The Midterm Demonstration
Lunch Break
[Synopsis thus far: Professor Damien gave his opening spiel for the midterm demo. A ferram -- part ferret, part sheep -- was hanged, a lizardgirl was drowned, and a doebunny was garroted with a strangling cord.]
The side doors opened, several furs in the University's food service uniform came in, and started handing stacks of paper to the students next to the five aisles in each row. The Professor turned to address the class again. "We've had an exciting morning, I think. Now it's time for a break. Food Service is handing out your meal selection sheets. With this many students involved, our selection is somewhat limited. Anyway, we didn't come her for the food, did we?"

About half the students laughed.

"Students in the aisle seats, please pass those sheets down to the others in your row. You will have 5 minutes to make your selections and pass them back to the ends of your rows. Please don't forget to write your row and seat numbers on the sheet, otherwise you're likely to get whatever is left over."

The skunk, Loren, and the snow leopard, Aleesha, looked at their menus. The selection was limited, all right. Hamburger, Hot dog, Pepperoni pizza, Sliced Turkey sandwich, Tuna Salad sandwich, or fruit plate. Potato salad, cole slaw, or French fries. Green salad or shrimp salad for starter. Coffee, tea, water, milk, Coca Cola, or Sprite.

Food started arriving less than 10 minutes after the choices were turned in. At least the hot things were hot, the cold things were cold, and it was reasonably fresh. And, as the Prof. pointed out, they weren't here for the food.

The screen in front flashed several times, then displayed: desserts and more drinks on the tables in back of the room. Loren and Aleesha went back, poured themselves fresh cups of coffee, and chose a piece of cheesecake and a chocolate sundae, respectively.

Some of the students went off to small private rooms at the side to work off the effects of watching the morning's snuffs; the majority had either not found anybody they wanted to relieve tensions with, or didn't bother "getting a room" but used the seats, the floor, or leaned up against a wall.

After an hour, Professor Damien rapped for attention again. "We will now get onto the afternoon demos. Our first will be a suffocation. Who here would like to demonstrate the realities of having your air supply blocked from the outside?

YCH auction is now open for the next section: suffocation. See auction rules
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