Three pictures appeared along with the vote choice.
The first showed a muscular, tall otter with a long torso and short, stubby legs. He had a huge cock, a real zinger that stretched a good foot and a half up the width of his abdominals.
The second was a dragon, a blue-scaled male with narrow shoulders and a massive, huge, oversized rump. It had to be a large ass to accommodate the enormous tail sticking up out of it. The dragon was smooth all over, and his scales so fine and small that his flesh dimpled easily whenever he shyly grabbed at his biceps or squeezed his thighs together.
The third image was a wolf, a red male with black paws. He looked almost vulpine thanks to his slim, slender figure, and at first glance it might have been easy to assume he was a female. He wore plenty of makeup, though was as naked as the rest despite his batting eyelashes. It was clear that of the three, this Prey probably wouldn’t put up much of a fight…
Joseki appeared on screen again, strolling in from the side, visible on the screen from head to toe. He pointed his fingers down at the corner of the screen where the countdown to the next round ticked away. The feline’s enormous sac wriggled, still jiggling and moving with the otter who’d barely managed to get a word out before Joseki decided to give him a promotion to full-time hosting. (Chat: “Oh wow, that otter is still around! Hey, ballfat!”) The half-buffalo, half-lion grinned and leaned over, swinging his broad hips as he splayed his fingers across the golden fur of his massive nuts. A ring of dark brown curly hair wrapped the base of his fat, upright sheath above and formed a bit of treasure trail over the lion’s smooth and muscular belly.
The lion kept swinging his hips, dancing and shifting, showing off his plump tush or flexing his narrow arms - he had a little definition, but the twinky hybrid wasn’t exactly a candidate for any strength competitions. The jostling and sloshing of the show’s host’s enormous and bloated nuts continued, added into the sound mix along with some generic background techno music. On the screen behind the lion, the three potential Prey wandered the Feeding Pens, completely unaware they were being tracked and filmed.
As the countdown timer neared zero, vote tallies appeared below each of the three potential Prey, slowly climbing upwards and throwing a shade across their moving images. The viewers competed with their votes, splitting them narrowly between the muscular, tall otter and the fat-rumped dragonboy, while the skinny feminine wolf’s popularity hovered lower, meaning that particular meal got a reprieve for the day.
When the timer hit zero, the final votes finalized and the screen featuring the blue-scaled, squishy dragon filled to fit the whole broadcast frame. It just so happened the thick-hipped male was leaning over to talk to a short mouse in the Feeding Pens when the camera zoomed in on the base of his enormously thick, supple-scaled blue tail and the lighter shade of the scales along the underside and between this squeezing thighs.
The flesh rippled and jiggled as the dragon jumped at the sound of the Feeding Pen doors slamming open. The two burly Dobergirls barged in, snarling and snapping, treading right through piles of random Prey on their way to the targets. Daisy ended up with her paws clutching at the napes of the wolf and otter who lost the vote, while Dina gripped the big-hipped dragon boy by his rump, pulling him up against her belly as her large hands sunk into his smooth, round blue rump up to her wrists, drawing a surprised look across the Doberman’s normally stern and barking muzzle. She grinned, lips stretching open to show her ferocious white fangs as her fingers kneaded the dragon’s bottom, making him grunt and wiggle against her needily, curling his lean upper torso across her generous tan-furred cleavage.
The Dobergirls dragged the three Prey to the front doors, which they kicked open before dumping all three Prey in front of Joseki’s swollen, churning nuts, which were now much smoother around and shifting quite a lot less. A steady flow of potent, musky pre-cum rolled from his sheath. And were the buffalion’s thighs just a little thicker around? Were his balls just a little heavier?
The three Prey whimpered at the scent as Joseki grinned down at them, legs spread to accommodate his enormous sac.
“Well, I’ve got good news for one of you,” he said, nodding at Daisy, who grabbed the dragon by the shoulders and hoisted him back onto his feet in front of the buffalion. “Viggo Gabrielson, welcome to Chomped! Enjoy your three minute head start, preyslut!”
Like the first contestant, the huge doors to the dark hallway opened. The buffalion’s hoof sent the plump-rumped male flying and sliding across the floor before the huge doors closed behind them. The ineffective and careless nature of how the predatory hybrid introduced contestants was a stark contrast to his attitude towards the Preds. The twinky buffalion grinned into the camera, framed from the shoulders up. Behind him, the Doberguards had their paws on the two losing Prey. Dina and Daisy licked their chops, growling audibly as the otter and wolf shrunk from the Prey Wrangler’s hungry noises.
“Well, that was a close vote!” Joseki said, purring and closing his eyes happily. “I can’t wait to see how Viggo does, because we’ve got one hell of a Pred to send his way. Please welcome to Chomped… the frontman of The Scythed, it’s none other than Sloane… Thomas!”
A tall and dark purple salamander stepped into frame next to the buffalion. Behind them, Daisy’s jaws distended around the struggling kicking form of the slender, feminine wolf, while the muscular otter’s face held a look of shock and lust as he watched his legs disappear up to the knees inside the Doberman’s thick red shaft, outlined all the down to the massive red knot at the base, too thick for even the muscular otter’s toes to show through. Ignoring the lewd meals behind him, Joseki turned towards the salamander and smiled.
“So, Sloane… any strategies you’ll use today to get the edge on your Prey?”
“Well, my fine friend, I decided to play this a bit differently than some others. While they'll be actively on the hunt, I'll be doing what I always do. The audience will get to hear my band perform, and I'll be feeding - pun intended - messages to my opponent through the lyrics. If I see them in the audience - they're mine. The only way out is on stage with me, so they'll get to meet me one way or another,” the salamander said. “Oops, hope I didn't give too much away!”
Long, fiery orange hair draped down the sides of his head, past his shoulders. Multiple piercings showed through his nose, his smooth ears, and the ridges of his brows. Though Predators, like Prey, weren’t allowed to wear clothing, it seemed Sloane found a loophole with the assortment of punk rock belts, studded straps, and black bracelets running down his arms and legs. A large collar wrapped around his neck, but it was there for show alone - there was no D-ring or loop to which a lead could be attached. Nobody controlled the punk rock salamander.
“Interesting… I wonder if that fat-assed little cockmeal is going to be quicker than he looks,” Joseki said, stroking his chin with his fingers. “Anyways, as I’m sure all of our viewers are aware, Sloan is the frontman of The Scythes, who just recently released a brand new album! What was your mood when you recorded your latest record, Sloane?”
In the corner, a countdown timer that started at 3:00 reached the halfway mark.
“It's been amazing. I never thought so many people would care what I have to say. Has helped me with my figure, too. Lots of people want in-person interviews,” the salamander said, patting the fat length of smooth and shiny maleness draping down his thighs, “and are more than willing to sign the waiver. Heh.”
“I believe our show is represented by the same lawyers as your band. Anyways, that’s great! Sloane’s new album is available everywhere now! And I think I speak for everyone when I say thanks for taking time out of your busy touring schedule to be here,” Joseki said.
“It’s not just me - the whole band came along to cheer me on and play one of our new singles off the record during the hunt!”

Inside Sloane’s customized lair, Viggo wasn’t sure where to go or what to do. The plump-rumped dragonboy jumped every time he turned a corner and ran into a wall of white skulls or flaming torches. Posters of punk rock bands covered every surface of the short, narrow hallway, which seemingly stretched on and on, occasionally taking sharp 90-degree turns one way or another. Viggo tread carefully, unsure how long had passed since the buffalion’s hoof booted him inside. He shivered and slid his fingers across his plump thighs, unable to stop thinking about what he’d seen through the closing doors: the Doberman’s jaws stretching open, the other’s thick arousal stretching over the otter’s legs…
Viggo shuddered. His dark blue cock pressed outwards, already hard and dripping as he stepped forward, trembling with arousal and lust despite his fear and the constant shocks of macabre red and gory white posters. From far away, the dragon thought he could hear the sound of a roaring crowd and even louder drums, then the blare of a raucous and buzzy electric guitar. It grew louder as he took step after step closer, shrinking away from every shadow as his hugely thick tail draped across the floor behind him…

The three minute interview ended and Joseki grinned as he watched Sloane hustle off through the hidden entrances to his lair. Every lair was unique and this one was a doozy. The buffalion’s lips curled over his fangs as his belly rumbled almost as loud as his nuts. He had a feeling Sloane liked to play with his food… maybe there’d be time for a snack from the Feeding Pens now that Daisy and Dina were both otherwise occupied with the two losing Prey from the viewer poll…
(Chat: “Looks like the employees of the show get great benefits!” “Does the show have size limits for Preds?” “This show is making me hungry…”)

Sloane licked his lips. The lights of the backstage area he walked through looked just like the one at the theater he played nights ago - however SynTech built their sets, they did a good job. It looked like the real thing, and as he realized there were close to a thousand people in the crowded audience, it was going to feel like the real thing. This wasn’t just playing a song and waving to the camera, the salamander realized as he stepped up to the microphone and the bassist tuned up. This was going to be a rockin’ show. He grinned, eyes flashing across the audience. With so many people, they must have really wanted to challenge him.
The drummer settled in, smashed out the opening rhythm, and the Scythes launched into a bruising and noisy version of the most popular song off their newest record, blasting a few fans in the front back with the power of the speakers before the crowd surged forward, screaming and yelling, arms up, muzzles wide, showing their teeth to the singer as he screamed into the microphone, almost forgetting for a moment he was supposed to be hunting a certain fat-rumped blue dragonboy.
The singer grinned, breathing hard, his purple chest rising and falling as the spotlights whipped across his strapped-up arms and legs. His fat arousal bounced against his thighs, half-hard at the moment, while his long tail whipped behind him, the tip occasionally flexing side to side with the panicked drumming and the enthusiastic guitars. Sloane considered his options. He could keep playing the usual songs from the stage and scan the crowd for the dragon or he could sing lyrics that amp up the crowd to draw the dragon out of hiding.
(Chat: “Dinner AND a show!”)
|||| Sloane plays a song written just for the hunt, with lyrics intentionally designed to pull the Prey out of hiding.
||||| Sloane rolled a 6.
The band transitioned into its next song as Sloane crossed the stage back and forth. The salamander’s purple skin glistened under the lights as his bandmates, all of them decked out in skulls, chains, fake blood, and tight clothes, slammed along on their instruments.
“Baby, you know that I wantcha!” he crooned above the raucous drumming. “Ya had three minutes ticking down but you’re too late, and now I’m gonna huntcha!”
The athletic and acrobatic salamander’s hips swished, swinging his tail as he leaned over, mooning the screaming crowd and momentarily disrupting the mosh pit forming at the base of the stage as the singer’s fans got a good close-up at his impressive set of balls, tight tail hole, and, to whoops and hollers from the crowd, the glistening lips of a plump feminine sex between. Sloane grinned and winked at a cute otter leaping halfway onto the stage and turned around, before snarling and slamming his large bare foot flat against the otter’s face before shoving him back into the growling and lurching mosh pit behind.
“SloaneIloveyoupleaseeatmeeeeee!” The fan screeched, clearly not getting the message.
“Get off! Only one person has a date with me tonight. Sorry, cutie!”
The salamander’s ego grew as much as his fat arousal as he swung his hips again, thrusting in air, swinging his meat across his hard belly, smooth skin slapping against his dark purple hide. 
||||| Sloane rolled a 5.
And there he was. Sloane’s teeth showed, all of them, as the wide-muzzled salamander’s eyes found their target. The blue scaled male’s eyes widened as he felt the heat of the singer’s gaze from across the concert venue. The dragon was in the back, behind the crowds, peering around and listening to the dirty, suggestive lyrics about what the salamander promised to do to the dragon before “I pop my prey ‘til they pray away” ringing in the panting male’s ears. Sloane licked his lips, eyes glued to the squishy blue hide as he kept singing, too classy a showman to ever stop midway through a song just to chase his Prey. No, his Prey would be coming to him soon enough.
The dragon was ridiculously easy to track through the crowd. No matter what the fat-rumped male tried, either someone stepped on his tail or bumped his huge rear end, knocking him into more people, and starting a chain reaction of ongoing mosh pits until the whole crowd was punching, shoving, leaping, and screaming along to the rising crescendo of the music, heaving the fat-rumped dragon ever closer to the front of the stage.
“You wanna win, you wanna be free,” the salamander roared, “Just one problem, sweet boy - you gotta go through me!”
A slim and slender rabbit with jet black fur landed on the stage on his belly. He got up, raised his paws high into the air past his upright black ears, and bent his knees, ready to jump back off and into the surging crowd filling the heaving mosh pit, but before he could huge talons grasped him from behind, digging into the sides of his black and white t-shirt with the band’s logo and tour dates on it. The rabbit yelped and squirmed as he was hoisted off his feet, spun around, and shoved down onto the stage, kneeling in front of the bass player, fan-favorite bad boy Valkyr. The drake smirked, still hitting the notes open-fretted while his claws wrapped around the back of the rabbit’s head and pumped his muzzle over the large maleness protruding from his ripped, torn-up blue jeans. The rabbit’s cheeks bulged almost as much as his eyes as he tasted the bassist’s musky meat flexing over his tongue. Sloane sauntered over, still crooning, pointing and leaping as the drake leisurely skull-fucked the rabbit’s muzzle and throat with his thickness, easily driving his length to the hilt down the squirming, masturbating rabbit’s body. The bunny’s ears draped over his head and shoulders as his thin chest heaved, stretching forward so he could get the right angle for the drake’s casual thrusts. Valkyr’s muscles flexed as he grinned at the lead singer, who returned to the center of the stage while the bassist’s hips squelched forward into the smaller male’s bulging throat, giving the audience near the stage and the broadcast viewers at home a great view from the side of his tool spearing the black rabbit’s face again and again, until thick drizzles of slopped white seed poured from the corners of his stretched lips and his flaring nostrils. The small male’s fingers and claws scraped over the drake’s scaled, blue-gray thighs, clutching and pushing and pulling as the drake’s hand moved his head for him.
The blue dragon watched it all, shivering and trembling, more aroused than ever as the crowds amped up their enthusiasm for the musician and his driving, rumbling punk set. Lights flashed and flares set off as the song kept going, the lyrics getting all the dirtier as the singer kept an eye on the not-so-subtle blue dragon. Viggo thought he was being sneaky, hiding and darting, moving quickly and during the noisiest parts, but he didn’t fool the lead singer of the band for a second.
||||| Sloane decides it’s time to amp up the pressure. He dives into the crowd and surfs his way to the dragon OR the power of his lyrics and his aroused body are too much for Viggo, who can’t escape without going onto the stage regardless, so the salamander keeps playing it up for the crowd of fans instead.
|||| Sloane keeps the show going. He doesn’t want to risk giving the fat-rumped cockmeat any opportunity to escape by leaving the stage, the one place the dragon has to go to get to the exit behind.
|||| Sloane rolled a 15
Sloane growled into the microphone and strutted around the stage, smacking his rump and kicking his legs, giving the screaming fans the show they deserved. His Prey would be on stage one way or another. The salamander had a knack for sniffing out talent, and boy, was the blue dragon ever talented. The dark purple skin stretched and flexed across his lean muscles and long legs as his arousal swayed, dripping by now, still hard at the thought of getting his paws digging deep into the squishy blue scales of the meaty little dragonboy…
The salamander’s hips slid up against the hips of the drake playing bass. By now, the muscular, bulgy dragon’s cock had melded with the rabbit’s muzzle, forming a tight and irreversible seal. The rabbit’s throat bulged, eyes closed as his fur fell out from around his head. His ears flattened to his skull and merged, leaving his upper body smoothing out into the fat base of the bass player’s bat. Sloane sang to the black rabbit, grinning as he used his toes to tease the half-converted cockflesh’s still exposed, dripping hard shaft until the rabbit’s tail wiggled furiously and his body shook. The bassline dropped momentarily and Valkyr grunted at Sloane, glaring as the rapid transformation of the cute former fan into thick dragonmeat continued even more quickly.
Sloane belted the next line into his microphone, looked up into the crowd, and realized he’d lost track of his Prey. The excitement of the show, the blood pounding in his head, the noise, the fire, the skulls, the flames, it always did this to him. His eyes widened as he looked around, trying to figure out where the fat-rumped dragonboy got off to, but all he could see were the hundreds and hundreds (minus one) of fans clamoring for more from the hard-rocking punk band.
||||| Sloane needs to catch the dragon before he slips away. The salamander… stops playing with the band and hunts the dragon directly in the crowd OR turns up the volume even louder, driving the crowd into a frenzy that’s sure to reveal the dragon’s location.
||||| Sloane decides to keep the show going. He’s too much of a professional to quit!
|||| Sloan rolled a 3.
The first energized strums of the guitar and the thumping bass matched the increase in energy from the salamander as he leaped the stage, dashing side to side, kicking, punching, screaming raw, until the 999 people in the crowd lurched and frothed, driving themselves and the band wild with the pumping and thumping punk rock screamer turning into something even louder, noisier, and crazier.
If you weren’t into it, the crowd was a bad place to be. The raucous fans grabbed the naked blue dragon and Viggo found himself hoisted into the air by dozens of squeezing and clenching hands. They grabbed at him everywhere as he surfed along the top of the crowd, along with half a dozen other fans who, unlike the dragon, enjoyed their trip up to the stage to get a closer look at their idols.
Viggo’s muzzle dropped when he saw the drake behind the acrobatic salamander hunting him. The drake’s swollen pecs and abs looked incredible under the lights, and his cock… his cock was… Viggo licked his lips, eyes growing even wider as the paws and claws groping at his back, hips, and thighs found his arousal waiting for attention as well. The last bits of black-furred rabbit slowly turned, losing fur and smoothing out, forming the wide, spurting tip of a massive member that draped almost to the drake’s ankles, matched by a powerfully large set of nuts. Of the rabbit, there was no sign. From the way the drake bit his lower lip and grinned at the fans screaming for him from the front row, he was already planning on what to do with his fresh-churned load of rabbit-cream.
Viggo tried to claw his way back, away from the stage, from the taut, fit salamander’s toothy grin and thick maleness. There was nothing he could do, however, besides shudder and moan as more hands groped at his squishy, soft body, digging into his thighs, hips, groping at his hard arousal, pulling on his balls. Fingers stuck inside his muzzle, between his plump lips, and he lurched upwards as more fingers belonging to at least three different people in the crowd worked under his tail in passing, leaving him gasping and wriggling. The pale blue dragon barely noticed how close he was to the stage until the crowd helpfully dumped him onto his belly, rump in the air and tail flipped over his head, leaving him fully exposed in front of the purple salamander.
“Great job, my rowdy toys. This is why we've got the best fans in the world!” the salamander shouted into the microphone as he grinned down at his Prey. “Now, what do you say to a grand finale our guest of honor will never forget?” The dragon’s panicked eyes shifted from the singer’s carnivorous grin to the full, fat staff throbbing between his legs. The fat-hipped male was barely controlled his arousal as a steady trickle of pre-cum rolled down the insides of his plump, wide thighs, stretching the smooth and soft scales coating his naturally curvy body.
Without breaking pace with the song, Sloane jumped on his prey, locking his knees around the big-hipped dragon’s thighs and squeezing as the broad, flat bottom of the smaller male’s tail pressed into his chest and belly. The singer’s voice cracked a little when he felt just how plush and squeezable Viggo’s rump cheeks were, and it wasn’t long before the singer hot-dogged the groaning dragon with both hands after popping the microphone back into a stand. The salamander’s impressively sized arousal spread the dragon’s cheeks apart as it slid between them and then up the underside of his flipped-over tail, occasionally spurting goo across the slender shoulders of the blue-scaled Prey.
There was only so much teasing either could handle at this point. Viggo didn’t try to fight it as the salamander’s impressive stalk pressed against his tail hole, and as the crowd cheered on, he sunk in, driving himself to the hilt of the shocked dragon’s belly. The plump stomach bulged outwards as Sloane leaned backwards, chest out, head back, screaming the next line as his thickness disappeared into the quivering blue dragon beneath him. Members of the crowd grabbed the dragon’s wrists, pulling him down flat and forward, making sure he couldn’t wriggle away as the frontman knelt around his Prey, knees to either side of those plump thighs.
Viggo’s cries were lost in the boom of the drums, the roar of the guitars, and the salamander’s own strong, powerful voice blasting from the speakers. His thick, smooth stalk dragged outwards, then shoved back in, driving the breath from the squirming male beneath him. Using his hands, the salamander dug in, groping and pushing, slapping and spanking, groaning and stroking until he was pumping hard, fast, irregularly.
The feeling that came over Viggo then wasn’t one of orgasmic lust, but another kind that still sent shocks of pleasure up his spine. The dragon grunted, aching as he felt his whole body tugged back and shoved forward. Instead of the salamander’s thickness wetly sliding out, it was stuck, somehow attached to him on the inside.
(Chat: “Looks like the Preds are 2 for 2 so far!”
(1 Reply: “Just as it should be.”)
Remembering the view of the black rabbit and bass guitar player from earlier, Viggo’s muzzle opened. He moaned, long and hard, before trickle of musky seed ran over his lower lip. Sloane grunted, moaning, stroking and thrusting, aching sac smacking down against the dragonboy’s plump and plush rear end. The connection deepened as the salamander’s body absorbed the flexing, moaning dragon from the inside out. The blue scales quivered as his legs shorted, dragged inwards, towards the inflating, swelling nuts of the screaming, singing salamander. The dragon’s wrists pulled free of the crowd at the edge of the stage as he felt his upper body flex - not of his own accord, but from the growing thickness converting him to cockflesh from the inside out.
He bucked, gurgling, the last of his ability to make noise fading as a steady stream of thick, clear pre-cum pumped over his smooth lips. Viggo’s legs were gone by now, the first to go, absorbed and stored in the salamander’s bloated, churning sac. The fine blue scales along the dragon’s backside deepened in color as the bulge of a urethral shaft flexed outwards from his throat down to his belly. His cheeks began to bloat out, muzzle obscured as the pulsing waves of drooling pre-cum increased in intensity, soon splattering and spraying his own excess essence across the screaming and eager members of the audience at the edge of the stage.
The changes continued, consuming the fat-hipped dragon as the singer’s body leaned forward, grinding his massive newly enlarged shaft along the floor of the stage, sending jets of thick white seed across the audience by the time his thick foreskin pulsed over the dragon’s eyes, molding every remaining part of him into the fat veins and warm skin thrusting through his fingers. Like a cannon firing off, the last few patches of blue scales disappeared as the lead singer came, rocketing a blast that reached nearly to the back of the crowd, a huge arc that splattered dozens of people in sticky, hot salamander-punk jizz. The timer in the lower part of the screen stopped as Sloane held the last note of his song for as long as he came, each pulse sending a shrill tremolo through the note.
PREY 002: VIGGO GABRIELSON
ESCAPED: NO
TIME ELAPSED: 14 MINUTES 25 SECONDS
CUM LOAD SIZE (EST): 40 GALLONS
The huge, fat length of former dragon slopped forward, drenching the first few rows of people in front of the stage as the salamander’s knees shoved into the massive balls, dimpling and stretching the smooth skin. The song’s final note faded and the crowd roared its approval as the salamander got back to his feet and grinned, waving his arms.
“Thank you! We are the Scythes! You’ve been wonderful!”
Joseki appeared on screen again, walking in from the side as the noise of the concert faded. While the background showed the successful Pred hoisting his bandmate’s cock up to compare sizes before the bassist grinned and made a hand gesture that was blurred out. Sloane gave a good natured toothy grin and spun around, bending over an amp for the drake and pulling his lower lips apart, deciding that the best encore to give their frenzied fans was the sight of the well-hung drake taking his frontman for a ride right on stage. The buffalion’s own sac was now fully smooth and round, and slightly smaller than before. His abs showed a little better through his thick belly fur and dark brown, curly-haired treasure trail, while his front fangs now protruded just slightly over his lower lip, adding to the buffalion’s inherently cute expression as he purred.
“Well, well!” he said. “A fantastic score set by a well-known rocker. Looks like Sloane really punked that dragon! Too bad nobody else gets a shot at that thick rump, am I right?”
The buffalion’s hips swung as he purred again, while the scene behind him slowly faded to black, then brought up the images of various potential Prey.
“A fantastic round, and I hope you all go buy the Scythes’ latest album after a performance like that. Kudos to the bass player, too, by the way,” Joseki added. “We’ll be right back with the third round of Chomped! Will anyone be able to escape our hungry Preds tonight?”
The buffalion grinned and leaned back, off to one side of the broadcast, while three potential new prey appeared in three separate boxes, showing them moving around in the Feeding Pens, unaware of the cameras showing their every move. As Joseki’s fingers teased over his plump, thick sheath, which was thick around as a coffee can at this point, he soon encouraged a full and flared dark black, shiny shaft to spill out. He masturbated on the side of the screen, tufted tail whipping side to side beneath his fat balls spreading between his open thighs. In the corner of the screen, the countdown to the third round started, and the updated high scores list - featuring the only two contestants so far - showed in the stream stats below the broadcast.
