Chapter 3

Eric was still throwing punches, none of which were doing anything but make him look silly. “You don’t scare me Wolf, I’ve killed bigger things that you.” The Wolf chuckled, “Now I doubt that, I am the biggest thing in the forest.” Then he once again opened his mouth and dropped Eric in. Ron watched with horror as his baby brother went into the mouth of the Wolf. As soon as Eric hit the wet tongue, the wolf closed his mouth around him. Eric was so small that it didn’t seem like he was in the Wolf’s mouth. Eric banged his fists against the tongue and teeth but it did nothing. Ron could hear him yelling and so could Seth. The Wolf tilted his head back and gulped slowly and noisily. Eric had slipped in a collected pool of saliva and sloshed down the wolf’s throat. A small bulge appeared and Ron saw it travel down the Wolf’s neck and disappear within his chest. Then his already swollen belly grew larger as it made room for it’s new occupant. It bounced and gurgled and the Wolf let out a very satisfied moan. His patted his belly and shook it. 

Seth had heard everything that was going on and was horrorstricken by the Wolf’s plan. As Eric was swallowed, the stomach walls contracted and Seth got squeezed like a huge bear hug. Then a slosh of saliva rained down on him and a second after, Eric fell on top of him amid a few squishy sounds. Seth fell against the front stomach wall and felt it stretch more. Then he felt the Wolf’s paw against his back as the patting sound boomed throughout the stomach. The Wolf’s stomach was just large enough for Eric to stand up, but Seth had to sit. Eric sneezed and looked around with wide but angry eyes. “So this is what a Wolf’s belly looks like on the inside.” He said. Seth had to laugh and gave Eric a hug. “Are you okay? Did he bite you?” Seth asked. Eric shook his head, “No, he just swallowed me like a meatball and here I am. That Wolf is a real jerk, he’s torturing Ron.” Seth shook his head and looked down. “I can only imagine, but there is nothing we can do from in here.”

The Wolf belched again and the house rumbled, inside his belly, Seth and Eric wiggled and fell over. Patting his stomach one more time, he licked his lips and looked at Ron who just stared back with fear and hatred. “Well that’s two; four to go, then I eat you.” The wolf said in a teasing poetic voice. Then he stalked off into the kitchen and smelled the air. He could smell the three fawns that were hiding there. It was Trevor, Milo and Crete. 

