  “Last time, on Survi-Vore: The two teams got a closer look at their homes for the first half of the competition and were not pleased with what they saw. Bailey proved that she had the biggest balls on her team by actually talking to our butler, the notorious G.E.C. Meanwhile Cerberus was shown that size doesn’t always matter when he got introduced to the floor by our feisty Vulpix named Natasha. Half of our contestants interpreted ‘no visual cameras’ as ‘no cameras’ and decided to use the houses private nooks and crannies for ‘recreational’ activities, which all of which was caught on tape. Things got heated when Sefra blew out half a wall after being discovered with Damien by Zearo. The nasty food challenge was a dead even race between the slime Misa and Stank the skunk, but it all came crashing down for the Borborygmus when Sefra slipped and slipped their food into some our environment-obliterating strength cleaning solution. -It's guaranteed to utterly annihilate all organic material it touches or your money back.- It came to no one’s surprise when the unfortunate rabbit was voted off and took a trip down the skunk’s gullet. As always I’m your host with the most, Mage the Tormenter. Twenty-five still remain, who will be the next to go and who will be one step closer to that prize of five. Million! Dollars!”

  “And that about sums it up.” Mage said as the last of the cast members filed into the grand dinning hall. 

  The last handful of players entering the room gave the host a queer look. “Sums what up?” Sparky asked.

  “Beg pardon?” Mage responded.

  “You just said ‘that sums it up.’ Sums what up?” Rix snapped.

  “He didn’t explain anything.” Diamond pointed out. “He just randomly said ‘and that about sums it up’ as you walked in.”

  “How do you mean?” The octopus asked.

  “What do you mean ‘how do I mean?’ I just said what you said!” The Latios shot.

  “This is all getting overly confusing.” Sam pointed out.

  “Are you inferring that I did not explain anything?” The host asked, leaning uncomfortably close to the doubter.

  “Actually he’s implying.” Arc pointed out.

  “No, he stated.” Sam corrected. 

  “I think he insinuated,” Stank added.

  “What makes you say that?” Zearo asked.

  “Well it just sounds cooler,” Stank admitted with a smile.

  “I think we’ve wandered off topic.” Roco pointed out.

  “Ah yes, the topic,” Mage agreed. He paused for a moment, seeing if anyone would pick up on his queue and continue the nonsensical conversation, though he quickly realized that everyone had tired of that particular brand of nonsense and was now ready and eager to continue. “Well, I bet you are all wondering why you are all here.”

  “Oh!” Misa, the cat-slime, called out, waving her arm in the air like an excitable school-child. “Oh, oh I know the answer to that! I know why we're here!” She blurted out confidently.

  “I'm not looking forward to this.” Diamond sighed.

  Mage, on the other hand, seemed very interested in what the quasi-feline had come up with. “Okay, Ms. Misa, why are we here?”

  “We are here to win five. Million. Dollars.” Misa said gleefully, mimicking the emphasis Mage always put on the grand prize. 

  “Well...” Mage started to say, but quickly stopped. In a grand sense that was the goal of everyone in the competition, well that and survive obviously. Since no easy way to gracefully way to correct the technically correct feline came to mind Mage simply ignored her and moved on. “Okay, so I've gathered you all here today to give you all your second challenge, but first we eat!” With a theatrical wave of his arm Mage summoned the servants, each one pushing a covered cart. The Vulpix and Eevee gracefully removed the tops of their carts, revealing elaborate spreads of rather expensive food. Meanwhile the massive crab found unveiling his portions to be rather difficult, as he had accidentally snapped the handle off of the lid with his mighty claws. All attempts to lift the metal top was met with failure until the butler was finally able to dislodge the covering by puncturing the top with his claw. His spread was equally impressive, save for a chunk of meat knocked off of a large roast.

  The contestants were all handed platefuls of wondrous foods, each dish prepared with the patience and skill of a true culinary master.  Some of the guests were eager to get a good meal after enduring their previous challenge and quickly began eating. Misa was inhaling her food at an astounding pace, though closer examination revealed that she was in fact absorbing all of the food that spilled off her plate through her skin. Cerberus unnerved, or in some cases aroused, several of the other contestants by giving them rather strange looks as he ate, that is until the dominating Vulpix positioned herself behind the many-headed creature. Meanwhile Arc was giving those around him an unintentionally amusing show. At first he seemed more than eager to devour his meal, but just as the food was about to hit his lips the Lucario mysteriously balked and set his fork down. Then, as if he had forgotten his previous revelation, gleefully snatched his fork back up and started the cycle all over.

  The other, wiser, players were more hesitant to eat anything their “gracious” host gave them. Roco idly twirled his fork in his fingers, watching the others to see how they reacted to the food. Vile was busy feeding samples of his meal to his Oddish followers; conscripting them as taste testers, a job made all the easier by their intelligence or lack there of. Angelica scraped a portion of her meal onto a smaller plate and handed it to Nila. “Here,” she said with a smile, “have some of mine.”

  “Why?” The Vulpix asked, eying the larger fox suspiciously.

  “This is more food than I can eat,” the Ninetales explained in an agreeable tone. “Beside, we're partners in this right? So the stronger you are the better of we are.” She lied pleasantly before taking a sip from her glass. 

  Nila pondered this for a moment before reluctantly agreeing.

  Vile stared at his minions, watching for any signs of drugs. After several tense moments and nothing to show for it save for a few particularly nasty looks from the brothers Vile took a swing from his drink and slammed the cup down. “Hey host-man.” The Vileplume shouted out, waving over at Mage, who pointed to himself as if unsure who the grass type was addressing. “Yes you you poor Cthulhu substitute, why should we trust anything you give us?” He demanded. 

  Diamond nodded as he set his glass down. “Yeah, for all we know you could of drugged this stuff or something.” The Latios pointed out. This possibility had already dawned on the majority of the guests. though it came as an unpleasant surprise to everyone eating. The room echoed with the clatter of dropped cutlery as all eyes fell on Mage. Misa, however, seemed unfazed and took the opportunity to steal the food of her neighbors. 

  “Nonsense,” the octopus said with a dismissive wave. “Our producers felt really bad for feeding you guys that nasty stuff the other day. Besides they hired a bunch of accountants, lawyers, and theologians to keep an eye on their karma and were told they needed to do stuff like this from time to time to keep from fulfilling that dark prophecy.” He explained with a laugh. “So don't worry, the food is fine, eat up and enjoy.”

 ++++++++++++

Kain:

What kind of idiot does he take us for? Only a fool would take his word on anything.

++++++++++++

Arc:

Oh good, the food is fine. I was a little worried for a moment there.

++++++++++++

Angelica:

Yeah, as much as I don't trust Mage I don't see my little bitch convulsing or anything, so I guess he's telling the truth.

++++++++++++

  “And now,” Mage continued, “about today's challenge. Now that the first one of you has taken his one way trip down digestive lane it should be obvious that most of you are going to die. So in order to better prepare you lot for the inevitable today's challenge will be about dying, or more accurately not dying.”

   “What?” Angelica asked in a wholly unamused tone.

  “This does not sound very safe.” Sam added.

   “Don't worry, it isn't. We lost about a dozen interns getting this set up. Though since we kind of need you all for the season we can't really kill you. We made sure to simulate the danger, so none of you will be suffer any physical harm.” The host explained. 

  “What do you mean 'physical harm?'” Sam asked.

  “Oh, your bodies won't get hurt, probably, but there's a good chance this will mentally scar you for life.” Mage responded chippy tone. “The good news is you probably won't live long enough to have to worry about long term effects.”

  “I don't think that's good news.” Diamond added.

  “Okay,” the octopus continued, ignoring the naysayers. “the rules of this game are simple; you will each be put into a situation simulating one of the many deaths that occurred in this islands sorted past. Your goal is simple, don't die. Last team to have a member breathing wins.”

  The contestants all stared at the host, expect for Misa, none of them able to think of a coherent response to the morbid revelation, except for Misa who was still eating. Finally Taakun raised his hand and asked: “So when do we get started?”

  “As soon as you all pass out.” Mage said in a tone of voice that sounded like he would be smiling if he could. 

  “What?!” Half the table demanded as they rose to the feet.

  “Yeah, I'm just waiting for the drugs to kick in.” 

  “But you said you didn't drug us.” Lupe protested.

  Mage laughed a bit at the complaint. “No, I said I didn't drug the food. Your water on the other hand we drugged the crap out of.”

  Everyone looked down at their water in shock, except for Misa, each one shuddering as they came to the dreadful realization that they had already drank the stuff, except Misa. “Son of a-” Kain said before collapsing onto the floor.

  “We shall not let such lowly prey get... away... with...” Cerberus tried to say as he lost consciousness. 

   Misa abruptly stopped eating and fell onto the table. “But... you... didn't... drink... anything.” Sam weakly pointed out.

  “I... know,” Misa laboriously stated, “it... would... just... be... rude... to... not... play... along.” The slime said before 'passing out.'

  Arc awoke seated at a strange little table. It was square and green and was covered in these strange clear tiles arranged in neat little rows. There were men in suits to either side of him, and a much older man seated across from him. The elder was an eerie sort, with a crazed smile and peculiarly long eyebrows. One by one the men took a tile from a covered hole in the middle of the table, then set a tile from the line in front of them on the table. It appeared to be a game, though Arc had no idea how to play, or what they were playing for that matter. When it came to his turn the Lucario looked down at his line in bewilderment. There were tiles with dots, tiles with blocks, tiles with some Asian on them, and tiles with nothing on them. His eyes darted back and forth, finally settling on a tile with a bird on it. Fucking bird. Kai thought for a moment. “Bye bye birdie.” The canine Pokemon said as he discarded the tile.

++++++++++++

Arc:

  Okay, I have no idea what's going on here, but I don't like how that bird is looking at me.

++++++++++++

  “Ron!” The creepy man called out, tipping his line over to reveal his winning hand. “Chi-Rou-Tou, dora 2, ura-dora. That's a  baiman.” He explained. “A daring move, playing the dora tile this late in the game, but sloppy. A supposed master such as yourself should have been able to read my pond without any trouble. It seems like you are not on my level after all.” The old man mused before bursting out into uncontrollable laughter. 

  Arc was not sure what was going on at first, though it was apparent that he had just lost that hand, or line, or whatever one might call a row of tiles. For a moment the steel type was not terribly concerned with this turn of events and, in fact, believed the whole font of gibberish his apparent foe was spouting to be harmless. A moment later the rhythmic sounds of a diabolic machine whirring to life filled the air; a sound that made Arc doubt his harmless theory. A sharp pinching sensation in his left arm further reinforced the notion that Arc's harmless theory was wrong. A quick glance down to the source of the pain was all it took to completely and utterly disprove Arc's  harmless theory. As it would happen the Lucario's arm was attached to a rather elaborate pump system, which was currently in the process of removing a rather alarming amount of blood. “Ffffffffffu-” Kai started to say before the cameras cut to another player.

  Red awoke in a dark and dingy room, which did not surprise him considering the circumstances. He clearly recalled his sadistic host explaining the challenge and announcing the presence of drugs in their food. With those facts in mind being surprised with waking up in such a terrible place would just be silly. Nor was it surprising that Red found himself in some terribly elaborate trap, since that was also cliched enough to be predicted. What did surprise the Eevee was the extent of the complexity of his trap. His left arm was sealed in a plexiglass canister tapped to the tail of a sleeping spider monkey. His right arm was bound to what appeared to be the armrest of a movie theater chair, which was odd since that was the only part of a chair present. One of his legs was stuck to the wall behind him with what he assumed was industrial strength adhesive while the other foot had been greased up and inserted into a turducken. His mouth was forced into an unnatural smile with a toilet brush and an unconscious -hopefully drugged- beaver. To top it all off a disconcertingly large leech was dangling by a frighteningly small string over the Eevee's exposed member. Wires and chains were strewn all about the overly complex thing, connecting objects in such a haphazard manner it was impossible to tell which, if any, of the items would be disturbed by any given motion. 

  As Red mused on the trap he found himself in a TV in the far corner of the room flickered to life. An eerie doll on the screen slowly rotated to face the captive. “Hello Red,” it said in a deep, raspy voice, “I'd like to play a game.” At first Red was scared out of his whits, then he realized it was just Mage doing a really poor impersonation, which replaced the Eevee's fear with ire. “In a matter of moments warm butter will start pouring onto your head. You must accomplish your task before the timer runs out and the ants are released. You have 30 seconds.” 

  Red took a moment to stare at the blank screen as the frustration built inside of him. “What the hell am I supposed to do!” He yelled out as the butter started seeping onto his head.

++++++++++++

Red

Did I mention I hate this place. 

++++++++++++

  Samantha awoke alone in a plain room with no windows and only one door. Considering the explanation for the game Sam was tempted to simply stay in the room, as there could be all sorts of horrible thing waiting for her on the other side of the door. Though after careful consideration she realized that staying put would probably be too easy; knowing the host the room was liable to start filling with water, cement, cheese substitute, or some other horrible and/or deadly substance at any moment. So the gray feline braced herself, gathered her courage and wits, opened the door, and was immediately grabbed by a pair of large furry paws.

++++++++++++

Sam:

  I should of stayed in the room.

++++++++++++

  The new room Sam found herself in was remarkably dark, so much so that it took her cat eyes a moment to properly adjust. Just as her vision began to clear three remarkably bright spotlights turned on in rapid succession, followed by a fourth over her. The blinding lights, Sam realized after he eyes readjusted to the brightness, were highlighting a trio of very large, very hairy, and sourly under dressed bears. The ursine were wearing nothing but matching capes, eye patches, and painfully small red briefs. The sight of the nearly naked muscular males was not a welcome one to the spell-caster. 

 ++++++++++++

Sam:

  I really hoped that wasn't going where I thought it was going.

++++++++++++

  The trio of males stood statuesque, unmoving in their manly poses. After a moment that seemed like an eternity the first of the bears broke from his pose, throwing off his cape and striking a new pose to further flaunt his imposing physique and lack of proper attire. “I am Anaruski!” He announced. “I am messiah who gets rid of demon. Since time of yore protecting room has been mission.” The bear boldly explained in a thick northern accent.

  The bear opposite of the first mirrored his cohort's movements. “I am his brother Onaruski!” He echoed. “I am messiah who gets rid of demon. Since time of yore what-my-brother-said!” He also explained in an equally thick northern accent.

  Finally the middle bear threw off his cape and struck the most dynamic pose of the trio. “And I am Bigbreastki!” He announced with no shame. “Since time of yore... I like big breasts!” 

  The trio struck a new, unified pose and pointed at the seated cat. “Devushka, if you want to continue then you pass test.” They said together. 

  “Must be strong!” Anaruski yelled.

  “Must be tough!” Onaruski declared.

  “Must have big breasts!” Bigbreaski added. 

  Before Sam could accept of decline their challenge, or even questioned how the size of her bust entered into the equation, the trio sat down at the table, slammed their right elbows onto the surface, and held their arms out at a slight angle.

++++++++++++

Sam:

  It seemed as though the “test” I was to take was a common ritual in which two participants attempt to prove their dominance by use of raw upper body and arm strength. A crude test, but at least it is better than what I thought it was. Though I do wonder how my bust size is supposed to effect this test.

++++++++++++

Anaruski:

  Devushka must prove she is man. Only men allowed in room.

++++++++++++

Bigbreastki

  I really like big breasts!

++++++++++++

  It was clear the trio had only one thing in mind, sans the obvious thing on Bigbreski's mind. The bear's had challenged Sam to arm wrestling, and considering what they might do otherwise Sam accepted. Though she was not entirely sure how she was going to win. With a measure of confidence that was likely unwarranted the cat grasped hold of Anaruski's hand. A moment later her hand his the table with enough force to crack the wood. 

  Lupe sat alone in a stark, nearly unfurnished room. Plain white walls surrounded him, accented with a plain white ceiling and plain white floors. He sat on a plain white chair that was rather comfy despite its plainness, in front of him was a plain white table on which were cards with plain white backs. The card's faces were delightfully colorful, and the Lucario had spent the last few minutes engaged in a riveting game of solitaire. He had been alarmed by the announcement earlier, but the utter lack of anything even resembling danger put the canine at east. He reasoned that either his challenge had malfunctioned somehow, or he had gotten some sort of bye. Lupe drew a card from the deck, promptly collapsed and died.

++++++++++++

Mage:

  Gas leaks, the silent killer.

++++++++++++

  Bailey sighed as she watched her partner attempt to traverse the thick vegetation. Coco was a smart bird but had no idea how to survive out in a wilderness, which was a problem since the two of them awoke in a thick jungle. The chocobo whined in frustration as she became entangled in the bush she was attempting to climb over. The bespectacled girl's upper body was lodged in the branches, leaving her rear protruding out into the open. Her tight khaki shorts shifted and road as she attempted to disentangle herself from the gripping undergrowth.

  The Bayleef was about to offer to help, but stopped as soon as she opened her mouth. She made no sound as a plan formed in her mind. The two of them were alone in the jungle, far away from the other team members and any preying cameras. Furthermore the chick was presenting her with an irresistible opportunity. 

++++++++++++

Bailey:

  It's not like it's my fault she went first. I offered to lead the way, but Coco was afraid I'd leave her behind. So anything that happens, totally not my fault.

++++++++++++

  A devious smile crossed the Pokemon's face as she stalked up behind her companion. Slowly she extended one of her vines and gingerly traced it up the bird's leg and inner thigh. Coco yelped as she felt the appendage caress her, and Bailey did the same when she felt a similar sensation running up her leg. That's not a good sign. She thought with a surprising degree of calmness.

  Bailey spun around just in time to see a frighteningly large plant rear up from the underbrush, the tendril caressing her thigh unfortunately attached to the beastly vegetation. The monster's leaves yawned open like a gaping maw, the spines lining the green folds eagerly awaited clamping down on the feminine morsel. Before the Bayleef could react the vine coiled around her leg and yanked the Pokemon off her feet. The rope-like appendage pulled the female towards the trap-like jaws of the plant with a slow yet determined pace, as if it were taunting the poor girl. “Coco!” Bailey cried out as she desperately latched onto an exposed root, clinging to it for dear life, though that only brought about more troubled for the pair. 

  The root Bailey grabbed quickly sprung to life, unearthing itself as its main body shuffled around to face the pair. The second plant bore one massive flower sprouting from a mass of vines lined with what appeared to be deflated sacks. Rows of downward pointed thorns at the center of the bud framed an opening into the core of the plant, most likely a way for prey to fall in with no way out. The thick tendril quickly broke free of Bailey's grasp, coiling itself instead around one of Coco's legs. The bird girl let out a surprised yelp as she was torn out of the bush and her shirt. “Not funny Bai-” She started, but was silenced when she saw what really had her. 

  The two girls started to cry out for help as they were dragged towards to two towers of vegetation. Bailey put up quite a fight against her captor, throwing blades of leaf and striking at it with her vines. However the trap plant proved to be far too strong as it casually deflected all of the female's attacks with its strong roots. Tendrils shot forth from the deadly leaves of the plant, coiling themselves all over the grass type. They snaked their way under her loin cloth, effortlessly tearing the thin pieces of cloth off. She hissed out in protest as she felt the vines weaving their way up her inner thigh, coating it in some weird sap. The exploring vine slid over her slit, drawing a shocked gasp from the bound female. As if spurred on by the sound the plant plunged the tendril into her quivering sex, easily moving through her sensitive tunnel thanks to its slick sap. Bailey gasped and moaned as her captor violated her, the trusting vine slamming into her body with vigorous force. Her pulse started to race as the pain was gradually replaced with pleasure. The dinosaur-like Pokemon's face flushed red and lust clouded her mind. She practically welcomed the second vine that pressed against her rear, slowly slithering into her ass. 

  The Bayleef struggled against the chocking vines, desperately trying to break free as she was draw into the plant's maw like leaves. Her resistance became progressively weaker as the vines continued to violate her. Suddenly the vines slammed into Bailey, burying themselves deep within the grass type. Her eyes shot open and she cried out in surprised lust as she felt the plant filling her with its sap. In a flash of movement the barbed leaves snapped shut. Bailey braced against the plant, valiantly trying to keep the leaves from closing, but the fluids leaking from her binds were sapping her strength and in the end she was no match for the plant.

  The now enclosed plant quickly became blisteringly hot as the carnivore got to work on his meal. The vines growing from the center of the plant continued to spread their numbing sap over the Pokemon's body even as the stuff became diluted with her sweat. More tendrils rose from the center, coiling themselves around her breasts, squeezing and toying with the erogenous sacks. The Bayleef let out a piercing scream as she felt juices starting to leak from the walls of the chamber. She could only feel a distant prickling sensation, but she knew what was happening to her. She tried to scream again, but the plant simply shoved another vine down her throat as she opened her mouth. Bailey flailed about inside her captor, blacking out as she felt the juices begin to work on her body. 

  Meanwhile Coco was hardly fairing better against the larger plant. Her arms and lower body were already firmly lodged into the thorn lined hole. “Bailey!” She cried out as her partner went silent in the other plant. She watched in horror as the Bayleef's silhouette slowly became less and less defined against the walls of the other plant. The chocobo did not have time to worry about her teammate, as the petals of the flower started to close around her, forcing the bird deeper into the hole. “No!” She cried out as she tried in vain to wrench her arms free of the thorny hole. Unfortunately for the bespectacled girl any progress she made was quickly countered by the vines pulling at her legs. With one final, tear filled cry her head vanished into the plant.

  A writhing bulge slid through the stem of the carnivorous vegetation as Coco was dragged to her fate. Her muffled screams could hardly escape the thick walls of her captor. With a groan the yellow bird slipped into one of the deflated pods handing from the vine, her lithe frame easily filling the stretchy sack. The chamber rocked about violently as the bird kicked and beat against the walls, frantically trying to burst free. She cried and called hoping beyond reason that someone would happen by and saver her. He pleas were not heard in the dense jungle, she was alone against the plant. 

  “No, no, no!” She cried out as the chamber began to fill with a rancid fluid. “Please, someone help me!” Coco screamed in vain. The digestive juice burned as it lapped against her skin. The pain spurred her on, causing the chocobo to thrash about in a panic. The violent movements did little more than splash the cruel liquid over her body, burning off patches of feathers and driving the bird further into panic. Coco's skin began to flake off under the relentless assault of the acid, leaving patches of raw flesh exposed. Blood mixed with corrosive juices as the plant's stomach took its tool on Coco. Her movements slowed, her kicks lost their force, her breaths became more labored, and her world began to darken. Finally she collapsed into the rising pool, defeated. The jungle was quite once more as the two plants slowly absorbed the nutrients from their latest meals. 

  Zu awoke to find himself in a radically small chamber. The walls were perfectly rounded, trapping the fox in a circle barely large enough for him to stand in. The floor was solid stone, the ceiling was too high up to see, though there was a solid metal grate several feet above him. As the three-tailed fox pondered what he was supposed to do in the cylinder and what it had to with death an unseen pump chugged and sputtered to life. Water started to poor down from the walls, filling the cramped space at an alarming rate. Rix looked down at the rising water, then up at the metal grate. “Perfect,” he groaned as the water level rose past his ankles. 

  “On your feet soldiers!” A voice barked. Kain, Sparky, and Honohi woke to the sound of crashing waves and gunfire. Standing tall before them was a well armed hound dressed in camo. “Alright ladies,”

++++++++++++

Kain: 

Lady? I should remember to gut this guy later for that one.

++++++++++++

Honohi:

I wonder if he realizes that I am a lady?

++++++++++++

 “We're whats left of our landing party. It looks like the enemy thinks they got our entire platoon with that shelling, a mistake we're going to take advantage of like a passed out girl at a frat party!” He shouted. “That gun battery is just a click north of here, and we still need to take it out if we want our ships to take that harbor. Luckily those rat bastards-”

  “Hey!” Sparky protested.

  “Stow it Nancy, this is war, not some panty wearing PTA meeting. Luckily those bastards are in radio silence right now, so they won't notice if a guard or two is taken out, but we'll be made in a heartbeat if we just charge right up to their front door. So we're going to do this all nice and sneaky like. Split up, we'll meet up at their main battery. Once we plant the charges we'll make a break for the evac point. Those bastards won't even know we're here 'till their base comes crashing down around them. Now get going!” The old war-hound said before sprinting off into the thick underbrush.

  Kain revealed faint smile as he drew the knife from his combat vest. “This will be more fun than I thought.” He said confidently before vanishing beyond the treeline. 

  Honohi checked over the gun strapped over her shoulder. It seemed to be in good condition, even after its apparent bath. She ran some quick field tests on it, snapping parts off and on to make sure everything was in working order. Once satisfied she too ran off into the jungle. 

  Sparky was hesitant, but after steeling himself the Pokemon took one step forward and heard a click. “Crap” he managed to say before everything went white.

  Roco took a sip from the cup held between his paws. “Thank you for having me,” The Jolteon said cheerfully. “It was awfully nice of you to serve me tea at a time like this.” He added before taking another sip.

  “Oh think nothing of it.” The old man said as he took a drawn out sip from his glass. “It would be rather impolite of me to just turn away a weary traveler without so much as offering them tea.”

  “It's so nice to see good people like you still in the world.” Roco complimented the old man.

  The elder gave a shy laugh. “Oh think nothing of it my friend. It is refreshing to see such an agreeably lad these days, especially one at your age.” He said before taking another sip. “Mmm, you can hardly taste the toxin.” He added.

  “Yes it is very good tea. I didn't even realize it was poisoned.” Roco agreed without thinking. “Wait wha-” The well dressed Pokemon started to ask, but was rudely interrupted by a critical failure of his liver, which insisted he pass out at that very moment. 

++++++++++++

Marl:

You know, I think I'm starting to dislike this Cerberus person.

++++++++++++

  Cerberus reared up out of the underbrush, the hunt over and his prey secure in his jaws. It had taken him considerably longer than he had intended, but in the end he claimed his prize, and now he could feast. The Zangoose flailed about in his maw, trying in vain to wretch himself free. “Nya!” He called out. “You know we're on the same team?” Marl called out. “We're supposed to be helping each other.”

  “Oh you will help me meal.” One of Cerberus's head replied. “Yes, your meat will give us the energy to win.” Another head reasoned.

  “That's not what I mean.” Marl stated surprisingly plainly as the three headed hound started to gulp him down. The Pokemon tried to brace himself, hoping to wedge himself at an angle his predator could not swallow. Though all that accomplished was pushing his arms down the monster's gullet. Marl signed as his head slipped into the beast's throat, from there the powerful muscles, along with gravity, quickly pulled the normal type down towards the composite creature's stomach. 

  Something very small and unbelievably fast zipped through the forest, taking a rather rude shortcut right through one of Cerberus's heads. The collie head fell limp as its thoughts tried, and failed, to jump the sudden gap in his mind. “Who dares att-” the other flanking head tried to say before being interrupted by a close relative of the first zipping something. 

  “Jolly good shot old bean.” An elderly man in a rounded hat exclaimed.

  “Yes, indeed. Such a bothersome resilient creature though.” His slightly less aged companion noted. “Most things we hunt have the decency to die after we shoot it.” He explained as he reloaded his rifle.

  Hunt? Such lowly creatures believe themselves worthy to hunt one such as Cerberus? The now one headed beast was offended by such hubris. How dare they even think they could fell one such as himself. Enraged the monster charged, plowing through the brush as he raced towards hunters. It was around the time the second man cocked his rifle that Cerberus realized that charging two well armed marksmen head on was probably not the best of tactics.  

  The smell of the sea gently passed over the two sailors as a wave smacked them in the face. It was at that moment that the rain decided to resume its downpour, just to remind the pair that there was a storm. The wind was being rather quite, though neither of the amateur seafarers dared question in fear that the wind had merely been distracted and forgotten about their woefully undersized vessel. Vile pulled against the ship's sails, inwardly wishing his brothers were here so he could make them do the menial work. When the pair awoke they agreed to let Dwym man the helm since he had more nautical experience. The Digimon did not really have any experience, but with his digital mastery he had the potential to download instructions into his mind, should the get a single. The odds of getting a single out in the middle of no where were slim, if at all existent, but they were still better than the chances of Vile spontaneously mastering sailing. 

  A sound drifted over the water and through the storm, a beautiful tone that landed softly on Dwym's sensitive ears. The Dorumon suddenly perked up and looked out over the water. “Do you hear that?” He asked, as if to question his own sanity. 

  “I don't have ears jackass.” Vile shot back.

  “It sounds like women.” The dinosaur-like creature continued.

  “Now that I stop and think about it how can I hear anything?” Vile mused before realizing what Dwym has said. “Wait, I know I've heard stories about hearing women at sea... though I can't remember what it was all about.” The Vileplume stated as rubbed his temples.

  “They have such beautiful singing voices.” Dwym drooled. 

  “Singing women at sea. I know I've heard this somewhere before. Ringing any bells with you Barney?”

 ++++++++++++

 Deep inside Dwym's mind:

...Searching.... Searching.... Searching...

… File found... The file is damaged or corrupt... failed to open file...

… Would you like to restore file? Y/N

Y

… Restoring file, this may take a few minutes... Assess situation without file? Y/N

Y

… Warning, assessing situation without all relevant data could lead to errors, proceed anyway? Y/N

Y

...Reassessing situation.... Females detected...

… New objectives: Locate and fornicate. 

++++++++++++

  “Dude, women.” Dwym stated plainly as he spun the helm.

  Vile mulled over his partner's argument, brought up some valid counter points in his head, quashed them with hormones, and finally said: “You make a good point, full speed ahead.”

  The two amours sailors eagerly followed the calling voices. The alluring song grew louder and louder, almost reaching a volume that would drown out the splintering of wood. Almost. The pair nearly flew off the ship as it smashed into a particularly jagged rock.

++++++++++++

Inside Dwym's mind:

…File restored... opening file...

Siren:

An aquatic monster resembling a beautiful female. Usually travels in groups of three to five. Carnivorous, with a diet consisting mostly of fish. Schools with older members will make their homes on rocky shorelines, using their song-like cries to lure vessels into the rocks. After a wreck the sirens will simply wait for the occupants to drown before consuming them.

++++++++++++

  “Hey Vile.” Dwym said calmly as the cold sea flooded onto the deck.

  “Yeah?”

  “I remembered what a singing woman at sea means.”

  “Did you now?”

  “Yup.”

  “Yeah, me too.”

  “We fell into a trap didn't we?” The dino asked sheepishly.

  “Yeah, we kind of did.”

  “Crap.” The Dorumon muttered as the duo slipped below the waves.

  A foul wind blew through the deserted streets of the dead city. Windows had been shattered, cars abandoned in the road, litter tumbled in the wind, and a suffocating silence gripped the once vibrant city. At least the wanderers assumed it had once been vibrant due to its size, neither of the girls had actually been there before so they could only guess. Misa and Galen meandered around the husk of a metropolis, traveling in whatever random direction that struck their fancy. At first the explored out of curiosity, searching for clues as to what happened to the residents. After what seemed like hours the duo abandoned their search for answers, instead searching for something to do. “Nya!” Misa cried out in frustration. “This is so dull. Gal-gal, can't we find something better to do?” She whined. 

  “Well,” Galen started as she tossed aside a torn newspaper with the headline “O....eak Con.....d” aside. “There isn't much to do I'm afraid.”

  “Aww,” the slime cat moaned, “but just wandering around is so dull.”

  “You know, we could always find a clean spot and-” Galen proposition was cut short by a scream of terror echoing from down the road. 

  “Yay!” Misa exclaimed. “Something to do! Come on Gal-gal, let's go check it out.” Before the Gardeviour could explain how bad an idea that was the cat was off. Not one to leave her friends behind Galen chased after her. As they approached the end of the block a familiar face came darting around the corner. 

  “Crap crap crap crap!” Murdock chanted as he sprinted by in panic. 

  “Nya!” Misa called out as she abruptly changed course to follow the moggle. 

  Galen's eyes were so fixated on the fleeing pair that she failed to notice what they were running from. When her attention returned to what was in front of her she realized far too late that she should of followed them. “Oh you've got to be kidding.” She groaned as a wave of shambling corpses overtook her. 

  Stank sat up stiffly, looking around at the chamber he found himself in. The place seemed innocent enough, dank stone walls, a grated ceiling, slick, well lubricated floors. There were scuff marks along the walls to either side of the skunk, but all the marks were at the same level, so it probably was not made by any monster. All in all he though he got off easy, assuming he was put in the “death by boredom induced suicide” room. A loud clunk followed by the whirring of gears shook this theory, but did not break it. A deafening grinding sound and the rumbling of heavy movement to the skunk's flanks add the evidence against his theory, but being the stubborn sort Stank merely revised his theory to the “claustrophobic panic induced suicide” room. It was not until the walls started pressing against his body that Stank finally admitted to himself that he was in a “crushing wall” trap and began devising a way out. A few moments later the walls came together with a satisfying squish.

  Shadows danced on the walls of the manor house as a nearly silent trio crept through it. Damien, Diamond, and Taakun had all woke in the dinning hall, each undisturbed during their slumber. The others were gone, their places disturbed, their chairs knocked over, there were even a few bloodstains scattered about. Their was no sign of their host of his quartet of foreigners, nor any hint as to what happened to the other contestants. “I bet this whole show was just a set up.” Taakun spouted. “They probably just used it as a pretense to lure us all here so they could butcher us and sell our meat on the black market.”

  “Don't be stupid,” Diamon snapped. “They'd probably make more money selling us as sex slaves or something.”

  “Oh god they're going to make me be someone's bitch!” The Buizel cried out. “Oh... I'm going to make me be some rich boy's bitch.” He said again in a more agreeable tone.

  Damien, who had been silent through most of Taakun's ravings, decided now was a good time to point out: “You know the pretty ones don't need to buy their partners.”

  Taakun, who up until that moment, resigned himself to his fate and partially looked forward to it, suddenly found himself cowering in a corner muttering: “I don't want to be an ugly guy's bitch.”

  “Oh great, you broke him.” Diamond signed, glaring at the fox.

  “I didn't mean to.” Damien said as he walked over to the rocking Pokemon. 

  Just as the gray furred friend started to comfort his teammate the phone started to ring. At first the trio ignored it,  but it soon became apparent that no one was going to answer it aside from them and that it was not about to stop any time soon. So finally Damien walked over and picked up the receiver. “Seven days...” the voice on the other end whispered. 

  “Well that was odd.” Damien said as he walked back to the group. 

  “Well, what did they say?” Diamond asked.

  “Probably something about wanting my sweet ass.” Taakun whimpered. 

++++++++++++

Damien:

In retrospect I probably shouldn't of said anything.

++++++++++++

  “All they said something about a week and hung up.” The fox explained with a shrug.

  “Well that's odd.” Diamond echoed. 

  Before the group could carry on the phone started to ring once more. Again Damien answered the call. The sound of heavy breaths hung in Damien's ear. “Hello?” He asked in a cheery voice. No response. “Hello?” He asked again. No response. “Look I know you're there I can hear you breathing.” He said plainly. 

  “Do you like scary movies?” An eerie voice on the other end inquired. 

  “Not particularly thank you. I would appreciate it if you took this number off your call list. Thank you.” The fox said before hanging up the reviver. 

  “W-w-who was that?” Taakun asked, still visibly shaken from the prospect of being a wrinkled old tycoon's plaything.

  “Just some telemarketer trying to sell horror movies, and a new one at that, kept breathing into the phone.” Damien explained as he walked by. 

  The trio continued through the mansion, looking for any hints to the fates of the other guests, though they were not very good at being detectives. They overlooked the “redruM” in the master bedroom mirror, missed the haunting echo in the static of the rec-room's TV, ignored the white noise emitting radio, and even failed to spot the hair growing out of the ceiling in one room. “Son of a, no one is here!” Diamond yelled out in frustration. “Screw this, I'm going to go watch some TV.” The Latios said as he trudged off. 

  Taakun's nose wrinkled as he sniffed the air. There was a foul odor about the place, something akin to old meat. The Buizel sniffed about, letting his nose follow the invisible trail. His head tilted to the side, then down, then back around to his arm, finally stopping at the source. The Pokemon's face reddened with blush as he realized he was smelling himself. “I think I should go take a shower.” He sheepishly said before slipping off.

  “Yeah,” Damien agreed, “I'm feeling a bit ripe myself.” The fox followed after Taakun, deciding this was a good opportunity to clean himself, since the showers at the cottages were still under repair. 

  Something crept through Diamond's mind, like a haunting specter slinking through the night. Slowly it slipped through his head, moving undetected, until finally, like a knife, the realization struck. A week is 'seven days,' a telemarketer for horror movies would ask 'do you like scary movies?' All the signs and clues he failed to recognize at the time, even his partners sudden urge to take a shower, it was all connected. “God damn it this a horror flick!” He exclaimed in an irked tone as he turned around.

  The Latios was annoyed to find his path was blocked by a large doll in a curiously large pyramid-shaped mask that appeared to have been made by stitching a hockey mask to a pure white mask with strips of tanned leather to fill out the rest with symmetrically lined needles sticking out of it. He was wearing a faded gray-green jacket over a red and black striped sweater worn over a flowing black robe. His hand was covered by a glove with machete sized claws, which gripped a chainsaw that was as long as he was tall. To top it all off a fedora was balanced comically atop the things other hat. “Son of a-” Diamond managed to say before the creature was upon him. 

  Misa darted down another corner, hoping to loose those monsters. They got Galen, and she lost Murdock when he fell and twisted his ankle. She was alone in the terrible city of death. To her horror the cat ran down into a dead end. The terrified slim spun around to discover that she had been cornered by the undead. To her horror Galen and Murdock were leading the pack of shamblers towards her. The corpses took a step towards her, then another, then a sudden shoulder spasm, then a sideways step with wobbly hips. Misa's horror slowly changed to amused bewilderment as the zombies preformed a surprisingly well choreographed dance number in the alleyway. The cat sat down as she watched the performance with mirth filled eyes. When the undead finished their routine Misa hopped to her feet, clapping giddily. “Yay, do it again!” She cheered. Instead the mob jumped her. 

  It was a hot day, an unusually hot day. It was unusual in the sense that it bothered the Arcanine. Being a fire type heat should not bother him, yet for whatever reason it did today. Perhaps it was the humidity, all that moisture in the air could not be good for a fire type. It had to be that, as it was feeling rather wet that day. It was unseasonably humid for... where was here? Slowly Zearo opened his eyes, letting the world flood in. There were trees, lots of trees, and other plants too, lots of those. It looked like a jungle out there. Zearo deduced that he was in a jungle at the moment, which explained the heat and humidity. 

  There were people around him too, several in fact. There was a fox to his right, wearing nothing from the waist up with strange markings dyed into his fur. Something large and black was blocking his lower half from view. To the Arcanine's left was what appeared to be a gnoll, which was rather odd since he did not think gnolls were native to this area, or foxes for that matter. Like the fox the gnoll wore nothing above the waist, save for the strange markings, and his lower half was out of view. There was also a Weavile, which he knew for a fact were not only not native to the area, but generally disliked this sort of place and went to great lengths to avoid them. The ice type was wearing what he assumed was the uniform of the group and doing something with a large stick. Zearo did not pay attention long enough to care. 

  The fourth member of what Zearo assumed as a tribe strutted into his field of vision. She was a Lopunny, and a rather stunning one at that. Like the others she wore nothing above the waist, save for strange markings in her fur that spiraled out from her bosom. He really liked their uniform now. Her chest swayed from side to side as she approached the fire dog, a teasing smile on her face. His heart began to race as she leaned into him. He tried to reach up to embrace her, but found his arms to be bound. An interesting though not entirely unwelcome turn of events. Gingerly the woman took Zearo's ear into her mouth, mulling the sensitive thing around in her mouth with her tongue. He was really starting to like this girl. The Lopunny took the ear between her teeth, biting down just hard enough to draw blood. Zearo was impressed with how kinky this girl was.

  The female giggled as she stepped away. She said something to the gnoll and fox, though Zearo did not know what language she was speaking. The two males nodded and turned to fetch something. Zearo liked with this was going. The pair turned retrieved several logs and walked over towards Zearo. He did not quite get what was going on, but he had an open mind. The two started piling the wood under... what was that black thing anyway? Zearo took a close look at what was blocking his field of vision. It was large, black, looked smooth, rounded... it was a pot. Okay, Zearo was in a pot, that explained why he could not see below the waists of the tribal...

  With a speed more befitting a retirement home's rec room Zearo's mind pieced together the facts. He was in a pot, he felt uncomfortably hot and wet, there were strange people around him with tribal designs in their fur, no one seemed to be talking to him, two of them were loading logs under the pot, and one of them just tasted him... Holy crap they're going to eat me! He realized at last. His pulse quickened, his breath shortened, desperately he looked around in hopes of finding a way out. The Arcanine struggled against his bonds to no avail, as the water had sapped away most of his strength. He abruptly stopped when he felt something tap against his head. Weakly he looked up at the Weavil standing on a platform next to the pot. With a cruel smile he jabbed his stick into Zearo's head, forcing him underwater. The dog flailed about frantically as his lungs begged him for air. To his dismay the dark type's grip was sure and within seconds Zearo's world went dark.

  It was a rather pleasant day, nice and hot with the sun further warming his exposed rump. That was odd, as Zearo's rump was not usually exposed. Slowly Zearo opened his eyes and met the gaze of the Lopunny. The tribal leader was face to face with the Arcanine, smiling her cute smile. She was rather pretty, so much so Zearo felt embarrassed to be nude around her, though she was nude too, so he supposed it was okay. He was a bit curious as to why he was face down with his rear in the air, but not that curious. The woman placed a sweet kiss on his nose, which was nice, even if it showed no sign of stopping. Zearo grew a little concerned when she did not stop, then suddenly remembered what the trip was doing with him when his entire muzzle slipped into her mouth. He tried to resist her, but simply did not have the strength.

  Slowly his world was engulfed by the rabbit's maw. He stared down her gullet, watching the wriggling walls as she worked his shoulders into her mouth. A weak whimper escaped the fire type as her throat took hold of him. He could smell the putrid pit that awaited him, its noxious odor wafting up from below. He did not want to be someone's meal, but it seemed as though he had no choice. His paws slipped effortlessly into her mouth as his head poked into her stomach. He could feel his feet dangling out in the air, enjoying their last moments of freedom before the bunny's tongue drew them in. With one final slurp he sucked in his tail, as if it were some damned noodle. Zearo gave up, there was no way he was getting out of this one. He simply closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep as the cruel stomach started to fill.

  “There they are!” One of the villagers cried out. “Get them!” Shouted another. Angelica held onto Nila's wrist tightly as they darted down another narrow alley. From what she could gather when they awoke the two foxes were mistaken for a pair of lovers from rival families that eloped or something.There were a few other things that she missed, but the important fact she managed to get was that these villagers wanted her hide. She kept Nila close, not wanting to sacrifice her only ally unless absolutely necessary. 

  “This way.” Angelica said as she made another sharp turn.

  “Angel not that way!” Nila cried out as she was dragged along.

  “There they are!” The mob ahead of them yelled out.

  “Crap! Over here.” The Ninetales spat as they ducked down another path. 

  “Angel-”

  “I know where I'm going!” The larger fox snarled. The truth was she had no idea where she was. The narrow, maze-like streets were crisscrossed with dozens of tiny alleys and the Ninetales had long since lost her barrings. She wildly darted down roads with no inclination as to where they went, all the wile dragging her helpless companion along behind her. 

  The pair bust free of the township, leaving the winding streets and angry mod behind them. Unfortunately the only way forward was over the lip of a steep cliff. Waves crashed against the rocks at the bottom, as if to show jumping was not an option. The cliff was at the mouth of a great river, and the foxes could see to the other side. The opposite shore was not nearly as treacherous, there was even a small beach with a path leading up. “Come on, we've got to jump!” Nila said as she stretched her unique wings.

  “What?!” Angel exclaimed in horror.

  Nila looked back as the mod started to pour out of the streets. “It's our only chance. I can't fly us over there, but my wings should be strong enough to get us clear of the rocks. We can swim the rest of the way, the water isn't rough.”

  “No!” Angel screamed. “I'm not getting in the water!”

  “We don't have time for this!” Nila shouted as she took to the air. She grabbed hold of Angel's wrist before shooting off the edge. 

  “I said no!” Angelica cried out as she yanked Nila's arm down. The winged fox was not expecting the sudden pull and was not able to compensate for it in time. The Vulpix swung down, smashing her head against the cliff. Her grip on the larger fire type loosened as she tumbled limply down to the water. Angelica panted heavily as she watched her only chance of escape disappear below the waves. She turned, hoping to find some other way past the mob, only to catch a stone right between the eyes. She stumbled backwards, not realizing there was nothing to stumble back on. With a weak gasp the Ninetales slipped off the edge.

  It was dark, overwhelming black. The nothingness was suffocating, oppressing, a constant reminder of what she was, or at least assumed herself to be. Dead, Angelica thought, this is it, isn't it? I'm really dead. She tried to look to her left, nothing. She tired her right, more nothing. This is a lot less than what I was expecting. Well what were you expecting. I don't know, clouds, people in robes, pearly gates. Some fire and brimstone at the very least. Nope just darkness. This bites. The Ninetales stared up at the void, wondering what, if anything, would happen next. She closed her eyes, not much difference, but it made her feel a little better. While she could not see anything should could still hear, if she slowed down her breathing she could hear muffled voices... Wait, what the hell? Just as she made that realization there was a pop and a hiss, and light flooded into her world once more.

  The room was crowded with people, every member of the competition. Sparky was patting down his body, as if unsure it was all there. Marl was keeping his distance from that pompous dog-mutant thing. Galen and Murdock were hunched over in a corner, slowly rocking back and forth. The round plant person from the other team marched over and smacked the fuzzy dinosaur upside the head for whatever reason. Nila was sitting on the edge of some weird, pod shaped machine, staring daggers are Angelica. Everyone looked like hell, except for Misa, who seemed perfectly fine. “Yay!” The cat-slime called out in a voice far too chipper for the room's mood. “That was fun, let's do it again!”

  “Fun?” Murdock said with a twitch of his eye. “We all just died, how is that fun?” 

  “Oh, it was just a simula-something-or-other, didn't you know that?” Misa said merrily. 

  “What?” 

  “Yeah, after everyone took their naps the host people put you all in these magic robot ball things. The squishy guy then told me to get in one so we could all play a fun game. He told me to be sure and not say its a game and just play along for the audience.” She explained with a smile.

  Murdock was mortified. All that horror he experienced, the sheer terror of running through the streets with a hoard of flesh eating madmen on his heels, the mind shatter anguish of being torn apart and eaten alive, it was all fake. She knew it was fake, she could of spared him all that grief but she did not. Part of him was furious, it would take decades of therapy to work out what had happened today, all of which she could of prevented. Yet he could not stay mad, not at Misa. It was not her fault after all. 

  “Okay kiddies, did you all have fun in your VR pods?” Mage's taunting voice asked over the intercom. “Hehe, they're pretty realistic, aren't they?” His last taunt nearly incited a riot in the simulator chamber. “Okay, okay, time to announce the winner of this week's challenge! For having one team member survive the winners are...” Mage waited, being sure to play the good host and add an overly long dramatic pause, “Team Indigestions!”

  “What?” Sam asked.

  “But how!?” Angelica called out. “I was the last one out of the simulation, doesn't that mean I was the last to die?”

  “Well, you were the last one to die.” Mage explained. “But if you remember I said someone didn't die.” As he spoke the final pod hissed open, revealing a rather bored looking skunk inside. “Yeah, turns out one of our interns didn't do there homework and stuck Stank here in a crushing wall trap. Turns out he can turn himself into goo, so squishing him doesn't really do much.” The host's voice sounded a bit embarrassed with the mistake. “Seriously, we squished him like, twenty times, nothing.”

  “Really being crushed to death gets boring after the third time.” Stank said with a shrug. “The real pain was the walls kept screwing up my solitaire games.”

  “So you all know the drill. Indigestions get to go to the kitchen, while the losers have to go upstairs. Hop to it people, we're almost out of time today.” Begrudgingly the teams marched into their respective rooms and went about the business of voting. 

++++++++++++

Kain

If I win I'm going to take part of the prize money and bribe his corporate overlords into letting me gut that octopus.

++++++++++++

Sam

It wouldn't have been so bad, but those thongs... I'm going to have nightmares I know it.

++++++++++++

Murdock

It was all just a game, it was all just a game, it was all just a game

++++++++++++

Cerberus

Hmm, that prey was especially good. Perhaps I should give it the honor of feeding me twice.

++++++++++++

Marl

Nya, I shouldn't say I don't like him, he's not such a bad guy. Though maybe I shouldn't trust him as much... Nya, no I shouldn't be mean.

++++++++++++

Nila

Oh yeah, I know damn well who's going down this time. Good lay or not the bitch has got to go.

++++++++++++

Misa

That was sooo much fun. I hope squishy lets us use the magic balls again. Though I hope I don't have to go to that smelly old city every time, that's not very fun. I heard some of the other girls got to go to a jungle, that sounds like so much fun!

++++++++++++

Roco

Note to self, don't trust the elderly.

++++++++++++

Red

I suppose he did just win us another round, so I guess he should win.

++++++++++++

Sparky

Okay, right arm, check, left arm, check, right leg, check, left leg, check, third leg, a-okay. 

++++++++++++

Bailey

That was so not fair, stupid plant, I was going to eat that bird.

++++++++++++

Dwym

Okay, lesson learned, if I hear a random girl singing, don't blindly follow the voice. 

++++++++++++

Lupe

I lost? When did that happen?

++++++++++++ 

  Mage barged into the upper voting room, wheeling in a cart of medical supplies. “Alright corpses. This week I have  with me eleven defibrillators.”

  Misa gave the host a blank stare. “De-frib-you-what's-it?” She tried, and failed, to say.

  “Defibrillator,” Sam corrected, “it's a machine that helps reset failing hearts.”

  “Oh I get it!” Sparky exclaimed. “Since we all 'died' in this week's game these things are supposed to represent us being saved and not staying dead.”

  “Except for the one we voted off.” Sam added.

  “Yeah, morbid isn't it?” Mage said with a cruel chuckle. “Okay, people with de-fibs are fine for this week. Murdock!” He called out as he heaved one of the heavy devices at the moggle, barely missing the startled shorty. “Cerberus!” He added, actually hitting the bulky abomination. One by one he called the names of the team, until only Angelica and Sam were left. Both of the females seemed confident in their victory, so confident that they both seemed wholly disinterested. The Ninetales was not looking towards the host, instead focusing her attention more on an oddly shaped stain in the far corner of the ceiling. Sam had unintentionally one upped the fox by pulling out a book to read. “Sam!” Mage finally called out, tossing a machine at the cat, who effortlessly leaned to the side to dodge the life saving projectile. 

  “What?” Angelica asked as her seat dropped out from under her.

  “This isn't fair!” Angelica cried out as the servants shackled her arms to twin posts. She pulled against the chains that bound her, but they would not give. Mage walked over and tore the Ninetale's skimpy top off, allowing her supple breasts to hang freely. “What are you doing?” She screamed.

  “Boosting ratings.” Mage said as he pulled off her shorts. The now nude fox tried to kick the host, but only ended up further exposing herself to the audience. The beating of drums heralded the coming of the Indigestions chosen. For whatever reason this feeding ceremony was more... ceremonious than the last one. The crab pounded on the drums in an ever increasing rhythm as the door slid open, revealing Stank the skunk. The winner casually strolled down to the posts which his prize was shackled to.

  “So I get to eat her, right?” He asked Mage, pointing at the bound fox. 

  “Yup, gobble her up just like the rabbit.” The host agreed. 

  “Wait, the rules just say I have to eat her right?” 

  “Yup.”

  “They don't saying anything else, just I have to eat her right?”

  “Well, the rules say you have to ingest her, so eating her out doesn't count.” Mage said, attempting to guess where the skunk was going with those questions.

  “Awesome.” Stank said as he undid his belt.

  “W-what are you doing!?” Angelica demanded in horror. She watched as the winner dropped his pants, exposing his erect member.

  Stank smiled as he lifted up one of his meal's legs. “Feeding the lizard.” He stated drolly as he pressed her foot into his drooling cock. He let out a light moan as he closed his eyes, savoring the sensation of having someone slowly sink into his manhood. The fox's foot slipped in with no trouble, creating a sizable bulge as it sank into the rod. All eyes were on the skunk's rod and the Ninetales slowly disappearing into it.

  “No!” Angelica cried out, frantically pulling at her restraints. “No anything but this! I don't want to die like this!” Her pleas fell on deaf ears. Stank eagerly picked up her other leg and feed it to his growing cock. Pre drooled out of the throbbing rod as it took in the second foot, greedily pulling it down to the other. The skunk unshackled his prey, pinning her arms at her side as she slid down to the knee. The Ninetales continued to struggle against the swollen red rod, but Stank held her in a vice-like grip. For her there would be no escape. 

  Stank shuddered and bucked his hips as he felt the fox's dainty, quivering fingers slip into his member. Tingling waves of pleasure shot up his spine as he felt the little digits flail around within his member. Angelica was not enjoying her final trip. Her legs were completely engulfed by the skunk's rod, her beautiful yellow-white fur was matted down by his man-slime, and now her hands were coated in the slick stuff. As unpleasant as it was the thought of actually turning into the cream was surreal to the Ninetales. She had handled the stuff several times in the past, but never did she even dream it would be her fate. Such musings were dispelled as her hips vanished into Stank's second head. 

  Waves of pleasure shot up Stank's spine, crashing into his mind with tremendous force as Angelica's rear was sucked down. Her nine lustrous tails were thrashing about in a panic, each moving independently of the others. Without even thinking the skunk grabbed the vixen's shoulders, forcing her down as he bucked his hips forward, greedily demanding more of the wondrous sensation. Stank stopped when his trusts hit some resistance; Angelica's chest. The fox's breasts rested on Stank's tip, their supple girth hindering his progress. Without giving it a second thought he gave the tits a firm squeeze before pushing them up against the fox. 

  “Hold it!” Mage called out as he came running over.

  “What?” Stank asked. “Don't tell me you're worried about Sexual Harassment, because I think it's a little late for that.” 

  “Please let me go, you've got your footage, there's no need to kill me.” Angelica pleaded.

  “No, and defiantly no.” The host said as he pulled a syringe from his s leave. “Just need to take care of a little business.” He said before jabbing the needle into Angelica's shoulder. Just as soon as he interrupted he was out of the way, allowing Stank to finish his meal. 

  Angelica weakly look up at Stank, now only her head and the tips of her tails were left exposed. Her beautiful body was now just a lump in the skunk's cock, soon it would be even less. A glob of pre oozed up past her face causing her to cringe as the slick stuff passed over her. “Please,” she asked weakly. Stank just smiled as he pushed her head down. 

  Stank moaned as he felt the writing Ninetales slip down his shaft, her every movement sending pangs of pleasure through his body. Within moments the feeling passed, and the vixen was safely tucked away in his balls. New waves of pleasure shot up his spine as the fox started kicking and thrashing about. Her struggles simply goaded his balls into churning all the faster, coating more of her body with his white cream.

  Angelica screamed as she looked at her tingling hand, or what was left of it. The thing was melting away, slowly dripping off as more of Stank's milk. Her hands and feet were disappearing before her eyes, her majestic tails were being churned into a mass of white goo, she could even feel her rear starting to slip away. “Please let me out!” She cried out. “I'll do whatever you want, just don't do this!” The fox desperately threw herself against her fleshy prison in a vain attempt to escape only to get more of the skunk's seed on her. More cries of anguish rang from Stank's sack and Angel was churned away into one of the skunk's loads.

  Stank gave a satisfied sigh as he rubbed his engorged sack, though something was troubling him. There were still a lot of hard lumps in his balls, even though his meal should have been fully digested at this point. “Hey, host guy.” Stank called the octopus over with a wave. “What exactly did you inject Angelica with?”

  “Oh that,” Mage started dismissively, “just a little something to keep her bones from digesting.”

  Stank stared at the host for a moment, then at his sack, then back at the host. “Why?”

  “Read the contract, we need the bones on display in the viewing hall.”

  Stank was not amused. “So these...” He said, rubbing the suddenly uncomfortable lumps.

  “Are going to come out as is.” Mage said with a laugh. “Ever had a kidney stone? Yeah, it's going to be like that, times three hundred.”

  “I think it's past my bed time, I should really get going.” Stank said as he tried to stand up, a relatively easy task suddenly complicated by the presence of two alarmingly large crab claws on his shoulders. 

  “Oh don't tell me you're leaving now, not with that big sack of goodies.”

  “This feels-s-s r-r-really weird.” Stank gasped as the machine was turned back on. Like before Stank was in the room above the viewing chamber, positioned over one of the holes into a display tube. This time, however, he was face down on the floor with his member stuck in the opening. The Vulpix servant was sitting on his back cleaning her nails, effectively pinning the skunk down. In the viewing chamber bellow the Eevee was adjusting the air pressure of the tube with a bored look on her face. The improvised milking was taking its toll on the sweating, worn out skunk. “W-w-wouldn't it be easier to j-j-just let me jerk it?” Stank moaned.

  “Yeah, but this is more elaborate, and our viewers like elaborate, overly complicated stuff.” The host explained.

  Stank was about to make a witty comeback, but instead screamed out in a mix of pleasure and pain as it felt like his little friend was going to be torn off. His balls practically jumped as they shot their contents out of the skunk. A mixture of sensations flew through his body as his seed spilled out into the tube. Ecstasy gripped his mind, drowning out most of the pain of pushing bones through his shaft. His milk splashed as it hit the bottom of the viewing tube, quickly filling the display with the spunk. Angelica's bones twirled around in the milky depths, floating through the goo before settling at the bottom in a pile. Her long skull was the last bone to come out, slowly drifting down to rest atop the mound. 

  Stank collapsed as Mage slid in front of the cameras. “And there you go vore fans, another titillating edition of Survi-vore! Come back next week, where another unlucky contestant might find out where babies come from the hard way. Till them, stay hungry.” 

