Vore 302: Student Internship

A Vore/Neko Campus Story

By Throat Wolf and Axora

Trish sank down onto the futon that was serving as her bed and sofa, and looked around the dorm room. She sighed. She really hadn’t wanted to move out of the apartment she’d shared with Linda, but after they’d gotten into an argument and Trish had eaten her in a fit of pique, she hadn’t been able to pay the rent by herself so it had been time for cost-cutting measures. So now she was in one of the campus dormitories.

It wasn’t such a bad place, she supposed. A little smaller than the apartment, but it had a number of useful campus amenities, including free Internet access. The problem was, it was also going to come with a Freshman roommate, who was supposed to be showing up any minute now. Apparently a human roommate, too, from out of town. Trish wondered if she would have a hard time when she found her roomate was a Senior who happened to be a tiger neko—and a vore tiger neko at that. 

Annoyingly, the campus policy on eating your roommate for straight As only applied if you were a Basic Vore student. Advanced Vore students, like Trish, were assumed to know enough about vore already not to need the practice. Well, perhaps the roomie might come in handy anyway. She was supposed to be arriving at any time.

And as it happened, not far away that very roommate was walking up the hall toward her new room. “This is hardly politically correct.” Lyka smiled to herself. “We have firefighter, flight attendant, police officer; but we still have freshmen. Perhaps the administration feels men are less experienced? I wonder why no one has complained?”

She continued to mull this over a while as she looked for her room. “Okay, three-zero-five, three-zero-six, three-zero seven…oh there it is,” the new student smiled and knocked on the door. “Trish? Are you in there? It’s Lyka.”

“It’s unlocked!” Trish called. This ought to be good, she thought. Fifty-fifty she’s never even seen a neko before.

The new student nodded and checked her appearance one last time before entering. She was ready for anything, or so she thought. Then she caught her first glimpse of Trish, a seven-foot orange, black, and white tiger-woman, and stood there for a few seconds with her mouth agape. “Hell…hello there” she finally managed.

Trish grinned at her. “Come on in. I don’t bite. Much.”

Lyka wasn’t entirely sure how to take that. Trish was smiling, so it was probably a joke. She hoped. “All right.” She smiled back, a little tentatively, and came closer. “My name’s Lyka. I hope that we get along well together.”

“I expect we’ll get along ‘Lyka’ house on fire.” Trish chuckled. “Sorry, I expect you’ve heard that a lot already.”

“Yeah but I get used to such things.” She shrugged. “Besides, read the Bible sometimes or some real bad translations of Chinese novels. Wang Fang, Gomer, Ham…I consider myself lucky. At least Lyka sounds somewhat normal.”

“So have a seat and tell me about yourself.” Trish patted the futon next to her.

Lyka looked at it and sat down. “Well, what is there to tell about me? I was always sort of a bookworm. That’s how I tend to spend much of my free time. I actually only started to use the computer relatively recently but I guess I’m too much of a traditionalist. I prefer ink and paper to do my work. Is there anything else you want to know?”

“So what brought you to this school?”

“This school?” She clucked her tongue against the roof of her mouth in thought. “No reason, really. I didn’t have much of a plan really and this was close to home but not too close. I figure I can try to get into a more specific one if I find something I really want to do. Otherwise, I figure one is as good as another. So, how do you like it here?”

Trish laughed. “Oh, you have no idea what you’ve let yourself in for. This school is just a little bit different than any other.”

“Well, I’ve always liked a challenge,” Lyka replied. “It will keep me from getting too bored here, if nothing else.” She glanced at Trish. “And what about you? Anything you want to tell me?”

Trish grinned. “If you’re not careful, you might never get bored again.”

“Is this some Chinese curse?” she asked. “’May you live in interesting times’ and all that?”

“No, you see, it’s like this,” Trish said. “There are these people on this campus called ‘vores’. They like to eat little girls like you for breakfast. Sometimes lunch or dinner, too. I mean, literally. If, that is, they don’t stick you in somewhere else instead.”

“Yes, I’ve heard of it. They get…” she thought a moment for the right term. “…well, pleasure in the consumption of others. Or so I heard. I never really believed it. I mean, it just seems so hard to believe such a thing could exist. Maybe from a giant snake,” Lyka said. “But not anyone I’ve seen. I thought they might be overblown stories like ‘Not only do these people have cat ears but they’ll swallow you whole.’”

“Oh really? What if I told you I could prove it to you?” Trish asked, licking her lips.

Lyka looked at the other girl closely. “Like swallow me whole? Without having to chew me up?” It sounded preposterous. Trish was larger then she was, but nowhere near big enough to do that. Perhaps if she was part snake or some other animal that gave her elastic properties… “You can’t be serious,” she said although this was more for herself then for the tiger. There was simply no way she could do such an act physically, right? Even as she thought that; though, she found herself scooting away slowly. Perhaps it was how Trish had licked her lips.

“I could do that.” Trish frowned. “But if I did, they’d probably just send me another roommate. And there’d be paperwork to fill out…Mm. So no, I don’t think I’ll eat you.”

“I see.” For some reason, Lyka sighed at that. “Although you wouldn’t, would you? I mean, I don’t think I could knowingly eat and digest someojne, no matter how good it felt.”

“That’s what I used to think.” Trish chuckled. “It’s not that hard, really.”

Lyka gulped a hard knot down her throat. Basic anatomy suddenly wasn’t reassuring at all. “Do you want to be alone here? I’m sure I could talk to those in charge if you’d prefer no roomate.”

Trish sighed. “Am I scaring you? Sorry, hon. I didn’t mean to scare you. I promise I won’t eat you, okay? Unless you should decide you actually want me to for some reason.”

“Oh no, that’s all right. Its just that well, this is a lot for me to take in at once. I’ve heard of nekos before but for some reason I expected therm to be all of the Felis type, not Panthera. Now I see that’s wrong and then you tell me about vores and....” She sighed. “Its rather overwhelming.”

“You know, that’s what I said the first time I had to eat someone. ‘This is a lot for me to take in at once.’” Trish grinned. “If you want, there’s something else I could do to prove it, without you ending up getting eaten.”

“Wait, wait,” Lyka waved her hands in front of her face. “Let me just get this straight. You told me something about vores sticking people in other places, right?”

“Mm-hmm?” Trish purred.

“All right,” Lyka said. “And I imagine that your plan involves putting me in one of those areas. Am I right so far?”

“That would be correct,” Trish said. “But I promise, you’d enjoy it.”

Lyka hmmmed. “Okay one last question. Why? Is this some sort of initiation or do you just feel the need to prove something?” She purposefully left out a question of where and if it would hurt. Lyka figured that leaving those out might be seen as a sort of trust between them and help their relationship when this was over.

“It could be an initiation, if you want,” Trish said. “I suppose it’s partly that I’m in a playful mood, and partly that I’d like to see your reaction when I do prove it.” She winked. “Unless you’re scared.”

“Truthfully,” she fidgeted. “Sort of although I suppose that if you want to” Lyka breathed in deeply to muster courage. “all right. So what would you like me to do?”

“Take your clothes off.” Trish smiled. “Don’t worry, I won’t see anything I don’t see in the mirror every day.”

“Cheater.” Lyka smiled and gestured to Trish’s tail. “I have nothing you don’t but you have some things I don’t” she said and removes her clothing obediantly.

“Good!” Trish slid off the futon onto the floor, and spread her legs wide. “Now sit down right in front of me, and give me your feet.”

“If you say so,” Lyka sat down and put her feet into Trish’s hands. “Anything else?”

Trish grinned at her. “You don’t have anything to worry about. After all, you’re skeptical. I can’t possibly do anything to you.” She winked.

“Give yourself some credit. You freaked me out, made me doubt my knowledge of basic anatomy, and made me curious enough to remove my clothing. I’d say that’s a lot.”

Trish reached down between her legs to stroke herself, and a few moments later she began to loosen up. When she judged herself ready, she took Lyka’s feet in both hands, and with a tug, plunged them into herself up to the ankles. “Brrr! You have cold feet!” Trish said, giggling.

Lyka’s nostrils flared when she smelled a new, thick scent. Her eyes widened—not at where it was coming from but at its growing—and then stared at her feet. “I—” she gulped. “Well this suprises me even more.”

Trish placed her hands around Lyka’s calves and tugged, and Lyka inched a little closer to her as her feet slid in a little deeper. Trish butt-walked forward and moved a few more inches up Lyka’s legs. “You ain’t seen nothing yet!” she smirked.

“I doubt that,” Lyka said as more of her legs entered the birth canal and Trish scooted closer. “But it seems that this day has no deficit when it comes to suprises.”

“Mm-hmm.” Trish moved forward again, taking Lyka’s legs in up to her knees. Her muscles clenched and contracted, and Lyka slid in deeper.

Lyka grinned mischeveosly. “How is your control?” she asked, moving the engulfed parts of her legs in the fleshy passage.

“Oh, you wouldn’t believe how good my control is.” Trish smirked, taking one of Lyka’s hands in each of hers and tugging on them to pull her in to halfway up her thighs. “But you’ll get to find out!”

Lyka looked casually at their linked hands, then at her steadily disappearing lower body, although she was starting to get nervous again. She had thought at first that this was all an elaborate prank, but now she wasn’t so sure. And Trish grabbing her hands like that…this was something the smaller human associated with dominant, almost predatory behavior. Then she remembered how Trish had looked when the she first brought this up. Was she mistaken?

Trish guided Lyka’s hands to between her own legs and held them there as she pulled the girl’s hips inside of her. Trish’s muscles clamped down, trapping Lyka’s hands and forearms next to the rest of her. “There you are, now you can entertain yourself,” Trish purred. “It might help.”

Lyka gulped as, soon enough, much of her was taken into the tight internal passage. She didn’t really feel like “entertaining herself” right now, although it would take her mind off this. Trish had said she wouldn’t harm her roomate, but Lyka found herself starting to doubt that statement now. If the tiger had lied, she was doomed, and Lyka found losing herself in the result of masturbation far preferable to thinking of drowning on vaginal fluids or being crushed against the cervix.

As Lyka’s belly button slid in between Trish’s legs, Trish gently put her hands around Lyka’s upper arms by the shoulders and pushed her back out a few inches, then pulled her in a few inches, then pushed her out and pulled her in again, as she began to breathe faster. “Ohhh, yes,” she moaned. “That feels so good. Squirm a little more please? Just like that? Ohhh…yes. YES!”

Lyka nodded and started to move and rub against the undulating walls that now had over half of her body inside.

After a while, Trish relaxed as a gush of warm fluid surrounded Lyka’s body. “Ohhhhh…that was so good.” She sighed happily and slid Lyka further in, past her breasts and up to her neck. She smiled down at the head sticking out from between her legs. “You know, I can’t imagine how I forgot to tell you this, but once you’re all the way inside me, by official school policy you belong to me, to do with as I please. After all, if you don’t own something that’s all the way inside your own body, what do you own?” She winked. “Of course, if you object to that, you can just pull yourself back out.”

Lyka first gasped when the sticky juices soaked her body and then again at the vagina swelling to take in the widest parts of her with ease. She tried to gasp a third time but all that came out was a soft eep. “Become yours?” she asked in a small voice. “Could you please let me go then?” She had a feeling her request would not be heeded.

“After I’ve gotten you so much of the way inside already? Why would I want to do a silly thing like that?” Trish wondered.

She opened her mouth to answer that, before realizing there was nothing satisfactory she could say. “Please,” she cried.

“Besides, I want you all the way inside of me,” Trish said. “You’ve triggered my maternal instincts. Silly little thing like you, on this campus? You wouldn’t last a day outside of someone’s tummy—especially given how easy you were to trick into where you are right now. But you’re going to be safe inside of me.”

Lyka reluctantly nodded. She didn’t want to be eaten in any way, although she guessed the senior was telling the truth about how many vores there were and this one seemed to at least somewhat value her welll-being. “Now what?” she sniffled.

“Better take a deep breath now, ‘cuz in you go!” She placed a hand on top of Lyka’s head and shoved her all the way inside, purring as her flesh slid closed over Lyka’s head. She carefully levered herself up off the floor and slid back onto the futon, clutching her swollen belly. “Ah, I love being pregnant.”

Lyka shuddered as she felt the wet vaginal lips slurp over her head. She barely had enough time to hold her breath before shooting down the birth canal into the womb. She knew Trish would feel her panicked breathing and heartbeat, although they both steadied out as she got used to the idea of her new life.

Trish patted her belly. “You doing all right in there?” she asked, her voice sounding deep and slightly muffled through all the layers of flesh.

Lyka was startled to discover she could still breathe, even in this confined space. “I…I think so.”

“You know who you belong to now, right?”

“I…I guess. I don’t want to, but…” She took a deep breath and got herself more under control. “It’s hard for me to understand, but I think I know the basics.”

“Good. Mmm, why don’t you just go to sleep now, that’s a good girl.” Trish purred loudly until she felt Lyka’s breathing even out, then she closed her eyes and reached for the meditations she had learned in her Unbirthing class. She gently massaged her belly as she concentrated, and slowly Lyka’s body began to change, shrinking down even as it began developing distinctly feline features and fur. Trish smiled as she felt the rush of energy that came from absorbing Lyka’s unnecessary body mass, and patted her considerably slimmer belly.

Then Trish took several deep breaths, closed her eyes, and pushed. A few moments later, a small yellow-orange bundle of fur popped out from between her legs and landed in her hands. Not quite small enough to be newborn, the tiger kitten was still very young.  Trish gave her a lick or two, then lifted her up to one furry breast.

The new Lyka blinked her blue eyes several times before letting out a soft mew and then moving to the breast to feed.

Trish purred happily. “As a nursing mother, I get a dorm room to myself, little kitten,” she said happily. “And you’re small enough I can just poke you back inside when I don’t want to deal with you. I think this is a win-win.”

That got Lyka’s attention although it only lasted a moment before the kitten returned to her meal.

“Or else…rich people pay a lot for little neko kittens these days. With that kind of money I could afford my own apartment again.” She smiled down at Lyka. “How’d you like to be a millionaire’s pet, pretty kitten?”

Lyka wasn’t entirely sure to take that. It was hard for her to think like this. Trish might have got a different response had she simply stayed with the single-syllable word ‘rich’, but she completely lost the little tiger with the multi-syllable ‘millionaire.’ After a while, the kitten started to nuzzle against the soft mammary gland of her mother, knowing that the outside was an unknown and that here she was safe.

Trish chuckled. “Nah, I guess I’ll keep you. Nursing is fun.” She yawned. “I’ll have to find a sling or cradle something for you tomorrow, if I’m gonna carry you around with me. But for now, there’s a nice safe warm place you can sleep. Nighty-night, little kitten.” And she gently tucked Lyka back inside.

THE END

