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Pain-filled, red oozed down my green and brown fur. A limp body flops next to me. I don’t even flinch or cringe. Howls break out, broken with a yelp. Dirt flung everywhere under blood soaked paws. Hair raising growls break out from raw throats. Yowls and hisses are there to answer. Bodies fall to soak the dirt. Hiss, yowl, bark, howl, scrap, tear, spray, spew fill the world where ice fingers seep their way into my soul. 
My stomach writhes with complaints of boredom and need. My sensing paws rhythmically step on one of many Mother’s long, black scars. The fur-less like to call them “roads” or “streets” and manipulate soulless beasts to "drive" on them. It is the same scars that suspect helped them leave this marred piece of Mother about 3 moons ago. My innards do another flip as they moan to be put back to work. I haven’t had a feeding since moon’s rising with the fur-less's scraps, and the sun is going to reach zenith soon. I growl at myself for silence and peace. 
A hoot perks my ears. "Where is that silent assassin?" I think, looking in the direction it came from. A second hoot makes my head snap to find an owl-mocker. I once heard a fur-less call it a "mourning dove"... I never understood the name either. All I know is that these birds mean there is a food source nearby. 
It will be a bit of a walk to get there, but I'm too hungry to let that stop me. It's my last chance at surviving after all. Besides, I've had to run farther from my seeder. 
My paws now move with purpose as I flip around from my wandering, all these scars familiar to me, I buzz around this fabricated hell. The altered rock slightly burning my paws and the yellow, crisp grass stab me in my low-gravity padding. My only thought is that I don't step on the ball-shaped plants with stingers. The box-formed, tree corpses provide me with morbid shade. "This would have made me weep," I think, "If my kin and I had tears to weep." 
After hours of navigating my way through the labyrinth of murdered and poorly copied beauty, I finally found a piece of my glorious Mother. Her delicate, leafed hands reaching to Her Father's harsh, healing light, Her soft, delicate, green hair caressing my abused paws, the birds singing Her praise; it all eases my battle hardened muscles like I had just had the most relaxing cat-nap I've had in...too long. 
SNAP! My fur snaps straight up, and a yowl peals out from deep within my gut. 
"Whoa there, kit," came a voice from above, "No need to be so hasty." Her accent is that of my kin's. I cease my rage but don't move.
"Who goes there?" I ask tightly. A crimson and black stripped tabby saunters out from behind a tree onto a thick branch. 
"An Abyssinian, eh?" She must be an experienced street cat to know my bloodline. "So, are you going to be as gentle as your blood and features suggest?" she said almost mockingly, "Or will this end with red?" she threatened. I adopt an almost lazy sitting position. She hopped down like she had a touch of Siamese in her bloodline. Mirroring me, she sat across from me. "I'm called Ara, you are called?" Her formality shows she has lived in a "pack" for a while. 
I straighten to my full sitting height and simply reply, "Sezu."
"I'm sorry to say it is not safe to hunt here alone, Sezu," she said, her ears drooping slightly. One of mine droops further with a tilt. She explains, "There is a highly territorial wolf pack nearby that we have been fighting with since the fur-less left. If you would like to follow me to the den, I will explain," she offered beginning to turn away, "Perhaps you would like to join our quest," and walked away.
Ara explained to me that when the fur-less disappeared, the majority of the wanderers like me and all the house cats that could, came to the forest in hopes they could find a sustainable food source. The local wolf pack, Starlighters, began to pick off the weaker, more foolish loungers along with the hunger-weakened wanderers. Ara realized this when she had escaped the pack up a tree and heard them talking. She decided that she would begin to gather what was left of our kin and work together to gain some hunting grounds. 
"That is why you are being recruited."
"Recruited for the 'pack'?" 
"More than that," she said corrected, "We are planning to..." she looked around nervously, leaning in, she whispered, "To ambush Starlight."
My insides clenched and my hair stood on end. I have no idea how I keep walking. "Its possible to do that?" I ask, my voice sounding tight.
Ara sighed. "It is saddening to see that even our own kin doubt our power. Yes, it is more than possible now," she continued, "And with your added skill we shall be able to overcome them. Will you join us, Sezu?"
I paused for a long time, standing there thinking. It would be dangerous to fight Starlight directly, but it would be even more dangerous to try and find food alone and vulnerable to an attack. "Alright, I shall be your comrade, Ara."
"Oh," she sighed, "This is good," and with that, we continued onto the den. There I met felines of all shapes, sizes, personalities, and abilities. Most of them were wanders, like me, that survived the serial-killing wolves with a select few loungers that hadn't abandoned their youthful strength and agility yet, from having a fur-less that knew better than to let them go untrained. It was the closest family time most of us had had in a long time, up until this night. 
This is for something that humans like to call "vengeance." Unlike my comrades, I didn't have anything before the fur-less left. I had been alone since a similar bloody night. And tonight, I shall help my kin survive this. 

