again, and taste you good and proper. Then I'm going to open my mouth and you're going to crawl inside." 

He couldn't quite understand exactly how that would work, with her mouth the size it was, but he nodded. He had known before that he had submissive leanings, but even he was struck as to how easily he took the command, almost without a second thought. He leaned close and wrapped his arms around her, allowing her free rein… 

Marie purred all the louder, and James was beginning to wonder just how weak she really was. Had her slurred speech all been an act? But she was kissing him now, more playfully—nibbling on his lips, and licking his face with that sharp, bristly tongue. "Oh, you are a tasty one," she said, delightedly. "Take a good last look around…" 

James glanced around, and with a sigh, realized that there wasn't all that much that he really had to look back on. A few pads of drawings, some books, and a computer. The only thing left to remind most people of his existence would be late rent and the abandoned car he had spent a good chunk of his time restoring. 

Then Marie kissed him again, and started to open her mouth wider. Wider than it should have been able to open. Wider than his head. He steeled his nerves, and, fighting every instinct baked into his brain by millions of years of evolution, raised his arms over his head and leaned in, careful not to touch the back of her throat lest he trigger the gag reflex. 

Marie purred, taking his arms into her mouth and sucking on them. Then she opened it again to take James's head in, and placed her hands on the sides of his chest to steady him in his journey into her. With sucking, slurping noises her bristly tongue passed over his chest, tweaking his nipples. Her hands moved down to the sides of his legs. 

James, in the meanwhile, was rather lost in the experience, the soft warmth surrounding him, overwhelming his senses with a soft, gentle, blanketing sensation, almost a tactile white noise. He could feel Marie's loud purrs vibrating through his entire body. 

Marie swallowed, pulling him deeper into her throat. It clenched around his arms, and opened again for his head, as her lips passed over his belly button. Another swallow, and his hips slid smoothly into her mouth, her tongue now probing between his legs to taste their intermingled juices on him, and to stroke him into performing again. It was too soon after their last act for him to do much, but he did his best and she seemed satisfied. Another swallow pulled his legs in up to the knees, pushing him into the constricting throat up to his waist. 

The feeling was unique, he thought—although most thought was fairly beyond him at that point. He had always thought of himself as something of the independent sort, but there he was, giving his body, his life, his everything, to someone he had only just met. All she had to do was ask, and he was even more surprised to realize that he felt quite calm, even a bit happy, to do so. 

Marie swallowed again, her tongue flicking across the bottom of his feet as they entered her mouth. Another swallow, and the feet passed into her throat with the rest of James. Now James's arms were pushing out of the tight tube of muscle into an open space, and more swallows pushed his head and chest down after them. He gasped, his head in open air once again, and blinked to clear his eyes. Even though he wasn't expecting much in the way of sights, his curiosity dictated he at least try. 

There wasn't any light. He didn't see much more with his eyes open than he did with them closed. But he could feel. The walls were slick and slimy and warm, and the chamber smelled faintly like bread. Perhaps she'd had a sandwich for lunch. A few more swallows pushed him out to the knees, then the rest of his legs dropped out of her throat and he landed on his back in a small pool of slime, in a small space that constricted around him, forcing him into a fetal position. 

Marie rubbed her tummy. "Mmm…you all right down there?" 

For a moment James wondered if that was what it was like to be in the womb, but that thought passed rather quickly. Even if was, there wasn't much that he could do about it. "I…I guess," he said. "I never really, well, thought of anything like this even being a possibility…" 

"Good." Marie purred. "Oh, I wish you could see how big you're making my belly. I can't get up from the couch now." She patted the lump in her stomach. "I hope you're comfortable." 

"Well, I would imagine that I am about as comfortable as someone could be…" he said, and shrugged, subconsciously. 

"Soon I'm going to dissolve you into part of me. The energy I get from your body will heal my wound and more than make up for my blood loss." She smiled. "Then I might put you on over me. I've never tried being a boy before, it might be fun." 

"Put me on?" he asked, sounding rather confused. 

"Wear your body. Become you." She chuckled. "You have this nice life here. I might just step right into it and live it for a while. Or even let you live it, while I relax and watch." 

"I question your definition of nice. I'm sort of a loser." he said with a chuckle. "My life is pretty much get up, go to classes, go home… suppose I should add get eaten to that." 

"Did you ever have any…revenge fantasies?" Marie grinned. "Anybody bullying you? Like those annoying neighbors?" She purred. "We'll be able to live them out together." 

"Uh, to be quite honest… I'm not really the vengeful type…" James said. 

Marie giggled. "Then we'll make some up!" She massaged her stomach. "You see, you're my shiny new toy now. And one way or another, I'm going to play with you. A lot. That's what kitties do…they play with their food." She chuckled. "In your case, I get to play with it after I eat it." 

"Well, I suppose in that case you'd better get to it, eh?" he asks. 

Marie purred. "All in good time, silly boy. Do you know who you belong to, now?" 

He hadn't quite realized exactly what his situation was, but the prompting was enough to make him come to the proper conclusion. "I'm…I'm yours." 

"Right you are. And do you know how much of you belongs to me?" she crooned. 

"N-not really…" Jamie said, not really sure what she was on about. 

"All of you. Every last bit of you," she gloated. "Your body, your shape, your purrrrrsonality, even your memories. Your entire life. I'll know everything about you, once you're a part of me. I'll be everything about you. And you'll be a part of me." She reached down below the bulge in her stomach to finger herself, purring happily. 

"Then I hope you'll be happy with me." he said, not really sure what to say. 

Marie smiled. "Oh, I will be. I'll take good care of you…just as I do with all my toys." She continued to purr, then said in a softer voice. "Thank you for giving yourself to me. You really did save my life. I'll try to remember that, and maybe play a little less rough with you than I otherwise would…" 

"Rough?" he whimpered, as the full import of what she was saying began to hit him. He really did belong to this woman now. He was going to be closer to her than he ever had been to anyone else—literally a part of her. And from what she was saying, it sounded like she was going to take full advantage of that fact. What had he gotten himself into? 

Marie just purred. "But now…I think it's time you were digesting. Nighty-night, James." 

"It's Jamie. From now on, call me Jamie…" 

"Well, I certainly won't call you late to dinner," Marie purred to him. Then Jamie felt Marie's stomach starting to fill with a warm, sticky fluid. It didn't burn the way he expected—it felt sort of tingly, and numbing, and as it closed in over his head he felt his consciousness start to drift gently away. And then he was gone. 


***


Marie gave a happy little sigh as she felt the nutrients and life-energy flowing into her from James's—no, Jamie's dwindling body. He had been such a tender one, and so satisfying. She ran a hand over the wound in her side, and it sealed up leaving no sign it had ever been there. Good. She felt so much stronger now. If she ever saw that prey who had shot her again…well. That one was getting some special treatment, she promised herself. 

But for now, she had shelter from the rain, and a nice comfy sofa to doze on, and an entire new life to read through and decide just what kind of fun to have with. She purred happily. He'd actually fed himself to her. He'd chosen to enter her jaws. At some other time, she might have sneered, "What a rube!" But somehow, getting shot and depending on that selfless act to preserve her life granted her a different perspective. Maybe the sort of caring person who would give himself away was not necessarily a "rube" after all. 

But that didn't mean she wouldn't play with him. After all, that was what meals were for. 

Marie purred happily, and let the pleasant post-meal drowsiness carry her off to sleep. 


[Author's Note: The kick-off to this story was partly inspired by a discussion I had with KlinKitty about anti-vore self defense (while writing the next Tina's Dinner Date, look for it soon!), and partly by the random text I chose to type while demonstrating EtherPad to Kazuki—the first two lines of Snoopy's masterpiece based on Bulwer-Lytton's most famous line (if you don't know who he is, Google him). Rather than just erase it, I thought, "Why not run with it?" And so it went. 

Though I do have to admit that idea of a wounded vore who relies upon the kindness of someone who doesn't have to let himself be eaten has been in my mind for quite a while (as you'll see if you look back at the Wolfen story "Cassandra and Janet"). —T_W] 

