
Life at Ponderosa:  
1st Member of the Jury 
Sitting at the shell, Angelica clutched the only item that still mattered: her torch, now cold and 
dark, the charred wick a silent testimony to the end of her journey. Her ferryman was a silent, 
majestic Lapras, its shell gliding across the water with a grace that felt like a farewell wave from 
the game itself. It carried her to a small wooden dock leading to a cozy lodge, almost hidden 
among the trees. With a soft “All aboard!” it let her know the journey was over. 

The silence struck her first. Not the tense silence of camp, full of unspoken secrets and 
calculated stares. This was a deep, peaceful quiet, broken only by the rustle of leaves and the 
splash of water against the dock. She inhaled deeply, breathing clean air without the constant 
weight of paranoia. 

A smiling Chansey greeted her at the entrance, guiding her warmly toward her room. “Welcome 
to Ponderosa! Here are your keys. Dinner is served until nine.” 

The heavy wooden door closed behind her. The room was simple but spotless. And in the 
center: a bed. A real bed, with a soft mattress, fluffy pillows, and immaculately white sheets. She 
nearly cried. 

She moved toward the full-length mirror and froze. 

The figure staring back was a pale, exhausted version of herself. Her once-calculated eyes 
were now marked with deep shadows. Her hair, always flawless, was tangled and lifeless. And 
then she looked at her dress. Her proud, imposing white Gardevoir dress. 

It was filthy. 

Not just surface dirt. Layers of earth, ashes, sweat, and mud that weeks of cold waterfall baths 
had never fully washed away. She had thought she was still presentable, her dignity intact. But 
under the clean lodge light, she saw the truth: she was as worn and stained on the outside as 
she felt within. 

She stepped into the bathroom and turned on the artificial cascade of warm water, flowing from 
shells and smooth stones. 

The hot water was a revelation. Not the icy, shocking chill of the waterfall, but warmth, 
cleansing, soothing, unraveling the tension from her muscles. For the first time in weeks, she 
wasn’t a Mega Gardevoir, or a strategist, or a piece on a board. She was just Angelica, washing 
away scars of battle. And she was happy. Genuinely happy to be alone. 



Angelica [Confessional]:​
 “I didn’t realize how broken I looked until I saw myself in that mirror. Out there, you tell yourself 
you’re fine, you’re still perfect. But the jungle doesn’t lie. And tonight, I don’t have to lie either.” 

The next morning, sunlight spilled gently through the window. She felt reborn. She dressed in 
clean, fresh clothes from the wardrobe and headed to the dining hall. Breakfast was a feast: 
fresh fruit, pancakes made by a cheerful Slurpuff, eggs, and juice. She devoured it like it was 
the first meal of her life, savoring each bite without having to analyze the conversation around 
her. 

The day unfolded like a quiet dream. She sunbathed in a lounge chair, walked through the lodge 
gardens admiring flowers and local Pokémon, and simply let herself exist. No whispers, no 
scheming, no masks. She loved that silence. The Champions’ camp had always been full, of 
voices, false laughter, ego fights, Slim Jim’s snores, Luna’s philosophies, Federico’s restless 
energy. Here, the only sound was nature. 

For now, she was queen of Ponderosa. The first juror. 

As she reclined on the porch chair, a Oran Berry juice in hand, a comforting thought settled in. 
She had fought enough, survived enough, to earn the right to vote for the winner. But she 
wouldn’t have to endure the chaos of the merge, the betrayals, the endless paranoia. She had 
reached her secret goal all along: to be a juror. Her voice would matter in the end. 

And perhaps most importantly, she knew she had made the right decision. That last whisper to 
Cola by the waterfall, telling her not to play the Super Idol, hadn’t been surrender. It had been 
clarity. If Cola saved her, she’d be dragged back into that hell, forced to distrust everyone, even 
her only friend. It would have broken something in her soul beyond repair. Leaving was not 
weakness. It was self-preservation. 

By evening, she stood on the balcony, watching the sky burn in orange, pink, and violet. The 
beauty was real, unperformed, unmanipulated. 

She smiled, serene. Ready to watch the second Tribal Council of the merge. Ready to see who 
would join her in her quiet kingdom. And, eventually, ready to decide who deserved to be 
crowned. 



​
Angelica [Confessional]:​
 “People will say I played too hard, too flashy, too fake. But that was me. Every performance, 
every tear, every move, it was mine. And now? Now I finally get to sit back, sip my juice, and 
wait. Because in the end… I’ll still have the final word.” 

 

Not the 2nd Member of the Jury anymore 
The walk back was quieter than the flight down. A restless young Kilowattrel perched on a 
branch above him, sparks flickering off its wings as his torch went dark. 

“Yo, boss man! Ponderosa’s just over that hill. Follow me, we golden!” chirped the bird before 
taking off with a hum of electricity. 

Slim Jim followed. Frustration clung to him like humidity. Getting voted out once was rough, but 
twice? Nearly unanimously? That hit deep. And without Magus around, the silence felt heavier. 
In the distance, thunder rolled, the storm that had broken over Tribal Council. He smirked. 
“Guess even the sky cryin’ ‘cause Slim Jim left, bro.” 

The lodge appeared through the mist, warm light spilling from its porch. And there, sitting 
beneath a lantern, was Angelica. She looked reborn, clean, serene, wrapped in a white silk robe 
that smelled faintly of flowers and luxury. But it wasn’t her elegance that surprised him, it was 
her smile. 



“Slim Jim,” she said softly. “Welcome to the outside of the paradox.” 

He grinned. “Damn, Angelica talkin’ to me now? World really endin’.” 

She laughed, a real, unguarded sound. “Things work differently here. Come on, you must be 
starving.” 

Dinner was heaven. Slim Jim tore through it like a man possessed, and instead of judging him, 
Angelica just watched, amused. 

“So,” she asked between sips of juice, “who’s falling apart out there?” 

He leaned back with a smirk. “Champions? They crumblin’, girl. Azura mad ‘cause I tried to take 
her out, Federico beefin’ with Umbra, and Cola, poor Cola, lost her better half.” He pointed his 
fork at her. 

Angelica’s eyes glimmered. “And the Contenders?” 

“They holdin’ strong. Mira’s sharp, Mukeo’s a weird genius, and Vera… still breathin’, somehow.” 

They laughed together, and for the first time since his torch was snuffed, Slim Jim felt the 
tension melt away. It wasn’t strategy anymore. It was gossip, and peace. 

The next day, an old Shiftry in a leafy hat led them through what he proudly called the “Forest 
Hotel.” They saw fruit groves, herb gardens, and shimmering hot springs perfumed with petals. 

“And here,” the Shiftry said, spreading his arms, “is our crown jewel, the Leaf Bath. Perfect for 
washing away bad energy.” 

Steam rose around them as Slim Jim and Angelica each slid into their own spring. The scent of 
Sitrus leaves and Night Flowers filled the air. 

Angelica exhaled deeply. “You know… I didn’t like you in the game.” 

Slim Jim chuckled. “No kidding, princess. Shocker of the century.” 

“I mean it,” she smiled faintly. “You were loud, chaotic, a logistical nightmare. But here? You’re 
actually kind of… funny. And not half as unbearable as I thought.” 

He laughed. “That’s ‘cause we ain’t playin’ for a million no more. Way easier to vibe when 
dessert’s the only prize.” 

Later, they took a quiet walk through the Luminous Forest. Two ancient Torterras led the way, 
their mossy shells glowing faintly with bioluminescent fungi. No words were needed, the peace 
of the place spoke for them. 



Slim Jim [Confessional]:​
 “Yo, I was gonna drop my album, Dragon Ascent. Still will, bro. Just… not now. 
Right now’s about chillin’. Ponderosa’s peace, man. Food, laughter, leaf baths, no 
one schemin’, no one stabbin’ backs. Just breathin’.” 

He glanced toward Angelica, walking beside him, calm and distant as ever. 

Slim Jim [Confessional]:​
 “And when it comes to the vote… nah, I ain’t givin’ it to none of them fake Champions who 
burned me twice. If a Contender makes it to the end, my vote’s locked. They understood me. 
And that’s what it’s about in the end, respect.” 

He looked up at the glowing canopy, a grin tugging at his lips. Somewhere out there, the game 
still raged. But for Slim Jim, under the soft hum of the forest lights, peace had finally dropped its 
beat. 

2nd Member of the Jury 
The same rain that had washed his tears at Tribal now touched his face like a blessing. By the 
riverside, a majestic Lapras waited, her shell gleaming like a pearl under the drizzle. 

Mukeo approached her with theatrical flair, a serene smile gracing his lips.​
 “O noble steed of the tides! Your back shall be the stage of my final act upon this forest!” 

Without hesitation, he leapt onto her shell, landing with surprising grace. The journey was quiet 
and calm, the perfect contrast to the chaos he had left behind. 

When he reached the Ponderosa dock, two familiar figures awaited him. Angelica, flawless as 
always, offered a small, dignified nod. But it was Slim Jim who broke the solemnity, the Shiny 



Rayquaza descended from the clouds, landing with a heavy thud before wrapping Mukeo in a 
crushing hug. 

“No way, bro! They took out the poet! Man, what they gonna rhyme about now?” 

Mukeo laughed softly. “The bard has fallen, but his verses shall echo in these sacred halls, my 
draconic friend.” 

Dinner was pure relief, and noise. Slim Jim piled his plate high, talking nonstop about how 
Ponderosa was “the real merge feast.” Angelica sipped her drink elegantly, occasionally slicing 
through the chatter with her sharp wit. 

“So,” she asked, eyebrow arched, “Luna… she looked heartbroken.” 

Mukeo smiled, eyes soft. “The Lady of the Moon defended my honor with a fury that would 
make the stars themselves tremble. It was a defeat worthy of an epic.” 

Slim Jim burst out laughing, his tail thudding against the floor. “I knew it, bro! I knew there was 
something there!” 

Morning broke golden and clear. A vibrant Leafeon, with a coat greener than new spring, guided 
them to a mossy clearing for a “revitalizing session.” Using perfumed leaves of Sitrus and Cheri, 
the Pokémon performed a leaf massage with surprising skill. Every knot of tension melted 
beneath his touch. 

“Even my rhymes feel looser now,” Mukeo joked, half-melting into the moss. The Leafeon 
purred proudly. 

Later that afternoon, a friendly nectar-hunting challenge was proposed. Guided by a humming 
Combee, each juror was tasked with finding the rarest blossom in the forest.​
 Angelica, ever precise, found a silver-petaled nocturnal flower. Slim Jim, thanks to his aerial 
advantage, scooped honey from a cliffside hive. But it was Mukeo, patient, poetic Mukeo, who 
discovered a translucent blossom that only bloomed in the shadow of ancient stones, its nectar 
changing flavor with every sip. 

“The bard wins!” Slim Jim declared, laughing. “Of course he does! Dude probably flirted with the 
flower!” 

As night fell, the Trail of Luminous Petals awaited them. A choir of Roselias led the way through 
a glowing forest path, each step causing petals beneath their feet to shimmer with soft 
bioluminescent light. Their gentle song mingled with the whisper of leaves, a lullaby for weary 
hearts. Even Slim Jim was quiet. 

At dinner, inspiration struck. They decided to invent a “Ponderosa Menu”, dishes inspired by the 
players still in the game. 



“For Mira,” said Mukeo, “roasted roots and herbs, The Excavator. Simple, strong, full of buried 
surprises.” 

“For Federico!” shouted Slim Jim. “A big ol’ steak, barely cooked, just salt and fire. The Athlete. 
No sauce, no talk, just muscle!” 

“And for Luna…” Angelica’s voice softened. “A moon-yogurt parfait with starlight jelly and silver 
honey drizzle. The Serenity of Night.” 

They laughed, toasted, and feasted, turning their nostalgia into warmth, their strategy into 
friendship. 

 

Mukeo [Confessional]:​
 “Leaving the game isn’t the end of a story, it’s the turning of a page. I found loyalty in 
Mira, wit in Vera… and something pure, unexpected, in Luna, a bond that transcends play 
and survival. And here, in this unlikely brotherhood, I found peace. My final vote won’t go 



to the strongest, nor the smartest. It’ll go to the one who still carries poetry inside them 
when the game is over. Because Survivor is a battle, but life… life must remain a poem.” 

3rd Member of the Jury 
The path away from the game was, ironically, the first time Vera felt truly at peace since she’d 
arrived. By the riverbank, the same majestic Lapras that had brought her on Day 1 was waiting. 
Its gentle eyes almost seemed to recognize her. 

“Looks like we’ve come full circle, you and I,” she murmured, her tone calm, stripped of all the 
theatrical sharpness that had defined her gameplay. She climbed onto the creature’s back with 
practiced grace. 

As Lapras glided across the quiet water, far from the storm of Tribal Council, Vera began to sing, 
an old melody her grandmother had taught her. To her surprise, Lapras joined in, humming a 
deep, resonant tone that wove perfectly with her voice. The duet echoed softly across the river, 
a farewell far more beautiful than her arrival. 

At the dock, a small welcoming party was waiting, loud, warm, and unapologetically chaotic. 
Angelica, Slim Jim, and Mukeo stood there with glasses of juice in hand. 

“FINALLY!” Slim Jim roared, spreading his arms wide. “The diva has landed! Now this jury’s got 
some real style!” 

Mukeo bowed dramatically, the feather in his absurd hat wobbling. “I always knew the brightest 
star of the season would join our constellation. Your presence completes our firmament.” 

Even Angelica smiled. “Your game was flawless, Vera. They had to use a Nullifier to take you 
out. That’s a badge of honor.” 

Vera laughed, feeling the tension finally dissolve from her shoulders. For the first time, she didn’t 
have to measure every word. 

The next morning brought a lakeside picnic hosted by a philosophically slow Slowbro and a few 
playful Lombre, who floated by with fruit and drinks balanced on lotus leaves. It was messy, 
disorganized, and perfect. 

“I tried,” Vera said between bites of juicy fruit. “I really tried to connect with the Champions, but it 
was like trying to grab smoke. They’re not a tribe. They’re just egos sharing a roof. I never stood 
a chance.” 

Mukeo nodded wisely. “To tame the wind is folly. Better to set your sails. You sailed through 
storms they made themselves.” 



That night, the Ponderosa hosted the Festival of Mist Lanterns. They painted paper lanterns 
with berry pigments and charcoal, sending them drifting across a misty pond. The lights hovered 
like dancing ghosts. 

Of course, a performance broke out. Slim Jim dropped an impromptu rap about “getting burned 
twice,” Mukeo recited a sonnet on the fleeting beauty of the game, and Vera, finally free, sang a 
soaring ballad about freedom, not for strategy, but for sheer joy. 

Later, the newly formed Jury Club sat in a circle, placing small tokens as bets. 

Vera smiled. “My money’s on Kai. Too clever for his own good.” 

As the sun dipped, an elderly Shiftry offered them a wind cleansing ritual. From the highest point 
of Ponderosa, he spread his leafy arms and summoned a clean, powerful breeze. The wind 
swept over them, carrying away the smoke, dust, and paranoia left behind by the game. 

 

Vera [Confessional]:​
“Getting burned by a Nullifier… in the game, that’s defeat. But here? It’s a crown. They 
needed a powerful weapon in the game to take me out, and that means I did something 
right.​
 I fought, I sang, I schemed, and I survived with the tools I had. Was it stressful? 
Absolutely. But it was fun. I showed my spark, and that’s what matters.​
 Now it’s time to sit back, relax, and watch the chaos unfold. And I’ll be cheering for the 
little mole, because if anyone can dig her way to victory, it’s Mira.” 



She watched the sunset in silence, the warm light glinting off the lake in front of the Ponderosa, 
a final encore to a performance she could finally let end. 

4th Member of the Jury 
Umbra’s departure was as silent as their game had been. No words, no grand gesture, just a 
calm step into the shadows. At the riverbank, the faithful Lapras awaited once more, its shell 
glistening under the misty moonlight. Umbra climbed onto its back with a natural grace, as if the 
two had done this countless times before. The journey unfolded in wordless peace, broken only 
by the soft splash of water and the low hum of Lapras, a solitary lullaby for a quiet traveler. 

When they arrived, the four jurors were already gathered, still buzzing from the shock of the 
blindside. 

“I cannot believe it!” shouted Slim Jim, breaking the silence first. Angelica by his side surprised. 

Mukeo and Vera exchanged excited looks. “She did it,” Vera whispered, pride blooming across 
her face at Mira’s survival. 

Mukeo nodded solemnly. “The little digger tunneled one more night beneath the storm. The 
moon smiles upon her.” 

As Umbra approached, the group fell quiet. They all understood instinctively, this wasn’t a 
moment for cheering. 

“Welcome to the refuge, friend of shadows,” said Mukeo, bowing deeply. 

Vera gave a silent nod of respect.​
 Slim Jim raised one hand in greeting. “Glad you’re here, man.”​
 Angelica simply offered a goblet of forest fruit juice, a simple, eloquent gesture. 

Umbra accepted it with the faintest inclination of the head. They didn’t write a word on their 
slate. Their stillness wasn’t grief or anger; it was acceptance, as if they’d known this would 
always be their ending. 

The next day, life at Ponderosa continued, gentle and accommodating. A floating leaf cart, 
pulled by a majestic Tropius, carried the jurors above the glowing forest. Laughter filled the air, 
except from Umbra, who sat quietly at the back, watching the trees drift by below. It was their 
way of joining in. 

Later, the Roselias hosted a crown workshop. Angelica crafted a flawless, symmetrical circlet. 
Vera’s was dramatic and flamboyant. Slim Jim’s looked like an explosion of petals, he called it 
“abstract art.” 



Mukeo, however, wove something entirely different: a crown of silver and dark petals, colors of 
the night. When it was finished, he walked over and presented it to Umbra. 

For a long moment, Umbra said nothing, eyes shifting between the crown and Mukeo. Then, 
slowly, ceremonially, they inclined their head, a silent permission. Mukeo placed it gently on 
them. It was the closest thing Umbra had ever shown to affection. 

That evening, the jurors performed their “Welcome Ritual.” For Umbra, it was wordless. One by 
one, each juror placed a glowing flower or leaf at their feet, a quiet tribute to the game they had 
played in silence. 

Night brought chaos again, a firefly karaoke hosted by a Kricketune. Slim Jim performed an 
improvised rap, Vera belted out a powerhouse ballad, and even Angelica joined with surprising 
rhythm. 

Then Mukeo approached Umbra, extending a hand.​
 “O Master of Dreams! Care for a duet? Our voices entwined could calm the stars themselves!” 

The group fell silent, waiting.​
 Umbra looked at Mukeo’s hand, then met his eyes. No nod, no refusal, just a calm, steady gaze 
that said everything: No. 

Mukeo smiled softly, unbothered. “Then I shall sing for us both.”​
 And he did, wildly off-key but full of heart. Laughter filled the clearing, a perfect counterpoint to 
Umbra’s still serenity. 



 

Umbra [Confessional]​
 (The screen is silent. The night sky of Ponderosa reflects in Umbra’s eyes.) 

Umbra sat on the porch, the crown of dark petals resting gently on their head, watching 
the game flicker in the distance. For the first time, their silence wasn’t a mystery.​
 It was peace. 

 

5th Member of the Jury 
Kai left Tribal Council like a storm, his footsteps fast and furious against the dark trail. His mind 
burned, replaying every vote, every whisper, every wrong decision. The passive acceptance of 
that second revote now felt like the dumbest move of his entire game. He should’ve fought 
harder, shouted, done anything to force Mira’s elimination by default. Instead, he followed the 
herd straight into his own slaughter. 

A Lapras awaited him by the riverside, serene and imposing. He stared at her for a long 
moment, his breath still uneven, before climbing onto her shell with a sharp motion. During the 
silent journey, one single tear, pure frustration and anger, slipped down his cheek, merging with 
the river mist. He felt weak, deceived, and furious at himself for letting his guard down. 



When he arrived at Ponderosa, however, a wave of euphoria crashed over him. The entire jury 
was waiting, shouting, laughing, a chaotic welcome. 

“Tell us everything!” roared Slim Jim, wrapping him in a winged hug.​
 “Who struck first?” demanded Vera, her eyes sparkling with gossip.​
 “The chaos, Kai! Recite the chaos!” begged Mukeo, flailing dramatically. 

Kai tried to explain, but his words spilled out in a storm.​
 “It was... it was a mess! No one could communicate! Everyone was voting differently! Cola 
played two idols, there was a tie... it was a logistical nightmare!” 

As he recounted the three-round Tribal and the four-way tie, his energy slowly gave way to 
exhaustion. Then his eyes found Umbra, sitting quietly beneath a tree. Just seeing them there, 
calm, untouchable, had an immediate soothing effect. The quiet presence of his most loyal ally 
felt like balm on an open wound. 

The next day, Ponderosa life began, designed to heal both body and spirit. 

A natural spa day in ancient hot springs guarded by massive Torterras. Kai sank into the 
steaming water, feeling the tension of the past weeks, and that brutal night, dissolve from his 
muscles. The warmth was a welcome contrast to the cold sting of betrayal. 

Then came a collective relaxation session guided by a floating Musharna.​
 “Visualize the moment you were eliminated…” murmured the Pokémon, its voice echoing softly 
through their minds. Kai saw the image of his name being read, that bitter smile on his own 
face. But under Musharna’s guidance, for the first time, he could see it without anger. Just as an 
ending. A final chapter. 

To lift their spirits, the group hosted Surskit races across the lake. Kai, Federico, and Slim Jim 
placed ridiculous bets, cheering and laughing like kids. The simplicity of that friendly chaos was 
the perfect cure. 

Still, cracks began to form in paradise. Some, like Angelica and Umbra, sought only peace. 
Others, like Slim Jim, and Kai, at least at first, still breathed the game, analyzing every move, 
speculating endlessly about the next elimination. 



 

Kai [Confessional]:​
 “The first few days here, I was still burning inside. But Ponderosa… it has this way of 
realigning your mind. The anger fades. The frustration cools. And then you realize, in the 
end, it doesn’t matter who wins. I just hope it’s someone worthy, someone who played 
with both heart and strategy. 

I gave everything I had. I led, I took bold risks, and I got burned for it. But you know 
what? I’m fine with that. I’m happy. Happy for what we built here, for this strange 
little peace we’ve found. 

I can’t wait to go back home, pick up my tools, and lose myself in my craft again. 
The game’s over. But the good part of life, that’s just beginning.” 

He gazed at the horizon, a calm, genuine smile on his face.​
 The storm inside him had finally passed, and in its place was quiet acceptance and the faint 
thrill of what lay ahead. 

6th Member of the Jury 
Luna left Tribal Council not with a broken heart, but with a strange serenity. She had expected 
sharp pain, frustration, or even anger, but what came instead was a deep, quiet relief. Managing 
the Champions had been like trying to hold the wind in her hands. The departure of Kai, her 
strategic partner, followed by the chaotic war between Xander and Cola, her other two pillars, 
had cracked the foundation of her game. You can’t build stability when the very structure 
beneath you keeps tearing itself apart. 



A Lapras was waiting by the river, its shell glimmering like a pearl beneath the moonlight. Luna 
climbed onto its back with quiet grace, and the journey across the still water was wordless, 
contemplative. No more storms. Just reflection. 

At Ponderosa, warmth met her like a wave. Kai was the first to rush forward, his expression 
carrying a mix of sorrow and unmistakable relief. He wrapped her in a tight embrace.​
 “I’m sad you’re out,” he murmured, “but so, so happy to have you here.” 

The others followed in their own ways: Angelica with an elegant nod, Slim Jim with a booming 
“Welcome to the party, sis!”, Mukeo with a reverent bow, Vera with a knowing smile, and Umbra 
with that silent, empathic stillness that spoke louder than words. Luna had always been a 
steady, comforting presence, and now, in the peace of the jury, she finally felt at home. 

The next day brought the kind of calm her soul had been craving. 

The jurors visited the Cave of Echoes, an ancient cavern where the whispers of past trainers 
and Pokémon seemed embedded in the stone itself. Every sound made within was echoed back 
differently, a reflection, a memory, a lesson. Luna whispered one single word: Champions. 

The echo returned not as a word, but as the clashing of distant metal and triumphant voices, 
then, slowly, it faded into a long, sighing breeze. A perfect metaphor, she thought, for their rise 
and fall. 

That evening, they gathered around the fire for Storytelling Night, each juror taking turns 
recounting their version of the game. Slim Jim turned his downfall into a comedy routine. Vera 
relived the agony of her nullified idol. Kai dissected his downfall like a surgeon, cold, rational, 
and precise. 

When it was Luna’s turn, she didn’t speak about betrayals or blindsides. She spoke about 
connection: a silent picnic with Mukeo, Cola’s unwavering loyalty, the messy but vital 
partnership with Xander. She reminded them that beneath the scheming and survival, there had 
been moments of genuine humanity. 

From there, the talk naturally shifted to who deserved to win. 

“I want Xander to win,” Luna admitted, to everyone’s surprise. “We’re opposites, he’s fire, I’m 
moonlight. But in the game, we balanced each other. He’s loud, chaotic, honest in his own wild 
way. He deserves it.” 

She paused, then continued more thoughtfully. “But… Federico. He’s playing an incredible 
game, and a terrifying one. Every single recent elimination has his fingerprints on it. He’s pulled 
the strings, flipped the board, rewritten the story. But at what cost? He burned Kai. He burned 
me. He’s cornered Cola. It’s risky, unpredictable, and it’s brilliant. I respect it deeply, even if it 
destroyed me.” 



 

Luna [Confessional]:​
 “The game’s over for me. And what’s left isn’t regret, it’s gratitude. Gratitude for the fight, 
for the bonds, even for the chaos. The moon that watched us struggle now shines over us 
all, equal. We’re no longer enemies, just travelers sharing stories under the same light. 
Winning never really mattered as much as living it. And I did. Fully. Completely. Now, I can 
rest. I can just… be.” 

She lifted her eyes toward the full moon, her face serene, her lips curving into a quiet smile. 

 

7th Member of the Jury 
Xander walked out of Tribal Council with his head low in deep reflection. His mind, trained for 
the razor-sharp precision of athletics, couldn’t quite process where things had gone wrong. He’d 
won Olympic medals, shattered world records, conquered every kind of competition… yet 
nothing compared to the treacherous, social complexity of this game. The loss hurt in a way that 
was different, deeper, more confusing. 

The Lapras awaited him, serene as always. With a heavy sigh, he climbed onto its shell. The 
ride back was silent and meditative, the only sound the soft slap of water against the hull. 



But when he reached Ponderosa, the ice of frustration melted in an instant under the warmth of 
his fellow jurors. The entire group greeted him with open arms, laughter, and applause. Luna 
stepped forward first, her calm smile like a balm. 

“You made it so far,” she said, pulling him into a hug. That was all he needed. Her validation, 
from his closest ally, lifted the fog of doubt and replaced it with quiet pride. 

The next morning began with a Petal Dance Ceremony, a graceful performance led by a chorus 
of Roselia. The air filled with the perfume of night blossoms and wild honey, so sweet and 
dizzying it felt like a spell. 

“The fragrance dances, soft, deceitful, a promise made to fleeting might; for victory is sweeter 
still, yet slips away into the night!” cried Mukeo, enraptured. 

Relaxed and amused, Xander continued the poem in kind:​
“Now I sip the taste of failure, bitter as the moon’s farewell, but even loss, in fragrant silence, 
has its own strange tale to tell.” 

Mukeo froze, eyes wide. “The athlete who loves Poetry. Truly, the world is full of wonders!” 

Xander chuckled. “Hey, I’m not just a pretty face, Mukeo. There’s depth beneath these 
muscles.” 

To burn off leftover competitive energy, the day turned into a parody of Survivor challenges, 
sack races that ended in disaster, “balance beams” that collapsed at the slightest touch, and a 
treasure hunt where all the clues were absurd poems written by Mukeo. There were no 
alliances, no stakes, just laughter. Xander threw himself into the chaos, his booming laugh 
echoing across the clearing. 

Later in the afternoon, an eccentric Smeargle with a paint-splattered tail hosted an art session 
titled “The Museum of Mistakes.” Everyone had to draw an embarrassing memory from the 
game. Xander sketched a ridiculous self-portrait of himself. It was cathartic, and he laughed 
harder than anyone. 

That night, however, things took a turn. Still riding the high of laughter, and perhaps a bit too 
fond of the fermented berry drinks, Xander grew loud, emotional, and unfiltered. His laughter 
turned to tears as he began lamenting his “necessary betrayals” and proclaiming his “unrequited 
love” for the game itself. 

The spectacle reached such dramatic heights that an elderly Shiftry, who seemed to act as 
Ponderosa’s unofficial caretaker, had to step in. Whispering calming words with its rustling 
leaves, the Shiftry gently guided Xander away, restoring peace to the night. 



 

Xander [Confessional]:​
 (He’s sober now, lounging in a hammock) 

“I’m intense. Always have been. My game reflected that. I was loyal until I couldn’t be, betrayed 
when I had to, loved the chaos, and hated the loss. I didn’t win here the way I’ve won 
everywhere else… but this experience? It’s one of a kind. It’s brutal, unpredictable, deeply 
human, something no medal could ever capture. And because of that, even in defeat, I’m 
grateful. This was the hardest competition of my life, and I made it to the Final Five. Not a win, 
but damn… what an adventure.” 

He smiled, peaceful and content, closing his eyes as the hammock swayed gently. 

 

8th Member of the Jury 
Cola left the Final Four Tribal Council with her pulse still racing, the taste of smoke and 
adrenaline clinging to her throat. She had known all afternoon that the fire-making challenge 
was coming, she could feel it, but nothing had prepared her for the chaos, the wind, the sound 
of crackling embers competing for her fate. Even as she walked down the moonlit path, her 
hands still trembled from the heat of the flames. 



At the riverside, the ever-faithful Lapras waited, its eyes soft with understanding. Cola let out a 
long breath, finally allowing herself to smile. “Guess it’s over, huh?” she murmured, patting the 
creature’s shell before climbing on. The ride through the misty waters was quiet, the rhythmic 
motion soothing her heart back into rhythm. 

When the lights of Ponderosa appeared in the distance, Cola expected peace, but not the 
explosion of joy that greeted her. Two familiar voices cried out at once ... ​
 “MAMA COLA!” 

Before she could even react, MeeMee, a Medicham and Riley, a young Lucario rushed toward 
her, nearly tackling her into the sand. Cola froze, disbelief painted across her face, then her 
arms flew around both of them, tears instantly breaking through her composure. 

“Oh my Arceus, you’re here!” she gasped between laughs and sobs. “You two came all this 
way?”​
 MeeMee grinned, wiping her own tears. “We were supposed to cheer for you in the final 
challenge. Looks like we’ll cheer from the sidelines instead.”​
 Riley beamed, tail wagging. “You made it to the top four! I knew you’d crush it, Cola!” 

The others at Ponderosa, Luna, Kai, Vera, Mukeo, Angelica, Umbra, Slim Jim, watched the 
reunion in awe. Cola laughed through her tears, holding MeeMee’s face in her paws.​
 “You know,” she said softly, “MeeMee and I, we go way back. We traveled together for years, 
fought side by side, and… well, sometimes we were more than partners.” She smiled, a mix of 
fondness and nostalgia. “She’s the one who taught me that strength isn’t just about battle. It’s 
about connection.” 

She then turned to Riley, brushing a paw over his aura sensors with pride.​
 “And this one,” she said warmly, “I helped raise him. Found his egg with MeeMee years ago. He 
was this tiny ball of energy, always sparring with shadows. Look at him now, taller than me and 
twice as grounded.”​
 Riley’s ears flushed red, his voice small. “You were my hero, Cola. Still are.”​
 That nearly broke her again. 

The rest of the jury soon gathered around, welcoming her with cheers and open arms. Luna 
hugged her first. “You were incredible, Cola. Truly. You scared Azura, and that’s saying 
something.”​
 Vera nodded, a teasing smirk. “You left scorch marks on this season, girl.”​
Even Slim Jim cracked a grin. “You kicked me off the jury, and I’m still rooting for you. That’s 
power.” Cola laughed, shaking her head. 

That night, Cola indulged in a long, hot bath, the first real warmth she’d felt in weeks, and later 
joined the group for a feast prepared by the local Pokémon. Sweet berries, roasted roots, and 
crisp forest herbs. Every bite tasted like peace. 

The next morning began with a spa day orchestrated by a group of Audinos and Lombres. 
Massages, scented oils, laughter echoing through the clearing. Cola stretched out on a 



hammock, eyes half-closed, listening to Luna and Vera joking about what their jury speeches 
would sound like. 

Later, they gathered by the lake for a mock tribunal, a playful rehearsal of the final jury 
confrontation. There were fake accusations, over-the-top monologues from Mukeo, and heartfelt 
admissions from Angelica. Cola joined in, the laughter was cathartic, a final release of all the 
tension that had defined their time in the game. 

As the sun began to set, the jurors embarked on a reflective walk guided by a family of ancient 
Torterras. The slow journey took them to a high cliff overlooking the Mystifying Forest. From 
there, they could see the faint glow of the Final Tribal Council site being prepared in the 
distance. 

Cola lingered at the edge, watching the horizon turn to gold. She thought about how easily that 
could have been her, standing in the arena, fighting for the title. Federico would’ve taken her to 
the end without hesitation. But dwelling on what could have been wouldn’t change what was. 
She smiled softly. 

 

Cola [Confessional]: 

“You know… I don’t feel angry. I feel proud. I came here as just another Champion, not a 
legend, not a powerhouse, and I walked out as one of the biggest players of the season. 
Friends, allies, enemies, all of it. I made moves that’ll be remembered.I fought hard. I 
played fair. And I left my mark. If I couldn’t light the final fire out there, at least I lit a few on 
my way.” 



(She glances at MeeMee and Riley laughing nearby, her expression softening.)​
I may not be the Sole Survivor. But I’m someone’s hero. And that’s a win too.” 

As night fell over the Ponderosa, Cola joined the others for one last toast beneath the stars. The 
torches reflected in her eyes like tiny embers. 

9th Member of the Jury 
Azura left Tribal Council with quiet dignity, though her heart was heavy. She’d known Federico 
might make this move, she’d even prepared herself for it, but some small spark of hope had 
remained. A hope that maybe, just maybe, she’d earned her way into the Final Three.​
 Now that spark flickered out in the night breeze. 

The journey back was silent and reflective. When she finally stepped into the glowing warmth of 
Ponderosa, the tension melted away. 

The jury was there waiting, Angelica, Mukeo, Vera, Umbra, Kai, Luna, Xander, and Cola, all 
rising to greet her with cheers and open arms. But what caught her breath was the sight beyond 
them: her brother Rubeus, standing tall, his mane shimmering in the twilight. At the nearby 
dinner table sat Mira’s family, still laughing and sharing food; Regulus and Denebola, Federico’s 
radiant sons, spun through the air like twin comets followed by two very serious Scizors that 
were probably their bodyguards. 

For a moment, the game felt far away, replaced by something pure, something human. 

Azura smiled, soft and bittersweet, as Rubeus approached and rested a paw on her shoulder.​
 “You fought well, sister,” he said quietly. “And you fell with honor.” 

After a long, soothing bath, Azura joined the others by the fire, recounting her side of the final 
days. The jury listened closely, not as rivals, but as comrades who had all fought the same war. 
Laughter returned, then empathy, then peace. 

Later that night, a Musharna drifted gently above the camp, casting a soft, silvery light. Within its 
dream mist, faint visions shimmered, Federico and Mira, still in the forest, their faces lit by 
determination and fear. The jury watched in silence, each lost in thought about what awaited 
them tomorrow. 

At dawn, the Roselias gathered in a circle of morning light. Each juror approached in turn, 
placing a single petal into the glowing pool at the center, a symbol of closure, reflection, and 
peace. 

Azura’s petal fell last. It glowed pale blue before merging with the others, the circle pulsing softly 
with color. 



That afternoon, celebration replaced solemnity. The End-of-Season Festival began: music rising 
through the trees, laughter echoing across the clearing. Pokémon danced, stories were retold, 
and for the first time in weeks, no one feared what came next. 

As night descended, the festival quieted into a serene dinner beneath the forest’s luminous 
canopy. The full jury gathered together one last time, sitting in silence as they gazed toward the 
distant Tribal Council arena, the place where the winner would soon be crowned. 

The firelight flickered on Azura’s calm face as she spoke her final words. 

 

Azura [Confessional]:​
 “To be the last juror, the final one standing before the end, is an honor. It means I was the 
hardest to bring down, the last wall between the champions and the crown.​
 I think back to the early days, when I almost fell in the tribal stage… but a true warrior 
never gives up.​
 This game wasn’t just a battle against others. It was a battle within myself, to stay calm in 
chaos, to trust in patience, to choose integrity when it would’ve been easier to lie.​
 And if that’s my legacy here… then I walk away proud.” 

She looked toward the faint glow of the arena in the distance, her expression serene, the 
warrior’s fire now settled into quiet light.​
 The season’s final night had begun. 
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