VOCT ROUND 1: Rockfall

By Renor (Jahan)
The grey furred mouse bounced eagerly on the balls of her feet as the cable car chugged along towards the mountains, staring raptly out one of the windows. Or, rather, Lillan was standing with her hands on the window and her face rammed up against it, pink nose smudging the glass, the white chest-and-stomach fur running from under her clothes and up along her neck displayed for anyone outside to see. Her long, furred tail stuck out through a small hole in her beige cargo shorts, whipping excitedly to and fro as she kept bouncing at the window.
Here she was, about to explore a brand new continent! Sure, she was going to be preoccupied with hunting down her opponent and turning them into a wriggly, gurgly bulge, but if she won, she’d have that whole mountain range to explore! Who knew what secret caves and ruins lay within it? It made the frustration of being unable to log out seem like such a small, inconsequential thing. Surely they’d have it figured out soon- in the meantime, she’d be one of the first, the elite few, to explore this brand new land. No one shouting spoilers or giving away secret passages, no maps she could look up-uncharted, virgin territory. It was all she could do to keep her ‘eees’ of excitement quiet, lest she irritate her fellow cable car passengers more than she already had. She was only dimly aware of their presence, too excited by what was to come to even take stock of who her potential opponents might be. Besides, what could she do during the short cable car ride to the mountains? ‘Excuse me, sir, but can you tell me what any weaknesses you have might be? Just out of curiosity!’? No, that wouldn’t exactly work. So for now, she kept her nose smooshed to the glass, peering at the black, mountainous landscape with barely-bridled excitement.
Lillan didn’t really look like what many might consider a fantasy-style ‘adventurer’, she wasn’t really dressed like a stereotypical fantasy ‘adventurer’. Not only was she rather short  (topping out at 4’ 10”!) and a bit on the pudgy side, there was only one zipper on the clothing she was wearing. And there weren’t any belt buckles whatsoever-her outfit consisted of a pair of beige cargo shorts, a small satchel slung over her shoulder, and a dark blue t-shirt, reading ‘<geek>’ on the front and </geek> on the back. Nor was their any form of strangely oversized sword- the closest she came was a simple USB stick hanging from her neck. Now, her hair was dyed a light, almost metallic blue, one ‘bang’ hanging down in front of her eyes, and the other two sliding off to the side. She felt the color helped accent her sea-green eyes, hidden behind a pair of black, boxy glasses that rested on top of her muzzle.

“Almost there, almost there!” She murmured under her breath, oblivious to the occasional glare from her fellow passengers as her heart raced in her chest. The mouse practically squealed as the cable car shuddered to a halt, rushing towards the door and stepping outside. Before she could even get her bearings, there was a familiar wrenching sensation as she was teleported to some distant location in the mountain range. Even though she’d been transported this way many times before, it always felt so odd- the way her vision distorted and blurred, the way her senses seemed to ‘fade’ briefly- even the earth beneath her bare feet seemed gone for a split second. Then, everything suddenly snapped back into focus as she arrived at her destination, her toes clenching to feel the loose rocks beneath her feet-
“Wha-SHIT!”
-as they suddenly started to shift out from under her. Already disoriented from the teleportation, Lillan stumbled backwards as the rocks began to slip out from under her feet, tumbling down the steep slope she’d appeared on. Unable to maintain her balance, she fell backwards onto the slope with a frustrated squeak, and began to roll and slide down the rocky hill, small stones clattering and rattling down along with her, ultimately landing in a heap at the bottom of the slope, her glasses dropping off her at the end of her fall, satchel still thankfully draped over one shoulder. With a soft groan, the mousegirl pushed herself up off the ground, pulling herself up and into a sitting position.

“I really, really hope no one saw that..” She muttered to herself, plucking her glasses off the ground next to her and dusting them off with her shirt. “Or I might as well just kill myself now.”
Slowly, Lillan stood herself back up, brushing off her shorts, trying to gauge how ‘injured’ she was. She couldn’t exactly judge that just by pain: She’d set her own setting somewhere around the middling level-none would have broken the illusion of the game, and the highest setting.. well, she wasn’t a masochist. Unfortunately, she couldn’t just check her her damage counter, either: she’d felt those displays were a bit intrusive and unrealistic, so she’d disabled them. Flexing her arms, she prods herself a few times, before nodding quietly. It seemed she hadn’t hurt herself too badly-aside from her pride, anyways. With a quiet grumble she pushed her glasses back onto her face, getting her bearings. “Oh, wow…”
She found herself close to the edge of a cliff, the rock falling away to ocean miles below. Waves crashed and foamed around small, jutting outcroppings, and the distinct, salty scent of the sea wafted up the cliff face, a soft breeze gently ruffling her hair. Looking down and to her right, she thought she could juuuustt make out a cave further down the cliff face-she made a mental note of that: Definitely something to come take a look at after this fight was over! After a few more moments of looking, vertigo started to win out over fascination, and she slowly pulled herself back and away from the dizzying precipice, and turned about to look at the slope behind her.
The hillside she’d been teleported onto was littered with small bits of loose, black rock, broken off by weather and time from the larger boulders and jagged outcroppings dotting the landscape. Some portions of the hill looked steeper than others-she’d just had the misfortune to teleport into one of the steeper spots, it seemed. “If it turns out that teleport wasn’t random, my opponent’s not the only one that’s gonna see the inside of a mouse.” She muttered to herself, before tilting her head backwards. Her gaze traveled upwards as she followed the mountains into the distance, watching as the black spires rose through the haze towards the clouds. The view was amazing.. it was a pity she didn’t have the time to stand around and enjoyit.

 “Well.. this cliff isn’t the best place to fight someone.” She reasoned aloud, glancing back over her shoulder to cliff, then briefly following it with her gaze as it meandered and twisted off into the distance. “And I don’t know where my opponent is right now, nor how far away they might be, so setting up an ambush doesn’t make a lot of sense… so, might as well move away from this cliff and go hunting!” As she spoke, she reached up and tugged the USB stick around her neck off of it’s breakaway cable. With a small flick of her thumb, the USB drive shimmered and elongated, slowly morphing into a tall, wooden walking stick, at least 4 or 5 inches taller than she was. Lillan grinned broadly as she gripped the walking stick, tapping it experimentally against the ground a few times.
“God, I never get tired of this thing.” Idly, she pondered adding a sound effect to the object, mentally debating as to whether the Transformer’s transformation sound would be over the top. Still mentally debating potential sound effects, she began to climb a shallower portion of the slope she’d just tumbled down, using the walking staff to help move herself along as she clambered and scrambled up the mountain’s side. “Nff.. n.. note to self. Look for stairs next time.” Or maybe some sort of flying potion, or something. Theses slopes were not made for hiking!

 She wasn’t really sure how long it took her to reach the top-it could have been twenty minutes, it might have been an hour. Her fur was damp with sweat as she finally crested the top of the hill, finding a massive, sunken caldera on the other side-and a steep slope leading down into it. The sweet, salty smell of the sea breeze was gone, replaced with a rather unpleasant, lingering odor of sulfur, and a harsh, gritty wind-it made her glad she was wearing her glasses, really. Her eyes darted here and there as she leaned on her walking stick, looking for any signs of her adversary. Even if the teleports were random, it would make sense if she and her opponent both landed within a certain distance from each other.. otherwise, it could take days for them to find each other. She certainly hoped the mods had taken that into account, or this tournament might not be as interesting as she’d-
“Hrn?” She mumbled under her breath, narrowing her eyes as she caught sight of movement within the caldera, a streak of grey vanishing behind one of the jagged outcroppings of rock. She stayed still for a few moments longer, searching for any other signs of movement, and finding none. Had her enemy seen her? It was likely, but she was also exposed if she stayed up on the rim-she’d have to go meet her opponent down at the bottom, whether he knew she was there or not. The caldera walls were, in many places, steep and littered with rocks: A landslide looked almost inevitable, if there was any significant disturbance to some of the slopes. Picking as ‘safe’ a path as she could, the mousegirl began to scramble down into the basin, loose rock clattering under her feet.
“Okay, okay, you can do this, careful, careFUCK!” Gravity and momentum won out over caution, sending the mousegirl barreling and tumbling down a rocky slope for the second time today. Once more, she found herself in a small heap at the bottom of the hill, her glasses askew.
“Tch, it’s too bad this is a fighting contest, and not America’s funniest home videos! Otherwise, you’d have won right there!”

Lillan’s ears folded back as she heard the voice, turning her head towards the voice. She spied a grey furred wolf standing there-his coloring was really quite similar to her own, save some odd gold markings on his arms-, holding a video camera and grinning like a fool. Not only had her opponent watched that embarrassing tumble, he’d caught it on video. Oh, fantastic!
“I hate everything.” The mousegirl muttered under her breath as slowly stood up, using her staff to steady herself as she shook the rocks from her shirt, before looking up to get a better look at her opponent. He stood a good bit taller than Lillan, although most people did, his ears poking out through a black-and white beanie. His chest was covered by a grey vest, and what looked to be a black t-shirt underneath that. Lillan felt briefly bemused as she realized he was wearing cargo shorts, idly wondering how much they had in common. Now wasn’t the time to figure that out, though, not when they were about to battle to the digestion. On his wrist, there was an odd, wristwatch-liked object (whose purpose she could only guess at), and a small hatchet hung from his belt-she’d have to take care if she in to fight at melee. He was also still holding his video camera, peering through the viewfinder-a heavily modified camera, at that. She felt he must have filmed a lot of these fights-did that mean he knew how she fought? That wasn’t a possibility she wanted to think about at the moment.
“Aw, c’mon, it’s not that bad! I mean, I had some trouble getting down, too.” The wolf replied, his tail wagging a little, lowering the camera to look Lillan in the eye. 
Lillan hrmphed a little as she adjusted glasses, folding her arms in front of her. “Yeah, and was yours videotaped?”

“Well, no. Wait, maybe! It’s possible that our fights are being filmed. But, tell you what-.” The wolf said, rubbing his chin. “Let’s make a bet. Given that you’re a bit hurt already, I’ll let you take the first shot. If you win, I’ll delete you’re little tumble. If I win, I get to post a video of this fight onto the ‘net, and you can’t demand I take it down.” The wolf extended a hand to the mousegirl. “I’m Chase, by the way.”
Lillan narrowed her eyes at the wolf for just a moment, before a broad grin spread slowly across her face. She gets the first shot, and all she had to do was agree to let him post the film if he won? She returned her staff to its compressed form and reattached it to her necklace before taking the wolf’s hand, shaking it gently. “Lillan. And you’ve got a deal. I can take my first shot from wherever I like, yes?” 

“I suppose so, ye-” Chase didn’t even get a chance to finish before Lillan was sprinting off across the basin, stopping a good sixty feet away from her opponent. Her toes curled against the hard, shark rocks that filled the dead caldera, the mousegirl letting her eyes slide shut as she started to ‘feel’ the land around her trying to figure out what was available for her particular brand of magic. There was magma here, but in this dead caldera it was down deep below them both: it would be hard to reach, hard to move, and harder still to control. Perhaps as a desperate attack, it could work- but as an opener, it was less than ideal. Ah well, nothing wrong with going with the obvious choice.

“I hope you’re ready!” Lillan shouted out to her opponent, shifting into rather generic-looking ‘fighter’s stance’, two fingers pointed at Chase.

“Tch, I hope you’re-hrgh!” Lillan had, it seemed, not bothered to wait for him to reply-midway through Chase’s response, a softball sized rock about 10 feet away from the wolf rattled briefly before suddenly launching from it’s resting place. Taken by surprise, the wolf failed to evade the projectile, grunting as it slammed hard into his stomach and knocked him backwards a few steps.  “Ah, cute!” He grinned, cracking his knuckles through his fingerless gloves. “Of course, hitting me with that won’t be so easy now that I know what to look for…”
“Whether you can look for it or not is immaterial if you don’t have any ranged attacks, wolf. ‘Cause I do!” Lillan giggled, pointing at him again. In response, Chase simply raised his and pointed it at the mousegirl, prompting a confused pause from the mousegirl. “What, are you going to film me beating you up? C’mon, that’s not very-” As Lillan spoke, Chase fired a powerful beam of light from the camera’s flashlight, striking her squarely in the chest. A faint burning sensation coursed through her torso as the force of that continuing beam caused her to stagger backwards, finally relenting after about five seconds.

“Okay, so you do have ranged attacks. Great.” She mumbled under her breath, chewing on her lower lip. Not only that, his ranged attack seemed to be better than hers: Certainly, much harder to dodge! Without the damage counters, she wasn’t really sure how much damage she’d taken, but that attack had really stung, nevertheless. Well, perhaps he had some sort of limit on how often he could use that attack? Best not to worry about it for now- she needed to press the attack! With a soft smile, Lillan pointed her fingers at her opponent again, another rock rattling on the ground. Chase’s ears perked up at the sound, his vision swiveling towards the source just as the stone launched itself towards his head. Grinning widely himself, Chase ducked and rolled out of the way, tapping the odd device Lillan had seen on his wrist-and sending a large ball of fire streaming towards the mousegirl. 

“Isn’t that a little cliché?” Shouted Lillan as she rolls to the side… only to open her eyes wide in disbelief as the fireball curved towards her, tracking towards her position. “Oh, you’re kidding me! The damn thing homes?” She squeaked, desperately scrambling into a crouching position before diving forwards under the fireball. She could feel the heat singing her fur and clothing as it sailed just a few scant centimeters above her, slamming into the rock behind her. Quickly, the mousegirl started to scramble back onto her feet, only to realize that Chase was pointing the camera at her again. With a frightened squeak, Lillan dove sideways-but not quite fast enough, as a blast from Chase’s camera clipped her side, sending her spinning to the rocky ground with a *whumpf*.

“Stereotypical doesn’t matter when it works, mouse! I do rather hope you’ve got more than that, or you’re going to find yourself somewhere quite cramped and dark soon.” Chase teased, maintaining his distance from Lillan.
“Okay, this is not working.” She muttered through gritted teeth, a strategy quickly forming in her head as she hauled herself to her feet yet again. Unslinging her pack, and holding it in one hand, she gestured with the other towards Chase. A rock behind the wolf began to shake and rattle, just as before, drawing Chase’s attention. As Chase turned towards the source of the noise, Lillan jerked her USB stick off from around her neck with her free hand and sprinted towards him, her footpaws pattering against the rock as she desperately tried to close in on her opponent. As her concentration faded, the rock behind the wolf grew still, and Chase jerked his head back towards Lillan, noticing her charge. Without missing a beat, Lillan slung her pack at the wolf, grinning wider as Chase shifted his body to dodge the small leather satchel. She hadn’t planned on hitting him with it in the first place: It was just a quick throw to buy Lillan the time she needed to close that remaining distance. With a flick of her finger, the mousegirl’s USB stick transformed swiftly back into a quarterstaff, the mouse gripping it in the middle as she swung one end towards Chase-

*CRACK*

-hitting the shaft of his halberd.

His halberd?

“GODS DAMNIT!” 
“Pretty good distraction, Lillan! But you’re not the only person with a staff- or a pole arm, in this case.” Chase grinned, pushing back at the mousegirl’s staff before swiping downwards with the blade of his halberd.
The mousegirl hissed, taking a quick jump backwards to avoid a counter swipe. So, his hatchet could extend into a halberd? Frick, even his melee weapons could do more damage than-Hers weren’t edged! Okay, okay, she could work with this. She could-

She could take a hard swipe across the stomach, apparently. The mousegirl gasped in pain as the blade swiped her across stomach, having not stepped quite far enough backwards to completely evade the halberd.  She felt the weapon slice through her shirt and just a little ways into her skin-it hurt, but her settings kept it from being too crippling or distracting a pain. As Chase followed through on the swing, Lillan lunged forwards, ignoring the pain as she saw her opening. With a deft movement, she flicked her finger along the center of the quarterstaff, cutting the ‘wood’ staff’s length in half and turning it into more of a sword-sized stick then a staff. Able to get past Chase’s guard with her suddenly shorter weapon, Lillan swung the stick one-handed at the wolf’s head. There was a satisfying *crack* as it slammed into his skull, the mousegirl grinning as Chase staggered backwards, slightly dazed by the blow. Lillan gripped the stick in both hands and pulled back, preparing to bring her weapon down hard on Chase’s head- just as wolfgirl suddenly sprang into existence beside Chase, a microphone clutched in her paws. 
A brief look of confusion crossed Lillan’s face, but before she could react (or even get a good look at her) to the sudden presence, the newcomer screeched loudly into her microphone, a shockwave of painful feedback blasting from the device. Lillan screeched in surprise and pain as she clamped her hands over her ears and sank to her knees, the mousegirl’s half-staff clattering to the ground. Even after the blast finished and the wolfess vanished, the mousegirl’s vision swam and danced, the concussive force of the blast having dazed her badly. She could hear Chase murmur something-likely an amusing one-liner- but her ears were ringing so badly from the sonic attack that she couldn’t make it out, let alone snap back snarkily. As her blurry vision slid back into focus, she glanced up at Chase, discovering that her opponent was-filming her?

“The hell?” She muttered groggily, grabbing her weapon back off of the ground in one hand as she began to stand up, flicking her ears in a vain attempt to get that blasted ringing to stop. “No attacks while I’m incapacitated? No attempts to pin me to the ground? Damnit, are you just toying with me at this point?”
“Not yet, I’m not! Now, smile for the camera, mousey!” Chase responded cheerily, grinning wide as he recorded Lillan. With quick shift of his fingers, he started pressing the zoom button, still grinning wide as he filmed.
Lillan gripped her weapon in both hands, growling softly as she prepared to lunge towards him. “Oh, I’ll smile, alright, once I get a mouthful.. of.. wolf…” She trailed off as the wolf, the caldera, and everything around her slowly seemed to grow larger and more distant-she was shrinking! “Fuck fuck fuck fuck!” She squealed as she turned and started to scramble away from Chase, her height finally evening out at around 6 inches tall. 

Chase couldn’t help but lick his lips as he followed after her, a quick button press blasting the diminutive mouse in the back with the camera’s beam attack. The blow sent Lillan sprawling out on her stomach once again, causing her to wince with pain and frustration.

“Hello, ground. We’re really getting to know each other today, aren’t we?” The mouse-sized mousegirl muttered, pushing herself back up off the rocky floor. Without warning, a large, grey footpaw pressed down on her back, forcing her down onto the hard rock as it began to grind and press her into the floor of the dead caldera.
“Now I’m playing with you! Well, and I'm just making sure your damage gets high enough that you can’t pull any tricks.” He said, his toes wriggling a little as he leaned a bit of his weight on her. “But mostly toying with you. You’re damaged enough that you’re going to be stuck that size for at least a few minutes-” He said with a grin, and pressed a little harder, eliciting a gasping squeak from Lillan. “Which is more than enough time to make sure you’re damage count is high enough that you slide down nice and easily! I’m sorry to say, but I think that video of your tumble may yet wind up on the internet! Mm, at the very least, there’ll be one of me devouring and digesting you. Cheer up, though! At least you managed to make it this far. And you can introduce your new friend ‘the ground’ to your new acquaintance, the gurgly tummy.”
“S.. screw you! This isn’t over yet!” Lillan gasped out, wincing in pain as she was ground against the caldera floor- and also blushing just a tetch, squirming underneath Chase’s footpaws. Okay, she had to think, and think fast. Trying to ignore the ache in her body, the mousegirl closed her eyes, thinking. The caldera rock was hard: Altering it on a large scale would be difficult-making the ground jolt upwards enough to dislodge her opponent was out of the question, at least with him on top of her like this. A smaller change would be rather easy, but that wouldn’t dislodge him from her. There had to be something she could do!


“No, Lillan, I’m pretty sure it is over-Eh?” Chase blinked a bit as Lillan’s squirming stopped, glancing down at the now still mouse. “Something wrong? You don’t really seem like the type to give up like th-HEY!” He yelped in surprise as a small hole suddenly formed beneath his footpaw, the mouse tumbling down and out of sight. “Get back here!” Chase said, dropping to his knees as and trying to peer down into the depression
Lillan winced as she smacked into the bottom of the hole, panting for breath as she leaned against the smooth volcanic rock. It was safe here-the hole narrowed to a point where he wouldn’t be able to get his hands in- but not for long. Once the shrinking wore off, she’d be forced out of the hole. Thankfully, not in a gory ‘crushed from trying to expand in too tight a space’ fashion, but just sort of ‘pushed’ out by the level geometry. Her head tilted backwards as all the outside light cut out, sighing softly as a few drops of thick, warm liquid started to dribble down into the small pit. “Damnit, I had really hoped he wouldn’t think to put his mouth over the opening.” Sighing in mild frustration, she rubbed a hand against her temple. She had some breather room now, but if she didn’t get him away before that shrinking wore off, she was going to ‘resize’ right into his mouth.
Closing her eyes-not that it made much difference in this darkness-Lillan started to evaluate her options, ‘feeling’ the land around her again. The magma-she wouldn’t be able to bring it up, not in time, and even if she could, it would likely be just as much trouble for her as it would him. But… the rocks on the caldera slopes had been very unstable, hadn’t they? Maybe the tide could be turned in her favor.
__________________________________________________________________

Chase’s tail wagged as he kept his mouth over the hole Lillan had vanished into, grinning from ear to ear-before furrowing his brow in confusion at a sudden, low rumble behind him, a few rocks clattering and rolling past him. “The hell? What’s going on back -oh shit.” The wolf turned just inside to see the entire hillside sliding down to greet him. Tons of rock and boulders and gritty black sand smashed into him with the momentum of a freight train as he’s caught in a sudden, freak avalanche.

__________________________________________________________________


Though her hidey-hole had kept her from taking the brunt of the blow, the sudden rockslide had still sealed Lillan under the shifted hill, but a little bit of geomancy applied to the loose rocks above gave Lillan enough room to scramble out of the tiny hole she’d created. She panted softly as she clambered up on top of the rubble pile, feeling her natural height return to her as she examined her handiwork, looking for her opponent. 
Her ears perked up as she heard a quiet groan from a small pile nearby, hurrying over with a massive smile. “Come out, come out, wherever you are!” She teased, pushing a few rocks out of the way to reveal her battered foe. Chase looked… well, pretty good for someone who’d just been hit by several tons of rock. His clothing was torn in a few places, he was covered in rock and bits of dust, and his body looked battered, bruised, and exhausted, but there were no broken or crushed bones-a fact that Lillan as glad of. She didn’t like to hurt her opponents that much! And, well, because seeing things like that always seemed to make her queasy.

Chase’s eyes snapped open as the rocks were pulled away, locking on Lillan’s face-there seemed to be some fight in him yet! As Chase struggled to sit up, a soft, pink-bottomed mousepaw pushed down on his chest, forcing him to lie back down. “Ah-ah! I don’t think you’re in any shape to be going anywhere, Chase. Not after the greeting your friend rock just gave you.” She murmured, giggling quietly as she settled down on top of his chest, panting heavily. “Well, anywhere but my stomach, anyways. That was quite the fight!” Her chest still heaved a little as she straddled the wolf, using her legs to help pin his arms to his side. Smiling to herself, the mouse began to roll her shirt up, tucking the ‘bottom’ of the shirt through her collar and revealing her fluffy, white tummy fur. Well, normally fluffy. Lillan’s fur glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, bits of dust and rock stuck to her matted, damp fur. In all honesty, she looked almost as exhausted and battered as he did, for all her confidence and grins. “Really, that was the first challenging fight I’ve had this tournament!”

 “D.. damnit. It’s not.. you haven’t won yet!” Chase grunted, squirming weakly under Lillan’s body as the mousegirl’s legs kept his arms pinned to his sides, his mind racing through possible ways to turn this situation around.
“No, I’m pretty sure I’ve won.” She said, leaning in to give him a quick kiss on his nose. “But that was a really fun fight. I’m sure I sounded pissed and frustrated a few times, and-” She laughed, and tussled his hair a bit. “Well, I suppose I was, but that’s just ‘cause I was caught up in the heat of the moment.”

Chase snorted a bit, shifting beneath the mousegirl. “Well.. I.. yes, it’s been a fun fight. But I.. it’s not over yet! I’m not just going to give up because it seems hopeless!” He retorted, trying to bring his arms together. If he can just activate his HoloCom, she was in the perfect place to hit with a shock attack-

“Ap-ep-ep-ep!” Lillan chided, reaching down to grab his wrist and pull it out from under her, still grinning from ear to ear. “Don’t think I didn’t notice that!” She churred, her rump wiggling on his stomach as she gingerly removing the wristwatch like device from his hand. “Don’t want you throwing fireballs inside my stomach or whatnot.. I imagine that would be rather uncomfortable. You’ll get this back after my body’s done with you.” She said, her stomach gurgling hungrily. “And I’m glad you don’t plan to give up! I’m the same way, as you saw! Mmm, and I admit, it’s so much more fun when you’re squirming and wriggling..” She practically purred that out, her toes curling and uncurling in anticipation. Chase just winced at that, watching helplessly as his best chance for victory was snatched away from him. Still, he squirmed, his eyes darting about as he searched for a way out.

 “If it’s any consolation,” Lillan continued, leaning in so close that their noses were almost touching, “you almost had me at the end there. If this had been another arena, I don’t know if I’d have been able to get out of that predicament! And, it’ll probably smell better in there than it does out here.”

“Nff. It is a.. small consolation, yes. Not that this is over yet!” Protested the wolf, glancing to his side. Both his camera, and his hatchet were nearby. If he could just find a slip a hand free and grab one, he might still win this. But she’d need to be distracted, or incautious… “So, are you going to toy with me, then? The way I sorta did?”

“You know, just because you keep saying that, doesn’t make it so!” Lillan said with a grin, realizing that it was, perhaps, a little hypocritical of her. “I’m glad it’s some consolation, though. And, mm, I wasn’t planning on making that mistake, no.” Lillan added, nodding curtly as she leaned in just a little closer, her cold nose bumping against his. “No, I think I’m just gonna wolf you down right-” Lillan paused for a moment, and then laughed once. “Hah! No pun intended there. But, ah, yes, you’re going to take a tummytrip now. See you back in the city!” 
“W.. wait, hold on!” Chase yelped trying to stall for time as Lillan’s maw opened wide in front of him, the mousegirl showing off the glistening pink interior of her maw. Small strands of saliva connected her tongue to the top of her palate, her white, slightly pointed teeth displayed for her doomed opponent. As her opponent stared into her drooling maw, Lillan tried not to giggle as the thought of adding a cliché ‘glint’ to her teeth, complete with sound effect, occurred to her-she’d have to file that away for later! Regardless, the mousegirl seemed undeterred by Chase’s pleas, clamping her muzzle down around the wolf’s, her lips sealing a few inches below his eyes.  He could see the mousegirl’s cheeks bulging with his own, larger muzzle, her tail swaying and flicking eagerly behind her as she squirmed on his stomach. Her warm, soft tongue slipped out, sliding and rubbing along the sides of Chase’s muzzle, trying to slicken him up for his trip down her throat, and to get a better taste of her meal to be-a taste that made her wince.
Well, no, it wasn’t his taste that was the problem. She could detect hints of it here and there-it actually seemed quiet pleasant. The problem was that the avalanche had coated him in a huge amount of rock dust, and having a flavor akin to a bowl full of ‘Granite-o’s’, it was not exactly something she found appealing. Oh, gods, and the texture! It was like eating a bag full of chalk! She made a mental note: If she planned on anymore wins by landslide, she was going to carry around a damned water bottle to rinse these people off with. Gods, but this was going to be unpleasant-this just wasn’t fair! This was the best friggen part!
Chase’s ears folded back in confusion as his opponent whimpered softly, but he was in no position to ask questions-and indeed, his confusion was soon pushed out of his mind as Lillan parted her again, surging forwards and taking his entire head into her maw, blocking out his vision. Her tongue worked in quick, swift swipes, sliding over his head as she pushed it towards the back of her throat. Hot, rippling flesh greeted Chase’s muzzle as she took her first swallow, dragging his cold nose into the tight embrace of her throat. Her hands kept his arms pinned tightly to his side as she scooted back on his belly a little, lifting upwards and pushing forwards-soon his whole head was sliding down her throat, bulging and stretching the flesh lewdly. Any onlooker could clearly see the bulge of the wolf’s head as it began to make it’s way down Lillan’s throat, her lips bumping up against Chase’s shoulder as the mouse’s stomach gurgled hungrily below. She grimaced as Chase wriggled in her grip, the mouse squeezing him tightly with her arms. Normally, it was pleasant when they squirmed and struggled, but that gritty, dry texture, it really made the endeavor almost frustratingly uncomfortable! She half considered trying out that glitch she’d recently discovered, but… well, she wasn’t really sure what would happen if someone was partway inside her when she started that. Best to try it another time, then.
With a frustrated, gasping grunt, Lillan started to stretch around Chase’s shoulders, her jaws stretching almost impossibly wide as his head jolted a little further down her throat, slickened by her warm, gooey saliva, even if that rock dust was absorbing  fair amount of it. The mousegirl paused as she reached his shirt and vest, squeezing her eyes shut, and ‘backing’ up to his neck, a small sheen of saliva left on the tops of his clothes. Okay, no. Clothes were a hassle normally, though she sometimes left them on out of courtesy. Coated in dust, they were likely to be an automatic gag machine, and she really didn’t relish the thought of choking them down. Leaning sideways, Lillan strained one arm to try and reach Chase’s hatchet, eyes narrowing in frustration as she found it just a few inches out of reach. Screw you too, universe. Undeterred, she wrapped her arms around Chase’s body, and… well, flopped sideways, landing with a soft *crunch* on the shifting rock pile. An uncomfortable position, but it put her close enough to the hatchet to snatch its handle. 

Despite all the frustrations, Lillan couldn’t help but giggle softly as she heard the wolf inside her throat yelp as his clothes were cut away, revealing his nude form-not that Lillan could see much from her vantage point, but she did take the opportunity to give his rump a teasing little pat. She snrked softly as she felt him twisting and shifting about in attempt to slip free now that Lillan’s smaller form was no longer sitting atop him, an escape attempt which Lillan more ignored than dealt with as she began to move past his shoulders, her tongue swiping down against his chest, followed soon by a happy sigh of relief. His clothes had shielded his body from the rock dust, leaving his soft, grey pelt mostly free of the gritty material. She lingered, now, her tongue eagerly swiping and sliding at his chest as he marinated in her saliva, leeching more of his pleasant flavor into her maw as he jerked and wriggled, trying desperately to break free. Soon, though, her gurgling stomach demanded she move forward, and the mousegirl obliged, taking another loud, full-bodied *glk* as she crammed more of her opponent into her smaller frame. 

Chase’s head pushed briefly against a tight opening, before the long, rippling swallow forced it through into the mousegirl’s waiting stomach. It was almost oppressively hot in here, with warm, gooey stomach walls greeting him, churning and clinging slimily to his face as the soft flesh kneaded and rubbed against him, swiftly coating his gritty form in thick, viscous stomach slime. There wasn’t much of a smell to it: A faintly acrid, musty scent, but nothing terribely unpleasant-just a hot, slimy, churning chamber. With the rock grit mostly gone, Lillan seemed eager to continue her meal. Slowly, she moved her head over his stomach, her own gut beginning to bulge lewdly as Chase’s body slowly spilled inside, the fleshy sac expanding around his shoulders and chest as those, too, began to join his head within the core of the mousegirl’s body.  Her tongue swiped playfully at his belly button as she matted down his fur, before another swallow brought her quite close to a more... intimate zone of the wolf’s anatomy. If her mouth wasn’t stuffed with Chase’s body, she’d have probably cackled as she gave a few teasing licks to his crotch, watching with glee as his legs kicked almost reflexively. “H.. hey! S.. stop, that’s not a fair attack point!”
Chase could hear Lillan giggling muffledly around his body, her tongue teasing and probing for a few moments more, getting a taste for his flavor down there. Before long, however, the mousegirl took a few more quick swallows, mercifully (and perhaps respectfully) ceasing her play with his more sensitive regions, his rump quickly vanishing into, and then past, her maw, sliding into the rippling hug of her throat. With Chase over halfway inside her churning gut, the mousegirl slowly rolled over onto her back, her churning, shifting gut pointing skywards as she suckled and slurped at Chase’s legs, his thighs soon vanishing with the rest of him, slowly becoming a massive, bulgy lump. The wolf was forced to curl within the sweltering heat of Lillan’s stomach, his hands pressing out against the elastic, gooey stomach walls as his hips and hands finally slid into that dark, humid chamber. Each push and shove elicited a small groan and gasp from his captor, the stomachflesh stretching impressively before Lillan’s muscles took over and forced Chase back into a curled position once more, battling the struggling wolf as he sought some form of escape, even as Lillan continued to consume him. Lillan, for her part, was too preoccupied in finishing her opponent off to pay much attention to his struggles and squirms, her jaws closing around his knees, then his calves,  then his ankles-soon, the wolf’s feet were within Lillan’s maw.

As Lillan’s tongue rolled and slide over Chase’s feet, she grimaced slightly-his feet had been uncovered when the landslide hit, so they were rather dust-coated as well. Still, she let her tongue tease and toy over those paws, soaking them in her saliva and suckling at his toes, before taking one last, long, contented swallow, sending the rest of Chase slithering into her stomach. Her hands rubbed at her bulging gut, gasping and giggling as she felt Chase kick and twist, his footpaws squishing and squelching against her gooey stomach walls as he tried to force that churning flesh away from him. She could actually see her flesh stretching before her stomach squeezed him back into place, trying to keep him a compressed ball of slime-coated wolf flesh. The head and humidity were taking it’s toll on the struggling wolf, slowly sapping his energy as struggled helplessly. “Ooh.. you were quite tasty, Chase! And you’re so squirmy!” She giggled again, before belching loudly. “Ooh, excuse me!” She squeaked, swallowing down a few mouthfuls of air and hugging her bloated gut, groaning happily. “Mm, ‘s a shame I’ve gotta digest you, but-well, okay, no, I actually love this part! But, ah, if you ever want to have a rematch sometime, feel free to try and find me! I’d be more than happy to give you another tour.”
“Nnf! You.. I haven’t.. this battle still isn’t over!” He shouted back, panting heavily as he gave another shove against her stomach walls, feeling the flesh yield before squeezing back against him. As he continued his vain struggles, he could feel a strange, damp warmth beginning to creep into his body, sliding down into him from his fur. At first, he’d simply assumed it was just the heat getting to him, but now he realized his body felt- squishier. Weaker. Lillan just giggled as she watched the bulges in her gut begin to grow less defined, her stomach squeezing its prize tighter still. “Chase, I’ve already started digesting you!” She said, giving her stomach a little squeeze-and causing Chase’s body to deform oddly. “You’re gonna be mousefat! Well, er, I guess, mouse experience and mouse healing boost. .. Same thing!” She teased, that strange warmth increasing as his struggles grew more and more desperate, and yet also weaker, the heat sapping his strength, the strange softening preventing him from pushing as hard as he’d been able to moments ago. 

The walls squeezed him harder and harder, pushing on him more and more... until with a final, gooey *gltch*, Chase’s form lost all cohesion entirely, the stomach forcing him down into a thick, nutritious goo. Lillan groaned softly as she hugged her stomach, caressing her now sloshing.. “Mm.. good fight, wolf.” Pulling herself into a kneeling position, the mouse looked about for a memento of the fight. Sure, she could keep the watch, or the hatchet, but those were also important to his fighting ability, and he’d likely want them back.
“Ah! That, that’s perfect!” She squealed happily, leaning forwards and plucking a small, grey object from the rubble:  the lens cap from a camera. Flipping it once in the air, she held it tightly in her paw, before slowly wobbling to her feet, looking down at the rubble around her. She’d won! The thought would have made her bounce up and down if her sloshing stomach wouldn’t likely tip her over. She’d beaten her first opponent! Who knew what wonders the next area would bring? What she’d find there, what she’d see, who she’d melt down into goop? Giggling at the thought of future victories, the mousegirl sifted through the rubble to find her staff and satchel, her ears perking up as she faintly heard a distant airship, slowly approaching.
