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A Little Extra Spice

It was a tremendously gloomy day in the Galar region. Thick grey
clouds hung overhead, scattering rain and casting thunder down
below. It did not bother one Chairman Rose. As he sat in his office,
listening to the storm rage outside, the patter of heavy rain against
his windows, he actually felt rather relaxed. His office, after all, was
large, comfortable, and was always at the perfect temperature. The
weather outside filled the ordinarily silent office with a gentle
ambiance, the sound of raw, uninhibited nature. There was something
to be admired about that.

Still, for as relaxed as he was, it had been a rather busy day. A great
deal of work had needed to be done for Macro Cosmos. Many
pieces of paper had needed his signature, and a great number of
tedious meetings had been attended. The work had been laborious
and uninteresting, and, as a result, the man had worked himself up
quite the appetite. Now that everything had been done, his eyes were
on the clock, eying it with anticipation.

5:59PM. Only one minute until his wait service came through the door
of his office and delivered him his dinner. Since it was a Thursday
evening, he would be eating curry. To say that he was looking
forward to the meal was a severe understatement. His tongue flicked
against his lower lip. Only his steely restraint stopped his stomach
from growling indignantly. But he was ravenous.

The second hand of the clock moved agonizingly slowly. But,
eventually ...



A knock came to his door, and it was the sweetest sound that the
Chairman had ever heard. "Yes, yes!" he called eagerly, hands
rubbing together in his excitement. "Come in, come in!"

The door opened. Just the woman he was hoping to see. A brown-
haired, plain-looking girl - honestly, he couldn't remember her name -
wheeled in a buffet tray that was topped with steaming plates. The
slender woman pushed it over toward the Chairman's desk, and then,
she began to unload it, placing a plate of curry, a bowl of rice, and an
array of sides, including a piece of naan bread and a rather delicious
mango dip. When it was all said and done, she gave Chairman Rose
a dutiful little bow. He was, after all, her boss.

Rose eyed the feast in front of him with hungry eyes, and then, he
flicked his gaze toward the brunette, giving her a grateful smile and
lidding his eyes. "Thank you, my dear. | daresay that I've been
waiting for this all day." His eyes went to the steel fork that she'd laid
by the plate full of curry. He was itching to pick it up, but he wasn't
the type to start stuffing his face when he had company.

"There's a trainer who wants to see you, Chairman. She came here
on a field trip. One of her Pokémon has gone missing, unfortunately,"
she gently informed Rose. "Would you like me to send her in?"

A missing Pokémon? A dreadful situation, truly. If one of his beloved
Pokémon were to ever go missing, then ... "You don't think she'll mind
if | ate while we speak, do you?" His curry would go cold if he were



to delay eating any longer, after all! As tragic as it was, he had
waited far too long for this meal. And it wasn't one of his Pokémon
that was missing, so ... as much as he wanted to look as if he cared
about this situation, his hungry tummy was a far bigger priority.

Of course, it wasn't a problem. His wait staff informed him as such,
and then, she wheeled the empty trolley out of the room, taking it with
her. While Rose's mood had been soured slightly due to the news, his
appetite remained as voracious as ever. As soon as the brunette was
out of earshot and eyesight, he grasped his fork and stuck it into a
piece of curried meat, lifting it to his mouth and taking a big, hungry
bite. The starving Chairman didn't even bother to chew. Instead, he
simply tilted his head back and swallowed, allowing the hot piece of
meat to slide down his throat. The spices lingering up his tongue, the
taste of delicious curry singing within his maw, it was all wonderful,
but ... the best feeling, by far, was the incredible sense of satisfaction
that he felt as his tummy finally felt the warm embrace of a piece of
food.

It was a truly magnificent dish. Rose was so immersed within the
splendid flavors that he didn't even notice when the door pushed open
again. A nervous, pale-skinned, blonde male trainer stepped through
it. The trainer couldn't help but cringe at the look on the Chairman's
face. It was the sight of a man who was enjoying his curry ... or, the
sight of a man who was certainly enjoying something. His face was
lined with pleasure, as if ...

No. He was just overthinking things. Nobody could enjoy food that
much. Nervously, the trainer shook his head, and pulled on the lapels
of his jacket, tugging the garment tighter around himself. "Keep it
together, Adam," he muttered underneath his breath. "You're just



intimidated because it's the Chairman." That's all it was. He was in
the presence of greatness. As a trainer who hadn't even challenged
his first gym, it was natural to be nervous, wasn't it? Girding himself,
he stepped forward, his fingers still clinging over the edges of his
jacket. He cleared his throat loudly on his approach. "A-ah, Mister
Chairman?"

Chairman Rose finally noticed the boy when he called out to him. He
took a napkin from the table and dabbed it against the corners of his
lips. Though he wouldn't be undignified enough to speak with his
mouth full, his right hand still clutched onto his fork, ready to go in for
another bite as soon as possible. "Ah, yes. A pleasure to meet you,"
he stated bombastically, knowing that he had a cheerful reputation to
maintain. "lI've been told that you lost one of your Pokémon on a field
trip here, yes?" As soon as he was finished speaking, his fork went
down for another load of curry. He simply couldn't resist the flavors.
His lips quivered slightly as they opened.

Adam watched through his wide, blue eyes as the Chairman piled his
fork up once again. He squinted slightly, swearing that he could see
something amidst the orange sauce ... but it quickly vanished. It was
all in his head. He exhaled a nervous sigh, and not just because he
was in front of the Chairman of Macro Cosmos. "Yes, sir. | lost my
Joltik. He's my most precious Pokémon of all ... the first one | ever
caught. | was hoping that you might have some way of being able to
find him, or ... or a security system, or ..." Anything, really. Adam just
wanted his precious Pokémon back.

Rose dabbed at his upper lip with a napkin once more, mulling over
the situation. It was difficult to concentrate. There was so much
delicious curry left, and yet the situation in front of him demanded that



he at least show some compassion. With spices still burning inside of
his mouth, he licked at his lips and considered. "A Joltik. One of the
smallest Pokémon in existence, standing at only four inches tall." It
might've seemed like a pointless explanation, but it only went on to
back up his next point. "A Pokémon of that size ... I'm afraid that we
wouldn't be able to find it with any of our security systems here.
While we are capable of detecting Pokémon, they have to be, well
..." He let out a sigh. The situation was sad, but at least he had curry.
To placate himself, he stabbed another piece of meat. "Much larger
than a Joltik, I'm afraid."

The Chairman shook his head, and placed the piece of meat in his
mouth, chewing. He looked as if he were about to go on. Adam
waited nervously, sweat beginning to dribble down the back of his
neck. Was that the conclusion then? Impossible?

"I'm afraid there's not much that can be done," Chairman Rose
stated, swallowing. "The only thing that | can do is have my best men
keep an eye out for the little thing. Do you remember where you saw
him last?"

Adam considered for a moment, chewing his bottom lip. "Uh ... | think
it was on Floor 4. Um, we were being guided around the kitchen at
the time ..." Once again, Adam's eyes went to the curry. But there
was no way. His Joltik wouldn't be stupid enough to get himself
caught up in a situation like that, would he? No, he was just assuming
the worst. The little guy was probably hanging out in an air vent or
chewing through some power cables. He'd turn up soon.



Chairman Rose, however, wasn't thinking anything of the sort. His
curry was far too delicious to be tainted by a Joltik, after all. "Very
good. I'll have a memo sent out immediately. If you leave your contact
details with the receptionist, we'll get in contact with you."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." Adam said, bowing his head. The nervous
trainer turned his shoulders and went to leave the office. As he left,
his ears were hyperfocused upon the sound of Chairman Rose eating
and swallowing his curry, wondering if there was any possibility at all
that his Joltik was lost amongst it somehow.

But, no. That was ridiculous.

*k*%

It turned out, however, that it wasn't as ridiculous as a thought as
Adam had believed ... for his Joltik had gone wandering into a place
that he shouldn't have. Instinct guided the electrical spider, really.
After scurrying away from Adam, his curiosity had taken him toward
the kitchen, his little legs guided by the scent of food. The Joltik was
an incredibly curious creature, one who found excitement in exploring
new places. Adam should've known that, really, and kept him inside of
his ball, but ...

He hadn't, so Joltik was free. The yellow spider scurried into the
kitchen and crawled onto the counter, unseen by the many chefs that
were bustling around the place, creating lunch for the many
executives that worked for Macro Cosmos. On the counter, his
senses guided him toward heat. Now that he had gotten a proper
sniff for the food, he realized that he didn't want any of it. Curry
wasn't really the Joltik's thing.



But a nap? That sounded pretty good. There were so many warm,
cozy places in the kitchen, so many steamy little cracks that he could
scurry into. Unfortunately, as keen as his eight optics were, the spider
was not really able to tell the difference between a fluffy bed of rice
and, well ... a fluffy bed. As a result, the steaming bowl of fresh rice
that he was approaching looked like the perfect place to lay his little
head down. On all eight legs, he scurried up the side of the bowl, and
then, after briefly clicking his mandibles together, he laid down his
head and fell asleep, finding the rice to be most comfortable.

The kitchen staff were too busy to notice Joltik's presence. So, when
it was nearly 6PM, the bowl of rice that contained Joltik was taken all
the way to Chairman Rose's office. The sleepy Pokémon didn't wake
on the journey. A few grains of rice had fallen over his body now,
covering him from any hope of being seen by Chairman Rose. Not
that the Chairman was paying attention to what he was eating,
anyway ... he was far too ravenous to properly inspect his meal.

So, when a fork suddenly made its way into his new home and
disturbed his blissful little nap, Joltik was quite surprised! His sleepy
eyes opened. He briefly saw the face of his trainer, Adam, before he
was lifted into the air, and ... dunked into an extremely spicy sauce!
He felt the curry soak into his yellow fuzz, and then, cover his eyes.
He was blind! He let out a tiny squeak, hoping to attract the attention
of his beloved Adam ... but it was no good. Though the trainer had
seen him, the boy had dismissed it as nothing more than a mirage.

The Joltik was helpless, then. Unable to so much as squirm because
of the weight of sauce and rice atop of him, Joltik couldn't even watch



as he was immersed within Chairman Rose's mouth. All he could feel
was heat all around him, the feeling of a bumpy, wriggly, sauce-
covered tongue beneath him, quivering as the delicious taste of
curried Joltik assaulted it. Saliva began to drip onto his form, washing
the curry and rice from him, but ... the spider wasn't sure if he
preferred the curry or the spit. One was heavy and made his eyes
burn, and the other ... well, it was just gross!

It mattered little. Since Rose wasn't keen on chewing his meal today,
Joltik never drifted toward the white, pearlescent boulders that
surrounded him. Instead, he was pulled into a whirlpool of saliva-
laden curry. The poor 'mon didn't even get the chance to see a
glimpse of light before he was thrown down the Chairman's expansive
throat and whisked away toward his stomach. The spider was just
too small to properly feel the clench of his throat around his tiny form.
As he fell, he only briefly felt it's wet, slimy embrace, the slimy walls
of Rose's throat briefly brushing against his spread legs.

With little ceremony, save for a wet pop as the Chairman's stomach
opened, the Joltik landed in the center of Rose's curry-lined stomach,
the putrid scent of fermenting food all around him. A corrosive,
enzyme-filled acid began to leak from the walls of the stomach that
surrounded him. Already, they were eating into the curry ... and soon,
surely, they would be eating into him. Joltik's fate was uncertain ...
but it was very, very, likely that he was to be digested, and turned
into nothing more than a few extra calories for Rose's robust form.

*k*%

Some time had passed ... enough for the Chairman to finish his curry.
Rose was still in his office, and his curry had long since been
devoured, the steamy spices, meat, and rice all resting wonderfully
within his happy, warm stomach. Fifteen minutes ago, his aide had



come into the room and taken the empty plates from his desk. Then,
he had begun to write up the memo that would be posted around the
kitchen. He doubted that the missing Joltik would ever be found, but,
as the Chairman of Macro Cosmos, he had to look as if he cared,
even if ... well, he was starting to realize that he really didn't. After all,
this had kept him in his tower an hour longer than he needed to be.

Of course, he had no idea that the missing Joltik had been consumed
by him! And, even if he did, he'd never admit to it. Someone as
flawless as him? Accidentally eating another trainer's Pokémon?
Him? Ha! He'd never do such a clumsy thing. The fact that the Joltik
might have been inside of his curry didn't even register on his radar.

Speaking of curry ... the clock struck 8PM, and, right on time, a loud
and extremely uncouth gurgle came from Chairman Rose's stomach.
The burly man let out a groan and clutched at his stomach. Oh, my. It
seemed that the curry had moved through him a lot faster than he had
anticipated. Curry was delicious ... but Rose always paid a heavy toll
for eating it.

With a heavy sigh, he pushed himself up from his desk and adjusted
his waistcoat. "Well," he murmured to himself. "l suppose it's time to
go and stink out the company bathroom again." After making sure
that his hair was perfect in a mirror that laid in the corner of his office,
he took off to exactly there to do exactly that, his stomach growling
the entire way.

*k*%

Joltik had managed to survive digestion.



It was little wonder that the tiny creature had been capable of it,
really. While his chances had never been high, considering that he
was inside of a hot, slimy sack that was rapidly filling with acid, he
was, at the end of the day, a Pokémon. And Pokémon, as any trainer
knew, held incredible power. Through wit, guile, and his species
power, he used all eight legs to crawl up the side of the Chairman's
stomach, and then, onto the roof. It put him just outside of the reach
of the acid.

From there, it was a simple case of waiting until his stomach drained.
It took some time for Rose to digest his meal, but eventually, Joltik
saw his opportunity. From the roof of his stomach Joltik fell, landing
onto the squishy surface beneath him. The residual acid in the
stomach made all eight of his feet itch and tickle. It mattered little to
him. Using his excellent night vision, he made his way through the
pink, squishy dark, and down into the Chairman's intestines.

From there, it was simply a case of scurrying. The air was foul and
toxic, and his confines were tight and lined with strange little wormy
things that tickled at his feet. Of course, Joltik didn't know that they
were Villi, and they were currently trying to process and break his
body down. Joltik didn't know anything about human anatomy. All
Joltik knew was that he needed to escape, and, that if he kept
moving forward, then there was sure to be an exit somewhere within
the maze that was the Chairman's guts.

Since he had been the last thing to leave the Chairman's stomach,
there was no food behind him, only in front of him. As a result, Joltik's
eyes were able to watch the process of it being turned into shit. The



same villi that stroked at his feet stroked over the tide of food in front
of him, glazing the chicken, rice, and sauce with their viscous juices,
turning them from their ordinary color into a deep shade of brown. As
a matter of fact, Joltik's bright yellow coat was starting to turn the
same muddy color. The spider didn't realize this, however. He was far
too distracted by the growing scent of feces.

For everything was starting to smell like that. It was no surprise,
really. Joltik, though he didn't know it, was closing in on Chairman
Rose's colon, the place where all of the shit that he'd produced over
the last hour or so had just been unceremoniously dumped. As he
approached the entrance to the last ring of the Chairman's bowels,
walls rippled around him, a loud, nasty gurgle filling his ears. A few
muffled words from Rose, and then ...

Around him, Rose's insides jolted. The man was on the move, on his
way to the bathroom ... and that meant that his guts suddenly
became a whole lot less stable. Joltik was thrown from the entrance
of the Chairman's colon directly into the heart of it. Immediately, he
was immersed in a liquid pool of shit, the thick fecal matter dripping
over his legs, his body, his eyes, making them sting. Blindly, he
attempted to scurry away, but all that the Joltik succeeded in doing
was smearing more and more filth over himself. Now, his yellow coat
wasn't even distinguishable from the dark fetid shit that covered him.

Outside, Chairman Rose had finally reached the bathroom, still
completely unaware of the shit-covered Joltik that was rolling around
inside of his bowels. He was, however, very aware of the massive
dump that was currently bulging out his poor colon. With a quiet,
restrained little groan, he placed his bare, firm cheeks upon the



toilet's seat, and leaned backward. Quietly, he began to hum to
himself, in an attempt to distract him from his inside's distress.

It didn't really work. What did work, however, was unclenching his
anus and allowing the filthy tide of feces to plunge down into the
toilet. Within his shoes, his toes curled, his teeth biting into his bottom
lip as his humming began to rise in tempo. The spices within the curry
were certainly burning at his tender asshole, but ... that didn't matter.
What mattered was the blessed, sweet relief! His watery logs
plopped loudly into the water below, and, all the while, he carried on
humming. Now, it was in an effort to mask the filthy, loud sounds that
his asshole was making ... though it didn't really cover them up at all.

Especially not for Joltik. The poor spider, still trapped within Rose's
colon, was subject to a literal waterfall of shit rolling over him,
conjoined with the sound of the Chairman's anus fluctuating rapidly in
a mad series of farts that were loud enough to cause his very tiny
body to vibrate. Though the rushing tide of liquid shit all around was
attempting to push him toward the Chairman's asshole, Joltik held on.
Even though they were covered in sticky, slimy poop, the tips of his
legs still remained sticky.

Both the Chairman's body and the raging wave of shit that flowed
over his tiny little body were insisting that he left. But Joltik hung on.
That exit was loud, smelly, and led to a pool of truly disgusting looking
water! There had to be a safer way out of the Chairman's body, didn't
there? Joltik didn't know, but he clung on regardless, his sticky feet
keeping him from moving so much as a centimeter.



With one loud, final fart, the Chairman's backend closed for business.
The last of the shit had left his colon ... except for one tiny little pest
that insisted on staying within. Rose felt an odd sensation as if he
wasn't quite done, as if there was one last little bit of shit left inside of
him ... but his belly wasn't hurting, and there was clearly nothing else
laid within his colon. Brushing it off as nothing more than an unusual
sensation, the Chairman wiped his rear clean of any sticky filth that
clung between his cheeks, and then, he stood. Though he washed his
hands, he didn't bother to flush the toilet. He'd rather the janitor saw
his work, after all!

Still humming to himself, Chairman Rose dried his hands and left the
bathroom. A few memos needed to be posted up around the kitchen,
and then ... well, he could finally go home.

*k*%

8:59PM.

Chairman Rose lifted a memo up to the bulletin board on Floor 4, and
then, stuck a pin it. He wasn't ordinarily the kind of person who did
this sort of thing - he'd rather leave it to his delegates - but doing this
would be good for his image. So, of course, he would do it himself.

With a smile, he turned around and eyed his work with pride, even if it
was something as simple as a brief memo about a missing Joltik. He
turned around, intending to leave the building, but one of the chefs
caught his eye.



"Excellent work on dinner today," he called out to him. Smirking
proudly, Rose smacked at his stomach and placed his hands behind
his back.

"Of course, Chairman," the chef said back politely, smiling. "We all
know that your favorite is curry, after all."

The Chairman gave his chef an amused smile, and then, without
another word, he turned to leave the building, blissfully unaware that
the missing Joltik was still within his guts.



