
Steelix and Victreebell withdrew as the victorious Charizard loomed behind their trainers. The huge iron serpent and the poisonous man-eating plant both had a sullen, envious air to them as they slinked away, each resentfully eyeing the draconic victor and its beaming, wiggling trophies. 
Jasmine and Erika smiled at their retreating, defeated ace pokémon, bidding the loyal monsters adieu even as the Charizard drew in a deep breath, the flame on its tail swelling as it prepared to expel another helping of its fire breath. But the pokémon wasn’t doing this to attack—why would it need to, having already won the battle? No, when the Charizard exhaled its flamethrower, it did not aim at the retreating pokémon but at the trainers, who stood still patiently smiling, perhaps just a tad giddy as they anticipated the heat of the pokémon’s breath.
A fire that could melt boulders lashed the ground, and tongues of flame like striking snakes passed over the garments of the two young gym leaders, red and yellow imparting itself on the fabric and seeding the cloth with its own destruction, orange fields springing up under a blazing sun to leach their soil of all substance, withering the firmament of Jasmine’s dress and Erika’s kimono into fine, disintegrating ash. The two girls shivered as they felt the heat of their clothes burning, although the fabric was consumed so quickly that the heat barely had time to even redden their skin. Charizard controlled its fire breath well, cutting off the flamethrower before it could prematurely burn the meat, but still they felt the warmth of the flames and euphorically basked in it.

Steelix and Victreebell paused for a moment more at the edge of the forest clearing, giving their trainers a last rueful look. Their unhappy demeanor was less, perhaps, because they would miss the pair when they were gone than because they had each hoped that they would be the ones to one day eat their trainers. But Charizard had won this battle, on which Jasmine and Erika had gleefully staked their lives, so Charizard would be the one who got to eat them. And unlike Victreebell or Steelix, Charizard preferred to have its meat cooked, hence why a roasting pit and a pair of spits had been prepared by the girls beforehand—they hadn’t thrown the match, but they had been ready to lose. While the fire pokémon did not have a mastery of human tools, it could perform at least rudimentary tactile manipulations with its forelimbs, and it would be able to easily enough spit and roast the two pretty, tasty gym leaders, hence the jealousy of the two soon-to-be-orphaned ace pokémon. 
Erika quivered as her kimono finished burning up. Excitement saturated her nerves, making her heart flutter and her body grow warm with a heat quite independent of Charizard’s disrobing flamethrower. The Celadon city gym leader was tense with anticipation, and she was eager for when she and her friend would be able to indulge in their longtime fantasies. Before evening, they would find themselves trapped in Charizard’s belly, digesting alive. It was something they had both agreed to, and the fact that the Charizard would be ostensibly strong against their pokémon hadn’t scared them. Not just because Jasmine’s Steelix had had access to several strong rock type moves that could have theoretically hit the Charizard for quadruple damage and one-shot it, either. No, they had been prepared to lose, even if they had fought seriously. They had gone in looking to win without a doubt, but at the same time…

Erika blushed and caught Jasmine’s eye, sensing her own excitement echoed by the other girl, and they each grinned a tiniest bit wider. This wasn’t bad at all. Truthfully, it was perhaps something they had each disclosed to the other as a private fantasy. It was something they had dreamed about for years, and they had often thought about being eaten by a pokémon. Any pokémon, really. They wouldn’t have minded being eaten by their own pokémon—indeed, that had even been one of their more favorite fantasies—but, still, there was just something ever slightly more arousing about being defeated and conquered and taken as prizes by this big, powerful fire pokemon.
“It’s so exhilarating, isn’t it?” said Erika pleasantly. “Mmm… To go out like this.”
“Yeah…” said Jasmine. She smiled and wiggled her hips, pulling away the last singed tatters of her dress so that she stood naked beside Erika. Her legs were splayed, and Erika could see the steel-type gym leader’s smooth, nubile slit of a pussy glistening with a viscous moisture, a seductively suggestive slickness wetting the mound of her virginal sex. Jasmine idly cupped the bud of a small, barely blossoming breast, purring as she stroked it, and she traced the fingers of her other hand down over her entrance. A perceptible shiver racked her slender frame, and Erika’s insides warmed at the sight of Jasmine’s matter-of-fact exhibitionism, of Jasmine’s unashamed masturbation. “I’m soaking wet just thinking about it❤”

“But it’s for the pokémon before anything else,” said Erika, a thinly veiled and quite insincere justification for their salacious suicidality, for their masochistic wish to become nothing more than tasty, nutritious pieces of meat. But her hands betrayed her true motives by mirroring Jasmine’s masturbatory ministrations, flitting likewise thither and hither over Erika’s fair, taut, trembling body, this picture-perfect representative of the virtues of yamato nadeshiko betrayed by a bawdy and undignified self-pleasure. Even if she weren’t starting to touch herself as well, there could be no mistaking how her nipples stood up, how her skin reddened in the most telling places, how her pussy moistened as if in readiness for deflowering—but the only thing this horny lubrication would ease would be the spit’s intrusion, and vaginal abrasion would be the least of the things her body would have to worry about then. “Remember that! A big, strong pokémon like Charizard needs hearty, nutritious meals to stay healthy. We’re just doing our part as conscientious pokémon trainers…❤”
Erika could not have been more transparent if she were made of crystal glass, and Jasmine could not have seen through her more clearly if she had possessed X-ray vision. The straw-haired blonde smiled knowingly at the petite brunette, cocking an eyebrow and wiggling her hips a tad more licentiously. Despite herself, Erika giggled at Jasmine’s suggestive grin, and she gave in and nodded in silent concession to what they both already understood about each other’s true motives. Their pussies were identically wet, their nipples identically erect, and their faces identically blushing and beaming with pleasure and the anticipation of a most exquisite pain and degradation. 
Erika leaned forward and wrapped her arms around Jasmine. Dreamily the brunette smiled, and she pressed her small, blushing breasts to Jasmine’s almost nonexistent mounds, squishing what little the pair of them had in the way of mammaries. Her hands slid down Jasmine’s back, and her head listed to drift her lips toward Jasmine’s mouth, sealing them together with a soft, warm, dripping wet kiss. Jasmine purred, receiving the smooch with a giggle and then a moan, grabbing at Erika’s perky bum with one hand and tangling the fingers of her other hand in Erika’s hair. She pulled Jasmine in closer, deepening the kiss without a word, opening her mouth and letting her tongue loll out to intertwine with Erika’s own advancing member. They smacked their lips and wetly slurped, groaning and sighing euphorically.
Goosebumps rose on the pair’s necks as they touched each other, aware of Charizard watching patiently. The pokémon had no interest in human sex, but it could appreciate watching its food tenderize itself like this. Jasmine and Erika were groping each other and rubbing their bodies eagerly together while they kissed, moaning and rolling their eyes as they indulged themselves in one another. They were going crazy in their bliss, and they were giddy in the anticipation of their upcoming consumption. Jasmine thoroughly fondled Erika’s ass, and Erika grasped at Jasmine’s very slightly larger breasts, stroking and squeezing the bite-sized boobs with all the relish of sincere admiration. They grinned into each other’s mouths, swaying their hips entrancingly, enticingly, looking perfectly erotic and unbearably appetizing.
Their lips pulled apart after several breathtaking seconds, faces rosy and eyes glassy, pussies dripping arousal while strands of saliva dangled between their mouths, fleeting threads of spittle that stitched their still-extended, lewdly wagging tongues together. As women intoxicated, they moaned and shifted themselves against each other, Erika diving to press her mouth to Jasmine’s chest while Jasmine stretched to keep a hold of Erika’s bottom, grabbing it with both hands and pulling the buttocks apart. Erika’s anus, a bleached and puckered bud, simultaneously adorable and obscene, was exposed by Jasmine’s fondling, and the steel-type trainer pressed her closest finger to Erika’s rectum, probing it mischievously. Erika shivered at this, and she moaned and sucked on Jasmine’s nipple, groping and rolling one breast in her hand while she licked and slurped and kissed another. She molested Jasmine without fear, without shame, indulging herself in the other girl’s chest like it was a world class snack made specially for her. 
Erika’s eyes rolled upward, rising to meet Jasmine’s fondly downcast stare. The blonde was smiling tensely at the brunette, shivering as Erika assaulted her teat, and she petted and patted and prodded Erika’s bottom while her chest was attacked, giving as good as she got. Their backs arched in the throes of this lesbian lechery, their voices slipping out in uncontainable moans of bliss. Their bodies shuddered, pussies clenching, a feminine moisture slicking their slots and wetting the grass beneath them, and they attacked and enjoyed each other, stimulating and educating, showing each other the most sensitive places on their bodies. Erika leaned back, lifting her mouth from Jasmine’s breasts, and Jasmine let go, spreading her legs and scooting forward. Their pussies pressed together, smooth pubic mounds squeezing between the pair, and Jasmine and Erika hissed, and each raised one leg high, scissoring themselves passionately together. Their bodies subtly shifted as they rubbed their private parts, two fair maidens marinating their cunts in each other’s juices.
Their hips bucked, their slits spreading ever so slightly from the splaying of their legs and the grinding of each other’s pussies. Clits throbbed, teeth clenched, and eyes rolled madly in their sockets. They growled and grappled, looking almost like they were wrestling with each other’s legs as they rubbed their thirsty, soaking sexes together, and all the while that they engaged in these mortal indulgences, pleasuring themselves and one another in preparation for their ultimate end, Charizard watched them. Now and then the dragon-like pokémon scattered spices over their writhing, sweaty bodies, shredding leaves and grinding roots with its claws. The sensual, sinuous motions of their forms distributed the seasoning well enough without any need for Charizard to apply it more directly, and they intentional changed positions and rubbed their bodies together in new configurations to make sure they got it all over their slender, scrumptious bodies. And they softened each other and loosened themselves up, making sure they would be relaxed and limp from their sheer euphoria when the pokémon finally began to cook them.
They lost track of time in the haze of their passions, but it could not have lasted more than an hour before they found rope spooled on the ground beside them and Charizard looking down expectantly. And with lovestruck eyes and intimately familiar hands, the two girls proceeded to tie each other up. They did each other’s legs first, Jasmine tying up Erika’s legs to squeeze the thighs close together and binding her ankles as well so that her legs could not spread. Erika looped rope around Jasmine’s thighs and calves to pull her legs into a bowed position. Then she bound Jasmine’s ankles with a loop between them to slide snugly over the spit like a preliminary pussy of hemp. Finally, Jasmine tied Erika’s arms behind her beck. This, of course, left Erika unable to tie up Jasmine’s arms in return, but the blonde was fine with having her hands free to touch and tease herself a little bit more. 

She was still very horny—they both were—but they had gotten the message from Charizard. They obeyed it blissfully, eager to be cooked, eager to be eaten. 

Yes.
They wanted Charizard to eat them. They wanted to die, but not out of loathing for life. No! It was an excessive and misdirected zeal for the most stimulating sensual experiences that brought them to this point, a lustiness and lustfulness that drove them heedless of survival instinct to this one, uttermost end. They wanted to die because they loved life so much, because they were so passionately perverted that being cooked and eaten alive by this Charizard seemed like the most pleasurable and desirable way to possibly die. 
Not that the Charizard cared about their motives! The girls had already told it that they would become its meal, and so when it looked down at the pair, it saw not trainers but just pieces of meat awaiting consumption. When it licked its lips, it wasn’t because the pair were sexually attractive—they WERE, just not to the pokémon—but because it couldn’t wait to eat them up. And when it stooped to grip Erika with its foreclaws, picking her up with a deceptively great strength, the girl only smiled.
“See?” said the grass-type specialist. “Charizard agrees with me. That’s why it’s going to cook me first.”
Jasmine giggled.

“It’s just because you’re already tied up,” she replied. “You’re more convenient to start it off with.”

“Oh? But I don’t mind being convenient, as long as I’m also nourishing…❤”

“Don’t try to make me jealous,” Jasmine said, fingering herself a shade more deeply, trembling and sighing as she touched herself. “Because you can’t. I’ll have just as much fun watching you get cooked and eaten as I will being cooked and eaten myself❤”
“You pervert,” said Erika fondly. “But I guess I can’t blame you for that. I’d feel the same way if I was in your position.”

Jasmine smiled, and she pinched one of her nipples as she watched the Charizard position Erika before the point of the spit, holding the gym leader with one claw and the rod with another. The girl bent her legs forward to get her smooth, milky thighs out of the way of the steely tip, and she lifted her hindquarters in eager readiness for the spit’s merciless penetration. Her pussy looked even wetter, and her face was plainly ecstatic, and she swayed a pert, pale bottom from side to side as she waited for Charizard to impale her. 

More fervently, more furiously, Jasmine masturbated as she watched Charizard press the spit’s point in between Erika’s nether lips, almost gently spreading the girl’s labia as it inserted the pole into her awaiting pussy. Jasmine tweaked her nipple and flicked her clitoris, rubbing and groping and fingering herself with increasing excitement. Her body was tense, thrilling with a vital erotic energy, and she was horny as she masturbated. 

But if Jasmine was turned on, Erika was even more so, and the brunette moaned as Charizard pressed the spit home, sliding it up into her pussy. With a strength well surpassing that of a human, Charizard spitted the defeated gym leader, easily driving the steel point in through her flesh. Up her pussy, through her cervix, out the back of her womb. He punched the spit up through Erika’s body, and her eyes rolled skyward in bliss as she was impaled, and she let out a weakly shuddering moan as she felt herself gag at the spit rising up her throat, tasting her own blood and vaginal juices on the back of her tongue as the sturdy point ascended. Helpfully, Erika tipped her head back and opened wide through her blissful smile, allowing Charizard to bring the spit out the other end, protruding neatly from her pretty little mouth. 

Pressing its claws against Erika’s backside for leverage, the pokémon pushed the spit out a bit farther, until Erika was situated about midway down its length. The girl’s expression was dreamy as the fully evolved fire-type then turned and carried her over to the roasting pit. It propped the spit above the flames, and then stepped back to survey the fruits of its labor as the lass’s front began gradually to redden as the heat rose from below to wash over her body. The fire crackled and glowed, casting its light over Erika’s taut abdomen, illuminating her small breasts as the first serious beads of sweat started to drip down from a reddening forehead. Pain was evident on Erika’s face, lurking behind the grateful smile, but her glassy and peaceful eyes suggested that she didn’t mind the pain compared to the satisfaction of knowing that she was going to be cooked and eaten just as she had always wanted and deserved.
Or maybe Jasmine was projecting her own masochistic fantasies onto Erika, reading in her acquaintance’s face what she felt deep down inside herself. The blonde’s breathing hitched, at any rate, and she masturbated more fervently still from her vantage point beside the pit as Erika began to roast. She was lying on her back, unable to stand up with how her legs were bound, and she pressed her fingers in and down, to and fro. She stroked and fingered her pussy with a delirious touch, basking in the feeling of her cunt as it smoldered with a foolish, lecherous arousal. She spread her pussy wide and tried to catch Erika’s eye, showing off the pink, moistly glistening folds of her sex as she rocked her hips. She thought she saw the other girl glance her way, and her face lit up with a humiliating pleasure as she mused what Erika might be thinking of her as she watched her so obscenely masturbate.

The arousal was excruciating, and Jasmine felt like she was right up on the spit with Erika, her body was so agonizingly hot. She wriggled in her meaty bondage, drooling indecently and hissing through her teeth as her cunt alternately spasmed and spurted in response to her perverted imagination and her dexterous digits. But if Jasmine was making a shameful show of herself, it wasn’t just to turn herself on and get herself off via some lusty exhibitionism. It was to entertain Erika as she roasted, and she thought she saw appreciation in the other gym leader’s eyes as they roamed idly over Jasmine’s lewdly squirming form. The brunette was flush and dripping with sweat, and her mouth looked strained in the smile she was holding, but she smiled still, and even smiled a little wider as she watched Jasmine exuberantly diddle herself. Her and Jasmine’s eyes met, and something of a sympathetic understanding passed between them before Charizard turned the spit. 
Hotly the flames burned, Charizard’s own fire cooking the trainer. The pokémon was not as picky about the quality of its food as a human, and its idea of properly cooked was broader. It didn’t mind roasting its food faster, even if that meant it wouldn’t be as tender or juicy. Still, it wasn’t looking to char Erika either, and it turned her as she cooked, letting the heat go evenly over her body. Erika shivered on the spit as the flames worked their magic on her back, and she sighed as she felt her once soft, smooth, flawless skin become stiff and crispy, even as the strength seeped from once adequately fit muscles. As she was cooked, she got the impression of being trapped inside her own body, and she basked in the steady, gradual transition from girl into meat. As slowly as tender lovemaking, her body was exposed to the heat, the flicker of the flames like the dancing of lascivious grasping fingers over her cute, slim frame.
The spit had run her through, and steadily she was becoming less and less of a person. It was dehumanizing in the most delightful sense, an exquisite torment that racked her helpless body and liquefied her unnecessary brain, turning her thoughts into a boneless slurry without substance or shape. She could experience what was happening to her, on some level, but to call what now went on inside her pretty little head thought would be far too generous. It could barely be classified as conscious awareness. As she roasted, she stooped to a level lower than even beasts, getting weaker and dumber as the heat worked on her body from head to toe. Her eyes glazed over until she was almost blind, and her browning limbs enfeebled until she was quadriplegic, and her higher mental faculties slowly evaporated into an oblivion of unreflective sensory experience. By the time Erika neared completion, there was hardly anything of “Erika” left inside her. If she had memories, she did not have the wherewithal to retrieve them, and if she had intellect, she did not have the coherence to use it.

Numbly euphoric, happily imbecilic, Erika embraced her fate. She was nothing more now than a degraded receiver for sensory input, no more capable of deriving meaning or understanding from the datum she gathered than would have been the receiving end of a telegraph, and when Charizard decided that she was sufficiently done to eat, there was not enough of a rational mind lingering in the toasty, hollow spaces of that cute, yummy thing to recognize what was happening to her. She still smiled as she was pulled off the spit, and with roasted and feeble lungs she managed to exhale a withered, wavering moan, lifting nearly sightless eyes to peer up at the gaping mouth of the Charizard as it slashed its talons through her singed and smoky ropes, letting her limp limbs flop down with gravity’s pull as it raised her to its mouth. Maybe, in the moment that Charizard took the first bite, something lingering inside Erika rekindled, and as its mouth closed over Erika’s head, Jasmine—lying exhausted and euphoric beside the pit—thought she heard a last happy exclamation from her friend.
But maybe it was only the sound of air passing through some newly opened orifice as Charizard tore off Erika’s head, ripping her neck and crushing the skull inside its jaws. With all the savage, nonexistent table manners of a wild pokémon, Charizard gulped down Erika’s head, and it bit into her shoulder and ripped off her arm using both jaws and claws. It tossed back its head and slurped the unresponsive member down its gullet whole, the fire pokémon’s jaws unsuited for mastication. Even if she had still been alive or conscious when Charizard began eating, Erika was now dead and her consciousness certainly snuffed out, and Jasmine watched euphorically as the draconic, man-sized creature gorged itself on the young lady’s scrumptious carcass, brutally tearing away great chunks of meat until it was almost impossible to tell that the mass of rent flesh and deformed and cracking bones gripped in its powerful claws had once belonged to a human girl. The blonde touched herself with a renewed fervor, despite having worn herself out masturbating while Erika roasted, and indeed she fingered her pussy and fondled her modest breast even more furiously than ever as Charizard tore into Erika’s ruined, juicy twat, and polished off the last uneaten morsels remaining from the late, so very recently departed gym leader.
Ecstatically, thinking about how she was soon going to meet the same fate, Jasmine fingered herself and waited for Charizard to put her on the spit next. Her cunt was on fire, gushing almost more fluids than she thought she had in her entire body, spurting and squirting and spasming as she frantically, fanatically fingered and fondled herself in the snuff-craving fury of a morbid, masochistic meatgirl.
Jasmine’s eyes rolled up dazedly, and she stared up at the form of Charizard looming over her. The fire pokémon had finished off Erika, and now it was looking at her. A seizure of ecstasy racked the blonde’s body, and her breath escaped in a porcine squeal when Charizard picked her up, and she spread her pussy open and tortured her clit euphorically, clenching her teeth and coming with a spurt. Then, shuddering, she relaxed in the pokemon’s grip as it crudely bound her arms behind her before positioning her above the spit. It slid the rod through the loop of the rope tying her legs together, and it pressed the tip of the spit up to part her ruddy, glistening labia. With a thrill, Jasmine felt the hard, unyielding steel slide into her. 

Her eyes bugged out as she was filled up. It slipped into her womb and out again, goring her gently, and it rose up inside her body, shifting aside or punching through her innards. It was a slender thing relative to her body, but it felt massively girthsome as it distended her, and Jasmine fancied that she was being fucked clean through by an enormous cock. Her head lolled back as she dwelled on the recurrence of this perverse fantasy, and she sighed and opened her mouth in anticipation, staring into the fierce but pleased face of the Charizard. The pokémon did not have quite human expressions, but she could see it grinning and smacking its chops as the spit protruded from her cutely gaping mouth, and a spasm of tardy bliss shivered the gym leader upon the spit. Spitted further and further, deeper and deeper, pushed down onto the spit until she was at its midpoint, Jasmine breathed excruciatingly slowly, her expression dazed and her mind delirious.
She almost didn’t notice when Charizard propped her spitted body up above the crackling flames, which it then stoked and redoubled with a blast of its breath. Jasmine was dizzy and faint and drowsy from the exhaustion of all her lengthy and thorough self-pleasure up to this point, and it only dimly registered in that drunken, degraded brain of hers as the rising heat from below washed over her chest and her belly and her tenderly tingling loins. Only slowly and very gradually, as she basked in the growing heat, did Jasmine come to comprehend that she was finally cooking. It was something about which she had always fantasized, and the thought that she was finally getting the end she had hoped for from an early age filled her with the beginnings of a warmth that far excelled the fire. Her aching lips rose in a curvaceous smile, and her slender body feebly, suggestively wriggled upon the spit. A bare bottom barely bounced, lifting a centimeter as she ground her pussy on the rod, disturbing her innards with the immovable girth of the spit.
Indescribably happy, Jasmine stared at Charizard, which watched over her roasting body with a careful eye. She felt the heat soak into her body, making her skin moisten with sweat and leaking fluids, making it go darker and crispier. Perspiration and seeping grease dripped down into the flames, which hissed and leaped below, lecherous tongues of red and yellow flickering hungrily over her smooth, taut tummy. Charizard rumbled with satisfaction at how Jasmine was proceeding, and it turned the spit slowly so that she would cook evenly on all sides. Slowly, slowly, slowly, the world revolved around Jasmine, heaven and earth tilting, reversing, returning in an agonizing cycle like the wheeling of the stars. The girl shivered as she roasted, and she sighed in contentment as the heat bathed her front, her sides, and her back in turn. She felt the skin tighten and stiffen little by little all over her body, and she felt the muscles slacken and soften inside her. She was weak, a little queasy, and in considerable pain—but she was happy, happier than she had ever been in her life. This was the fulfillment of all her most passionate fantasies, and she gazed up at Charizard blissfully as she thought about her impending fate.
She looked down at the few stray, scattered bones and bits of hair that were the only remnants of Erika, recalling how the limp and nearly lifeless maiden had been torn into pieces by Charizard’s fangs and talons. Once pure, once pristine, once prettier than almost anyone else Jasmine knew, Erika had been ripped and shredded and ravaged and savaged, brutalized beyond comprehending by the hungry pokémon. And she had watched the Charizard eat her friend, and she had masturbated ecstatically while watching it. Not out of some warped, sadistic pleasure at the other girl’s gruesome dismemberment—not out of schadenfreude. Rather, she had enjoyed it because she lived (and died) vicariously through Erika, getting to imagine herself in the girl’s place and enjoy the experience as both an observer and participant. This was why she hadn’t resented being picked second: she got to enjoy it twice instead of once, experiencing cooking and consumption once vicariously through Erika, and once personally. And having seen how Charizard ate her acquaintance, she could all the more vividly imagine what it would do to her, letting her so much more richly anticipate her own consumption. And she lifted her eyes from the bones as she felt herself continue to turn, continue to weaken, continue to cook and come closer to death.
She was nearly done. Like Erika, cooking to this point rendered her lame and imbecilic, robbing her muscles of strength and her brain of acuity. Barely could she be called conscious when she finally finished cooking, but maybe aware still in some base and animal sense, and when Charizard prodded her hide to check if she was done, something inside Jasmine responded, letting out a faint, happy moan. The claws pricked her supple, tender flesh, and her juices seeped forth, the puncture bloodless and greasy. Her glazed and blinded eyes gazed unthinkingly, irrationally into the hungry orbs of the fire pokémon, and her browned and chapping lips cracked as she tipped them by some reflexive, vestigial muscular response into a smallest hopeful smile. Charizard growled and gripped the spit, breathing in the fragrance of Jasmine’s roasted flesh and concluding that she was suitably cooked, and it lifted the spit and pulled her off it. The ropes, snipped by its powerful claws, fell to the ground, while Jasmine’s limp, euphoric form was held up by Charizard, raised to its mouth, which waited to begin its work on the cute, tasty, helpless trainer. 
Fangs pressed into soft, juicy flesh. A succulent arm was gripped by closing jaws, crispy skin rent by descending teeth. With a crushing pressure, Charizard snapped its jaws down on Jasmine’s right arm, shifting her body in its grasp and pulling its head back, yanking on Jasmine’s limb until it popped out of the joint, and it tugged and twisted the arm with the practiced, powerful motions of a predator until the skin at the base began to tear. With a rapacious force, the Charizard ripped off the arm, and a gasp could be heard from Jasmine as her useless, pretty head flopped back on her shoulders, mouth gaping open in a voiceless scream. Charizard savaged Jasmine’s severed arm, ripping apart the limb with which she had attended and pleasured herself while watching her friend get cooked and eaten alive. It destroyed Jasmine’s treacherous, lecherous hand and snapped up her delicate, bite-sized fingers, and it fondled Jasmine flank with its gripping claws, sinking the talons through a weakened hide to let loose the drippings of her ripe, juicy meat. Jasmine’s arm was gone after a moment more, completely polished off, and her sopping, golden-brown pussy showed exactly how happy she was with that. 
Her tongue lolled out of her gaping mouth, and if she could still feel pleasure, she expressed it with a sighing breath like an unvoiced moan. Again, Charizard’s head came down, and its fangs stabbed into Jasmine’s left shoulder. It jerked its head and wrenched her remaining arm from its moorings, cracking her clavicle and tearing away portions of the trapezius and pectorals along with its desired morsel. The pokémon polished off her left arm with similar relish to the right one, ravishing and devouring this limb that had so molested her friend, that had tied Erika up so neatly for it and tenderized the girl in such a saucy show. Away came Jasmine’s fingers, and her hand vanished down Charizard’s gullet, and it stripped the meat from her arm and let the denuded bones fall for scavengers to pick at later. Then, Charizard flipped Jasmine up in its arms so that her legs spread, falling to either side with her head hanging down and her nether regions raised up to its jaws. Then, after inhaling the fragrance of her meat and the lingering scent of a lewdly exploited sex, Charizard dug into Jasmine’s pussy.
It ripped her cunt with its ravenous jaws, and the heat of its breath seared the vaginal nerve endings in the final moments of their connection to the girl, sending a fresh shock of ecstatic pain racing through the blonde. Her body seized automatically, an armless and nearly useless body jerking and lurching as her pussy was gashed and gobbled. Jasmine’s pelvis was excavated by Charizard’s jaws, the pokémon paring away the lass’s loins, and a barren void yawned where once had been her tight, nubile twat. Then, Charizard dug its teeth into Jasmine’s pert buttocks, and it gripped her thighs as well. One leg was torn from her hip, and along with this, Charizard scraped off the lower portion of the associated ass cheek using its lower jaw. It gulped her leg down whole, from the base of her torn gluteus to the tips of her spasming toes, while an oily, slatternly salivation seeped from Jasmine’s gaping lips. The girl’s sightless, witless eyes stared into the distance, and her labored, weakening breath wheezed from her lips.

Charizard savaged the girl further, continuing to eat her up piecemeal, but Jasmine didn’t get to experience it for much longer. No, once Charizard had ripped off and gulped down her last remaining limb, it flipped Jasmine back over in its arms and brought its jaws down over her cute little head. Then once Jasmine’s head was inside its mouth, Charizard did as it had done with Erika. Jasmine was decapitated, her skull crushed by its closing jaws and her throat torn asunder by its glinting fangs, and a final pathetic breath escaped the girl before she went totally lifeless. 
Jasmine expired, and Charizard continued to eat. It tore apart what remained of her torso, gulping down great mouthfuls of her hot, juicy meat, cracking and crunching her bones. When it had gotten all of value that it could from Jasmine, Charizard let the denuded remains of her carcass fall to the grass, some bones and strips of ragged skin abandoned among the similar remains of Erika. The discombobulated, inedible bits and pieces of the two gym leaders were strewn together in the grass, the last vestiges of their bodies mingling and entangling more deeply, more intimately, more obscenely than they ever had in life.

Naked beyond nakedness and degraded beyond degradation, Jasmine and Erika’s remains lay in the grass. Charizard’s wings whipped the air and pressed the grass low beneath it as it took flight, and Jasmine and Erika’s smaller bones were further scattered, their bodies more closely intermingled even as inside the furnace of Charizard’s belly their meat was broken down into an undifferentiated, indistinguishable slurry. 
They were one with nature, and one with each other. It was the finest end possible for a pair of pokémon trainers. At least for a pair of pretty, perverted, female pokémon trainers like them. And for a couple of girls like Jasmine and Erika, being thus conquered, dismantled, and united was a win-win scenario—the ideal outcome to this battle, and unquestionably the perfect end to their whole lives.

Yes, they really were that perverted.

… … … … …

A/N: Loosely based on a series of pictures commissioned by the person who commissioned this. Main liberty I took compared to the picture set was making it hard vore as opposed to swallowing whole, since Charizard’s canon size is just over five and a half feet tall, haha…  
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