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Vector's technological knowhow lands him in yet another situation that he can't seem to escape from...


How it'd happened was beyond my scope of comprehension, but regardless of how, it did.  The little teleporting Pokenav I'd created somehow went on the fritz and opened up a green portal into a vat of green fluid.  Stumbling in midair, I fell a few feet into the glowy fluid with a harsh splash, kicking my stubby legs up and my stronger arms and tail to get me to the surface.  I shook my head from side to side, spitting the foul and most likely toxic liquid out of my maw, only to look up through squinty eyes at a creature clad in a white overcoat and not much else.  

“Wading in that stuff's probably a bad idea...”, said the creature, who slowly came into focus as a feral reptile.  It seemed a lot taller than what I'd originally expected out of it, but I couldn't see from the liquid dripping from my skull and into my eyes.

The pair of black cargoes that I wore outside had started to burn away from the acid in the liquid I seemed to be floating in.  My green armor didn't seem to be affected, however; for which I was thankful; it wouldn't be much longer before that was all I had to my name.  The portal above had started to fizz out as most of the electronic gear I carried around with me began to burn into nothing, especially my Pokenav.  Eventually I clamored out of the pool of acrid liquid, dripping and naked by way of a moving platform towards the back of the slanted-roof room.  The stuff smelled absolutely vile, moreso from the fumes that it put off rather than the liquid itself.  But for a few ebony strands that covered my scantly-clad buttocks, I didn't have anything covering myself up to the raptor that seemed to stand in front of me.

From this angle, it was much easier to discern its shape;  the large raptor claws defined it from the get-go as I looked upward from there at its torso, and up to its face.  I was about a half-foot shorter than it, but if I'd encroached into dangerous territory, the creature didn't show it right away; else I'd be eviscerated by now.  The large reptile was a glossy black in color; as if it'd freshly waxed (or been waxed) itself, and a few brown splotches here and there.  Its eyes were white with softly curving green slits for pupils, and a black ring around that to shield it as well.  I'd already derived the fact that it could speak English, but the stink of the fumes was starting to get to me, and I could feel my eyes start to droop closed.  Dizzy, I staggered at the creature's feet and thudded facefirst at them, unconscious.

I couldn't tell you how long I was passed out for; but the next time I awoke, I still had the stink of those toxic fumes on myself, and was being dragged on a stretcher by yet another of the same species.  Only for a few seconds, though; until I passed out again.  It might have been an hour; it might have been a number of days, but despite the time, I felt my naked body floating in a bubbly stasis tank when my next arising came.  I blinked my eyes open at a series of reptiles all walking around the room I was in; it seemed I was the center of attention.  Along with the tank were a series of tubes that ran into other places, but all were hooked up to some orifice on my body – well, every orifice, anyway.  I immediately recognized the first reptile that I'd encountered standing in front of a series of monitor screens that seemed to be taking my internal organs' work into account.

Everything was mirrored from my point of view, but I could see certain meters that stood out – heart rate, breathing power, brain waves, and some others that caught me off guard, like one that seemed to measure the amount of crap that seemed to be inherent in my body.  Why they would measure such a thing was beyond me, but it was obviously important.  The fluid from the tank felt like jello around my form, and as such was too stiff for me to move about in it.  It also seemed to impair my ability to use any of my natural attacks, and thrashing about would only merit me drowning in the stuff.  All I could do was watch the action going about outside, and pray that whatever I was being used for was coming to a close.

Enclose, as a matter of fact.  My wish was granted within the next hour, as the pressure inside of the fluid started to rise, and the tubes granted me no more air and pulled out of my rear, nose, earholes and mouth.  They retreated up into the top of the tank as the greenish-yellow substance began to compress around my form – and somehow began to shrink it along with it!  I still couldn't do anything to stop the process from happening, and slowly I felt my body start to give way from the lack of oxygen, passing out a third time, and most likely for the last time.  My eyes shut just before the jello hardened around my shrunk body, and two raptor talons reached in to pluck me out of the tank...

~~~

I could feel my heart thumping in the little capsule I felt enclosed by.  It was a quiet enclosure, not much else inside of it beside the little plastic outer shell that held a brown and green colored peaty-textured substance that lined the inside.  I couldn't see the outside, but the inside was breathable, if not for an extended period of time.

However, unbeknownst to my own knowledge, it had been about a month since that teleportation incident, and I had been sitting on the store shelf of a local Wal-Mart for about that long (although I don't know exactly how long I was out for).  I could hear the store (if not for it being muffled)'s ongoing chatter; the talkative beings rushing through the aisles; the cash registers going off, and the quiet clink of something dropping now and again.

“Ooh, what's this?”

I turned around and heard a voice from the opposite direction, despite it being muffled and distant, I could feel soft claws poking the front of the package I seemed to be enclosed inside of.  They were dull, and the light that did fill in was obstructed black by what I could only discern as fur.  The figure outside was still silhouetted by the environment, but I could feel everything happening around me.

“Grow your own Rex!  No assembly required, for ages five and up.  Just add warm water, huh?  I haven't seen these since I was a kid...”, the voice rambled on about for a bit before I felt myself thunk into the front of what felt like a shopping cart.

The figure went about its business for a little while, gathering groceries and living necessities for some time until it was time to check out, and I felt myself being lifted and put on what felt like the conveyor belt.  A series of beeps, and then a rustle of more malleable plastic bag under all of the other things the creature had bought rang out as I rustled into whatever the creature took to the store started up, most likely a car.  I grunted softly as I tried to stay comfortable, though the feeling of an unchangeable fate got me a bit depressed under the stuff on top of my packaging.

Eventually the car slowed to a stop, and the multiple bags of bought goods made their way into the creature's home.  I growled to myself; and my stomach did as well; it'd been quite a while since I last ate.  It'd been quite a while since I'd done anything on my own, but I figured it was a small price to pay for technological advancement on my own terms.  Either way, if the capsule only needed warm water, I figured that my own would most surely suffice freedom.

Bending over as the creature started to take me out of the bag I was in, I planted myself on all fours and slowly began to lift my heavy tail into the atmosphere and take a deep breath as I started to add my own 'warm water' from the small horizontal slit between my legs.  It opened up slowly as the internal pouch began to fill up, spilling out in a small waterfall of yellowed urine into the brownish-green peat.  Soaking up the fluid almost as quickly as I could pour it out, I snorted as my bladder poured out all the warm water I'd had stockpiled up into the mossy mixture for quite some time.  Eventually there lay a little puddle of yellow against the soil, which had burned through straight to the plastic outer coating, giving me a full view of the outside world.

“Warm water, huh...”, the creature said as I looked to the outside as he held a bag up to the faucet next to the sink I was sitting next to.  

The container I was in had been removed, leaving me with nothing but a clear view of a naked mephit I was all too familiar with, whose black and white-striped tail was lifted high in the air, pink malehood sticking out to his fore and a grin that stretched from fuzzy ear to fuzzy ear.

“JIZZAL!!”, I yelled at the top of my lungs in the air and sound-tight container as I watched his paw come closer to my position, banging my fists on the plastic to try and alert him, but the skunk couldn't hear me or feel it against the inside of the capsule.  I was just too small.

“They never said anything about the type of container...”, he went on as I watched him turn on the sink and fill the plastic bag with bubbly water.  

It steamed for a bit while he let it cool, then tied the end of it, affixed a little tube to the end and slowly began to reach for me again.  He picked me up off of the counter and twisted his arm around, spinning the capsule around in such a way that I caught sight of his puffed-out tailhole, which seemed to be my next destination.  I growled to myself, figuring out the need for the bag straight away as Jizzal slowly pushed the capsule up his butt.  Despite the situation on a normal level, this would merit a lot more difficulty on the way back out: if I were to grow inside of my friend, he'd have a hell of a time getting rid of me in the long run...  but there wasn't much else I could do; I couldn't warn him, so I simply sat back  against the wall, watching the darkness envelop the space outside of my capsule.

I could feel the resistance of Jizzal's other inhabitant as well – the natural kind, anyway.  I felt it suck the tip pushing through into the brown matter, keeping it set into the warm filth that accompanied his rump's natural reaction to digestion.  Soon after that, I sat closer up to the clear spot, trying to see if the water was pouring in or not; although I wasn't anxious, I did want it to happen – the capsule was getting quite annoying being trapped with nothing else to do but be moved by another's will.

I did start to feel the skunk's pleasure rumble throughout his body as the water sank inside, the squishy filth I was set into started to loosen up into the warm water's heated force and liquefy around the capsule, starting to dissolve the substance inside my jail cell – and the plastic on the outside.  By it starting to do that, I felt something begin to well up inside of me, a suppressed notion that started to force my cells to re-grow again, filling out my body wider and wider at a slow pace.  Of course, as slow as it was moving, it'd take a while for my entire form to return to normal, but at least I had something to sustain me for that amount of time.

The capsule finished dissolving as Jizzal removed the bag's tip, having soaked me in the sticky fluid by now as I braced myself against the lumps of dung that inhabited his rear end.  Barely enough space to breathe, I bent down and scooped a pawful of his feces and caught the familiar flavor in my muzzle, chewing the lump of filth for a while, savoring the disgusting taste for a short while before swallowing and filling my empty belly with the mephit's digested matter.  Growling softly as I accommodated myself to my living space, I laid back in the squishy cavern, slowly expanding as it grew around my large form.

Jizzal gave a series of grunts and squirms as I started taking up more space inside his butt over the course of the next day, and eventually it grew to such a point at home where I had to come out of him or not at all.  The mephit dashed into his throne room and squatted over it as I heard him growl and feel him push hard, closing my eyes as his shit splashed over my face and my tail slowly began to exit his bowels.  The spiny tip gently bent his hole out wide around it, then slowly began to push the thicker part of it out as I wagged it on the way.  By now, I'd eaten enough of his waste that I was a bit more plump than normal, and as such was quite fat around my nethereigon, gut sagging a little bit as I condensed my form together on the way out.  My tush was next to exit, causing a bit of pain in my mephit friend's rectal region as I came out with a wet ~sploosh~ of diarrhea rushing out past my armored form, then sliding out nice and easy into the toilet bowl, followed by the rest of his poo slipping out in a rancid coil that I couldn't help but enjoy.

“Rahh, that's all of it...”, said the skunk as he reached over for a bit of paper, wiping his rump as I waded in the dirty water.

He reached back without even looking, and flushed the mess down the bowl.  Of course, he had to use one of those 'power toilets' that are like jet engines that almost took me down with it, but a bit of brute force kept it from doing so.

“Jizzal!!”, I screamed as the toilet tried to eat me.

“Huh?  That sounded a bit like... Vector!?”, the mephit exclaimed as his paw shot down into the bowl, grabbing my body by the waist.

I was about one-half my natural size by now, but still a bite-sized Tyranitar as I looked up at those big, brown eyes, blushing bright pink over my snout at such a meeting like this.

“Vector! It is you!”

“Long story short, Jizzal; I had a bit of an incident with my programming...”

I brought my right paw to the back of my head, still obviously embarrassed, moreso from my mistake than anything else, though the skunk could easily see that from my blush.  Though that grin of his came back, I still felt safer around him than anything else.

“Well, at least you're okay, despite you being tiny-small...”

“Yeah... I'll go into detail when I'm big again.  I gotta figure out how to fix up my stuff again; it all dissolved when I fell into that vat of crap earlier.”

“Well, you could always get big over here, since you're here already...”

“Sure J, I wouldn't mind if you don't.”

“No problem, poke-butt.  There's just one thing you gotta do for me first, though.”

“What's that, hun?”

At that point, I quirked an eyeridge at him, curious as to what his thoughts were, although he was already set on taking care of one of the suggestions on the package I'd come out of.

“There was a thing on the box that said slow-grow... if you wanted a small creature to snack on, was my original intention...”

Jizzal's face dropped into a wide, tongue-flapped grin, and I saw his teeth flashing against the bathroom light.  All of a sudden, I felt myself lift up to his face and his middle finger plunge between my butt, causing me to wince and shut my eyes at him, which was probably a bad idea.  I snorted as the next time I opened them, I was greeted by skunk breath and slimy saliva dripping down onto my face as the skunk decided I would be best used as a little meal this time around.  I squirmed some, not wanting to be eaten like this, but really had no other choice; whatever was in that capsule had disabled my ability to use any attacks against anything, even though I wouldn't against him.  I felt his throat grip mine as darkness enveloped my eyesight.  His strong throat muscles had no problem overpowering the whole strength of my entire body – it seemed that I'd be doing the rest of my growing inside his belly...

A couple of gulps later merited me a splash into the mephit's belly, snorting as the gas inside choked my breathing and the acid kept me from moving as it seemed to accelerate my growth again.  It didn't matter now; by the time I'd be full-grown, the mephit would have a full intestinal tract pumped with my digested body...

Jizzal went about the night, watching television as my body slowly composted into feces, his body plumping out (mainly around his tush) with the nutrients he drew from my form into his own.  Being four-hundred and thirty pounds of filth (aside from the extra Jizzal retained) wasn't something his toilet could handle, and as such couldn't take care of it inside.  The skunk made his way into his backyard and plopped himself against the dogwood tree growing there, and in a few seconds, dropped his pants and slowly proceeded to shove the hard chunks of my digested form out against it, fertilizing the already over-fertilized tree some more.  It took more than an hour to push the feces out of his mephit form; the thick armored shell bits dotting the deep, dark brown loaves of dung in random patterns, lain into the side just as if they were still attached to my body.  He finally finished up, spreading the scat against the tree with his tail in an even pattern before getting the grass dirty as well.

“Mruff, good boy...”

Vector fainted!
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