I Was a Teenage Were-Leopard

Episode Two

An Aekallia Story

By Throat Wolf

After returning home, Felicia felt a little guilty over her sudden departure. Her mother had been up all night with worry, but was relieved when Felicia got back and explained where she’d been. For the most part, anyway. “Are you sure it’s safe?” she asked again, as Felicia got ready to go to school.

“It’s safer than hunting here would be,” Felicia said. “How far did the last predator who snuck in get before they rounded him up?”

“I see your point. Just…be careful, all right?”

“I will, Mom. I promise.”

Felicia had a lot to think about on the way in to school. Laura noticed she was quieter than usual and asked about it, and Felicia couldn’t even remember what she said a minute after answering. Her Mom had agreed with her decision not to tell Laura. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Laura, but…well, this was something she just didn’t want to burden her best friend with.

And it was finally beginning to dawn on her, now that the shock and adrenaline had worn off, just what she was going to be in for. Weres weren’t well-thought-of in some parts of Aekallia—and ironically, “civilized,” “forward-thinking,” “liberal” Edouedia was one of the worst hotbeds of anti-were sentiment. And Gastrurbia might well be one of the worst parts of town for it, too, since there weren’t any weres there (due to neighborhood eligibility rules that kept them out)—so the humans felt entitled to say whatever they wanted about them. (And Amazons, and ferals, and large pets, for that matter.)

It didn’t really matter that were-animals were, when they were human-shaped, practically indistinguishable from anybody else, with the same feelings and hopes and dreams as human beings. What mattered was, if they were around, you never knew whether that quite ordinary-looking person next to you might suddenly turn into a ravenous animal and swallow you without a second thought. It was remarkable how insecure humans were—especially the ones who hid away from predators behind walls and guards and Neighborhood Committees. 

Felicia and Laura had even taken part in a few were-animal bash sessions over the years, more out of a desire to fit in with their peers than any actual anti-were sentiments. As far as Felicia had been concerned, they were just another one those hazards of the big city that she didn’t have to worry about right then, and nobody here was one, so she could say whatever she wanted.

When she thought about it now, she felt slightly sick. It was sobering to realize that now she was one of those quite ordinary-looking people everyone else worried about. What if one of the other kids had been one, too, keeping it secret like she was going to have to now?

“Laura?” Felicia said. “I was just wondering what you thought about were-animals? I mean, what you really think about them.”

Laura blinked. “That’s a little bit of a heavy topic. What brought that up?”

“Oh, uh, nothing. Just something I saw on TV last night,” Felicia said. “I know we’ve both said some things about them when everybody else was talking…but we’ve never even really met one have we?”

Laura nodded. “I dunno. I guess I never really thought about it much. I do know most of what people say about grab-and-gulps isn’t true. Anyone who actually paid attention in Digest Ed would know that.”

“But would you want to sit next to one on the bus?”

“Sure! Maybe he might eat me after all, and then wouldn’t Mom be pissed?” Laura giggled.

Felicia laughed. “You’re incorrigible.” 

“It’s your fault for incorriging me!”

It was hard to believe, after what had happened last night, that school could still be as normal as it ever had been. The only difference was that, come lunchtime, she wasn’t really all that hungry—she still had the reserves left over from the dogs and bobcat. But she gulped down her peanut-butter, jelly, and nano sandwich anyway so people wouldn’t get suspicious.

That night, she kissed her Mom on the cheek, slung a knapsack over her shoulder, and set out for the drainage pipe alone. Taking care not to be seen, she slipped inside, then undressed and left her clothes in the knapsack for when she came back. Then it was time for the were-snow-leopard to prowl.

* * *

Over the next few nights, Felicia ate the bobcat, whom she had decided to name “Bobbie”, several times. After she’d gotten over her nervousness, Bobbie turned out to have a playful streak. Sometimes she’d catch rats and feed them to Felicia until her belly bulged, then dive in afterward, eat her fill, and cuddle in with the rest to digest together. 

She ended up leaving the dogs alone—after the first night, their owners had put a padlock on the gate. Felicia supposed she’d been seen eating or leaving them that night. But it wasn’t too much of a loss. There was plenty of other prey around, and after she figured out better ways of hunting Felicia was able to supplement Bobbie with other meals—rabbits, deer, and once a family of foxes.

About the only thing she didn’t eat was other humans. Well, you say “other” but you should just say “humans,” she told herself wryly. After all, you technically aren’t one yourself anymore.

It wasn’t that she had any moral objection to eating them, any more than she did to being eaten. It was just a part of life. In fact, health experts kept saying that it was healthy to get eaten, as people’s bodies had evolved to store excess fat in a form that was most easily released through digestion and it wasn’t healthful to keep carrying all that fat around. Gated communities like Gastrurbia in particular came in for criticism from health advocates, who were fond of saying that the sedentary modern lifestyle, with the declining number of times the average person got eaten for spending all his time indoors, led to obesity and heart trouble down the road. So looking at it in that sense she would actually be doing people a favor by eating them.

But in this modern society, people just didn’t feel like they had time to be eaten. They wanted to be out doing things, keeping up with the rest of the rat race. They often looked at being eaten as an unwelcome imposition on their time. And unlike with nanos, who moved in entirely different social circles, it was always possible she might end up meeting one of her dinners in some other social context. And while the dinner would have no idea who she was if she met them as a human, Felicia couldn’t help thinking she’d feel awkward about the whole thing.

But as the days went by and Felicia got more comfortable with her leopard side, she began to wonder whether it really would be that bad. Bobbie was tasty, but not a full meal by herself, and hunting down wild animals took a lot of energy. But on the other hand, humans walked openly in the city streets, and predator-prey laws were very clear that people in public were fair game. And it wasn’t as if anyone would know she wasn’t a “normal” leopard anyway.

So one weekend Felicia forewent her prowling around Torumekia and instead took a bus downtown, to the civic and government centers. She hadn’t been here very often, given that Gastrurbia had most everything its residents needed, but her mother had brought her here a few times. Unlike those Gastrurbians who were practicing “inverse vegetarians”, Felicia’s mother simply found getting eaten annoying, not intolerable, and was willing to risk it every now and then.

Felicia spent the morning wandering around and looking in shops, then as more people started coming out for lunch she retreated to one of the public shower-toilets to undress and change—then it was time for the snow leopard to prowl.

A few minutes later, Felicia padded along the street, enjoying the feeling of power that prowling in broad daylight gave her. People hastily slipped into the shops that lined the street or crossed to the other side when they saw her coming, and she saw people pointing and murmuring in hushed tones. A number of them snapped photos of her with cameras or mediaphones. She supposed that was to be expected, as photogenic as she was.

Of course, this didn’t exactly lend itself to finding a good meal. The streets were wide enough, and cars were fast enough, that by the time she could cross from one side to the other, her would-be prey could have made it inside to safety. What she needed was someplace without convenient buildings, where she could perhaps attack from cover…like that park just ahead. Yes, that looked like just the place.

* * *

“Ugh.” Jane sighed at her Basic Anatomy textbook, displayed on the screen of her mediaphone next to her class synopsis. There was no getting around it. Today was the day that Freshman Basic Anatomy dissected frogs. Of course, prey-rights advocates argued the process was cruel and inhumane, and there were now better ways of studying anatomy using computer applications. But the professor of Jane’s class was a traditionalist, and she knew better than to try to argue. 

Jane had to admit to herself that she was a bit of a hypocrite. It wasn’t the killing of the frogs that bothered her, so much as it was the fact that she would then have to wield the knife and cut one open. “I mean, ewwww. Gross-out city,” she muttered. If only there was some way out of having to attend the class this afternoon! But she’d missed enough classes this semester that any more unexcused absences could cost her a grade. And there was only one kind of excused—

Then Jane blinked and stared as a brawny, fluffy Proglotniian snow leopard stalked past the open-air cafe where she’d been sitting and eating. It was gorgeous, it was huge, and—most importantly—it looked hungry.

Jane thought about this for a moment, polling her feelings. She didn’t really like getting eaten any more than the average person—but on the other hand, spending time inside some creature’s living flesh seemed like a lot more fun right now than cutting into some other creature’s dead flesh. She hastily paid her check, tucked her mediaphone away, and hurried after the leopard as it stalked into a nearby park.

* * *

Felicia padded up the footpath from the park gate, looking around. To her left, she saw a playground where a lot of kids were playing on a merry-go-round, slide, jungle gym, and other standard playground accouterments. She was tempted, but thought better of it; she would feel bad about pooping some kid out halfway across town from his neighborhood. And besides, she noticed a number of pairs of glowing eyes watching her warily from behind bushes, shrubbery, and benches surrounding the place.

Even as she looked on, a fairly large wolf emerged from cover and trotted into the playground, to much shrieking and giggling from the kids. Then one of the braver ones actually jumped down from a swing, pulling off his shirt as he did so, and went up to the wolf. He scratched it behind an ear, waved to his playmates, then slipped out of the rest of his clothing and went down the wolf’s throat with barely a struggle. A couple of the other kids gathered up his clothes and put them out of the way.

As the wolf returned to its hiding place, Felicia caught some stray pred-telepathic thoughts and understood. This pack of wolves kept roaming preds, who might carry kids far away, out of their territory in exchange for the occasional voluntary tribute. She had to admit, that was pretty clever for ordinary animals. 

But it still didn’t bring her any closer to a meal of her own. Felicia turned away from the playground and prepared to stalk deeper into the park, in search of a more adult area. As she did, she heard a female shriek from behind her. “Oh, eek, a Proglotniian snow leopard!”

Felicia swiveled her head to see who was so afraid—or, rather, who was such a bad actress. It was a dark-haired, slender girl not much older than she was, actually—probably a student at one of the nearby colleges. She had a knapsack over one shoulder and what she apparently thought was a look of panic but looked more like indigestion. Felicia snorted. From the body language, she could tell this girl actually wanted Felicia to eat her, which in turn made Felicia instantly suspicious.

But then the girl did the thing most calculated to snag Felicia’s predatory attention: she turned and ran. 

And Felicia instantly gave chase. She couldn’t help herself—her feline instincts came to the front, translating “running creature” into “dinner”. She caught up with the girl as she ducked into a small wooded cul de sac, secluded from view with a lone park bench in it. By the time she got there, the girl was already pulling off her shirt and bra, stuffing them into the knapsack.

Felicia growled low. She really didn’t like someone taking advantage of her predatory instincts like that. As the girl put away the last stitch of clothing and tucked the knapsack behind a tree, Felicia pounced.

“Oof!” the girl squeaked in surprise as one of Felicia’s immense paws bore her to the ground. “Hey, what’re you—MMPH!”

Felicia shut her up by licking her face. Very well, if the girl wanted to be her dinner, she could be her dinner. But in return for manipulating her like that, Felicia was going to have to teach her who was boss. The girl squirmed a bit more, until Felicia put more weight on the paw and she subsided. Felicia growled in satisfaction and began to establish her dominance by licking her all over. She was well aware that this was another feline instinct, but at least this one was more or less under her control.

Or mostly, anyway. She only realized where her licking had gotten to when the girl’s whimpering changed into moans, and her squirming changed into thrusting. As the girl’s moaning subsided, Felicia growled again, disgusted with herself, and almost turned to stalk away. But she was still hungry, and the girl tasted delicious (very different from nanos, and yet similar in an odd way), and she was right there. So Felicia opened wide and quickly gulped her down.  Then she curled up in the cul de sac to doze and digest her dinner.

* * *

Several hours later, Felicia padded into the restroom/shower to drop the girl off. She expelled her without too much trouble, then padded over to the other wall to eat the crunchy teeth-cleaning biscuits that the restrooms were programmed to dispense whenever a human was deposited there as the showers ran. Hopefully the girl would just get cleaned up and go. Felicia figured she’d just hang around here, being too embarrassed to face the girl after what she’d done before eating her.

But it seemed clear Felicia was going to have no such luck as the girl’s voice said from close behind her, “You’re a were, aren’t you?”

Felicia turned to look at her, and sighed. She guessed there wasn’t anything for it. She concentrated a moment and changed back to her human form. “How did you know?”

“There aren’t many natural Proglotniian snow leopards in this part of the world,” the girl said. “Not outside of zoos, anyway. But there are a number of people from there who’re also weres. And when you’re a were, you’re usually a were of an animal native to the place you’re from. Or an ancestor’s from, since you don’t sound Proglotniian yourself.” At Felicia’s puzzled look, the girl blushed a little. “Biology major.”

Felicia blinked. Well, so much for her plan to pass for a “natural” predator. It appeared she’d have to move to Proglotnii for that to work. She guessed she’d have to count herself lucky someone didn’t try to capture her for a zoo exhibit. But—wait a moment. “But my Mom and Dad were from around here. And, um, weren’t weres.”

“Doesn’t have to be your immediate ancestor,” the girl said. “It’s been known to skip generations. Sometimes lots of generations.” She paused. “By the way, I’m Jane.”

“Felicia,” Felicia said. “So that’s why I’m like this? One of my ancestors was a Proglotniian were?” She paused at Jane’s look, and it was her turn to blush. “Um, new were,” she explained. “I haven’t been like this long at all. You’re…um…my first human meal since, um, it happened.”

Jane blinked. “Oh! Huh. Yeah, that would make sense. It must have been an awful shock.”

“You have no idea,” Felicia said. “I’m still trying to figure out how to deal with it.”

“There are support groups on-line,” Jane said. “With websites and forums and everything. Just do a search.”

“Huh. I hadn’t ever thought of that,” Felicia said. “I’ll do that when I get home.” She glanced at Jane again, then looked down. “Um, listen. About what happened earlier, I’m sorry—I kinda got carried away, and—”

Jane blushed again. “Don’t worry about it. I, um, kinda enjoyed it. If you wanted to do it again, well…um…” She fished a card case out of her safety-pak and handed a card over. “Call me?” Then she leaned in to kiss a very startled Felicia full on the mouth before making a stop at the emergency clothes dispenser and leaving.

Felicia stood there staring after her for a long time. Then she went over to the row of pay-mediaphones on the wall and scanned the card into her contact list. Because you never know—and she had been downright tasty.

* * *

It had been a strange day, but Felicia was satisfied as she padded back toward the pipe to Gastrurbia and school. She’d had her first human, and apart from the embarrassment over the licking, really it hadn’t been all that bad. It was a little weird to think about swallowing another human being given that at heart Felicia still thought of herself as one—but on the other hand, if she hadn’t been meant to eat people, why would they have been made digestible?

And she’d also gotten a potential answer to the mystery of why she had become like this. She’d have to do some genealogical research when she got home and find out which of her umpty-great grandparents had been from Proglotnii. Maybe she could contact other members of that branch of the family and get some tips from them. And there were those support sites to look up, too.

But getting back to the subject of human meals, she knew she’d have to try that again sometime. Laura kept complaining that her Mom wouldn’t let her get eaten. Maybe she might…?

Nah, that would be too weird.

TO BE CONTINUED

Author’s Notes

Aekallia is a weird, weird world. At first I had a hard time getting into it, but the more of it I read the more I came to like it for its weirdness. There’s literally no other vore setting quite like it. A lot of vore (including my own) comes up with metaphysical handwaves to explain away the lethality of the vore experience for those who don’t find snuff appealing—but I’ve never seen any other vore that actually uses science the way this setting does.

In the comments on “Mark of the Black Rose”, Jacksomm explains that his idea involves a world where evolution takes a different course—based on creatures extracting nourishment without killing their prey. It’s an interesting rationale. Of course, the fact that the evolution otherwise produces a world similar to our own to the point of having most of the same animals makes it more fantasy than hard SF, but the scientific element makes it vore of a remarkably different flavor.

And that’s what appealed about it to me enough for me to write my own Aekallia fanfic. The different suppositions at the basis of the setting mean that you often can’t take anything for granted. If you don’t have to kill larger creatures to eat, for instance, does sport hunting exist at all? Does the fur trade? It could be argued that the necessity of killing to eat is where the idea of killing for pleasure originated, and if killing things wasn’t seen as necessary then would it be fashionable to clothe yourself in another’s fur? (Especially given the existence of weres who have fur of their own.) This is also why I had to go back and change the animal biscuits in “Came a Leopard” to person-shaped instead of bone-shaped as I had first had them—when would any animal there ever eat a bone?

But on the other hand, how could biology and medicine progress without killing and cutting things open to learn anatomy? (Even if anatomists limited themselves to cutting things open that died of natural causes, they couldn’t count on having enough corpses available for study at any given time without making their own.) Hence, Jane’s dilemma in this chapter.

And figuring out how people or creatures should feel about being eaten is an interesting thought experiment that takes a lot of consideration. In a setting where it’s just a temporary inconvenience, the entire dynamic is different from the rest of the stories on Aryion where it’s usually lethal or transformative. It becomes a somewhat icky natural process like going to the bathroom that you put up with but wish you didn’t have to. (How many times have I wished I didn’t have to get up in the middle of the night to pee!) It’s also worth noting that no character in any of Jacksomm’s stories (that I recall, at least) seems himself to have a fetish centering around being eaten, much as the stories might appeal to the fetish of the reader.

And it’s interesting to consider that the laws of Aekallia by and large favor predators—they’re considered to have the right to gulp down anyone they can in public places (even if some of the more intelligent ones consider it rather gauche). Given that humans are apparently the majority, how is it that they passed laws that permit themselves to be so blithely eaten? Perhaps some of them felt it was necessary for public health reasons?

And so I ended up, as you may have noticed in the story, drawing a direct parallel between getting eaten and exercising—they’re both things people don’t want to do because they take time, don’t feel all that great while you’re doing them, and leave you icky afterward until you can take a shower. Not to mention, they both burn fat. (Personally, if I could go to Aekallia and get eaten to shed a few pounds, I think it would be entirely worth the grossness of the experience, even leaving aside the nature of my fetish.) Of course, whether that’s true for everyone in the entire setting is something that’s up to Jacksomm, but it seemed right to me.

But I also wondered what people who simply didn’t want to be eaten at all could do, with the laws being the way they were. Undoubtedly they would get in trouble for carrying weapons to defend themselves out on the public streets. But what if the streets weren’t so public? And so was born the idea for the gated community of Gastrurbia. (I may have a few more interesting twists in store for that, if I have the time to write further chapters.) (Fans of Hayao Miyazaki will probably recognize where I swiped the name Torumekia from.)

One thing I had to struggle with in writing this was overcoming some of my usual tendencies. I had a couple of scenes in the original version of the story that simply didn’t fit the world at all. I’ll probably post them as outtakes after I’ve posted all three chapters I have so far.

One of them was a result of a failure to come up with a satisfactory explanation for a chain of events. As originally written, the dogs were going to be repeated dinners for Felicia, too—in fact, their owner would have equipped them with GPS tracking collars (which I figured would probably be used by pet owners who wanted to find their pets, and parents who wanted to find their children, after they got pooped out) but left the gate unlocked as a form of tacit approval since Felicia had been kind enough to return them where she’d left them the first time, and their owner might have become a character in subsequent chapters.

But after wasting hours writing further and further scenes, convincing myself that it would all look great once I had it complete, I finally had to take a look and realize that even for Aekallia, it didn’t make sense for someone to be willing to expose his pets to that kind of risk if he had a fenced-in yard to begin with. (In fact, given the existence of weres, leaving the gate unlocked in the first place is still a little careless.) I still feel like it could probably be justified if I just worked a little harder, but the other thing about it was that it was adding needless complication to the simple story I had set out to tell: Felicia’s first meals, her first human meal, and certain other events that will be revealed in the third chapter. So it went, and I feel the story works much better this way.

The other scene has to do with something that happens in the third chapter, and I’ll probably elaborate on it more fully in an author’s note there.

Hope you’re enjoying the story. It’s a little unusual for me, but I really like how it’s turned out so far.

—T.W.

