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“Nooooooooooooo!” Kain sat up in bed with a great start, he was breathing hard.  He immediately let his face fall into his paws.  His shoulders shuddered, his ears pressed against his skull, his tail hid between his legs.  “Oh, god, why did we do that? I, can’t believe I did it!” he shakes his head frantically, images of his dream filling his head, images, from Grey’s point of view, of what happened just a couple days ago.  He sobs softly, and curls up in bed, hugging himself, and bringing up his legs into a fetal position.  “I, am a murderer! I killed him, and mentally tortured him before I did it!” he sobs again, his shoulders shaking once more.

The clock next to him, digital, reads 1:00a.m., Kain does not sleep again for that night.  He stays in bed, remembering, alone.
Kain, to put it simply, looked like the walking dead the next day.  His fur was not combed or brushed, his long hair was matted and wild, his eyes looked bloodshot, his shoulders sagged from depression, and he shuffled more then he walked.  Needless to say, he got many strange looks as he shuffled through the grocery store, looking for food items to fill up his house, which is completely devoid of food.  He sighed as he slowly picked up a couple cans of soup, and carelessly dropped them in the basket, not even noticing when one missed and cracked open on the floor, oozing soup broth all over the tile.  He just kept on shuffling, leaving a trail of dropped food in his wake, as he did his shopping on something resembling auto-pilot.  He sighed once again, and shook his head, wondering what got into him a couple nights ago, why he did what he did.  Not only did he kill Grey, but, his best friend Saar killed Grey’s friend Tomarg, a completely innocent furson!  Kain winced at that horrible thought, knowing there is nothing that can be done for either Grey or Tomarg now, what’s done, is done.

As Kain reached up to grab a box of Macaroni and Cheese, something caught his gaze out of the corner of his eye.  He glanced over, and, no, it couldn’t be! He blinked, and the shadow disappeared.  He blinked again, and shook his head, then turned back to the Macaroni and Cheese, grabbing four boxes.

Kain walked down the chip aisle, grabbing seemingly random bags from the shelves, but they are all chips that he likes, he just didn’t know he was even grabbing them.  He was so out of it, that when he stepped on a small fur’s dropped toy and squished it under his foot, he didn’t even hear its despairing cries.  He kept shuffling along, and, once again something caught his eye.  He looked over, and it disappeared again, before he can see what it is clearly.  He frowned, starting to feel disturbed now, but shaking it off and continuing his shopping.
Finally, Kain walked towards the exit carrying his three plastic grocery bags full of his haul.  Behind him, several young furs employed at the store can be seen cleaning up his trail of dropped food, but he didn’t notice them at all.  As he stepped outside, he froze, dead in his tracks.  He stared, his mouth slowly falling open in shock.  The sight lasts only a couple seconds, but the shadow is definitely recognizable now, the shadow that has been plaguing him all day.  The shadow, was, Grey!

Not even an hour later, Kain sat at his table, his elbows on the table and his face in his paws.  “Oh no, I must be going crazy, I see him everywhere, but he’s dead! He died in my belly!” he sobbed, that thought did not comfort him at all, knowing that his gut was the scene of a crime, and the gut of his friend as well….

He raises his head, speaking of his friend, how was Saar taking all of this? Kain slowly got up, and moved to the phone, and hesitated.  Saar had always been the most kind and gentle person that Kain had ever known, or ever known to even exist.  He remembered the time that Saar found a small injured rabbit in the woods, a rabbit that he would probably have normally eaten.  A non-sentient rabbit of course.  But, instead, Saar took the rabbit home, to his small apartment where he lived alone, and nursed it back to health, telling Kain that he could not, under any circumstances, eat the rabbit.  Kain had thought that Saar was just healing the rabbit to eat it later, so he was quite surprised when he went with Saar, and let the rabbit go into the woods where he was found, its leg perfectly healthy again.  Kain closed his eyes, he wondered why Saar did what he did, but knew that if anything, Saar must feel even worse about it then he did…
Kain picked up the phone, and slowly dialed Saar’s number.  After five rings, the phone picked up, and the most depressed voice that Kain had ever heard answers it, it definitely did not sound like Saar, but it had to be, he still lived alone.  “Hello?”
“Saar? It’s Kain.”

After a few moments, Saar finally answered, “Oh, hi Kain, how are you?”

Kain sighed softly, closing his eyes gently, “Not well, I feel terrible about what we did, just terrible.”

He heard Saar sigh as well, “I know, me too.  But, the worst part is, I ate Tomarg, just for fun! I enjoyed it! He was innocent! You have a small excuse, Grey was a creep.  But, I have none!”  Saar started sobbing pitifully, the dry sobs of someone that has been crying so much in a short while, that they have no more tears to shed.

Kain was taken aback, Saar had always been strong, and he had never seen, or heard, him cry before.  He closed his eyes; this must be very hard for Saar, to know what he had done to an innocent furson.  He sighed long and slow, “Saar, I think we should see each other, talk about this.”
Between sobs, Saar agreed, “I think that would be good Kain, please do come soon.  Oh, and could you get me some pastries? I am out.”  And with that, Saar hung up.

Kain looked at his phone, he knew very well that pastries were Saar’s version of a pick me-up; he ate them mostly when he’s sad or upset.  But, he kept a good supply around his house usually, so he must have been quite upset indeed!  Kain sighed softly, and hung up his phone, turned to the door, and opened it, to head back to the grocery store, and get a couple dozen pastries.

Kain hesitantly knocked on Saar’s door, not really expecting him to answer, at least not right away.  But, Saar surprised him and swung the door open after the first pound, and before Kain can even blink, he opened one of the boxes Kain held, and started eating a donut.
Kain stared at Saar; he looked, like he just lost his life long love three times over.  His eyes were bloodshot and sunken, his nose ran softly, the fur on his body looked as if he’d been pulling at it or something; even his tail looked depressed and beat up.  It hung limply behind Saar, dragging on the ground, and looking like it was twisted around very very hard a couple times.  Kain immediately wondered if it was broken, but worried about Saar’s mental state for now.  “Um, hey Saar”

Saar nodded slowly, “Hello, come in?”

Kain hesitantly stepped inside, wondering if he was about to see Saar start running head first into the wall.  But, all Saar did was gently close the door, and move over to collapse on the sofa.  He sagged; looking like the weight of the world was on his shoulders, and then some.
Kain sighed, and sat next to him, wrapping his arm around Saar’s shoulder and hugging him softly.  “I am so sorry, this is all my fault, I should never have done this to you or Grey.”

Saar shook his head, “No, it was my idea, I suggested it, you know it’s my fault.”

As they started discussing what happened, and why, a single, solitary form stands in the darkness of the shadows. At first glance its shape suggests wolf. A pair of deep heavy set eyes shines from the darkness, never moving from the home of his enemies. He has come with a purpose, a purpose that must become action. He has prepared himself for this. Nothing will stop his vengence, not even his heart. The dragon pendent around the figures neck shines brightly scattering the shadows. At once his form grows, soon reaching 12 feet. An evil smile crosses his face, a smile filled with predatory teeth that shine in the moon light
As Kain neared the end of his sentence, some two hours later, there was a heavy thudding at the door.  Both Kain and Saar looked towards it, and frowned softly, wondering who could be interrupting them now.  Saar got up, and moved dutifully to the door, not wanting to ignore a caller, even for something as important as this.  As he opened the door, a large arm burst through and forced the door the rest of the way open.  

Saar stumbled back, staring in shock and alarm, as a twelve foot tall Blak wolf leaned down, and squeezed slowly through Saar’s entryway, and into his home.  It looked at Saar, and grinned evilly, “Well now, it seems the roles have changed, wouldn’t you say?”

Saar’s eyes grew wide in shock, and not far away, so did Kain's.
Saar stuttered in shock, “G-G-G-Grey! But, you’re dead!”

Grey grinned evilly, and held up his dragon pendant, “Oh no I am not, not with this baby! Oh, and as you might have guessed, it also lets me change forms!” He posed, showing off his muscular, Blak furry body, “Say hello to Blak!” he grinned evilly at them, “I would introduce you to Whyte, but you won’t live long enough!” He snickered, and roughly snatched up Saar.  “Hmmmm, methinks I will do to you what you did to me and my absolute best friend in the world! He was such a kind and gentle soul! He never hurt a fly!” he glared, “But you ate him! You ATE HIM!” Before Saar could say one word, Blak stuffed him into his maw, fitting the entire fur into his muzzle with some working, and closed his jaws around him.  He turned to Kain, and smiled evilly, starting to swish his load around, tasting the wonderful flavors in Saar’s fur.

Kain stared in horror, “No! Please! Don’t eat him! He doesn’t deserve it!”

Blak glared hatefully at Kain, his mouth too full to talk, he growls around Saar, and swallowed mightily, making a bulge enter his gullet, a bulge in the shape of Saar’s upper body.  Saar looks terrified and like he was struggling to get out alive, the impression of Saar on Blak’s flesh was amazingly detailed, much to Kain’s horror.

Blak growled again, and swallowed once again, sending down Saar so that only his stomach and lower chest were showing in his gullet, looking very fit and trim, even within Blak’s flesh.  Blak swallowed once more, and sent the bulge down his throat, to his stomach, forcing it to balloon out as the large meal slid in, filling it with about two or three hundred pounds of meat and bone.

Blak glared at Kain, and finally responded to his plea, “Like Tomarg deserved it? He was a wonderful furson, and your friend killed him!” he walked closer to Kain, and grabbed the back of his head, and pulled him closer to himself, like Kain was a rag doll.  He shoved Kain’s ear against his stomach, “Listen, isn’t that such a delightful sound? This is what I heard when your friend ate Tomarg, like the prick he is!”

Kain heard Saar scream within Blak, and the beginnings of loud gurgles, as Blak’s stomach started to work on his friend.  He closed his eyes, and started crying silently, feeling so sorry for his friend, but knowing that he would be in there soon enough, and that they would share in Tomarg’s fate.  “Blak, please, let him go…”
“NO! He doesn’t deserve to be let go! He deserves to experience what he did to Tomarg, in full!”
Kain sobbed a little, feeling horrible once again, but he knew that he, and even Saar, deserve this for what they had done, to Tomarg.  He was an innocent, he didn’t deserve it.

Blak growled at him, “Now then, it’s time for you to share your friend’s fate, and nourish me!”
Kain could only stare up at him, not saying a word, knowing that nothing he could say would make a difference, and that he does deserve this fate, just as Saar, regrettably, did.  Kain stared onwards, as Blak slowly opened his jaws, and stared within as Blak moved him up in front of it, and paused, to let Kain see his fate.
Kain stared into Blak’s open jaws, stared at the large, white, and deadly looking fangs lining the edges of it, his red tongue lying on the floor of his mouth, pulsing softly and twitching, never satisfied with sitting still.  As well as, of course, his red gullet, it looked like it could easily take Kain into it, and it gently enlarged and shrank as Blak  breathed, making it look quite greedy and anxious for it’s next live victim, next live guest.  Blak sighed around Kain, letting him smell the stench of his breath, the smell of a predator’s deadly gut.  It smells of decaying flesh, and of death.  Then, Blak eased Kain into his maw, rising up his tongue to support his meal as he shoved it fully into his maw.  Kain sat on his tongue, and curled up into a ball as the jaws closed around him, not wanting to have anything taken off by those sharp fangs.  Finally, Kain was sealed in hot, humid darkness.  All around him, he could hear the sounds of Blak breathing, and he felt the rough texture of the tongue rub at his fur, tasting him, savoring his wolfish flavor for a few moments.

Kain heard Blak sigh a moment, and hoped against hope for just a moment, that Blak had decided to let him and Saar go.  But, he just felt the large and powerful tongue rise up beneath him, and gently slide him towards the pulsing and waiting gullet.  Kain felt the crown of his head enter between the tonsils, and smack against the powerful flesh in the back of Blak’s gullet.  Almost instantly, the gullet gripped his head, and started pulling him downwards, pulling inexorably, pulling with predatory desire, pulling, with a vengeance.

Blak sighed once again around his meal, and swallowed again, he could feel Kain enter his gullet up to his stomach, starting to make it easier now that most of his mass was already in his throat.  He swallowed once more, and felt the large bulge that is Kain slide into his throat fully, and started making the steady journey down to his belly, to join Saar, who had already been down there for all of five minutes.  He held his chest, as he felt Kain enter his torso, then moved his paw down to his stomach, and held it softly, as he felt the form of his meal slide home at last, and drop in, sealed to its fate, as Tomarg once was, not that long ago….  Blak closed his eyes; he has had his vengeance, but feels no pleasure or happiness about it, only sadness, that his best friend Tomarg was no longer here with him.  He did nothing; he was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.  Blak sits down softly, and remembers, all the times he had with Tomarg, and all the times they will never have again, and a solitary tear slid down his face, as he rubbed his stomach, and felt his meal sit there, squirming only a little.
Kain slid in, and immediately felt himself get pushed against Saar.  He grabbed for him, and hugged him tightly, he rubbed his back, and sobbed a little as he felt the fur, what little is left; fall out in his paws, like his friend was balding at an incredible rate.  “Oh Saar, I am so sorry, you shouldn’t be in here…”
He felt Saar shake his head, “No Kain, I do deserve to be in here, just as you do.  I am not any better then you, or Blak, I deserve this fate, I just hope that, it’s not that painful, for you, or me.”

Kain sighed softly, and laid his head against Saar’s softening shoulder, starting to feel the terrible burn on his flesh now, as Blak worked on him as well, and started to see just in how much pain Saar must be in, and how much pain he would feel as well.  He nuzzled him softly, and smiled gently, “This isn’t just like what we did, we aren’t alone, we are together, Saar, we are together.”
Kain felt Saar hug him tightly, “Yes, we are Kain, we are indeed, together, both now, and forever more, within Blak, all four of us, me, you, Blak, and Tomarg, will soon be one.”

Blak sat there for the next several hours, holding his stomach, his meals having long since stopped moving.  He sighed softly, and rubbed it softly, he wished, that this could all have been undone, that no one met their fates like this, much less everyone.  He closed his eyes, and started letting his mind wander, trying not to think of how many have suffered now, because of vengeance.  A single thought entered his mind, “Revenge is not sweet, it is bitter-sweet.”
