The Second Most Dangerous Game: Super-Chapter 1

By Congressman Alex Shrub (aka Jake Clayton)

( “This” = Dialog; ‘That’ = Thoughts, names, etc.)

Chapter 1:  “The very beginning, of a very long story.”


“Alright, so…, I just have to survive for 2 weeks in the nearby forest to get a cash prize,” asked the first ever contestant for the upcoming reality television-show  ‘Wild to Survive’. 

“Yup,” said the future host, “It’s a bit like ‘Survivor’ or ‘Man-vs-Wild’ combined. You’ll be alone and self-dependent, but like Survivor you’ll get a cash prize.”

The contestant, by the name of Calvin Clayton, asked “Well, when do you get me started? Any special preparation before I’m shipped off to the forest?”

“Well, we’ll call your workplace and family to let them know of your decision; right now we just need to give you a few shots for illness and rabies prevention”

So, the host lead Calvin to a good that looked very much like a hospital room. The room had one of those beige chair-beds that you see in the doctor’s office. Inside was a nurse who said, “Alright Mr. Clayton, just sit down on the end of the bed and the doctor will be here in a minute.”

A few minutes later, a man slightly resembling Dr. Hibbert on Simpsons walked into the room. “Hello, I’m Dr. Jenkins, I’ll just give you your shots and send you on your way.”

“OK,” Calvin said.
“No need to worry, this shot will be a slight sedative to relax you for the rabies shot.”

And so, right as the good doctor pushed the plunger on the syringe, Calvin promptly blacked out.

Chapter 2:  “Waking up, slightly different.”

When Calvin slowly started to regain consciousness, a few things clicked in his head as being, well, a little ‘off’. The first thing he noticed was that he was in the middle of a forest clearing; meaning that while he was passed out the game-show shipped him off already. Second, he found his vision to be a little closer to the ground than should have been possible. And third and final of his pre-waking wonderings, what the hell was the grey thing sticking out from his face? He still wasn’t quite aware of his surroundings, he was able to judge that he was small, furry, and (by his best guess) a raccoon. But how in the name of Alton Brown had he been transformed into a raccoon? After becoming fully awake he confirmed this suspicion, and as Calvin was exploring his newfound body he noticed a note attached to his hind leg with a bit of string. Calvin was quickly able to cut the string with his new claws and carefully opened it. Inside was a letter unsurprisingly titled ‘Important! Read This!’ and Calvin saw nothing better to do and followed the instructions. 

Here is his message:

Dear Mr. Clayton, 

As you may be aware of by the time you have read this message, your trial for our new television show ‘Wild to Survive’ has begun. You have definitely noticed by the time you read this letter that you have become a member of the species Procyon lotor, aka North American Raccoon. As stated in your contract (not in any small print in case you didn’t read it), you have had your DNA chemically changed using a serum from our sponsor, Allele Dynamics, to modify and replace most of your own with that of your new species. Unfortunately, we had a slight mix-up in the sedative ordered for you and instead of a mere anesthesia, you received a full tranquilizer. As you would probably freak out and break something or yourself if you woke up in the lab, we decided to ship you out to participate while you were passed-out. Allele Dynamics mentions that the native surroundings calm the test-subjects who have used the serum and we have taken that information for its advantage. The rules of the contest are still in effect, and we will repeat them below if necessary.

1. As advertised and agreed upon, you will survive for the two weeks in the wilderness. If you did not read the part about the transformation in the contract (again, this part was in the BIG print), then the state of your survival is slightly different than you may have expected.

2. Incased in the letter is a laminated map, including a dot including your starting position, location of rescue at the end of the two weeks,  landmarks, and a satellite view of the forest. There is also a compass attached to the map via Velcro for your directionizing needs.

3. During the two weeks, there will be ‘Wild to Survive’ emergency employees with a truck who will be at the rescue site for the entire duration and a 76 hour period afterword. If there is no one around by that time but the equipment is there, just hop in the back of the truck or something.

4. When you are recovered and returned to our facility, we will return you back to your original human state.

Lastly, you are being recorded by a small camera imbedded in your skin and will be rescued if attacked and/or are in mortal danger. It has a very high-quality image and will be used on television if you succeed. If at the end you say that the situation was too stressful, you can alert us not to put people in danger again and we will abort the show. The longer you stay out without being rescued or going to the rescue site to be picked up, the more money you receive. This will be tough and any amount of time in your situation requires compensation.

Sincerely, and Good Luck, 

Conan Donahue
“Well Shit,” said Calvin.

Chapter 3:  “The Dawning of a Situation.”


“Well Shit.” Calvin said, ”I wish I read the contract.” After saying this, Calvin realized that he had not said it in English, but in more of a chitter. However being able to understand himself made Calvin realize that he could probably understand other coons and understand how his newfound species acted. Also, Calvin enjoyed talking to himself, so understanding himself was an added bonus. Finally, deciding that he should be proactive, Calvin took a quick look around and then studied the map. The map was of superb quality and showed a standard bird’s-eye view of the forest, except that this map was made from a satellite picture that was only a week old and showed trees, clearings, and numerous other things. It dawned on Calvin that this map would be the key to his survival of the two week period. He also noticed a river to the west that ran north and curved east towards a good sized town. Remembering the promise about a compass, Calvin found in the lower-right hand corner of the map a small compass that he recognized as the brand new TruNorth slim that just came out last week. He had heard one of his hiker buddies brag about it and that it was extremely expensive. Feeling that he had all that was needed to travel around for the 2 weeks, Calvin started feeling hungry and went on to trying to figure out how to nourish his smaller, more active body.


Seeing as the nearest town was about 30 miles away, Calvin decided that he needed to try some hunting. Calvin had hunted before, but quickly realized that hunting with nothing but your own senses is quite different than waiting in a cover with a 12-guage shotgun. Calvin then decided to try heading to the river and see if there were any crawfish he could munch on. So he carefully rolled up the map and carried it in his mouth towards the river, trying not to think about the map being covered in dirt so recently.


 Along the way to the river, Calvin couldn’t help but be overcrowded with new scents. He could smell about everything from other animals, especially the fox that was right behind him. At his last thought, Calvin froze, panicked, and fled.


Calvin was busy fleeing from a rapidly approaching fox when he heard a roaring sound nearby. He quickly recognized it as a roadway and ran towards it, making sure to keep as far away from the fox that was still hard on his tail. The cars on the road were in sight when suddenly the fox caught up to him and bit into his tail. Calvin yelped out in pain as the fur on the tip of his tail was ripped out. The pain caused him to go for a last sprint and dove onto the roadway. Calvin was able to run across through a gap in traffic. Unfortunately, for the fox, his pursuer followed after a pause at the side of the road, but when the fox continued it was hit by a passing truck.

Chapter 4:  “The Dawning of a Situation.”


Calvin stayed at the median of the highway for quite some time, shocked by ht fact that a fox was hit by a truck for following HIM and trying to eat HIM. How was this situation even possible? What had he done to deserve being part of a dangerous ‘contest’ that took his body and dumped him in a place that he had no idea how to defend himself in? It all seemed too unreal to be true. Numerous times he had willed himself to wake up from whatever crazy dream he was stuck in. It was after another hour with darkness coming that he gave up on these attempts and decided to go back to the river on his map. Thankfully, even with all of the action and running, he still had his map locked in his jaw when he ran over the highway. Soon finding an opening in the traffic flow, Calvin rushed across the freeway again, stopping briefly at the fox’s body to look it over. The broken body of the fox had blood pooling from it and a great tear in its belly. Calvin quickly moved on into the forest and not too long after he left the body he heard the impact of another car’s tires hitting the body.


Checking the map, Calvin decided to head to the river which he deduced was just a little ways more down the road. Following the road by the tree line, he managed to get to the river in a few hours. At the river, Calvin noticed numerous fish and crawfish that seemed ripe for the pickings and dove to grab one. On the first try he had success! He had caught a crawdad! He quickly figured out how to shell it by following some instinctual guidance and ate it. Calvin discovered that the crustacean was the best thing that he had ever eaten and plunged his paw-hands into the river for more. Getting a second crawfish on his 3rd attempt, he repeated the process that he used on the second. Calvin felt quite content of the crustacean bounty and continued on towards the town.


It took Calvin a day to reach the bend in the river where it swerved towards the town. During that day he had tried multiple ways of travel from swimming with the relatively fast-moving current, to jumping around in the trees. He soon found them both impractical as the latter was extremely slower, yet safer, and the former was faster yet more dangerous due to large fish and the occasional bit of rapids. He stayed awake longer for that night than he felt that he should and woke up about mid-afternoon. The night after that he stayed awake for the whole night and went to sleep at daybreak. Calvin attributed this to his new species’ nocturnal nature and went along with it. He soon found that night travel was much safer and that his night-vision left him comfortable at this time.  


After another 2 days of travel, eating of fish, and the occasional detour away from predators, Calvin finally reached the outskirts of town. It was well into the night with daylight lighting up the occasional high-altitude airplane and Calvin was starting to feel the tiredness the came with the coming dawn. Venturing into the town, he soon found the residential side of town and sought out shelter. Looking at the different houses that were all in good repair, he found one that had an attic window open. Seeing this as an opportunity for his rest, Calvin shimmied himself up the roof’s gutter pipe, jumped onto the extruding windowsill, and went inside. The attic seemed well maintained, arranged, and dust free. Disregarding the furniture, he found a spare bed near the window, jumped onto it, threw the map that he was carrying in his mouth at the foot of the bed, and curled up to go to sleep.

Chapter 5, Part 1:  “A Rude Awakening.”


Calvin managed to take in a few hours of peaceful sleep, right up until he felt his side being poked and prodded. Opening his eyes and yawning awake, Calvin got up, stretched, and bonked his head right into the face of the young man that was kneeling at the edge of the bed that Calvin was on. In his exhaustion the night before, he had failed to explore his surroundings more carefully, and therefore did not notice the teenager that was asleep in the bed on the more dust-free side of the attic. The raccoon instincts of Calvin’s brain yelled at him to run like hell away from there, but Calvin was able to will himself to stay put. Since the human had made no moves to threaten him, aside from prodding him awake, Calvin decided to check him out. Calvin got up from where he had stumbled back out of shock, and slowly started to walk towards the man while acting submissive. Seeing the friendliness of him, the man proceeded to reach up and rub Calvin’s ear against itself. Calvin was shocked at how good it felt and allowed the teen to continue. 


The teen, saw that Calvin enjoyed it very much. Continuing, he said, “How’d ya get into my room little guy?” In response, Calvin tried and failed to talk to him, but turned his head towards the open window. “I musta forgotten to close it, oh well,” he mumbled to himself. “Well, I might as well feed ya.” The young man walked over the attic’s drop-down ladder, pushed it down, and said to me, “I’ll be back, but don’t break anything.” Calvin nodded at him and response. He looked at the coon with an inquisitive eyebrow and shaking his head he went down the ladder.


Calvin decided to look around the attic-room of his soon-to-be food provider. He noticed a computer desk and jumped into the chair. Calvin saw that the teen’s name was Louis Calhoun and that he was a 17 year old in his senior year of High-School. The report card that was tacked into the wood on the side of his desk showed his as being of average status in some higher-end classes. Calvin was looking at some of Louis’ Physics grades when Louis himself came back up the ladder carrying two sandwiches. Louis looked at Calvin, who was still contemplating his grades, and said “Hey! That stuffs personal! Ahh, never mind, a raccoon seeing my handiwork won’t hurt anything. Anyway, here ya go!” He placed the sandwich on the ground and Calvin immediately jumped over to it. Seeing that he would not be able to hold it normally, Calvin started to take bites off of the side and ate the entire thing very quickly. Feeling a lot better from the food, Calvin leaped onto Louis, who feared for his life at first, but then played along with Calvin.

Chapter 5, Part 2: “Louis’s Learning.”


After a while of romping around, Calvin and Louis settled down and they both lay on top of Louis’ bed. Calvin was getting pets from Louis while they both watched TV in his attic-room. Eventually, Calvin felt the petting slow until it stopped as Louis fell asleep. By the alarm clock on the computer desk, it was already 9:00 pm and dark outside. Seeing this as an opportunity to explore, Calvin jumped off the bed carefully as to not wake Louis up. Noticing the calendar, Calvin saw that Louis’ mom was on a trip and would be back the day after next, and also that today was the beginning of a 3-day weekend off school. After looking at this, Calvin went on to trying to get downstairs. Unfortunately, Calvin was neither strong nor heavy enough to drop the ladder, and Louis had closed the window to a small crack which limited his chances of exploration. Giving up, Calvin decided to hop up onto Louis’ computer. Thankfully, Louis didn’t have it password protected which allowed Calvin easy access. Giving a happy chitter, Calvin proceeded to surf the internet.


At about 10:30 as Louis woke up to brew himself some coffee to prepare himself for a weekend binge of Team Fortress 2. He passed Calvin without noticing the raccoon looking at the blog for the very game that he was preparing to play, let down the stairs, and went off to the kitchen. Eventually, Louis came up with a steaming mug of coffee that he took a swig of before noticing Calvin and placing it on the desk. On the computer, Calvin had been busy typing up a message reading “Ello! I’m not actually a raccoon and I’m really a 23 year old guy who is part of an experimental TV-show about survival in the wilderness, as an animal.” Louis was surprised at this, seeing as how a coon apparently knew how to use a computer and use English, and went mute for a while. Calvin, who was tired of waiting, typed in, “I could answer anything you want to ask me, it’s kind of a long story.” Louis was still shocked but responded after gulping the rest of his coffee mug, “Ok, type away Mr. Coon.”


An hour had passed while Calvin told Louis his story, Louis was stilled shocked by it all. Calvin then typed in, “This is way too stressful to be like this by myself, would you kind driving me to the place to be picked up?” Louis, eager to help, then said “Well, you can stay with me for the night, and tomorrow I can drive you to the forest to the evac site. But are you sure that your ready to give up the million dollars?”


“Yes,” typed Calvin, “I’ve already almost been eaten by a fox, which was hit by a car, it’s all just too much!” Calvin then laid down on the desk and covered his head as if to amplify the effect of his exclamation. Louis, seeing the distress of his new raccoon-in-distress, went over to pet him and calm him down. He succeeded, and Calvin looked up at him with a silent display of thanks. He then curled up to go to sleep. Louis gently picked up Calvin and deposited him on his bed; Louis petted him for awhile while contemplating the gravity of their situation before joining Calvin in unconsciousness.

Chapter 6, p.1:  “A Call from an Unexpected Source.”


Louis woke up with a start to the sound of his telephone ringing. Groggily, he got up, careful as to not disturb Calvin, and answered.


“Yellow?”


“Yes, is this Mr. Bonaparte?” asked an unfamiliar, feminine, mood less voice.


“Um…, this is Louis. Are you asking for my dad?”


“No, we’re asking for you.”


“Ok, what do you need?” Louis asked, the woman on the phone creeped him out.


“We need you to take to raccoon that is in your possession outside, wild animals are hazardous and it could be very unstable.”


At this, Louis understood that this was a speaker from the organization that Calvin entered the contest with. Unbeknownst to him, Calvin was getting out of bed at this time. 

After a pause, Louis replied 

“I think you’ll have to speak with Calvin on this.”

“Excuse me?” the woman asked.

“You’re from the contest right? ‘Wild to Survive’?”

“Well…, yes I am.” She said uneasily.

“Alright, well,” he was startled to hear Calvin chitter at him, “It looks like Calvin is up so you’ll have to find a way to talk to him. We talked with him on the computer on MS Word but you don’t seem to have that option.”

“Just bring him outside, we have a limousine parked in front of your house, just get inside and we’ll discuss things with you and Mr. Calvin.”

“Okay, just one more thing, how’d you know that he was here, with me, and also my name?”

“*sigh* Sir, number one, he has a tracking chip; number two, the chip serves as a mini High Definition camera; and three, we have ways. Goodbye Mr. Bonaparte.” and with that she hung up. Louis looked at his alarm clock, which read 7:25 a.m., and looked at Calvin who face-palmed himself.

Chapter 6, p.2:  “Ride in the Limousine”
After relating the parts of the call that Calvin had missed, and several annoyed chitters from him, which Louis later learned was Calvin calling himself a dumbass, they got ready to go out. Louis grabbed his jacket, phone, wallet, and other things he felt he might want, such as his deck of cards. On his way out the door, Louis looked at his calendar which reminded him that his mother would be home tomorrow. Louis rechecked that they had everything, scooped up Calvin in his arms, and went downstairs and out the door. Waiting for them in street was a short, black limo, just as the lady on the phone said there’d be. As Louis approached, the door on the passenger side opened and a man inside beckoned them in. Louis sat down on the rear facing seat as the man closed the door and the limo drove away.

The first few minutes were spent in silence until the man accompanying them said, “We’ll be arriving at the building in about forty-five minutes, feel free to ask me any questions and I’ll answer them as best as I can.”

“Um…, yeah, where exactly are we going?” Louis asked.

“We’re going to the building of the contest’s main sponsor, Allele Dynamics.”

“Never heard of it.” replied Louis.

“Not surprising, it’s a completely private company with funding from the government, and also the personal wealth of the owners’ combined wealth makes Bill Gates look like he’s the poor kid in the neighborhood.”

“Okay, so why are you bringing me along?” Louis asked.

“Because you’re the only one who’s encountered Calvin after he was changed, and also it appears that he trusts you. Don’t you Mr. Calvin? The man asked. Until this point, Calvin had simply been listening but gave a positive chitter in response.

“I assume that would be a ‘yes’, so I’ll continue. Anyway, it is necessary for you to come to the lab to ensure that Calvin hasn’t transmitted anything to you.”

“What, like whatever you used to change him?” Louis asked, visibly nervous.

“Yes, although he was thoroughly washed and tested to make sure there wasn’t any residue from the chemical.” Calvin looked uneasy at the news of him being washed by people he didn’t know, especially in the state he was in currently.

Louis continued, asking, “So…, I’m safe?”

“Nothing’s foolproof, but mostly the testing would be for any illness brought in from the woods.”

“Oh, okay.” Said Louis, and the rest of the ride went on in silence, except for the occasional chir as Louis petted and scratched Calvin.

Chapter 6, p.3: “Welcome to Allele Dynamics.”
The limousine arrived at the huge Allele Dynamics building at 8:20 and Louis, carrying Calvin, was guided by the limousine man into the lobby. It looked like a plain lobby that any business would likely have and had many elevators. Seeing as how large the building was and seeing the elevators showed that it was a prosperous company with tons of workers. Looking at the sign above the elevators, he deduced that they would be going to Section 4: Genetics Division. The sign also showed the subcategories for each section, and the Genetics division was by far the largest. The guide motioned them toward the middle elevator and they got in. After a moment of uneasiness, Louis said “’Main Sponsor’ is just a fancy term for ‘Owned Entirely’ isn’t it?”

“You would be correct.” the man replied.

“Ok, long as we’re clear on that.” Louis said, and the rest of the ride went on in silence.

Once they reached the floor the doors opened up to a laboratory setting and the first thing that Calvin and Louis noticed was that there was that there was a multitude of scientists wandering around and chatting with each other as they speed-walked towards different labs. It all seemed pretty normal for a laboratory until someone came up behind them and said,

“Hey Ted, ya got the time?”

The man, Ted, responded “Yeah, its 8:26, you late for something Don?”

“Yeah, I was supposed to be in a test 5 minutes ago, I hope my colleagues will understand. I got my damned tail stuck in the door again, hurt like a bitch.”

Until this point, Louis had been oblivious to the two but was brought back to reality on this last statement, turned around, and his and Calvin’s jaws dropped to the floor. In front of them was an anthropomorphic raccoon. He looked like a normal raccoon, except for the bipedal nature and human hair on his head, but other than that he had paws just like a normal raccoon except that his and-paws had opposable thumbs. Also he had a massive tail and his hair had the same color patterns as his body. Other than that his fur was windblown and he was panting as if he’d run the whole way from wherever he came from. Seeing the boy and the raccoon he was holding, Don extended his hand/paw out saying “Hey, I’m Don, nice to meet ya!” Louis, who was still shocked, shook it. Their guide, Ted, brought them away, “You’re still expected at lad 37, maybe you three can meet again later. Cya later, Don!” he said and the raccoon-morph proceeded to sprint off again.

They had arrived at lab 37, splashed Louis with water to wake him up from his trance, and set him and Calvin on the hospital bed inside. Calvin noticed that the lab was exactly like the room that he was in when he blacked out before arriving in the forest. Ted noticed that Louis had a lot of questions to ask and let him proceed. Louis started off with, “Why was that guy, um…”

“…an anthropomorphic raccoon?” Ted interjected.

“Yes, are there more like him and Calvin?”

“Yes, the serum for raccoon transformation is the one that we’ve had most success with, actually the one that’s had any real success. The others species’ serums seemed completely random as to the effects and usually had severe side effects and were very temporary with the effects.”

“What kind of side effects?” Louis asked, hoping he wouldn’t regret it.

“Like…, diarrhea, migraines, insanity, that kind of stuff.”

“Oh” Louis said, and left it at that.

“Anyway, the doctor’ll be in soon, Calvin might remember him. Ah, there he is now!” Ted said, as Dr. Jenkins walked in. Calvin eyed him with a sense of uneasiness.

“Morning Ted, hello again Calvin,” Calvin flipped him off, “and you must be Louis.”

“Hi.”

Dr. Jenkins was preparing his tools for testing, and Calvin sniffed a faint smell of the same tranquilizer as was used on him the last time he met the ‘Good’ Doctor. Although before he could do anything to warn Louis, Dr. Jenkins said, “So, I heard you met Don.”

“Don the raccoon guy, yeah. Is he a test subject?” Louis asked.

“Yes, he is; but he is a paid employee who volunteered for the testing. Something about being a furry I bet. Although I guess all of us here are a bit since we’re working on the projects.” Dr. Jenkins chuckled at this and went back to his equipment. “Alright, Louis, let’s get this done. I’m going to get a small blood sample from you and then inject you with a chemical to ensure you don’t suffer from any possible illnesses Calvin may have picked up.”  He went over to Louis, retrieved the small blood sample, and then prepared the injection.

As the doctor was preparing the second needle, Calvin got a good whiff of tranquilizer and was sure that the injection would be no vaccine. Calvin tried to warn Louis, attempting to say “OI! We gotta get out of here!” only to curse for forgetting the Louis couldn’t understand a thing he was saying. However, he figured that he could act in order to protect Louis and as Dr. Jenkins came over with the tranq syringe to Louis’s arm he blocked the blocked the path of the needle by climbing onto Louis’s shoulder and covering the preferred injecting spot with his paws. Dr. Jenkins grabbed another alcohol swab from his labcoat and moved to the other side of Louis. He wiped Louis’s arm with the pad but before he could use the needle Calvin blocked it again. Dr. Jenkins was visibly annoyed and told Calvin to stop. After another repeat of the process, Dr. Jenkins beckoned to Ted to grab Calvin and restrain him. Ted grabbed Calvin and before Louis could ask why, the Doctor stabbed him with the needle after quickly swiping his arm with the alcohol pad and pushed the plunger. As to Calvin’s expectation, Louis promptly fell back on the hospital bed, unconscious. Knowing what would happen to his new friend, Calvin squirmed trying to get away, but Ted kept a firm grip on the wiggling raccoon which was chittering up a storm. Ted assumed that he was cursing at them and was correct. Calvin gave up and gave a look of pure hatred at his captor. Ted gave him a face that said ‘Sorry’ and went back to look at Dr. Jenkins. When Calvin turned back to look at Louis, the Doctor had already injected him with a third serum and was about to give Calvin his own tranquilizer. He chittered in protest but was given the shot all the same. He was placed on the bed next to Louis and the last thing he saw of his friend was gray fur rapidly spreading from his arm before Calvin himself blacked out.
