I Was a Teenage Were-Leopard

Episode Three

An Aekallia Story

By Throat Wolf

Life and predation went on much as usual for Felicia in the days after her encounter with Jane. She didn’t have time for trips into town during the week, but she was able to get into Torumekia nightly to enjoy herself there. Now that she was over her initial fear, she found it was a lot easier to stalk and eat stray humans—at least, the ones who took a bath. She wondered whether some of the homeless chose to stay stinky as a defense mechanism against picky predators, or it was just a coincidence.

About a week later, Felicia got to Bobbie’s alley to find another predator had beaten her to it. Not that this was much of a surprise. As many predators as there were around here, it was bound to happen sooner or later. She just had to hope the predators wouldn’t take Bobbie too far away for her to find again. Felicia wondered if Bobbie would object to wearing a GPS tracking collar like some people got for their pets (or children) who were prone to getting eaten.

But something that did startle Felicia was that her friend’s tail was dangling out of the mouth of a very familiar tawny cougar. A cougar whose exterior and interior Felicia remembered far too well from her first visits to Torumekia. And it was remarkable how much smaller the cougar was than her snow leopard form…

But not tonight. Felicia backed off before the cougar could see or smell her. If she was going to get revenge the way she wanted to, the cougar’s belly needed to be empty, not bulging with a digesting friend who might get hurt by accident. Besides, she wanted time to savor the idea properly.

The next day was the weekend, and for a change Felicia came down to Torumekia in human form. She wore fairly old clothes that she wouldn’t regret losing, and left a spare set in her backpack in the pipe as usual. Then she started walking around, doing the usual rubbernecking thing. The same cougar had found her twice in a row, which would seem to suggest it was watching for her. So, undoubtedly it would find her again.

And sure enough, it wasn’t long before she sensed a tawny shadow following, just out of the corner of her eye. But what was more interesting was the buzz in the back of her mind that resolved itself into muttered words: —spoiled, stuck-up, stupid, rich Gastrurbian brat. Teach her to come down here where we don’t want her kind—

Why was she getting words, instead of feelings and images? The only way that could happen was if… Felicia’s eyes widened, and she slowly grinned, keeping her head turned to conceal it from her stalker. This was even better than she’d expected! Then she clamped down hard on her emotions. She didn’t want the were-cougar to notice anything odd just yet, after all. 

Felicia carefully wandered “aimlessly” toward Bobbie’s alley. She figured it would make a great place for an ambush. Besides, her revenge would be sweeter with an audience.

It was just as she turned the corner that the cougar pounced. But Felicia had been waiting for it, and dodged aside just in time for the cougar to miss her leap. The element of surprise gone, she spun around and snarled at Felicia, wiggling her butt as she readied for another pounce.

Felicia sank to her knees. “Oh please, miss kitty!” she whined, “don’t be rough with me again!” Off to one side, she saw Bobbie poke her head curiously out of her hidey-hole to watch. Felicia turned her head so the cougar didn’t notice her wink.

The cougar seemed to smirk, her tailtip twitching in satisfaction. Yeah, just like that, bitch. Mmm, dinner time again. She swaggered forward, licking her lips, coming to within arm’s length of the kneeling girl.

Then Felicia exploded out of her clothes into her leopard form, which outmassed the cougar by a factor of two. Before she even knew what was going on, the cougar was flat on her side under two paws, with about half the weight of a leopard bearing down on her. Staring up at her, the cougar managed a stunned, Oh, crap.

Hello! Felicia thought cheerfully. I’m Felicia. A few weeks ago, you ate me. Twice. But a couple weeks ago I found out I’m a were-leopard. Funny, huh?

Real laugh riot, the cougar grumbled back. 

I’d say it means you should be careful who you eat, but you didn’t have any way of knowing I’d turn into a were. Felicia smirked. I really should be a nice, forgiving person, but you know what? I’m hungry. And you ate my friend yesterday before I could. She leaned forward, and drooled a bit so that it spattered the cougar.

The cougar sighed, and shrank back to human form. To Felicia’s surprise, she was a girl a little younger than Felicia herself, with short ragged hair the color of her cougar coat. In this form, naked as she was, it was more obvious she was fairly skinny, without much fat on her. Felicia supposed she’d be easy prey for the larger lions or tigers even in her beast form. That might explain her dislike for Gastrurbians, come to think of it. “All right, do it.”

Felicia licked her lips. Nuh-uh. I’m really hungry and I want a big meal. So back in your cougar form, please.

The girl stared up at her. “There’s no way I’ll fit in there that way!”

Funny, that’s what I said when you ate me, but you seemed to manage. Twice.

The girl sighed, and was a cat again and Felicia let her get to her feet. She stood there, hanging her head. Felicia knew she wouldn’t run now. There was a natural submissive streak in a lot of Aekallian creatures toward larger predators—it was a survival mechanism to keep them from getting torn apart if they gave the bigger predator too much grief trying to eat them. It was partly why Bobbie and the dogs had been such easy meals, and even weres had a mild version of it.

Felicia stalked around her dinner for a moment, considering the best angle of attack, then started nibbling on the cougar’s tail. What’s your name, by the way? I can’t just keep thinking of you as “the cougar”.

The cougar sighed. Brigit. 

Felicia nodded. Nice to eat you, Brigit. She took Brigit’s tail into her mouth, then scooped up her hind legs with her lower jaw as her upper jaw bit down on the cougar’s rump. Brigit whimpered, but didn’t resist. Mmm, you are a tasty kitty, aren't you?

Over the next half hour, Felicia engulfed more and more of Brigit. It was easier once she was past the rump. Finally, Brigit’s head lay on Felicia’s tongue, looking out from between rows of teeth. Take a deep breath now! Felicia teased, mashing Brigit’s head against the roof of her mouth with her tongue.

Just do it, Brigit grumbled.

All righty! Felicia swallowed again, her tongue pushing Brigit back and her peristaltic muscles pulling. A little later, her stomach was bulging the fullest it had ever been. Whew. I can’t believe I ate the whoooole thing! she groaned. Bobbie licked her face, then came around to put her paws on the bulge in her belly as Brigit curled up, trying to get in the most comfortable position she could.

It was a little harder to move with such a full belly, but Felicia managed to get to the fire escape and climb to the roof where she could curl up in a sunny patch. Stop moving so much! Brigit complained. I think I’m gonna be sick.

You and me both, Felicia said, settling in to rest. Wow, I don’t think I wanna be this full again.

I don’t want you to be this full now! Brigit said.

Felicia snorted. Oh, bitch bitch bitch.

I’m a were, I’m not supposed to get eaten anymore! Brigit grumbled.

Felicia shook her head. Just when you think you can’t be prepared again, there’s always a bigger dish.

Yeah, right, Brigit retorted. Think someone’s gonna eat you again?

Well, some lions or tigers might manage it, or an ogre or a T-Rex. Or a giant python or dragon. Not that there’s many of those around this part of town. Felicia curled up, enjoying the full sensation as her digestive system went to work on its occupant. What do you have against Gastrurbians, anyway?

Stuck-up snobs, Brigit sneered. Too good to be eaten, just hide behind your little wall getting fat.

Oh, really, miss “not supposed to get eaten anymore”? Felicia asked amusedly.

Hey, maybe I complain but I’m still in here. Not hiding. Brigit snorted. You wouldn’t believe how many Gastrurbians are closeted weres. If I hadn’t made just one mistake and got kicked out…eh, it’s stupid.

Felicia blinked. You used to live in Gastrurbia?

Until a couple years ago, Brigit said. Then I goofed up and they caught me in a change.

Come to think of it, Felicia seemed to recall some commotion about a family getting kicked out of the community some time back for some unnamed infraction of one of its members against the neighborhood rules. She hadn’t paid much attention at the time, but…

Felicia smirked. So what you’re saying is, basically revenge then?

No it’s not like that at all! Brigit protested. It’s just—they—it—well— Then she trailed off, and sighed. Yeah, I guess it is. I’m sorry.

Cheer up, Felicia said. Sometimes you get the Gastrurbian, sometimes the Gastrurbian gets you.

Does that mean you’ll let me out early?

Felicia snorted. Not a chance.

So Felicia dozed much of the day away, enjoying the sensations of Brigit squirming inside the cramped confines of her stomach. Letting her out again in the restroom/shower was almost as much of an ordeal as eating her had been. Urgh! Felicia grunted, as she squeezed. If this is what giving birth is like, I’m never gonna have cubs. Bobbie waited nearby, watching concernedly.

Just shut up and push, Brigit grumbled as her head and shoulders poked out from under Felicia’s tail. Somehow Felicia finally managed to expel the smaller cougar without rupturing herself, and they both lay there gasping for a moment before Felicia finally got up and went over to activate the shower to clean Brigit off. The cougar grumbled again as the water hit her, but was too exhausted to move. Felicia took pity on her and shifted human to help wash her free of the last of the digestive slime.

As the water slowed to a trickle, Brigit turned human and leaned back against the wall. “Th—thanks for cleaning me up,” she gasped.

“Not at all,” Felicia wheezed, plopping down next to her. “I do it for everything I eat. That sticks around long enough to let me anyway.” She glanced over at Brigit. “Anyway, that’s one of the two dinners you owe me.”

Brigit stared at her. “You’re not seriously…thinking of doing that to me again?”

“Well, in a week or so, maybe,” Felicia said airily. Though she had to admit to herself, it had been a bit more of an ordeal than she’d thought it would be, and she really wasn’t eager to do it again.

“D-don’t. Please?” Brigit whimpered. “I’ll—I’ll do anything. I don’t wanna have to go through that again.”

“You should have thought of that before you did it to me,” Felicia said accusingly. “It wasn’t any picnic being inside of you either, you know. You’re a couple of sizes too small.”

Brigit hung her head. “I know…I usually just eat children and small animals. But you were slim enough, I just couldn’t resist.” She grumbled. “So unfair I’m not even big enough to eat a whole person. It kind of limits my prey.”

Felicia considered. Perhaps she shouldn’t have, but she was starting to have some distinctly maternal, or at least big-sisterly feelings toward this were-cougar. “Maybe we could help you with that.”

Brigit blinked. “You could?”

“Maybe. Make no mistake, you still owe me,” Felicia said, glaring at her. “And if I’m not gonna eat you again, you’ll have to make it up in other ways.”

“Like I said, I’ll do anything,” Brigit said. She seemed almost pathetically grateful to hear Felicia didn’t plan to eat her again.

“Then welcome to my pack,” Felicia said, grinning wickedly. “From now on, I’m your alpha and you’ll do what I say, do you understand.”

“Y-yes, alpha,” Brigit whimpered, eyes downcast.

“And Bobbie is my beta, so she’s ahead of you in the pecking order. Got it?”

Brigit blinked, staring at the smaller bobcat. “You can’t be serious!” 

Bobbie favored her with a smug look. Felicia was positive Bobbie was almost as smart as a human herself, and was pretty sure the cat had understood every word she said.

“So I guess you’re bucking for another tummy trip?” Felicia said.

“N-no,” Brigit said. “All right. I’ll…let her boss me around.” As if to demonstrate, she didn’t make a move to resist when Bobbie came over and started grooming her possessively. She just slumped a little lower.

“And Bobbie, I’m trusting you to take care of Brigit when I’m not here,” Felicia told the bobcat. “That includes helping Brigit hunt, and if necessary letting her eat—” She paused as Bobbie shot her a rebellious look. “—er, forcing your way down her throat.” Bobbie looked much happier at that.

“And in return, Brigit, you’ll keep Bobbie safe from other predators. Up to and including eating—ah, letting her use you as a hiding place. The only ones who ought to be eating her are you and me, got it?”

Brigit nodded. “I understand, alpha.”

Felicia sighed. “And—stop calling me that? There’s one thing I want from you that I can’t force you to give me.”

Brigit blinked. “What’s that?”

“Your friendship.” Felicia looked down. “I don’t have any other were friends. I’m still kind of new at this whole were thing and might want to ask some advice.”

“You've got a funny way of asking to be friends,” Brigit grumbled. “‘You’re the bottom of the pecking order. By the way, let’s be pals.’”

Felicia rolled her eyes. “Sorry! Look, you’re the one who ate me, twice. I think you’re getting off easy.”

Brigit was silent for a long moment, then she sighed. “I—I’ll try, I guess.” She looked away. “I’m…sorry I ate you. You’re right, none of what happened to me is your fault.”

“Thanks,” Felicia said. “I’ll accept that apology.” She grinned. “It doesn’t mean you get out of being low girl in the pack, though, at least for a while.”

Brigit rolled her eyes. “I was afraid of that.”

“Now c’mon,” Felicia said. She got to her feet and reached down to offer Brigit a hand up. “I think my tummy took a lot out of you, so let’s go find someone for you to eat, okay?”

Brigit smiled faintly, accepting the hand up. “Thanks. I’d like that.”

A couple of minutes later, one big, one mid-sized, and one small hunting cat padded out of the restroom, ready to prowl.

TO BE CONTINUED

Author’s Notes

Sometimes, when I’m writing a story and it’s not working, I’ll just…keep on writing. Like when you start to stumble you may run a few steps forward trying to regain your balance (before you eventually plotz onto your face). As might be expected, it doesn’t often succeed in doing much other than wasting time.

That happened a bit during the course of writing this story. There were a couple of other scenes I tried, or that played out a different way. One of them had to do with Felicia’s first human dinner, which actually happened in the previous episode. As originally conceived, I had her eating a would-be mugging victim in a Torumekian alley to rescue her from her assailants.

But the more I looked at it, the more I realized it just didn’t work in the setting. It might have stemmed from a similar idea I had for a Tina story (which I may get around to writing someday) and would have worked in that world. But in Aekallia, one of the things I realized when I thought about it was that it really was at odds with the relatively light-hearted nature of the world so far. It was out of place.

And it also posited a sort of reluctance to eat another human that really didn’t make sense for Felicia since she lived in a world where that would just inconvenience them, not really harm them—the idea that the only way she could bring herself to eat a human being was if it was to remove them from mortal danger. Yet, she ate nanos all the time, and even her friend/pet Bobbie. It would make a lot more sense if she went out to find a human meal to get over her initial reluctance, and it was someone who was willing to go down. (The original conception had been a businesswoman who wanted to get eaten to get out of a bad dinner date, but a college student who didn’t want to dissect a frog was both more believable and more amusing.)

The other scene was a slightly different version of the eating of Brigit from this episode. As originally conceived, Felicia was going to use some techniques from her Digest Ed textbook to prolong the length of Brigit’s digestion, and would end up nearly killing the already underweight were from overdigestion. It would have ended with her taking the semiconscious Brigit to the house of the dog owner for his help and actually meeting him for the first time.

This fizzled partly because I finally came to the realization that I mentioned in my last author’s note, that the owner’s permissive attitude concerning his dogs didn’t make sense, but largely because I realized I didn’t have any real idea what was going to happen once they got there, and nothing I could come up with felt like it made any sense either. And also because, as Felicia’s character developed, I realized I really didn’t want to deal with that sort of “I (nearly) killed da wabbit” angst in her. It didn’t suit the character or the story type, which was supposed to be a sort of at least nominally happy-go-lucky voyage of self-discovery.

When you get right down to it, digestive angst is really out of place in Aekallia. Sometimes bad digestive things happen to people in Jacksomm’s stories, but it almost never has lasting consequences beyond another scene or two. Angst just doesn’t build up; I don’t know if Jacksomm has an angstful writing bone in his body.

Of course, I did end up indulging a couple of my own fetishes in this episode, as you might guess from the way Brigit’s punishment ends up playing out. But I figured I could do so in a way that didn’t stretch credibility too far, or do much harm to the story. 

In the end, I’m very satisfied with how it came out. I just wish I hadn’t wasted so much time trying to make the previous version work when I could have been spending it working toward another direction instead.

Up until I finished the current version of this episode, I hadn’t really had any great ideas about how the story would go in the future. I just thought I’d end with “and then ‘Came a Leopard’ happened,” or words to that effect. But some of the ideas I had in the writing have suggested a rather interesting conclusion to the series given a few more episodes—it’s just a matter of having the time to write to reach it. 

Given my full-time job, and other demands on my time, I’m not sure when that will be—these three episodes were mostly finished before I posted them; it was just a matter of writing in Jane getting eaten in episode two and changing the ending of this one. I take comfort in the fact that at least I wrapped this episode on a conclusive note, without leaving a cliffhanger ending. If it is a while before I can return to Aekallia, it will stand well enough on its own.

As always, thank you for reading this far, and your feedback is ever appreciated.

—T.W.

