Tree trundled down the garden path to his friend Cairbre's place, the sun was dipping in the sky as his hoof knocked on the old wooden door. The zebra Griffon lived far out in the middle of some forest or another. A quaint place only really reachable by air, or some magic means. He closed the gate behind him, raising a hoof to knock on the old wooden front door. Cair home was a stark contrast to most of civilized Pona with its neon lights and cyber tech oozing out of every aspect. Out here it was like stepping back in time. Cair just ran simple electric power, no grid. Reform by old school magic passed down through the generations from when his people still lived as tribes out in the rocky savanna.

“Come in.” Came the call.

It was a little less vibrant than Tree was expecting. His ears swiveled back, as he pressed through the door and into the hall. “Everything all right Cair?” He asked, giving a nod to shit filled glass recreation of Iris that formed the center of Cair trophy slash living room as he made his way past. He slumped down on the floor at the beside the cushion Cair was sitting on. He nuzzled his soft fury muzzle onto the griffon's lap. His big eyes looking up full at the crestfallen face of his friend.

“Oh not much.” His claw stroking between Tree's wing blades. He glanced over at the black legs that lay discarded on his countertop. “I have a little something.” He slid himself out from under Tree, moving to the icebox to fetch the remains of a full roasted mare. Skinned and the pan full of gravy. All four legs were missing, eyes and organs removed, only the bones and a few scraps remained, a few tasty bits of flesh cleaning to them in places the knife could not easily cut. Cair held the caucus just out of Tree reach, walking, a bit awkwardly on his hinds. He tried to smile, forcing down whatever had been on his mind.

Tree plopped his rump down, his tail wagging, eyes the size of saucepans. The soft surgery smell of cook pony tucking at his nose being a moist coat of drool of his slips.

Cair rolled his eyes. “Well, you are too cute to say no too. He placed pan watching as Tree tore into it. The stallion gnawing on the bones like a feral hound, holding them within his hooves and teeth worked to strip wash fresh they could.

It didn't take long for Tree to finish off what little was left of the caramel flavored caucus. The pan left with nothing more then mound of picked leaned bones. Hie belly full Tree slid is gravy soaked shin into Cair's lap once more, nuzzled his sheath with his soft velvety nose.

“Right now is not much of the right time” Cair sighed, “I think I will have to send you away. I hoped seeing you enjoy some food would get me in the mood, but still, my loins are as cold as a discarded corpse. There was a silence before Cair spoke again. “Can you be ancient Tree?” His eyes flashed to the ceiling his thoughts still with Candy, a friend he'd shit just a few days prior. He felt bad, leaving her to be forgotten. No afterlife, no reform. Just her in a box, trapped as shit till time wore her down to nothing. It had been what she wanted, and he and enjoyed it more than most, so the reason why escaped him like a puff of smoke vanishing into the night sky from a campfire.

“Sure,” Tree's horn flash a light pink, the gravy slitting seamlessly slitting from his fur into his maw.

No longer playing a pet Tree pull a cushion up next to Ciar, sitting down and resting his forehoof on The griffon's thigh. “So what's on your mind.”

It always amazed him, seeing Tree like this. He could feel the hair on the back of his neck stand on end with each word the alicon spoke like something ascent and long forgotten was waking up from its deep slumber. “I... I would like to know why ponies do it. Why do mares and stallions come to me to die? They will still be shit when I am dust after this world is swallowed by time itself.”

Tree's eyes flicked mischievously.

“Time is a slow digester, my friend, it is the very definition of waiting.”

Tree nodded, burping up the lingering taste of Fuzz flesh. “It's hard to tell why they would do permanent fatal. I think it might be best just to just show you.” He smiled. “Time does not mind speeding things up a little.” He patted his gut. “It can always coxed with a good meal.”

Cair could feel his own cock tremble at the idea. Despite himself, he felt an odd scene of intrigue at the idea of knowing what his prey felt. The dark light inside him pulsed, fear and arousal spiraling into a comic singularity within him. It thrilled him, froze him, it was rush he felt each time he permanently took the life of one of his permanent prey. The thought of being frozen, trapped forever as an art piece to be admired, displayed for those too look at, being lost... Maybe to be found one day by some archaeologist. A little cum drizzled from his tip. It was something he wanted, but could never come to terms with himself to ask for. It just seemed like such a waste, a forever of nothing, there was still so much he wanted to do, to learn. He gulped, Fuzz had told him of her time out in the wasteland, bleached and eaten, consumed by the earth and sky. His lip trembled. The stallion minty breath tugging at his nose. Past though jaws he would be transformed reborn. “But how will this work?”

“I'll come to get out you at the end. Like I did with Fuzz, once Time had had his fun digesting her.”

Cair sighed, his fear confirmed. “It's not really right with me... You coming to get me, that no the play I do. My food fades, held and forgotten, forever. No one ever lets them move on.”

“No one on this layer sure, but I assure you, they are not forgotten. Well, your meals aren't anyways. Some are, but that's the way of the world, sometimes things are lost in the mail, maybe we can go hunting for some sometime. It'd be fun.” He smacked his chops, “Tasty too, well aged and brimming with graduated.”

“Playing the foal Tree? You can't eat someone that has already been eaten unless you want a mouth full of shit.”

“Sure you can, the grid does it. Chows you down, and digests away damage, and shits you out with your old new body.” He drew his hooves apart as he spoke, his mouth making a popping noise as if he was gazing off into some unknown cosmic force.

“So... All the ponies that are held in my home... One day they will be pulled into the afterlife?” The thought seemed wrong, something about what Tree was saying didn't really click with him.

“Not really,” Tree raised an eyebrow, his lip pulling up into a sly grin. “We are all many parts. Only some move on, well others will remain. Death his death, they are never coming back. At the end, let's say, that only their black box will be recovered. The core that powers them, the rest will be lost. Eaten by this world in the form of you.”

His tail twitched, that hit a sweet spot that made his loins flicker with a spark of heat. “So we give ourselves to Pona? Become part of her, then she gives back what she needs not to the spirit realms?”

Tree nodded, “Ya, the permanent death you do is one way of being absorbed by the world itself. That is why your ancestors learn the magic they passed down. Fun times.”

Cair rolled his eyes. “Just as long as we're not related.”

“You want to get back into Cair acter?” Tree sicked, calling out is own terrible pun. “Give you the authentic experience.”

After a long pause. “This is not my time.” He sighed, the weight of not knowing what it was like, or what my prey feel is too heavy for me to hold till that day comes.” He held out his claws like he was offering to get cuffed, “Smooth is what I need. So do what you do, and just pass me right through.”

“Are you forgetting something?” Tree asked.

“Oh...” Cair slunk off to a little wooden chest just inside the living room. Taking a last farewell look at Iris.“I guess I will be joining you.” He ran his claw down the glass sculptures back be returning to Tree. The potion was smooth, a warm taste that clung to his tongue, meeting in his maw as it felt it spill into his stomach. “Right, let's do this.”

“See you at the end of all things.” Tree snicked. His lips closed around the griffon's out scratched talons. His lips formed a seal letting him slump of the forelegs like a tall glass of water. He placed his hoof on top of Cair's head, pressing it in line with his arms. Nibble my nibble she drew more and more of Cair past his Pearly gates. The griffon mohawk little his pallet. As the large lump, his prey made chucked down into his waiting food possessor. The chest was next, nice and tone.

A smile tugged at his lips as his tongue found the dripping tip of Cair's bright red cock. Despite his request, the zebra griffon seemed to be painting back his arousal. Well, too bad for him. Tree's warm wet mouth noodle curled around the cock like a constricting snake. His prey shutting slightly as the touch sent a shiver through Cair's body. “Don't feel bad if you want to jack off once you inside me. I do love a lewd meal.”

A soft muffled snort emanated from deep within his gut. Cair clearly was going to take him up on his offer, as he would be dick-less for the foreseeable future. Tree moved on to the balls, nice round, and musky. A little reach before he tilted his head back, letting the legs and tail of his prey slide smooth down into his gut. He sucked the end of Cair floofy tail between his lips with a small pop. Breathing out a long satisfied sigh as he felt his belly grumble with his large meal. “Enjoy your trip Cair, I'll see you on the other side.

With that Tree rolled onto his back, letting his half erect cock fall out to one side, his belly falling over to one side, resting half on the floor as it giggles and churned. Cair was having fun, the wet rhythmic smacking as his pump his meat for the time. Soon he would churn away, but for now, a last bit of amusement. His horn sparked a soft pink, an aura forming around his own cock. With a flicking, his shaft came to life worked in time with Ciar. “Mmm.” He could feel the griffon slipping away, melting down, as his cock spritzed Tree tummy with his sweet seed. He held back, slow-burning his fun till his gut was nice and soft.

A few hours later Tree got back to his hooves, his mast pump, having been tenderly massage for intervening time. “Mmm, right Cair, time to have you join your friends. He made his way out back, smiling at the statue of himself sitting out in the backyard. He passed it by as he made gather the glass he'd need to work his magic. Cair had a whole workshop his work done with painstaking care. The molds he took weeks or sometimes even months to make. Tree remember watching the progress of his own sculpt. It took longer than most but turned out really nice. With raw materials floating in toe he made his way back to the living room. “Enjoy the show.” He smirked, looking around at all those gathered. Cair had quite a collection of over thirty at least. All held there. It was an impressive collection.

Tree lifted his tail. Cairbre ripe and really to pass on A brown log crested from between his cheeks, the rolling tied so smooth apples platting one by one to the oak floor. “Aaa.” He moved a hoof to his cock, teasing its flare as more flowed out, he had let Cairbre stew for a bit, working him till he was mostly just brown but batter. Only a little matted mane, some stray bones, and flecks of black and white fur could be seen fall form poop pusher. He was sure a little of Fuzz would have been mixed it, but the magic would only bind Cair. He'd not have to worry about being out a booty call on his one.

He lowered his tail. “Mmmm, perfect nice to see again you Cair.” Normally he cum over the shit, let his seed mark his toy, but Cairbre had wanted to keep it play free. His cock would just have to wait for Fuzz to reform before he could really get all his pent up feelings worked out. Now for the fun part. An image of Cair materializes in his mind's eye. A nice soft pose of the griffon, his cheeks flush. It was the way he looked when he first asked to top Tree. Ever thought it was nuts for asking. He chuckled. The glass flowing like clear water to match the form in his mind the shit encased within it. Held like ashes in a funeral urn.

His work done, he stood back to admire it. Iris and Cairbre, one looking regal, the other bashful. All that was left was to go meet Fuzz back at her place. He needed to pay her back for the play they done the other night. Things had ended a bit shitty for him, and it was time he turned his week around.

A few hours later Cair and Tree returned. “See?” Tree remarked, “you look good.”

Cairbre's eyes grew wide. “I am in here.” He drew slowly near, like a cat investing a cucumber. “It was like being held, valued... Like my life was completed. I was not me, what I was no longer matted... I... I...” He gulped. “It was like being a pet... That is the closest I can think of, but it was so much more than that. It felt like I was a part of Pona... A tiny little speck. I never knew this is what Fuzz went through. I thought it was just like some kind of afterglow... But it is so much more.” He placed a claw on his own sculpture. “I think I get it... The submission, the loss of body and self, becoming part of the material continuum that is Pona, that is all things. Everything I own is part of her, and I am her as well, I own her, and she owns me.” His eyes narrowed, “That how you and Fuzz do it.... you... you cocky fuck.” He chuckled. “I will learn that form you soon, but now, I think there is still some Fuzz left in the icebox. A prime cut of flank for a sandwich I planned on making. You want to pick up where we left off?”

“Awwooo, I sure do.” Tree wiggled his rump.

“Good boy. Now let's take you for a walkies. Then maybe after I can let you have some of that flank steak.”

