
V had become bored while waiting for Lilly to return from her trip and took to affixing a flower behind her ear to pass the time. This wasn’t exactly a monumental task, but damn it if the Gardevoir wasn’t making it one. She managed one flower easily enough- a fetching, red little thing that contrasted her green hair rather well. But soon she tried two. And then three. From there it spiraled hopelessly out of control as she added flower after flower to her head until she had a veritable bouquet of blossoms sticking out every which way.

Caris, on the other hand, amused herself by watching V struggle with fashion. The whole business of succession, lost princes, and the future in general was on her mind- but at the same time, seeing her friend act so flippantly was refreshing. If she was going to have to deal with politics and Lilly with mental breakdowns, at least V would be around to help them both through it.

Friends were nice in that sort of way.


Thinking of Lilly, though, Caris couldn’t help but worry about the Lilligant’s whereabouts. Firion wouldn’t be stupid enough to kill her, she hoped. Of course, relying on others to act rationally was something she’d learned not to do. Her travels had seen to that.


Which is why she immediately assumed the worst when Firion returned with a smile on his face and a bulge in his belly.


“I hold him down, you tear him open,” she hissed to V, who still seemed more interested in decorating than anything else.


“Hm? Oh, sure, you do that,” the Gardevoir acknowledged off-handedly. She wasn’t listening.

Caris had already sprung into action, tackling the returning Garchomp to the ground and wrapping herself around his neck. “If she’s dead, you simple-minded bastard, you are going to wish you were,” she growled in a guttural, yet furiously calm tone.

Lilly watched the Dragonair wrap up and threaten her escort with a quizzical expression. She stood just a few feet away, trying to find the right words to break up the situation. Finding nothing more eloquent, however, she settled on a simple, “Caris, what’re you doing?”

Her friend loosened her grip and looked over at her with a raised brow. She returned her gaze to Firion, who choked, “Am I really that untrustworthy?”


She didn’t answer that question, but due to the evidence she released him and sighed, giving the Garchomp a half-hearted, “Sorry.”


“So what happened?” asked V. “Did you figure out your issues, or…?”


<Not really,> she thought. “Maybe,” she said.


“Well y’know what they say. Maybe’s just a baby that needs love and care until it says, ‘Yes!’”


Everyone stared at V and took part in a collective bout of awkward silence. At the very least, she’d brought the number of flowers on her person back down to one. Not that it made her quote any more bearable.

“What did your parents want to talk to you about, Caris?” said Lilly, breaking it.


“Long story, but we’re gonna be heading back to town,” she explained. “Which I suppose means hitching another ride with Locke, or hijacking another boat from across the island.”

The first option wasn’t particularly expedient, with the Lapras having expressed his desire to nap for a time. And the second, well, Lilly wasn’t sure she could quite stomach that.


“Pfft, please,” V scoffed. “I’m a psychic type. Just hang on to me.” Rather than let her friends do so, she grabbed Lilly’s arm and hooked her elbow around Caris’s neck, pulling them close. “Bye Mr. Garchomp! Thanks for being so nice to Lilly!”


Before any farewells could be exchanged, the three were gone- disappeared into the open day.


Firion sighed. “And this is why I’m single,” he remarked as he rubbed his bruised neck and returned to his original post.
*****


The three of them popped back into existence back in the human town, just steps from the entrance to the Pokémon Center.


“Ta-da!” said V, clearly pleased with herself. “Instant teleportation, just one of my many skills.”


“And we didn’t use that to get to the island because…?” asked Caris.


“Well there are rules, of course,” the Gardevoir explained. “I have to have been there, for one. Or someone I know really, really well has to be there. Like you two! But in that second case, I can’t go very far. So we can’t just teleport to whoever it is you’re going to meet with- oh, and speaking of that. Bye!”

Just like that, V vanished.


“… She’s gone,” observed Lilly.


“She totally ditched us. That bitch.”


Lilly noted a certain irony in that statement, but changed the subject, figuring V would be back eventually. “Who’re we going to meet with, anyway?”


Caris sighed and began to make her way down the sidewalk, motioning for Lilly to follow. “I’ll explain on the way. Just come with me.”

*****


V had a plan. She often had these, and they often met with questionable success. This time, however, her plan was simple, easily carried out, and for a change no one needed to be hurt in it.


She just wanted to go shopping. Not for herself, of course- but for her dear friend Lilly. V knew that, despite saying otherwise, her friend had steadily been becoming worse and worse over the past couple of days. She didn’t need to read her mind to know the reason, either. She was scared, guilt-ridden, and alone.


The solution, of course, was to buy her a gift! Something heartfelt, wholesome, and all-around emotional to tell Lilly that she had a friend. Two friends, actually, but Caris wasn’t one for displays of friendship. So it fell to V to find that special something to forever serve as a reminder of their team. It needed to be lasting, beautiful, fun, fantastic, symbolic, silky, delicious, purple, inspiring…

A scarf.


She passed by a storefront with a prominent window displaying a multitude of outfits, all pristinely put together and posed precariously to display their beauty. V didn’t quite care about that, though. Wrapped around one mannequin’s head was a simple, yellow scarf, and it was perfect.

So perfect, in fact, that it was slightly out of V’s budget. As she could see on the price tag, it was a reasonable enough 2,000 Poké. Unfortunately, that was 2,000 Poké more than she had to her name. As a Pokémon, why would she carry around money? Why did she go shopping when she knew she had no money? There were a lot of whys to go around, in this situation, but the Gardevoir didn’t concern herself with those. She wasn’t a why, she was V.

The solution of her money problems, obviously, was to win a Pokémon battle. How hard could that be?

She found herself staring at a man who had just sat down at a small, outdoor table for lunch. She made absolutely sure to keep unerring eye contact with her chosen rival, who nervously took a bite of his sandwich while V stared him down. He chewed, and chewed, and chewed, both parties remaining utterly silent. He swallowed.


“Um… Hello,” he finally said.


“Battle me!” V demanded.


The man let out a terrified squeak and took off, leaving both his lunch and a few coins worth of change behind as he fled.

V picked up the money and quickly counted it. 65 Poké, not a bad start… But only a fraction of what she needed. She’d have to redouble her efforts- nay, retriple them. And make a contingency plan for a requadrupling, in case it came to that. God help her if she had to continue even further.

Five people later, she was beginning to question her methods. She’d made another 17 Poké, but that meant her efficiency had dropped about 74%. Perhaps she was being a little too forward? Alternatively, she could find richer targets…

“Hey, you’re looking for a battle?”


Jackpot. “Yes!” V answered immediately, whipping around and giving her addresser a smile that just oozed ulterior motives.

The prospective trainer was undeterred, though. She, a girl of some late teenage number of years, had a distinctly unintelligent look about her. She displayed a lackadaisical smile and carried with her a handbag, which she was fishing a Pokéball from as V sized her up. “I’d be happy to have a match with you- where’s your trainer? Can you take me to her?”

“Of course I can,” the Gardevoir said, still looking at her challenger like a particularly choice cut of meat. Especially her thighs, exposed in such a tantalizing manner thanks to the girl’s revealing miniskirt. She looked just scrumptious. With any luck, she’d fall for a little white lie and then…


“She’s over there,” V said, pointing off in a random direction. “Just go that way, cut through the alley on your right, then head to the park across the street. I’ll follow.”

Much to her surprise, the trainer actually listened and began walking in the directions given by V. Of course, who would suspect a Gardevoir would lie to them? The protective, serene psychic type would never plot to harm a human being. Right?

… Right?


Wrong, as the trusting trainer found out the moment she entered the alley. Her back was turned to V as she prattled on about various subjects. “Oh, I’ve been looking for a match all afternoon, and I just finished lunch and was about to go back home, or maybe go shopping. Y’know, actually it’s kinda weird, I heard you talking but at first I didn’t think it was you, since like, y’know, Pokémon don’t talk. I guess you can learn, though. Psychic types are pretty smart, right? I’ve got my own psychic type, but sometimes he does some really stupid things, y’know?”


V stopped her with a hand on the shoulder. It was a gentle gesture, but enough to get her intended prey to stop. Time to eat! Without a word she opened her mouth and began. Head first, of course. Not only because it was easier to syart with, but she needed to muffle her cries of surprise.

Oh, humans. Tasty, tasty humans. When would they learn that their struggles would lead to nothing? V grabbed her prey’s arms, as they were beginning to get a little too handsy with her head, and with a mighty yank lifted her straight up while tilting back. Her feet stood straight up in the air, suspended that way with a minor amount of psychic force, and her short skirt fell over abdomen, exposing more of her luscious legs.

Gravity, here, would send the girl to her doom. All V had to do was swallow, bit by bit, until she was gone. Her lips easily followed every curve of her breasts, abdomen, and right down to her waist. Her belly began to expand as the girl went down her throat and began to curl up in her ultimate destination: V’s stomach.

Curiosity, slightly laced with sadism, caused her to reach out to her prey’s mind, just to see what she was thinking.


<Oh god, it can’t end this way! I can’t die in here, eaten by some… some Pokémon! Someone will help me, someone… But they’ll see my underwear, too, I knew I shouldn’t have worn a skirt today…>


V passed the girl’s panties, preserving the girl’s modesty in exchange for more of her delicious body. The squish of her thighs, curved and padded with a slight bit of fat, was just the icing on the cake, bringing a pleasurable texture to the experience. And soon all that was left was her sandal clad feet, waiting patiently to be swallowed. V plucked the footwear from her victim and tossed them aside.

<It can’t be over, it can’t be… Please, someone… someone stop her…>


The trainer girl felt her feet pass into the warm confines of the Gardevoir’s mouth, finally quashing any hope of rescue. She could feel the muscles pushing the last of her down the throat, forcing her into a tight ball pressed up against the stomach walls. She was, in no uncertain terms, devoured whole.

V let out a contented sigh, smiling to herself as she dug through her meal’s dropped handbag. Several Pokéballs were inside, but she let those be. The filling trainer in her belly quashed any need for dessert. Eventually she came across a wallet, and from it pulled a number of bills and coins. A quick counting proved rewarding- it was just more than enough to buy the scarf!


“Thanks, Miss Trainer,” said V, giving her stomach an appreciative pat. “You were a big help. But now… Well.” She looked towards the street, where the occasional passerby quickly strode along on their way. “You’re a bit of a liability, so I’m going to have you go away, now. It was nice meeting you!”

“N-no…” came an audible, tired whimper as a response. ‘Twas a weak, final denial; hardly last words to be remembered by.


V just concentrated ever so slightly, and her stomach began to shrink bit by bit. This was accompanied by some violent thrashing from its contents, but she cut mental contact with her digesting meal for decency’s sake. It only took about ten seconds for her to return to her normal, lean figure. Not a scrap remained of the original trainer; save for the handbag that now lay on the ground.
*****


Without incident V returned to the store and bought Lilly’s gift, the aforementioned yellow scarf. But unfortunately, just as she was planning on returning to her friends, she was addressed rather curtly.


“You there! Gardevoir, stop!”


The tone of voice combined with the order didn’t bode well. For reason’s sake, however, V obeyed. She stopped in place and put on the coolest, most natural face she could. Unfortunately for her, the one who stopped her was a member of the police.

“Problem, officer?” she said. Was she under arrest? Had she left behind too much evidence? Was her prey showing?

“Where’s your trainer? Don’t you know we have registration laws in this city?”


… Well, it could’ve been worse. This was somewhat bluffable, at least.


“I was separated from my trainer a long, long time ago,” she said, telling some semblance of the truth. For good measure she added in a tearful sniffle. “But she lived here, or at least nearby… So she probably registered me, at some point...” As far as she knew, that was sort of the truth. She didn’t want to create conflict, if she didn’t have to. Being able to travel in cities was somewhat useful. And admittedly, she was a little curious about what her former trainer was up to.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” responded the officer. “Do you know your trainer’s name, then? I can look them up and give you an address.” He pulled out some sort of tablet, presumably to make good on his offer.

A little more of the truth couldn’t hurt, she decided. “Allison,” she answered. “Allison Kale. Two l’s, K-A-L-E.”


The officer put in the information, tapping his foot as his device did its thing. Finally he looked up, a regretful expression on his face. “I’m sorry to tell you this, but it says here Miss Kale has been deceased for over six years, now.”


. . .


“Excuse me? She’s… deceased?”


“Yes. Or at least, she was declared missing and, since some time has passed, has been declared so.”


That struck her as distinctly impossible. She didn’t remember her trainer being “missing.” In fact, they’d spent time in town often. It was how she knew where to buy Lilly’s gift, for example- and she’d participated in battles as well while under her command. Tournaments, too, which generally had background checks for those involved… All of this up to just over year ago, when she’d been abandoned.

For once, V didn’t know what to say. It didn’t quite add up.

“This must be hard for you to learn, especially after you made it all the way back here. Do you want to-“


V teleported away, to wherever it was she could sense her friends.
