Outfoxed Side Stories #4: Cindy and Mindy

A Neko/Vore Campus Story

By Throat Wolf

“Well, it’s not much, but I suppose it will do.” Cindy looked around the dorm room that was going to be her new home for at least this semester and the next, if not the next four years. It was fairly spartan in its furnishings, though that wouldn’t be a problem for long. She had plenty of suitable decorations “tucked away,” after all. “I wonder where my roommate is?”

She’d seen the girl’s name on the door, beneath her own: Mindy Furlong. The similarity of their first names amused Cindy, and she wondered whether whoever had been in charge of assigning rooms had set them up that way intentionally. Mindy and Cindy, the Indy Twins. She chuckled. Of course, she had no way of knowing what the girl looked like, but it was highly unlikely she’d look anything like Cindy. Not very many people did.

Just as she was standing there thinking about it, a knock came on the door, then someone opened it. A dark-haired, petite girl looked in. “Hello? I’m Mindy. You must be—” Then she stopped after taking only a few steps into the room and stared at Cindy. Cindy smiled at her. She supposed she couldn’t blame the girl for being intimidated. It wasn’t every day you met someone so utterly gorgeous as Cindy, after all—evenly-tanned flawless skin, a cleavage that was obvious without being showy, deep green eyes, and thick, voluminous red hair that fell in a sheet to her ankles. She’d considered shifting into a less impressive form for the first encounter—but on the other hand, why hide her light under a bushel?

Mindy stared at her for several seconds, then slowly backed away, not taking her eyes off of Cindy’s. Cindy blinked. “Is something wrong?”

“Y-you’re a vore, aren’t you?” Mindy said.

Cindy blinked again. “I…what? How can you tell?”

“You’re too beautiful,” Mindy said. “You look like you just stepped off of a magazine cover. Even the models on the magazines don’t look that way in real life. Um…I’m sorry, but I just don’t think this is going to work out. I’d rather not be eaten for a letter grade.” She backed out of the door and closed it.

Cindy stared after her for a moment, then smirked. “Oh, so it’s like that, is it?” She chuckled, stepped forward—and vanished. A moment later, she stepped out of nowhere into the hall in front of Mindy, who was so busy looking over her shoulder that she ran right into the buxom girl. “Ooof! Sorry, I—you!” Her stammer turned into a squeak on the last word as she looked up into Cindy’s smiling face.

“Relax! I have no desire whatsoever to eat you. I promise!”

“I—that is—”

Cindy placed her hands on Mindy’s shoulders. “Look, why don’t you come back to the room with me and we’ll talk. I’ll stay all the way across the room from you if that’ll help.”

“I…don’t really have any choice, do I?” Mindy whimpered.

“No choice? Of course you do.” Cindy set Mindy back on her feet. “You could go and run along and get another roommate, and maybe run into a vore sometime when you least expect it, in a dark alley or somewhere. Or you could listen to me, the one vore who doesn’t particularly want to eat you and might just be able to keep other vores from doing it.” She shrugged. “It’s up to you.”

Mindy eyed her suspiciously. “You’re…messing with my mind, aren’t you?”

Cindy smirked. “Maybe a little. But only with words. Trust me, if I wanted to eat you, you’d already be whimpering in my tummy by now.”

“But…why don’t you want to eat me?” Mindy asked plaintively.

Cindy grinned. “If I ate you, how would I know that my next roommate’s name would rhyme with mine?”

Mindy sighed. “I guess that makes about as much sense as anything else about vores does.” She turned and led the way back to the room.

When they stepped inside, Cindy gestured Mindy to have a seat on the sofa, while she stood across the room. “How is it you know about vores, anyway? I didn’t think they were something a lot of folks knew about.”

“I read about the place when I decided to come here. And about vores. I did my research.” Mindy looked nervous. “I still don’t understand how come they can get away with just eating people, legally. You’d think someone would arrest them or something.”

“If you did your research then you’d know that almost all the vores in the world are still concentrated right here in this town,” Cindy said. “Why’d you come here, out of any other college in the world?”

“Are you kidding?” Mindy said. “They offered me a full-ride scholarship.”

Cindy rolled her eyes. “Darwin would be proud.”

Mindy shivered. “So…I guessed right, you are a vore?”

“Yes and no,” Cindy said. She pirouetted in place, shimmering and changing. When she stopped, she was an anthropomorphic red fox, with a cloud of six bushy fox-tails fanned out behind her. “What I am is a kitsune. And while we can vore, it isn’t what we do all the time.”

“Oh!” Mindy stared. “I read about you. You’re…very pretty.” She blushed.

Cindy bowed, her tongue lolling out the side of her muzzle in a vulpine grin. “Thank you.”

Mindy frowned. “But you’re also really mischievous trickster types. So you could just be biding your time…”

Cindy rolled her eyes. “How about this. I’ll give you my oath, my word of honor, I won’t try to eat you. Unless, of course, you should ever decide you want me to.”

Mindy blinked. “You’d do that?”

“I would. And I will. And I do!” Cindy bowed again, sidling a little closer. “Are we good?”

“I…guess?” Mindy said.

“Great!” Cindy turned around and plopped down on the couch right next to Mindy—with her cloud of tails landing right on top of the girl.

“Hey, what’re you—mmpf!”

“Oh my, I’m sorry!” Cindy hopped back up, swinging her tails around behind her—but Mindy was gone. “Oh. Oops!” She reached behind her and fluffed out her tails. “Are you all right in there?”

Mindy blinked. She was…surrounded by fluffy fox fur, bushy tails woven together all around her. It was like lying on a furry cloud. “What happened?”

“Silly me, I accidentally pulled you into my tailspace!” Cindy said. “But I didn’t eat you!”

Mindy shoved her way between two of the tails…only to find more tails in front of her. “Okay, can you let me out now?”

“Mmm…maybe. Eventually!” Cindy smirked.

“Cindy!” Mindy yelled. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna tell the RA on you!”

“Oh, shush,” Cindy giggled. “You’re not gonna tell anybody anything until I let you out. And there’s only one way I’m gonna do that. I’ve decided.”

Mindy blinked. “What’s…that?”

“Well, you see, it’s like this. You’re within one of my own most private spaces. In a way, within part of my body. Anything that goes in there has to belong to me.”

“I don’t!” Mindy insisted.

“Oh, but you do. You just don’t know it yet.” Cindy giggled again. “And that’s how I’ll let you out again—first you have to agree that you belong to me.”

“But I—I don’t belong to you! I won’t! I’m my own person!” Mindy protested.

“Have it your way, then.” Cindy smirked. “I’ll just put you in a sleep, and wake you up again in a year or so and see if you’ve changed your mind.”

Mindy blinked. “A—a year?”

“Mm-hmm. I can just magically put you to sleep you know. Just tuck you aside into a little nook of tailspace and forget about you…you never know, it might be a century before I remember you again.”

“But…Mommy and Daddy…” Mindy whimpered.

“Oh, they’ll just assume you got eaten by a vore. Too bad.” Cindy ran a hand along her tails. “But if you give yourself to me, I’ll protect you from getting eaten by any vores, and I’ll even help you get your degree.”

Mindy blinked. “You will? Really?”

“My word on it.” Cindy smiled. “I’m kind of a big sister type. I’m not happy unless I’m helping someone else.”

Mindy poked at the tails surrounding her. “You’ve got a weird definition of ‘helping’.”

“Well, in this case, it was more like helping myself.” Cindy grinned. “So will you give yourself to me? Let me help you?”

“I guess…I don’t really have any choice, do I?” Mindy sighed.

“No, you don’t. Sorry about that,” Cindy said. “But not too sorry.” She reached her hands through amid her tails. “Just put your hands in mine and say you give yourself to me.”

Mindy looked at the furry hands in front of her. “I…um…all right.” She sighed, and placed her hands in Cindy’s. “I give myself…to you.” Then Mindy felt something click inside her mind, as the spell settled over her, and she realized it was more than just words—she really did belong to Cindy now. She whimpered a little.

“There, now.” Cindy pulled on her arms, and tugged Mindy back out of her tails and into the room. “That wasn’t so bad now, was it?”

Mindy stared at her. “What did you do to me?” she moaned.

“Nothing bad,” Cindy said. “I just took possession, that’s all. Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you.”

“I don’t want to be taken care of!” Mindy wailed.

“Yes you do.”

Mindy blinked. “I do?”

“You do. That’s an order.”

And once again Mindy felt something click inside her head, as her whole attitude toward her mistress changed. “I do want to be taken care of.” Then she frowned. “Then why didn’t I a moment ago?” She glared at Cindy. “You’re messing with my head for real now.”

“I suppose I am. Or at least I’m trying.” Cindy smirked. “Sometimes it doesn’t work well with the strong-willed ones, which I guess you are. Well, I’ll just go with it, however well it works. Now come here and kiss me.”

Mindy blinked. “Wha?”

“Kiss me. You know, like the Sixpence None the Richer song?”

“Who?”

“Never mind. Oldie. Before your time.” Cindy grinned. “Still…come over here and kiss me.”

“But I’m not a lesbian!” Mindy insisted.

“You are now—at least for me.”

Mindy whimpered…but came over to Cindy, tilted her head back, and kissed her squarely on the…muzzle. 

“There, now, that wasn’t so bad, was it? And if that doesn’t do it for you, well, wait’ll you see what else I can do with my mouth.” Cindy smirked and gathered Mindy into her arms, then took her into the bedroom.

* * *

Over the days that followed, Mindy was surprised to discover that she actually didn’t mind belonging to Cindy after all. True to her word, Cindy was more interested in taking care of Mindy than dominating her, with the possible exception of their nightly sessions in the bedroom. Mindy still wasn’t sure how to feel about those, but she actually had found she was enjoying herself—and at least this way she knew she couldn’t get pregnant. Though she often wondered what she was going to tell her parents.

In fact, as it happened, she wasn’t going to tell her parents anything. Cindy was quite clear on that, giving Mindy instructions on secrecy that limited her revelations before she went home for the occasional family visit. But Mindy didn’t actually mind, because she was pretty sure that if her parents had any idea what was really going on, she’d be out of the college so fast her head spun—and she found she didn’t actually want that anymore.

And so her life proceeded apace. She made friends, she partied, she had a few underage drinking experiences (often courtesy of Cindy), and—to her surprise—she even found time to study. (Actually, Cindy found the time for her to study. She had a way of taking them both to a forest where time passed a lot more slowly than in the “real” world.) In fact, when Cindy ordered her to study, she discovered that she was literally unable to neglect her schoolwork while under orders from her mistress.

Other times, Cindy would tuck her back into the furry space within her tails for indefinite periods, while she did other things in the world outside. Mindy could never quite tell from the muffled sounds exactly what those things were, and wasn’t entirely sure why Cindy put here there for those times unless it was just for knowing Mindy was available if Cindy should decide she wanted her.

But she wasn’t the only one who got put in those places, Mindy suspected. At least, that was what seemed likely from the times Cindy would come into the dorm while Mindy was doing something else, go into the bedroom by herself, and lock the door. Then other sounds would emanate from the room—some voice that wasn’t Cindy’s whimpering, moaning, or sometimes crying out in ecstasy, then being abruptly cut off. A while later, Cindy would emerge alone from the bedroom looking satisfied, but Mindy found it hard to miss the little telltale bulge in her stomach afterward.

“You know, I appreciate your trying to spare my sensibilities,” Mindy said one day, “but it’s not really working. I know you’re eating people in there.”

Cindy looked, uncharacteristically for her, embarrassed. “Sorry. I guess I should probably just eat down at the club. I just bring my dinners home sometimes because I prefer eating at home.”

“Why do you do it, anyway?” Mindy asked. “I mean, you said you didn’t have to like the other vores here.”

“I know.” Cindy sighed, flopping down on the sofa. “It’s just…they’re so tasty. It’s like the best candy bar or steak you’ve ever had, only there are these subtle nuances to the flavor, and that it’s a living body instead of just dead meat adds a whole new dimension to it. I can’t really describe it in a way that does it justice.”

“So you just eat people because we’re yummy?” Mindy said flatly.

“Well, not just that,” Cindy admitted. “I guess there’s an element of control to it, too. Domination. I know you’d never guess I was into that kind of thing,” she said, quirking her eyebrows to make a point of the sarcasm, “but the feeling I get from shoving someone down inside of me, then containing them…becoming their whole world for just a few short minutes until they’re gone…and then feeling them become a part of me…it’s just amazing. And then, once they’re in my head, it’s like having a whole new book to read, a whole series of books. I can browse through their memories, I can view their entire life. Know everything about them. Be them.”

“Does that really justify you…imprisoning them?” Mindy asked. She’d read up on vores and kitsune, all the more so since she ended up belonging to one, so she knew that being eaten didn’t lead to permanent death—but from her point of view, the sort of indefinite imprisonment that resulted could be almost worse. Being stuck inside someone else’s head, possibly forever…? She shivered thinking about it.

“Probably not.” Cindy shrugged. “I don’t know if anything could, except the fact that I can. So I do, because I can. But…still, it’s not as if I go out just hunting random people. I only get my dinners at the Pussycat Club, and then only ones who are either willing or who’ve been assholes in some way that’s led the club to mark them edible.”

“Willing?” Mindy blinked. “How can anyone be willing to be eaten?”

“Well, given that they mostly know it’s not lethal now, you might be surprised.” Cindy grinned. “I tell you what, next one I get will be a willing one. I’ll bring him or her home, and let you quiz them before I gulp them down.” She smiled ruefully. “I have to admit, I kinda like the unwilling ones more. They let me get my dominatrix side off better. It’d be nice if they weren’t all assholes, but…”

“And you’d like to eat me, too, wouldn’t you?” Mindy asked.

Cindy smiled. “Of course I’d like to. I’d like to more and more, the better I know you. But since I promised I wouldn’t unless you wanted me to, well, it doesn’t seem very likely to happen. Unless you’ve changed your mind?”

Mindy quickly shook her head. “I don’t have time to get eaten. I have classes to take.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised how easily I could make the time to get you back again.” Cindy grinned. “But as you wish.”

“You could probably force me into changing my mind, you know,” Mindy admitted darkly. “By telling me I want to.”

“Mm-hm, I probably could,” Cindy said. “But one of my few remaining scruples is that I won’t take that kind of choice away from someone I like. Unless I really really want to.” She winked. “Now, I think you’ve got some studying to do…?”

It was a few days later that Cindy next came back from the Pussycat Club with another passenger. She flounced into the room in her fox-woman form, then opened the door to the bedroom. “Mindy, dear, come along! I’ve brought a friend for you to meet and met to eat!” As Mindy came curiously into the room, Cindy held her tails over the bed and shook them out, and a naked woman dropped out. 

She was a little older than Mindy, perhaps in her mid-twenties, with blonde hair in a short pageboy cut and dark brown eyes. She was pretty, but there was nothing spectacular about her. She sat up on the bed and drew her knees up against her chest, but didn’t otherwise seem self-conscious about her nudity. “Oh. Hi. You must be Mindy,” she said, looking up. “Cindy told me about you. I’m Carol.”

“Uh, hi,” Mindy said, nervously. “You, uh…you came willingly? You actually want to be eaten?”

“Uh-huh!” Carol nodded. “I’m looking forward to it.”

“But…why?”

Carol shrugged. “I dunno. Generally bored with life, I guess. Tired of being responsible for myself, having to work hard every month and balance the budget to make sure I don’t fall behind on my bills. But I don’t want to just kill myself. That’s kind of…well, permanent.”

“And getting eaten isn’t?”

“Getting eaten is…indefinite,” Carol said, waving a hand. “I don’t know how long I’ll be inside of her. It could be years. Could be forever—I’ll take that chance. But Cindy says she might eventually let me out. Until then…I’ll be part of her.” She shivered.

Mindy blinked. “Are you scared?”

“Scared? No…well, maybe a little. But more than that, I’m excited!” Carol grinned nervously. “I mean, just look at her. Isn’t she gorgeous? Certainly more than I’ll ever be, in this body. But I’ll be part of that, part of her…which means in a way, I’ll get to be gorgeous too.”

“I’ve told you, I’ll make you gorgeous literally,” Cindy said, grinning. “I’ll reshape you in my head…and if I ever let you out again, you’ll look just like that. But thanks for the thought.”

“Either way…I’ll be part of her. I mean…haven’t you ever wanted to be part of something greater than yourself? To belong to something, or someone?”

“Well, yeah,” Mindy admitted. “But that’s why I joined a save-the-whales club. There’s a little difference between that and crawling down someone’s throat into their tummy.”

Carol smiled. “Maybe so, from your point of view. But this is what I want. And who I want it with. I did take the time to get to know her, to make sure we’d get along, since it’s not the kind of thing you want to be mistaken about. And the more time I spent with her, the more I was sure, the more I knew it was right. And now I’m looking forward to consummating it.” She smiled at Cindy. “Whenever you’re ready?”

“Do you want to go head first or feet first?” Cindy asked.

Carol considered. “Mmm…feet first, I think. I want to watch.” She rolled over onto her chest, and stuck her feet off the edge of the bed. Then she glanced over her shoulder to see what Cindy was doing.

“Well, all right then.” Cindy glanced at Mindy. “You okay with watching this, or you want to leave?”

“If she wants to be eaten, I guess the least I can do is watch it,” Mindy said.

“Very well.” Cindy glanced to Carol. “No second thoughts? Last chance to back out.”

Carol shook her head. “Do it quick before I change my mind!”

Cindy grinned. “Oh, don’t worry. I’d eat you even if you had changed your mind.”

“Oh, maybe I should have pretended?” Carol asked.

“It’s all right.” Cindy chuckled. “Besides, you may find you do change your mind when you’re halfway down.”

“But you wouldn’t let me out then, either, would you?” Carol smirked.

“Fraid not. Well, then, here goes!” Cindy knelt beside the bed, picked up Carol’s feet, then opened her muzzle and tucked them into her mouth. “Mmmm!” she said, running her tongue all over them.

“Hey! That tickles!” Carol squealed.

Cindy placed her hands on Carol’s thighs and tugged, moving forward to pull more of her legs in. Carol felt the wet warmth moving up to her knees, then a squeezing around her feet as they slid into Cindy’s throat. Her heart began to beat faster. “Ohhh…it’s really…you’re really doing it. This is really happening.” Then she squealed as another gulp tugged her in up to her waist, and Cindy started licking between her legs.

Mindy stared in amazement as Carol slowly slid into Cindy’s muzzle. How was it even possible for her to fit? They were both the same size! But something seemed to be shrinking the girl, or at least the part being eaten, as she slid into the fox’s mouth. Of course, the sliding had paused now while Cindy licked and licked, and Carol seemed too out of it to notice anything that was happening to her.

Then at last Cindy swallowed again, pulling Carol deeper, then leaned back, lifting the girl off the bed. Carol looked down as her waist and belly button slid in, and the kitsune’s canine teeth brushed against her breasts. “Oh…” She squirmed experimentally, but Cindy’s throat muscles held her tightly in place as she slid down, bulging out Cindy’s neck and upper chest. It was finally sinking in: this was really happening to her—she was stuck, and there was no way out now, except down and in. “Ohhh…” Her hands clutched ineffectually at the bedspread. “I’m…this is it. You’re really…I’m…ohhh…” She closed her eyes as Cindy’s tongue played over her breasts. 

After another couple of swallows, her head vanished into Cindy’s muzzle, leaving only her outstretched arms visible. Another swallow or two took care of those, and a moment later the last of the bulging in Cindy’s neck had moved down to her tummy.

Cindy grinned at Mindy, who was still staring at her. “What do you think? See yourself going that way someday, maybe?”

Mindy shuddered. “I…I don’t…” She shook her head. “It was kind of fascinating, I have to admit.”

“Come over and put your hand on my tummy,” Cindy invited. “Feel her moving around inside.”

Inside Cindy’s stomach, Carol put her hands out, feeling the slick stomach walls. She squirmed around, trying to get comfortable, and pressed experimentally on the tightly-clenched sphincter at the top. “I can’t believe it. I can’t believe you really did it.” She shivered. 

On the outside, Mindy placed a hand against Cindy’s belly and felt the movements there, under the layers of skin and fat and muscle—a knee, or maybe an elbow. Cindy opened her mouth wide, and Mindy heard Carol’s voice echoing up distantly, as if from a hole, “…believe you really did it.”

Cindy patted her chest. “Digesting is believing!” She smiled. “Thank you so much for what you’ve given me, Carol. I’ll take good care of you, I promise.”

Inside her, Carol looked up. “Is it…maybe too late for you to let me out again? I’m suddenly having a few second thoughts.”

Cindy laughed. “Afraid that’s not how it works. You’ve filled me up, and now it’s time for you to nourish me. Go to sleep now…when you wake up, you’ll be a part of me.”

Carol whimpered a little, then nodded. “All right. I…hope you’ll enjoy me.”

“I am, and I will.” Cindy’s stomach contracted, and with a gurgle began to fill with digestive fluids. Then, gradually, it began to shrink. Mindy put her ear against it and listened. Then she sat up as Cindy tossed her head and changed back to the redhead human form.

“So what do you think?” Cindy asked. “Could you see yourself doing that someday?”

“Ugh.” Mindy shook her head. “I…just don’t know.” She looked up at Cindy. “What I don’t get is, why don’t you just take me?”

Cindy smirked. “Is that a request?”

“No! It’s a question. I mean…obviously I’m in your power, and you like it when people resist you…”

Cindy smiled. “Well, you see, the thing is that I don’t promise most people that I won’t eat them. I gave you my word, and if I break it I lose a lot of my power. I’m kind of wishing I hadn’t now, but I did. So, honestly, you’re about the one person in the world that I can’t ‘just take’ right now.”

“Oh.” Mindy thought about that for a moment. “I guess that answers that.”

“So what do you want to do now?” Cindy asked.

“Well…I guess I’ve got some studying to do…” Mindy said.

“Then go and do it. That’s an order.” Cindy winked.

Mindy grinned. “Your wish is my command, mistress.” She saluted, then trotted out of the bedroom to find her books.

Cindy watched her go for a moment, idly reaching down to finger herself between her legs. “Of course, I only said I wouldn’t eat you,” she mused. “I never said I wouldn’t stick you somewhere else…”

TO BE CONTINUED, MAYBE

