You walked through the woods.

People had been disappearing, and you had been sent to find the cause.

There was talks, of a white furred creature, and a black masked watcher in the trees.

A strange light of blue.

You felt prepared for whatever was out there, you had trained for this.

You came across a secluded grove, some old ruins of some kind.

Little blue lights of magic flowed into the air from the stones.

You lent down to take a closer look, perhaps this was the source of the strange light of blue.

~gurgle~
The noise was loud.
You turned around as quick as you could.
A white furred gut met your face.
Onto the ground you fell.
You looked up, and realised exactly what you were dealing with.
This was no creature, or masked person.
It was Kindred. Death itself.
The Lamb’s gut was still digesting, sloshing, churning and groaning the last victim.
“Your time, is coming, so very soon, will you accept it, or run?”
“Run, run and be hunted!”
You didn’t stand a chance either way. 
You sighed a stayed on the ground.
“Accepting your fate, I see. Your time will come soon.”
She sat down on you, her gut was almost right in your face.
An imprint of a face bulged out, a muffled scream of the stomach’s current occupant.
Lamb stared into you with her glowing blue eyes.
Was she savouring this in some way? Finding enjoyment? Only she knew.
 The stomach slowed down, shrinking slowly.
They were finished.
Kindred stood up, motioning you to join her.
“You still wish to accept your fate? Curious, the others, did not.” She tilted her head as you got yourself of the ground.
She approached you, slowly.
Her hand went on your cheek as her mouth opened wide.
One hand motioned for you to put your head with her maw.
You complied, slowly, she began to swallow, coating you in saliva, her tongue running over you, tasting you.
You didn’t struggle as you were consumed.
Your shoulders entered her mouth, your head in her throat. You could hear her stomach rumbling in anticipation of your arrival.
You felt her hands on your torso, lifting you into the air, slowly, her tongue running along your chest.
She began to swallow again, lowering you deeper and deeper into what would be your final resting place.
She got to your legs, and slurped them down like noodles, sending you swiftly down into her bulging gut, filled with the mostly digested remains of her previous meal.
You curled up, you saw how fighting was pointless.
“Drift, drift into slumber” Lamb softly spoke, slowly massaging her gut, the walls softly pushing against you
You felt so tired now, you yawned, and began to fall asleep, into your final slumber.
“Accepted your fate, so many have refused, so many have fought back, but you, did not.”
Kindred lay down against the stone ruins, slowly rubbing her gut, as she drifted into a food coma, caused by what remains of her last meal, and you. You digested slowly and surely through the night, asleep the entire time.
Kindred eyes flickered as she rose from her sleeping spot, her stomach was now a pudgy bugle, and her breasts had grown, your true final resting spot, was upon her chest.
“You, made a fine addition, mortal”
