RIGHT MAKETH MIGHT, PART THREE

There’s nothing like the breaking morning dawn’s rays gently kissing you awake to remind you that you got stone drunk and had sex with a girl on your first date. 

“AAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!” The Bat screamed inside his head, grabbing at his ears and tugging them down, red eyes bulging out as he rushed to the bathroom, puking into the toilet as Lillian awoke, shrieking in surprise.


“Did-did we just?! Did we really?!” She gasped out.

“Oh God-BLAAAUUUGGHHKKK! I think we di-EEEEYAAUUUGHHH!”

Lillian tugged down on her hair, gasping and stuttering as she hopped out of the bed, pacing back and forth on the black rug below. “This, this is a DISASTER, oh GOD, I can’t believe it...protection! Did I put protection in?!” 


“Lemme check the garbage b-bag...” The Bat stammered out, staggering over to the beside before a knock came on the door as the two nervously glanced at each other. “I need to get my clothes on, FAST.” He whispered. “The others can’t know about this, they would NEVER let us live this down!”


The Gardevoir sneaked over to the door and rapped back. “Just a minuuuute!” She chirped out, the Bat quickly tugging his pants back on as the Gardevoir waved her hands erratically in the air. “What’re gonna do if I get pregnant?! I’m a Roman Catholic, I don’t believe in Abortion!” 

“We’ll be fine. We’ll figure something out.” The Bat mumbled as he put the last of his clothes on and opened up the door, the others waiting for them. “Well...shall we?”

“We’ve got good news!” Kale said cheerily, pointing at a newspaper article. “That jerky gorilla pillar we were going after once Ionic was defeated...he got eaten in a fine sesame sauce with onions and garlic, and served at an open house brunch!” He pointed with a thick claw at the picture of a smiling dragon giving a thumbs up in front of roast monkey rump. “Our timetable’s been moved up a bit!”

“Maybe we should do him last.” Puzzle suggested. 

“We could do that. Our next targets are a group of particular Pokémon who need to be put in their place. And luckily, I’ve got friends who have been doing their part to do just that.” Lillian chuckled, snapping her fingers. “C’mon, guys. We’re headed to my hometown, goin’ to Annie County!” 

...

...

...

...the Dragonair whipped it’s head back and forth, nervously gulping as it leveled its gaze back at its Charizard friend, who was nervously clutching its rifle, though clearly not as unglued as the terrified-looking female Mewtwo that was spastically shaking as it hid behind the sandbags they were using for cover. All were wearing helmets and hunting jackets and gloves, but all were clearly very out of their element, and had been losing the battle against the things they’d set out to shoot, stuff and eat. 


How do I know this? Because every other piece of land around them had been blown up, riddled with bullets or flattened. 


“Who the FUCK is shooting at us, Ms. Starn?” The dragonair asked the Mewtwo as it held its paws over its head, pushing the helmet down. 

“It’s them CRITTERS, I’m tellin’ ya!” She hissed back fanatically. “They’ve been shootin’ at us all day, Clarence! It’s game over, man, game over!”

“Uh...guys?” 


“WHAT?!?” They both shouted at the Charizard, who was named Ember FlameStrike. He pointed with a claw at a figure emerging from the woods. 


“Er...look.” 

“Hello!” The Farfetch’d inquired, the brown, thick-billed duck holding onto a cook book as it adjusted the cap atop its head. “Good to see you fellows. Nice to meet you! I’m Duckworth. I wanted to find out how you’d like to be prepared for after my friends shoot you.” He pulled open the pages of the cookbook, pointing inside. “Now, we were inclined to serve you as a roast with a hint of orange mint, but there’s always stew!” He remarked cheerily, looking back up at the predators.

“What a bunch of...of...ANIMALS!!!” Ms.Starn screamed, burying her head in the ground and moaning. 

“Oh, roast, then?” The Farfetch’d said, shutting the book and walking off, heading back inside the forest as he looked up at a pink and white-furred, vaguely cat-like being who was sitting by an Eevee. The cat-like being with the bushy tail had a tuft of hair atop her head that was poking out behind large hunting goggles, and an IBM missile launcher strapped to her back, though from the black face paint and machine guns in the eevee’s paws, it was clear who was more “into” this. 

And then there was the stogie he was smokin’. He’d gotten it from a “fat bellied stogie-sucker”. Them’s good eatin’! 

“Listen, can I ask you guys a question?” Lillian asked as the Gardevoir sat near Annie, the others watching this unfold with a mixture of creepy “this is weird” feelings and a sprinkling of humor. “Does the morality and ethicality of hunting wild hunters ever bother you?”

“Now, now, you know as well as I do that if it wasn’t for people like me, people like them would overrun Aryion!” Annie said gently, patting her friend on the arm. “Then mass-killings...then starvation! Then DISASTER! For us all...for us all. No, no...” Annie shook her head  back and forth. “I like to think I work for preserving the beauty of all God’s creatures.”

“Course, that don’t mean we don’t relish blowin’ their brains out!” The Eevee added as he held up a high-powered sniper rifle, an armor-piercing bullet slamming into Ms. Starn’s helmet, knocking it clear off and knocking HER out. 


“Agreed.” Annie chuckled as two more shots indicated he’d knocked out the others. “We’ve been waitin’ for that “Pillar” to get out in the open with his friends, now we’ve got them where we want them.” 

As Puzzle sat on a nearby stump and watched the Farfetch’d set up a cauldron and a cooking fire, he turned to Kale. “Once this is over...the Lazarus Field will be erected, and the dead will be capable of returning to normal. But...I gotta ask.” He sighed deeply, hanging his head. “The things we’re doing...they’re not...lawful.”

“...I know.” Kale mumbled. “...I’ve accepted that. I don’t expect to be saved. I wish I could say I’m sorry for these crimes, but...those scumbags won’t be able to hurt anybody else...and I’ll have avenged the deaths of so many...” He chewed his lip and leaned against a nearby tree as they dragged Ms. Starn to the cooking pot. “That’s all I care about, Puzzle.” 

“Oh, CRAP!” Annie yelled as the Charizard made a break for it. “Ember’s getting away! You little sneak!” She yelled, the Pokémon flying over the trees. 

Puzzle leapt to his feet, wings sprouting from his shoulders as his appearance began to morph and alter. “Not for long he’s not...” The shapeshifting being growled, neon eyes glittering as he raced through the air after the Charizard. 


“Puzzle, WAIT!” Lillian yelled out, rushing after him. 

The wind whipped at his face as he soared after the Charizard, his wings and body growing larger and larger. “Don’t make this difficult, Ember FlameStrike!” The shapeshifter roared out. “Lillian told me about what you did to that poor family! The suffering of so many trainers...I can’t forgive it, I WON’T forgive it!”

“It’s not up to you!” Ember screeched back, belching back a barrage of flame in his direction as the shapeshifter dodged in mid-air, now an enormous, wyvern-esque creature, glaring back at the red-scaled dragon.


“It’s not up to YOU to decide who lives or dies either! But you did it anyway, didn’t you?! The only difference is the reason WHY we do this, and that makes all the difference in the world!” Puzzle snarled, slamming hard into the Charizard, knocking him to the ground, the cracking of the beast’s wings indicating that Ember couldn’t fly away.

The Charizard struggled to get to his feet, but this proved problematic, as an instant later, a large, thick, clawed hand had grabbed his neck and was pinning him down, the Pokémon looking up into the face of a minotaur as it glared down at him.

“I prefer this body. I have something of a...horn fetish.” Puzzle admitted as he licked his lips. he had little trouble at all bringing Ember up to face level where he would proceed then to lick and slide his tongue appreciatively over the smaller being’s face and chest, growling out with delight at the taste of the Charizard. With that, the great mouth began opening wide, allowing Ember’s head to begin passing within, pushed along that tongue that had tasted over him just moments earlier, welcoming him into a world of humid warmth while saliva would drip copiously down from the upper palate of the beast, lubricating him for the journey he was about to embark upon. 

Ember himself struggled to free himself, but he knew it was futile. Too often than not, he’d forced dozens of others to take this route, especially Eevee and Pikachus, his favorite meal...now he was, in tuern, being made into a meal by a larger predator. He could feel the entrance to the throat pressing in against him, relaxing to allow him back further in just as the shapeshifter/Minotaur would take the first of many strong swallows. Tongue raised up beneath Ember’s chest and began to shove him back, saliva pouring over his face and head as it all poured down ahead of him into the waiting stomach below, his head meanwhile easily accepted into the Minotaur’s gullet, stretching it slightly with his presence as his shoulders joined him moments later, already his chest and stomach beginning to slide along into the maw of the beast, though as his waist and crotch entered the maw he would be allowed a few moments to enjoy his trip, held where he was in the gullet while the Minotaur would slide his tongue purposefully over Ember’s crotch.

“AHH!” Ember struggled not to get hard. He really did, but he was getting slightly...turned on by this...a bit of precum was dribbling out his sheathe. Mercifully though, Puzzle was just interested in food, not any kind of sex. His clawed hands began a bit of shoving and with a toss of his head Ember would be swallowed down the rest of the way, legs vanishing into the great maw while Ember’s head would come into contact with a strong muscular valve, squeezing through it easily with the next swallow. With the help of gravity he would then just squelch on into the Minotaur’s stomach, completely held within the body of the beast, destined to be Puzzle’s meal.

The minutes seemed to become hours, time becoming nonexistent. All that the Charizard could feel was the squelching and pulsing stomach muscles within and all he smelled were the foul odors of the predator’s stomach, feeling as the slimy digestive enzymes began to seep in all around him, coating his flesh and tingling as they set to work on the large lump of meat that had been provided. Loud groans and gurgles showed that the the digestive process only intensified with time, stomach muscles pressing in and sloshing him about more and more whilst the tingling that had initially been felt would progress into a painful burning, utterly inescapable...and futile to struggle against. 

Puzzle waited. He didn’t burp, oh no. He wanted this monster to be CONSCIOUS through it all. He just rubbed his enormous stomach, making his way back towards the others, paunch swaying back and forth slightly with his new meal. He returned to see Annie was slurping up a piece of Dragonair tail, the others (save for Conch, Lillian and the Bat) dividing up the tasty Mewtwo. The Bat simply supped on a large watermelon whilst Conch chewed away on an apple, the two looking up at Puzzle as he slowly melted back into his true form, his stomach still visibly bulging.

“A fine catch!” Kale cheered, munching on chest meat. “We had 12...there’s 3 down, and now there’s 9 more to go. And we got some added predators in to boot.”

“...yes, you did.” Conch murmured softly.


“Look, cheer up.” Kale insisted quietly, going over to the Ideal and patting the little guy atop his blond hair. “The world’s a better place with three less assholes in it. Crime just stopped paying for these stiffs.” 

“I dunno about “stiff”, he was struggling pretty hard!” Puzzle snorted. 

“I’m going to be sick.” The kid grumbled out. “Where’s Lillian? I wanna talk to her.”

...

...

...

...Lillian, as it were, was a bit busy at the moment. You see, it was late autumn in Annie’s County, and the trees were mostly bare, with the first snow only a week or two away.  In fact, her lush forest was already becoming rather quiet as a good portion of its inhabitants either migrated south or found places to hibernate for the next few months.  Most predators were sleeping a lot more now, even if they weren't into full-on hibernation. 

One such cave HAD been home to a bear, but said bear had been eaten, along with her cubs, by Ember and his friends in a campfire barbeque. And Lillian had gotten lost in trying to run after Puzzle, concerned that he might not have been able to defeat Ember. So she was stuck in the cave, and trying to take a nap. And she was having a good sleep, too!

Unfortunately...one of the problems with good sleep, however, is that one becomes much harder to wake up.  And another animal had snuck inside...a snake. A large female anaconda, who had a very special venomous solution in her fangs. It wasn’t fatal, don’t worry readers...I’d never kill off a protagonist so cheaply like this. No, it wasn’t intending to kill her as it began to ever-so-slowly, ever-so carefully wrap itself around her, going under and around her legs and torso while the Gardevoir murmured in her sleep, mumbling...

“Bat...oh, Bat, you’re good at this...oh, my...” 


“Awww.” The snake hissed sweetly. “Dreaming of a sweetheart. I feel bad about this...” She sighed, shaking her head back and forth. “But she’s right in my coils, and it would feel so good and its not like I’m really hurting her...” She hesitated for a moment, looking down at that sweet face...

And then quickly bit her on the neck.

Lillian gasped, waking up and staring the enormous snake in the face as it gently gazed into her eyes, waiting calmly as a haze fell over Lillian’s body. “Wh-whuh...what’s going...what...” She mumbled.  The haze began to become a a strange calm as a sensation of warmth filled her...a warmth between her legs. Was she becoming...turned on?

She hated her job as an escort service. Hated, hated, hated it. She considered herself a prude, truth be told, at least, in her mind. But her body...it was so, so shameful...
The snake smiled slightly. The venom was working great. She carefully put the edge of her tail to the little one’s lips. “Shhhhh.” She hissed out. “Shhhh. Just relax.” She insisted as she began to ease the Gardevoir’s legs into her emerging pussy. The girl was pushed hard against her sex, twisting and turning to fit between her swelling lips.  The enormous anaconda happily cried out as her slit was quickly spread wider than it had ever been before. 

Soon the chest was entering her sizable pussy, and only her head was poking out. The snake was very, VERY pleased, being filled right up her limit and possibly a little past it, but she was getting an excellent massage from the little one’s rubbing of her body against the insides of her clit. She hissed happily into the air and bucked wildly, two minds howling as they overcome with bliss, the snake arching her back as her tight cunt squeezed even tighter around the smooth bulk that was now utterly buried inside her. 
“Perfect. Jussst right.” The snake hissed happily, rubbing her swollen womb, the Gardevoir curling up inside a world of cozy warmth. She was glad there was plenty of air, and glad that it felt so soft in here...it was like lying down on silk. She happily nuzzled up against the wall, noticing something tube-like descending from above.


“An umbilical cord.” She realized, surprised as it took a quick bite into her belly, the pain being numbed as a tasty substance for nourishment sweet substance flowed into her stomach to provide for her, the tickling sensation of the cord filling her making her smile as she leaned back against the wall, feeling the snake caress her womb from outside before slithering off. Lillian let out a deep sigh as she drifted into sleep, the snake making her way towards the waving figure of, of all people, Annie.


“Guys, meet my friend Sally.” She said, gesturing at the anaconda as it bowed its head. “She’s a dear friend of mine and she’s going to help get us inside of Skunkie’s home. See, she owns a lot of wild animals and Sally’s been sneaking out since she was little, and thanks to her Garchomp friend being gone we have a window of-hey.” Annie frowned. “Who’s in you?”

“Oh, uh...I lost it a little.” The anaconda nervously blushed. “Your Gardevoir friend is within my womb. I won’t hurt her, I promise!” She apologized, bowing her head deeply. “I just...have a very unique turn-on, but I’d never hurt a fly! Unless I sat on it...” She blinked, tilting her head to the side slightly. “CAN I sit on things? I guess...if I slithered on it, I suppose, works better...”

“Heh. This one is weird. I like her!” Conch said, clapping his hands together. “So how about a fireside story for tonight?” 

...

...

...

...the embers of the glowing fire cast shadows that flickered across the campground as Conch used his fabulous voice to illustrate an intriguing story about the Covenant and their origins. Puzzle was naturally fascinated by their whole organization, and eager to hear more. He wanted to know about more than just the members...he wanted it all.
And all was what he got.


“Integrity, Compassion, Justice. These are the things that mattered to the Covenant, these are the things they believed in when they established the Lazarus Field. Prey-types could now identify the beings that had killed them. Wars reached an end. Death became both cheap...and yet somehow, more valuable, for it came only to the sick and the elderly.” Conch went on as the fire illuminated his face like a rising sun. 
“The Covenant acted as the world’s police. They were as the protagonists of a grand tale, their standards were what all were measured to, and this land became a better place for it, until they felt it was time to leave. They ascended to a higher plane, hoping that the people would continue to uphold their standards after they were gone. They did, for a while, until “The Pillars” came...blocking the Lazarus Field and casting Aryion into renewed corruption and decay.” 

“I don’t get it though.” Puzzle found himself asking as he took his marshmallow off his stick and chewed it. “They accomplished so much. Why didn’t the Covenant just stay?”

“If good things lasted forever, would we appreciate them as much?” Conch asked gently, putting his hands in his lap.

Puzzle had no answer. 

...

...

...

...the next day, Sally the Snake was sneakily slithering silently...say THAT five times fast...towards a large “doggy door” opening in an enormous mansion’s back entrance...with a MASSIVE series of bulges in what LOOKED like her gut.

I say “looked like”, dear reader, because you and I know much better. 

“A fine haul, my dear!” The ridiculously-big-breasted skunk remarked, looking herself over in the mirror that one gigantic bear was holding up, with a lion holding onto several dresses nearby. An anteater with a large Mohawk had finished doing the black and white skunk’s hair as she turned to look at Sally. “But I gotta ask...does this make my butt look big?” She wanted to know, pointing at the skimpy red miniskirt she was in.


“Well, yes.”

“Good. I’m headin’ to the ghetto. All black people LOVE big butts.” 

Inside of Sally, Lillian was vividly swearing and wishing that Skunkie T. Stregs would fall into an open chasm and ignite in a fiery ball of grease. 

“Let me guess. You’ll lure them in with grape soda, a wink of your eye, and a shake of your butt.” Sally inquired.

Lillian’s face was livid. If it was possible, the white-faced Pokemon looked even PALER. “She BETTER not say what I think she’s gonna-”

“Oh yeah. Grape soda and fried chicken!”


This time the Bat had to actually put a hand over Lillian’s mouth, the others pinning her down because otherwise she would have crawled out of Sally’s womb and punched Streggie’s head clean off after she’d finished. Hey, she might have been an escort service gal with a kinky sex drive, but she considered herself very politically correct. 

“I’d have my dear former assistant do this, but he’s been missing, presumed dead. So this will take longer.” The skunk anthro remarked, waving a paw in the air as she headed up to her room. “He always used to put on thse clothes for me. Among...other things he’d put on me...” She chuckled, Sally watching the other zoo animals head to the kitchen to fix themselves some lunch. They assumed she didn’t want to go because she’d apparently “already eaten”. 

Grunting heavily, Sally carried herself up the stairs and to the bathroom down the hall from the stately, pearly-white upper level hallway that held her “mistress”. She groaned, one by one her friends slipping out of her womb as she lay there, panting on the bathroom floor. 


“Never...passed...that many out...” She mumbled. “I need a looooooooong break after this.” She mumbled. “And by the way, honey...” She whispered as she leaned in close to Lillian. “You’re getting close to your period. I can smell it. Thought you should know.”

“...thanks.” Lillian squeaked out, the others sneaking down the hall and listening in at the door, Lillian adjusting her chest. “This time, I’M handling this.” She insisted. “It’s only fair I help do my part. And people like her give women a bad name!” 
“How exactly do you plan to, well, DO this?” The Bat inquired. “I must admit, I doubt she’d willingly-”

“Listen.” Lillian murmured, everyone putting their ears again to the door. They could hear the unmistakable deep, pleasuring moaning of a woman who was clearly trying to pleasure herself. 

“...then again, this might not be so difficult after all.” The Bat mused as Lillian swept herself in, the skunk looking up, removing her paw from between her folds and her head shooting up.

 “Who in the?” She blinked, then rolled her eyes. “I recognize you, you’re Fernciple’s favorite escort. He practically OWNS you.”

“Actually, he DOES own me...or rather, he DID.” She remarked. “As per my contract’s guidelines, with his death I’m released into your ownership. So you’re free to do whatever you’d like with me.” 

The skunk anthro looked at the Pokémon’s chest. There was a very lovely pair of breasts there...and so INVITING. What she didn’t know was that Lillian was still a psychic type, and was manipulating the skunk anthro skunk eeeeever so slightly. 

“Er...I don't know… this might sound strange, but could I feel your breasts?” She asked.

“Certainly.” Lillian said, inwardly smirking as the skunk’s paw reached out and he began to feel them.


“Beautiful...just BEAUTIFUL.” He whispered, poking the nipple a little. 


“This is SO weird.” Conch thought to himself as suddenly, without warning, her entire hand was plunged into the Gardevoir’s breast. “Oh WOAH!”

It felt absolutely wonderful to Lillian. Her breast began to grow as more and more of the skunk anthro slid in, Lillian smiling sweetly as the desperate skunk tried to pull herself free, only to have the other hand slip in. Soon her arms were being taken in...and then her head would slide in, smoothly as entering water.

 “That's so good… keep going…oooooh...”

“AAUUUUH-”

THWOP. Lillian pushed Skunkie’s head in, and laid down on the bed, allowing gravity to do the rest of the work as the others walked inside, the Bat kneeling by her as the woman sank further and further. Soon she was all the way inside of the enormous breast, being massaged from all sides by pulsing walls of flesh, milk building up beneath her...

Every move she made created a clear impression on the outside, and her right breast was now CONSIDERABLY larger than the other. Mercifully, it didn’t hurt. In fact, it was much like being in a massage chair, and all Skunkie T. Stregs could feel was a tingling sensation as the milk rose higher, and she realized her body was painlessly sloughing away from the feet up to become one with the majestic Gardevoir.

“It feels wonderful in there. This fate’s far too kind for her.” Lillian mumbled as the Bat rubbed her breast in awe. “She’s almost enjoying this as much as I am. Hardly seems fair, considering all the people she has on her conscience.”

“The only thing I feel bad is that we can’t even out your breast.” The Bat remarked. “But uneven or not, you look dazzling to me, my dear.” He insisted sweetly, rubbing her cheek. 

“We should leave pretty soon. She WAS supposed to be going to a party tonight. When she doesn’t call her friends up, they’ll probably come on over here to find out where she is.” Sally reasoned. 
“Any of them fellow “Pillars”?” Kale mused, rubbing his furry chin. 

“...WEEEEEELL...” 

