     Lejule slowly came to and immediately startled. He was in a cave that was quite volcanic in nature. He was alone, yet fully armed, and his clothes and weapons were piled beside him. Then a small flood of memories reminded him of why he was here. Some one with a very sick mind and calling himself simply “The Host” had called a dozen beasts, Lejule included, from various worlds and told them that they would be fighting each other in pairs until one was dead in the other’s stomach. “Terrific,” Lejule said with dry sarcasm. “Well, might as well find some cover to plan in.” He looked around again and noticed what looked like a white wall. “Hello,” he said, dragging out the “o.” He, after strapping on his scabbards, walked up to it and felt it. Either quartz or calcite. “Only one way to be sure.” He drew his kukri and dragged it across the crystals, but they showed no sign that that movement had even happened. “Quartz. Perfect.” A sudden flare-up of flame near the quartz crystals revealed another advantage. The quartz wall was backlit, meaning that anything in front of it would be silhouetted and nearly invisible. “Almost too perfect.” Despite that thought, Lejule walked over and sat among the crystals, all but disappearing into them. 

     Now came the waiting. The flickering fires were playing some havoc with Lejule’s vision, given the erratic nature of firelight. However, Lejule knew that if it was making his vision hurt, then his opponent would be going through hell. He knew that his eyes could adjust to changing light faster than almost any other type of eye. Soon enough, he began to hear grunts and groans of frustration. He knew that the cause of that frustration came from the fact that, as soon as his opponent’s eyes adjusted to the darkness of the cavern, a flare-up of flame would blind him and force his eyes to start over. Lejule listened as the sounds of frustration grew louder and closer. A moment later, his opponent stepped into view. Don’t tell me that they paired me up with a human. Wait. He studied his opponent a little harder. That is not human. The creature that was his opponent was visibly both taller and heavier than Lejule, himself. He had only known of one person who had come close to both of those qualifications. That man was a wrestler known as the Big Show; he stood at 7’2” and weighed 500 pounds. That man had outweighed Lejule’s wolf form, but Lejule was still taller. This beast of a humanoid was both taller and heavier. Well, then. If he is inhuman, let’s see how superhuman he could be. His vision has already proven to be not much better than a human’s. Now for his hearing.
     He drew his kukri and tapped it against the quartz, making a very sharp *ping.* Lejule’s opponent began quickly looking in all directions and shouted, “Where are you?!” Lejule waited exactly ten seconds before tapping the white crystal again. A roar of frustration and more furtive glances around the cave were his opponent’s reply. Lejule repeated the wait-and-tap pattern until his opponent yelled, “Show yourself, you coward!”

     Lejule waited until the humanoid was looking the other way before he stalked out from his hiding place amidst the quartz crystals. He managed to keep perfect silence until he was within arm’s reach of the humanoid and then said, “Good day.”

     Lejule ducked the desperate and blind backhand with ease. As Lejule stood back to his full height, the humanoid grunted and said, “Puny wolf.” It, with a speed that Lejule was impressed by, reached up and grabbed Lejule by the armpits and stuffed Lejule’s head into its mouth.

     Lejule, however, was not about to be eaten, especially not alive. He pushed against the humanoid’s chest, pulling his head out of its mouth. He kicked off of its chest and performed a double back flip before landing on his feet almost fifteen feet away. As the humanoid reached for him again, Lejule drew and swung his sword in one motion, slicing open the other’s hand. “I would suggest that you get a weapon of your own to make this a little bit fairer.”

     The humanoid grunted again, reached up, and snapped off a stalactite from the ceiling. Lejule was impressed by the fact that the humanoid had used its wounded hand for that action. He had very little time to think about that as the humanoid began charging, swinging its improvised club in a rather haphazard manner. Lejule dodged an overhand strike and the club shattered against the ground.

     “Take your time. I don’t want this to be over too quickly.”

     The humanoid reached down and ripped up a stalagmite, which it began using with more control than its first club. Lejule, however, proved to be much more agile than the humanoid, dodging every blow with ease.

     As he was dodging, Lejule asked nonchalantly, “Would you happen to have a name?”

     “Rüggo.”

     “Odd, but I guess that everything is odd about you.”

     Rüggo roared in anger and swung particularly hard. Lejule ducked under the blow and performed a “guitar slide,” going between Rüggo’s legs. As he slid, he drew his kukri and sliced at his opponent’s groin.

     His slide ended about seven feet past his opponent and said, “‘I’ll bet that’s upsetting.’”

     He was more than right as he felt the stalagmite crash into his shoulder, collapsing his entire left side. “Damn right, that’s upsetting.”

     Lejule growled and caught the second swing. “Time to end this.” He shoved forward and, despite having only one functioning arm, threw Rüggo across the cavern into the quartz wall. Lejule leapt to the quartz wall, preparing to clamp his jaws around Rüggo’s throat and spinal column. However, Rüggo recovered faster than Lejule believed he would and delivered a massive punch to Lejule’s breastbone, shattering it and knocking the wind out of Lejule. As Lejule stumbled to the side and collapsed, Rüggo picked himself up off the wall and lumbered over.

     “Indeed. Time to die,” Rüggo announced as he raised his fist. As he brought the fist crashing down, Lejule lunged up and caught it in his jaws, tearing Rüggo’s wrist wide open. With Rüggo in shock that his opponent had managed to recover that quickly, Lejule was able to shred Rüggo’s other wrist with no reprisal.

     “You will bleed to death in approximately thirty seconds.” He drew his nodachi and said, “However, that is still too long of a wait for me. Goodbye.” He swung the sword in a wide semi-overhead arc. When it connected, it cleaved away Rüggo’s upper torso. Death was instantaneous. With his opponent dead, Lejule set about regaining the calories he had spent in the battle. Were one watching the gruesome spectacle, they would have turned away in disgust. He thanked the fact that werewolves had a high metabolism (in his case, it was sped up by the fact that he had injuries to heal) and could ingest large amounts of food at a time. From his thousands of years of hunting, he knew that the best meat was in a prey item’s abdominal area. Thus, he tore into Rüggo’s belly with gusto. His first bite ripped away about half of the humanoid’s stomach area. He paused with the flesh hanging from his jaws as he spied a badly corroded steel prosthetic foot tumble out of the shredded stomach: the remains of Rüggo’s last meal. Lejule reached in, pulled out of the stomach, and put it aside for later attention. He then remembered the hunk of meat in his jaws and swallowed it down with almost unnecessary haste. His second and third bites ripped out Rüggo’s large intestine. It quickly disappeared down Lejule’s throat. Once that was gone, the small intestine was slurped up by Lejule like a noodle. The next richest location for surface meat was an animal’s thighs. It proved true for humanoids as well. Thus, Lejule ripped at the thighs next, tearing them off and gulping them down within twenty seconds. Proceeding from muscle group to muscle group, Lejule stripped all of the flesh from Rüggo’s bones.

     A minute later, Lejule had also snapped open all of Rüggo’s bones as well, and sucked out the marrow, the second-richest type of meat in a prey animal.

     When he was done, he looked at his left side and saw that it had healed improperly. “Damn. This will hurt.” He grabbed his kukri and slowly carved away his entire left side, essentially surgically removing the malformed ribs and left half of his collarbone. He walked over to and sat against the quartz wall to await the regrowth of his left side.

