     Kate sighed to herself as she stood at the front door. It was now or never. She had promised Beth she could count on her. She had to do this. But as she stood on the threshold, Kate couldn't help but feel she was on death row. If she walked through that door, she knew she would be lucky to survive the night.

     Beth's dog Toby had been fine with her at first. The doberman acted just like any normal dog, and Kate and her best friend had enjoyed his company. But as Kate spent more and more time around Toby, he began acting stranger. First, he started licking Kate with an increasing frequency. She thought he was becoming more affectionate towards her, but soon she noticed him follow her wherever she went. Any time she was at Beth's house, Toby would be right there beside her. Again, it hadn't seemed alarming at first, but then he started trying to sneak up on her. He wouldn't just follow her, he appeared to be testing how close he could get to Kate without her noticing. That was when Kate started getting unnerved, not helped when Toby's licking turned into full mouthing.

     Then things took a turn for the worst. Kate had laid down to take a nap on Beth's couch...

     ...and woke up with her head in Toby's mouth.

     Kate had tried to struggle, but Toby was simply too strong. In a matter of heart-pounding moments, Kate had been swallowed up to her waist. If Beth hadn't come in at that moment, Kate had no doubt that Toby would have finished the job.

     Despite the fact that her dog had almost eaten her best friend alive, Beth assured Kate that it wouldn't happen again. Kate had been wary, but for a time, it seemed Toby had given up. For a time. Then the stalking and the mouthing had started again. Now, Kate was flat-out terrified. For whatever reason, Toby saw her as prey. He had nearly eaten her once before, and she was convinced he wanted to try again.

     Then Beth decided to go out of town. And who should she pick to take care of Toby while she was gone than Kate.

     She had pleaded with Beth to pick someone else. Beth had told her she would be fine. “He's changed,” she said, “he really has. You just need to give him a chance. I think this is what you both need. Please. I trust him to leave you alone... and I trust you to take care of him.”

    Kate had agreed, then. She must have been out of her mind. It was clear Toby hadn't changed. If anything, he seemed to be testing his limits – and Kate's. And now, with Beth gone, there would be no one around to help if he tried to eat her again.

     Kate sighed again and reached for the doorknob. She couldn't back out now. Even if he was trying to  eat her, Toby couldn't take care of himself. If she left, she didn't know how long he'd make it. Toby may have been intent on killing her, but she couldn't leave him.

    As Kate opened the door, she saw Toby sitting in the hall, waiting for her. Her heart skipped a beat as Toby licked his lips. He knew. Somehow, he knew he would be alone with her for two weeks. Kate prayed she was making the right decision.

    Kate had made it this far. It hadn't been easy, but she had survived. She managed to make it into the bedroom and close the door, staying out of Toby's reach while surfing the web on her laptop. As long as she was in the house, she was still taking care of him, right? Of course, Toby had gotten in the first few times she had tried to barricade herself in, nearly giving her a heart attack when she noticed him. She almost wished she had one. At least that way she wouldn't have to be eaten again.

     Now, though, came the true test. Feeding time.

     Kate slowly opened the bedroom door, scanning the hallway carefully for any signs of the doberman. As she suspected, he was waiting right outside. Kate mustered her courage and forced herself out the door. Toby padded up to her and began sniffing her, breathing in her scent. He must have thought she smelled appetizing, as he began gently gnawing on her leg again.

     “No, Toby!” Kate reprimanded. Toby looked up at her curiously for a second before returning to her leg. Kate tried to push his muzzle away, only for him to switch targets to her hand. Kate shuddered as he took her hand into his mouth and swallowed. Almost before she realized what was happening, he had swallowed her arm up to the elbow.

    “No!” she shouted again, trying to wrestle her arm free. As before, it was useless. Toby only reacted by swallowing more, gulping her arm down to the shoulder. The dog was so strong he brought Kate to her knees. It was happening again. He was trying to eat her again! Kate cried openly, Toby staring her dead in the eyes. She saw only a predatory glint in his brown eyes. Beth had been wrong. He hadn't changed. He wouldn't ever change.

     “Toby, please,” Kate wept. “Please, let me go.” The look in Toby's eyes didn't change, nor did his grip on her arm. She closed her own eyes, not able to stand looking at Toby any longer. Then, unbelievably, she felt him let go.

     Kate opened her eyes again, unsure what to make of the situation. Was she dreaming? Was she dead? Kate examined her arm as if to make sure it was really there, before looking back at Toby, panting and wagging his tail.

     Kate grinned. Maybe he really had changed. Maybe she'd make it out after all. Shaking the saliva and digestive juices from her arm, Kate walked downstairs to fix Toby's dinner, thankful that that didn't mean herself.

     Toby stood at the bedroom door, his tail wagging with barely restrained glee. It was now or never. He had to do this. Finally, after months of waiting, he would have his meal.

     He had known since the moment he saw her that she would be a meal worth waiting for, but he had never thought it would end like this. Now, as his keen ears listened to the slow, rhythmic breathing that told him his prey was asleep, he prepared himself for the kill. Nothing would stop him now.

     The fake-out had been a stroke of genius. Sure, his prey might of let her guard down if she just thought he was going to sit outside her door and do nothing. But if he started eating her, only to let her go? Now, he knew she didn't consider him a threat any longer. She was convinced he had finally learned to leave him alone. She was dead wrong.

     The prey was so convinced of his docility she hadn't even stayed to watch him eat his dinner. He didn't, of course. He needed to save room for the true meal.

     Silently, with practiced precision, Toby leapt up and grabbed the doorknob in his mouth. Careful not to alert his prey to his presence, he turned the knob and slowly pushed the door open. He sniffed, taking in the delectable aroma that filled the room. It was every bit as delightful as the first time he smelled it. It was the very first thing he noticed about her, finer than any food he had ever smelled before or since. And every time he tasted her, he was reminded that what was coming was worth all the sacrifices he had had to make.

     Noiselessly, Toby strode over to where his prey slept, blissfully unaware of what was to come. It reminded him of the time before, when he was sure his dream would finally be fulfilled. He was overcome with joy as he devoured his meal, before the alpha came in. She had made him let the prey go. At first, Toby had thought she wanted some of the prey herself. But no, the alpha made him release his meal and did not partake. He had never understood why. But now, it didn't matter. The alpha wasn't here. Now, he could eat. Now, nothing would stop him.

     Kate was stirred from her sleep as she noticed something warm enveloping her head. It was pleasant at first. Then she remembered where she had felt it before. Kate's eyes shot open just in time to see Toby's upper jaw working its way down her face.

     “Toby, no! Let me – mmph! Mmmrgh!” Kate managed to say before her protests were cut off as her mouth was taken into Toby's. This couldn't be happening. She was having a nightmare. Toby wasn't eating her again!

     The room filled with Kate's mumbled cries as she tried to pry Toby's jaws open. Her struggles grew more difficult as he engulfed her shoulders, pinning her arms to her sides. Soon, she was only able to flail helplessly as he reached her waist. Satisfied he had his prey completely under his control, Toby pulled the half-swallowed human off the bed to the ground, her legs kicking desperately. Undeterred by the prey's struggles, Toby swallowed again and began working his way down the hips.

     “Mmmph! Mmmmragh!” Kate gasped as her head and mouth were finally freed from the canine's powerful throat muscles. She gagged as she inhaled the foul fumes inside Toby's stomach. Looking up (or down) she saw, for the second time in her shortening life, the bubbling acid that awaited her. “No! Toby, stop! Stop!” she shouted futilely as her head was forced into the stinking liquid. She squirmed as she felt the acid flow into her mouth, burning her own throat.

     Toby inclined his head, letting gravity help him finish swallowing Kate. As her feet slipped down his throat, he flexed his jaws, working them back into their natural place. Exhausted from his efforts, Toby leapt back onto the bed, turned in place a few times, and laid down. The sheets where his prey lay a few minutes before were still warm, and Toby quickly fell asleep, content to let his stomach finish its work on his prey.

     Kate coughed and sputtered, spitting out as much of the acid as she could as she rose back to the surface. Looking down, she saw her legs had come out of Toby's throat as well. It was finished, then. She had been completely swallowed.

     “Toby!” Kate shouted, pressing against the pink flesh of his stomach walls. “Toby, let me out! You can't do this! I'm a human being, you damn dog! You can't eat me!” When Toby didn't respond, she sank down, defeated. “You can't eat me,” she repeated, crying to herself. “I'm a human being. I have a life. I have a family. I had dreams. I can't die in here.” She coughed. The air was getting thinner. “I can't die. Please, let me go.” Kate's eyes were feeling heavier. “Please...”

     Toby's eyes cracked open as morning light reached them. Yawning, he rose to his feet, his stomach swaying slightly. Toby wagged his tail as he glanced at his new girth. It had been a wonderful night. Perking up his ears, Toby listened for any muffled cries or the pounding of a human heart within his body, satisfied when he heard nothing.

     He sighed softly. The meal had been everything he had ever dreamed of, but now that it was over, what did he have to look forward to? For as long as he could remember, he had been focused only on hunting the prey, consuming the prey. Now what?

     A scent tickled Toby's sensitive nostrils. He breathed deep, and his mouth watered. It was another, heavenly scent. It was new, but somewhat familiar. Sniffing again, Toby tried to rack his brain to remember where he had smelled it before. Then it hit him. It was the alpha.

     Toby shook his head wistfully. How had he missed it before? Had he really been so focused on the previous prey that he hadn't realized how delicious his own alpha smelled? He supposed it was possible. You get so focused on one thing, you forget about everything else. It was worth a shot, he supposed. The big meal of the previous night would keep him satisfied for the two weeks it took for his alpha to get back, then he'd start planning how to eat her. It would be easier now. Now that one prey had been taken care of, his alpha – no, his prey would be all alone.

     Toby leapt of the bed, his stomach swishing from side to side as he did so. He must have stirred something up, as he felt a familiar taste rising up to his mouth. Toby belched loudly, smiling afterwards. Even with as delicious as his new prey smelled, he knew that it wouldn't even come close to his first.

