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You can see there are two ways out of the colosseum:

one is the small opening you came in through. That’s
no good. The other is a MUCH LARGER opening at the
far end. What do they store in there?

Around you, the rats keep cheering. The noise is
thunderous, but at least they’re not mutant guinea pigs,
because that squeaking would be intolerable.

As you step gingerly towards the larger opening,
you hear a loud grumble coming from within.

“Oh, great,” you say, tightening your grip on the
stick.

Then you feel the ground shake. BOOM. BOOM.
BOOM.

You see the loose earth of the colosseum floor vibrate
and shake. What is this place, Jurassic Park?

And now that you’re staring at the ground, you also
see splotches of dried red blood scattered throughout
the arena.

Rodent cheers eruptintorodentroars as the hulking
form of a MASSIVE ALLIGATOR lumbers out of the
opening and into the colosseum.

“You gotta be kidding me.” You groan.

You'’re basically in the sewers, and what do all of




those urban legends tell about? Giant alligators. It
figures.

Getting into combat stance, you stand knees bent,
stick out, and watch as the alligator comes your way. It’s
easily the size of a school bus.

Ifit’samutantlike the rats are, maybe it talks. Maybe
you can reason with it. It’s worth a shot. “Hey, alligator.
Any chance we can talk this out like two reasonable
organisms?”

The alligator opens its massive jaws.

“Oh, good.” You smile. “I was hoping we could sort
this out.”

Then it SNAPS THEM SHUT.

It opens its mouth and ROARS. You get a whiff of its
REEKING BREATH.

“Not the conversationalist,” you mutter. “Okay, then
we’re going to have to do this FIGHTING STYLE.”

You look at the stick in your hand. Those rats did
not make this a fair fight. But you’ve got a human brain.
That’s going to have to be your edge here, because
the alligator is getting closer and looking hungry for
HUMAN FLESH!

Gripping the stick tightly, yourealize you've got two

choices.
If you wedge the stick between the alligator’s jaws, turn to page 104.
If you throw the stick in hopes of distracting the reptile, turn to page 135.




You look at the rat knowingly. “You’d better apolo-
gize for building that drill,” you start.

The rat ignores you. “It’s not our fault. The humans
have ravaged the surface of the planet. They have
polluted it beyond repair. They even dig deep to extract
its riches. Both of our worlds are at risk, if we do not
stop them, which is why we will use the drill to purge
the planet of them!”

An uneasy silence fills the underworld. You hear
whispers as the axolotls speak to one another in hushed
tones.

Oh, drat. This isn’t going the way you planned at all.

You scowl at the rat. “You dirty rat,” you say.

“SILENCE!” the axolotl leader blurts. It looks at
you angrily, although it’s hard to register any kind of
emotion out of those wide, unblinking axolotl eyes. “IS
THIS TRUE?”

You gulp. The rat wasn’t lying. But you don’t have
time to explain everything to the axolotls.

“Of course it’s true,” the rat says. “I'll even SHOW
you what we’re doing if you help me.”

But the axolotl just stares at you, waiting.

You keep your lips sealed.




“Speak, Overworlder,” the axolotl urges you.

Maybe you should say something. But what?

Your heart races as you think of where to
even start, but that just stretches your silence even
further.

“See?” the rat barks, pointing at you. “This
Overworlder has run out of excuses. It’s nothing
but a planet-spoiling blight that we can stamp out
together—”

This ratis driving you up the wall.

“Enough!” the head axolotl snarls. It waves a
webbed hand, and before you know it, both you
AND the rat are whisked into the air, away from the
subterranean world, and back into the darkness of
the chasm from which you came.

You notice a light coming from the tunnel and
smile. They’re sending you back home!

Only...

Only the light is fiery red.

And it’s hot.

REALLY HOT.

And as you round a corner, you see it. A MASSIVE
BALL of frothing liquid.

Geysers of fire and magma burst out of it. It’s the
molten core of the Earth, hot as a sun, and you’re
headed straight for it.

“NOOOOQ!” you scream, covering your face with
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your hands, as if they can protect you from the HEAT
OF A MILLION VOLCANOES ABOUT TO ERUPT IN
YOUR FACE.

Too bad the last thing you notice is the smell of
barbecued rat.

THE END.

To try again, go back to page 110.
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