When the Wolf felt Dean stop struggling, he slowed the swallowing process. He wanted to make it last as long as possible, both to tease his prey, but also to savor the taste. The Wolf placed one paw on his throat to feel Dean as he went through. The other paw pushed the knife under the couch nonchalantly. In ten minutes, the Wolf swallowed the rest of Dean, who made a nice bulge in the Wolf’s gullet. It travelled slowly, but soon slipped into the Wolf’s large stomach. The Wolf burped and peacefully rubbed all over his swelled gut. “Ahhhh, that was good. He was good”, the Wolf said. He stretched and relaxed on the floor for a few minutes and then slowly sat up. “I have only one left, and that would be you, morsel!” The Wolf turned to look at Ron, but Ron was not there. The Wolf clambered to his feet. “What!? Where are you? HOW DARE YOU!” the Wolf bellowed.

The roar of anger quavered his belly. Inside, the five brothers who occupied it (even though it should have been six) were just talking, hoping that they would survive this ordeal to be able to grow up and have families. 

Dean had been pushed into the stomach and landed on top of Milo which got a laugh out of the others. “Welcome Dean,” Said Crete. Dean winced in pain; he was with his brothers now, people he trusted. Dean showed his pain and fear. 

Seth took immediate charge, “hold on guys, Dean’s hurt.” The eldest brother scooped Dean in his arms and surveyed the blood. “Gross! He’s covered!” cried Trevor. Dean managed to moan, “It’s the wolf’s blood. I stabbed him with my knife.” Seth patted Dean on the shoulder, “Atta boy, at least you gave him some pain.” Dean managed a smile, coughed and said, “Yeah, but he bit my arm and I think he cracked my bone. It hurts like hell.” Seth examined the wounds and propped Dean up to make him more comfortable. “We need to keep your arm as still as possible, but with this clumsy loaf hauling us around, we can’t exactly do that”, Seth said.

When the Wolf roared, the brother’s cringed. “What did Ron do to make him so mad?” Milo asked. “I don’t know, but I hope he doesn’t tear him apart,” Said Trevor.

The wolf walked over to the chair and smashed it with his fist. “You idiot! Get back here now!” the Wolf yelled. Then he said in a softer but menacing voice. “If you come out peacefully, I’ll eat you in one piece.” Silence. The Wolf huffed and growled. His belly gurgled. Then he lifted his nose and took a long concentrated sniff. There was no fawn scent within the entire house. “THAT’S IT!” roared the Wolf, “YOU JUST KILLED YOUR BROTHERS! THEY ARE GOING TO BE A PART OF ME NOW!” 

Seth, Dean, Trevor, Milo, and Crete all huddled together and closed their eyes, waiting for the end. “We’ll be with you soon Eric,” whispered Seth. Dean was gritting his teeth; he thought Ron had taken his advice only after he had already been swallowed. “That jerk.” He growled.

Trevor was more optimistic and hoped that Ron had gone to get help, “But it’s too late now, were done for”. 

Ron raced across the beaten path, “I’ll never make it there and back without a horse”. He muttered. Then he decided to cut through the Woods in order to save time. “Now that the Wolf is in my house, there is nothing to fear in the woods.” Ron thought, and he smiled grimly. 

What Ron didn’t realize, was that as he brushed through the Woods, one of the girl fawns that liked him, (her name was Claire), was making her way to Ron’s home. 

The Wolf was just about ready to digest the six fawns inside of him when smelled something. It was another fawn, a female fawn.

The Wolf had smelled Claire. 

