Reflections of shimmering water danced along the eyes of a young Kirlia boy. He stood
alone at the edge of the town he grew up in, his hands clutching a marble tightly to his chest.
Years ago, before his father passed on, he was given that marble for safe keeping. He was told
that it was his ‘good luck charm’, and that he should always hold onto it no matter what. Now, he
felt so uncertain about the path he wanted to go down. The reflection of his body warbled in the
water, the voices of his friends behind him. What was lost in the waves was his beautiful
eyelashes, a cape too long for his plump little body, and a Muscle Band that needed a double
knot to wrap around his head.

“You don’t need to evolve now,” spoke an assured Meowstic, “you could just wait until
you’re older.”

“‘Doesn’t matter who you are,” the Zangoose next to him assured his friend, “you’re still
the same guy we’ve known for ages.”

Even still, the Kirlia in part knew his path was set out for him. “...I want to be a hero.” he
promised his friends. “That means picking what / think is the right choice. And...” he'd lift the
marble up to the sky and close his left eye, letting the tangerine skies bounce through what little
translucency there was. A viridian swish with a crimson streak defined the little orb. “...I think my
Dad knew what | wanted to grow up to be, anyway.”

“You're certain, then?” the Meowstic wondered.

Nodding slowly, the Kirlia would turn around to pull something out of his bag. A
gemstone big enough to require both of his hands, one of a teal hue that sparkled like a
glittering eye. Moments of hesitation, moments of reflection, he was past those. He was going to
honor his late father’s gift. He was going to make him proud.

How long was Aspen out for? Grass tickled the leftmost side of his body, his arm and leg
primarily. His head was swarming with swampiness, a mucky feeling he’d get back in the day
when he got absolutely mollywopped in a fight. His instinct was to pull himself up to his feet,
even if the task wasn’t pleasant. He grunted and groaned, joints creaking stiffly until he stood
upright. Where was Aspen? His eyes scanned an aquamarine treeline that closed in upon him.
The clouds above swirled and moved in a manner foreign to him, the sky’s hue bright and blue
to contrast the cloudy day. Warm air was flapping his cape to the west...or was it west, truly?
This was a forest he wasn’t familiar with, a sky he’d never seen before, yellow-green grass he’d
never felt before. HIs confusion was put on hold when his ears twitched. Voices were coming
from not too far away. He whipped his whole body toward the sound, his cape flapping behind
him, hips wobbling when he recentered himself. He might as well see what the commotion was
about...



A minute straight of walking through the foliage led Aspen to a place not too familiar, yet
one that spoke of home. Round roofed homes of a variety of colors dotted around a
well-traveled dirt road, curving up and down along the slight slumps of grassy soil they were
built upon. Trees were dotted between each opening and clearing, though most were neatly
pushed back from the center of the town. Closer to him was an open market, several Pokémon
dotted through the beaten paths to make it from one shop to another. A green and purple
Kecleon worked tirelessly to exchange goods with locals, a pleasant Persian kept track of
monetary records, a Kangaskhan operated a storage facility and happily swapped out items for
adventurers. On the surface, things all seemed normal, if not a little more close-knit than
something as grand as Silveredge. That was, until Aspen’s eyes met with a bizarre structure
within the center of town.

Stretching up into the sky, a cobblestone tower loomed over all who wandered near it.
Attached to its sides was small, wooden scaffolding supported by sturdy pillars that dug back
into the tower’s base, giving the structure a crooked stature. The roof up top was a lot more
decorative than the faded earthy tones of the wood and cold gray stone of the building,
complete with orange-red rounded protrusions coming out of yellow triangles, followed by two
dark purple flags that flapped backwards in the wind. Aspen was reminded of something, though
he wasn’t sure what. He found his feet pulling him closer, entranced by this strange building. His
curiosity landed him straight up the front door, where he’d rap his knuckles along its wooden
grooves. In little time at all, someone came by to answer. There below his belly roll stood a
Braixen, shorter than most of her species on average. Engulfing her left ear was a purple hat,
striped by a rich mauve band. Her little ascot tied around her neck of a similar hue, as well as
the bands around her purple booties on her bottom paws. She gazed back up to the stranger,
particularly awestruck by his graceful presence. Aspen, not knowing much better, rubbed the
back of his head and chuckled.

“Hey, do you know how | can get back to where | was? | think | got thrown for a loop...”

His innocent little question was followed by the Braixen quickly shutting the door in his
face in a panic. Aspen stood there, stunlocked at this lady’s apparent rudeness. Soon enough,
the door swung right back open, her gaze of astonishment replaced by a flutter of her lashes.

“Oh, darling~” she trilled, “Wouldn’t you want to spend time with me, first?”

The Gallade put his hands to his hips, blinking a tad. “I mean, if you're offering, | haven’t
had dinner yet.” He waited for her to gesture to the interior, then walked right inside and
swiveled his head up. “Whoa...nice place you got here!”

A nice place, indeed. This tower definitely felt larger than it was on the outside, with
many wooden planks adrift in the air. The cream colored bricks, the oak-yellowed flooring, there
was a hint of mystique and grace that Aspen had never laid eyes upon before. Portraits of other
Pokémon and their escapades lined the walls in a diagonal curve, all of which depicted grand
landscapes and tremendous adventures. Aspen put one foot down on the wooden plank in front



of him, and the stairs swiftly locked into place, a floating panel that brought his foot up along
with it. He nearly lost his balance on the first step! The Braixen pushed him back up, her
shoulders cradled into his tush.

“S-Sorry, that step’s a doozy...” her face was completely red, a little trickle of drool
slithered down the side of her muzzle. Her flirtatious ruse was breaking, but luckily, Aspen didn’t
see her falter.

Stomping both feet on that once shaky step, Aspen felt it firmly set in place. He’d sigh,
then make his way up. “...0Oh, | shoulda introduced myself huh?” He’d turn his head to look
down at the kind stranger. “Name’s Aspen! I'm a part of a team! Who'’re you?”

“Oh, well...I'm Ignacia.” the Braixen politely thumbed the tips of her fur furls by her legs
and gave a polite bow. “I'm also a part of a Rescue Team. How delightful that we already share
something in common with each other~"

“Yeah, best way to make friends with someone is to share their interests.” Aspen
grinned broadly and brightly, not knowing the girl’s full intentions. “Sheesh, I'd never seen
anything like this. I'd never been out of Rainbow Ridge, so this place has to be east of the
Grungy Mountains!”

Stunned by the names, Ignacia tilted her head curiously. “I'm sorry, Rainbow Ridge and
Grungy Mountains? Where are those?”

“Probably west of this continent.” He answered. “Y’know Grungy Mountains, right?
Those two Pokémon so big they take up the size of small continents?” For added emphasis, he
mimed a large round shape with his hands.

Flabbergasted, the Braixen shook her head. “I'm afraid you’'re misinformed. There’s
nothing like that here! You're in Harmony Village, on the continent of Sonatina.”

“‘Huh!” Aspen stroked his chin. “That doesn’t sound like any continent or region I'd ever
heard of...” The realization hit him over the head hard, brief glimpses back to when he was
practically inhaled through a vortex. An image of a panicked little Poipole resurfaced in his mind.
He knew what happened. “Oh, don’t tell me I'm in another dimension.”

“Indeed, it would seem that way.” A naturally cold, chilling voice spoke with strikingly
earnestness and sincerity from above the two.

Floating down on a plank, a Delphox stood regally on the center of the step. His sharp
eyes had fixed themselves in Aspen’s direction, his claws held behind his back. One could see
little silver strands between his yellow and orange tufts, a soft turned smile rested along his
muzzle. He was of average build, a growing common trend among the other populace in this
town.



“| see you two are acquainted with each other now.” spoke the kind man of the tower.
“My name is Gwydion. Fondest welcomes to our dimension, Aspen.”

Lying still on an isolated bed was the Mawile who fell from the wormhole in Miasma'’s lab.
Stuck in a plain white room, wooden walls only covered by the paint it was adorned with. Plain
wooden dressers, a plain wardrobe and mirror...the room’s only extravagance was a pair of red
curtains that covered the circular window. Mundanity was something the mayor was used to;
something the mayor made sure everyone could be excited by. Now here he was, tending to the
unconscious Pokémon while the nurse ran off to grab medicine to rouse the anomalous
space-traveler back from her fainting spell. The Furret coiled on a chair and waited patiently, his
gaze shifting from the occupied bed to the door in regular minute intervals. When the bed
creaked, his ears sprung up to the sides of his hat. After some time, the Mawile finally shifted
about, pulling herself up gradually from where she lay. Perhaps the precaution wasn’t necessary
after all.

‘I wasn’t sure when you were going to come around,” the Mayor admitted, “but I'm glad
you seem to be in good health.”

Rubbing the side of her head, the Mawile glanced over to the only other occupant in the
room. A black top hat, a red bow tie, a polite demeanor. The chill of the outdoors didn’t
penetrate the walls, but the frost dappling the window made it evident how even a slight crack
could bring in a bitter cold.

“...S0, I'm not in Harmony Village anymore, am 1?” Her voice had just a smidge of
baritone, mirroring a mental core of tempered, ferrous toughness.

Solemnly, Mayor Furret shook his head. “No, you’re in Rhythm Town. You've been blown
to a completely different world.”

His guest rolled her shoulders, her back cracking in a way that made the Furret wince,
making sure everything was still in its proper place. “Well, doesn’t that just beat all.” She sighed,
then slid to the right side of the bed.

“You should still be resting,” the Mayor stopped her as her feet swung over the edge,
“you had a pretty nasty fall on your jaws.”

Slightly smirking, the young lady patted the large snaggletoothed appendage that hung
over her back. “These things have taken more of a beating than you’d ever realize. I'm positive
they’ll be fine.”



The dark, oak door creaked on the opposite side of the room, heavy footsteps
thundering as the wood warped and groaned beneath Amie. She stomped in, bringing with her a
small satchel of medicinal goods. Sylv slipped in behind her, his tush wobbling with every step
forward. Stunned by their sizes, the mayor’s guest could only stare at the two as they made
their way in. It took two full glances over Amie’s blubbery expanse before the stranger could
make a sound without her mouth hanging agape.

“Well, good to see you're in perfect health.” Amie nodded. “Here | thought we’d need to
use this Tiny Reviver Seed we’d got you. How’re you holding up?”

“Shocked that you can still move...” commented the Mawile, before she cleared her
throat. “I mean, fine. Sorry, | just, I've never seen a Pokémon so big able to move around like
you before.”

Sylv crossed his arms and chuckled. “If you think that Amie’s size is impressive, you
should see our leader’s mother.” The Meowstic ruffled his ears, and struck a pose with a paw on
one meaty hip, the other paw on his mouth, and his quaking rump tilted in a sassy stance. “My
name is Sylvester. Your nurse is, or was, Amie. We're two members of Team Shonen.”

“A rescue team, huh?” The Mawile hopped down from her spot on the bed. “Guess that
gives us something in common. Name’s Malorie. So...how do you go about explaining where |
am?’

“That’s...what | came in here to talk to you about.” Sylv pressed his paws together, then
sighed. “I'll give you the abridged version of what I've learned.”

The dark illuminations of purple candle lights flickered in the dim retreat. Aspen was
seated on a red cushion, Ignacia on a yellow to his left. The two stared up to the tower’s master,
who busied himself with sorting around books upon his bookshelf. Some novels sorted
themselves magically like an algorithm, while some flew between bookshelves like leather and
paper birds. It seemed Gwydion could always find something to keep himself occupied during a
conversation.

“I know not of this phenomenon intimately,” he conceded with a weary sigh, “yet | know
just enough to have a rudimentary understanding of it. What you arrived from was an Ultra
Wormhole. Think of it as your vessel, carrying you through an ocean, from one island to another.
Ultra Space is that ocean, and our worlds are those islands. Some are larger than others, some
are similar to ones you've visited before, but do not be fooled. Ultra Space is not bound by the
laws of time and space. You may encounter lands far beyond your own understanding if you
were to travel far enough...”



“Okay, | get that.” Aspen nodded slowly. “But how do | use this ‘vessel’ thing to get back
to where | belong?”

“I'm afraid that knowledge isn’t in my tomes.” Gwydion solemnly shook his head.
“Controlling the unpredictability of an Ultra Wormhole goes beyond my magical capabilities.
There is a possibility that you could end up home, or you could find yourself somewhere
impossible to the mortal mind.”

“There’s got to be a way to go back through, though!” Malorie shouted defiantly in the
face of Sylv’s news, gripping her left fist into her right palm. “My friends are gonna find out I'm
missing eventually, and when they realize I’'m missing, they’ll go on a wild Swanna chase to find
me!”

Sylv sighed, then pressed his paws together. “There’s a way to potentially get you back.
Our Ultra Beast friend, Miasma, said that in some worlds, they used something that could cut
through an Ultra Wormhole and carve their own path. Sometimes it was through the help of a
Pokémon, other times through some kind of ship. He says there might be a way to get you back
home by making something that helps you get back to where you came from.”

“The only problem is that we need to find our friend, too.” Amie added in, “Aspen got
sucked through a wormhole just like you. He’s our best friend, and our team leader. We’re not
just gonna abandon him.”

“Malorie, huh?” Aspen hummed at the name. “So you haven’t been able to find her?”

“We saw a bright flash from her dojo, and started looking up and down Harmony Village
for her.” Ignacia admitted, an uneasy swish of her tail betraying her nerves. “She might've gotten
sucked into an Ultra Wormhole like yourself.”

Malorie paced slowly from her side of the bed to the wall, then looped around. “Who’s to
say that we didn’t just trade places?” she suggested. “That’s a start, isn’t it?”

“It would be.” The Mayor commented. “And a very logical conclusion if the wormhole
goes one way!”

“You don’t mind giving over something with your uh... ‘DNA’, do you?” Sylv asked.
“Miasma said he could use whatever germs you have to try and triangulate where you
originated from.”



Reaching over to her bandages, she gently pulled one wrapping off of her left arm and
handed it to Sylv casually. “If you can wring the sweat out from that, then you have your DNA.
Now, what’s stopping your friend from making an Ultra Wormhole portal and sending me on my
merry way? How complicated is this ride thing?”

“I'm afraid it will take a technological marvel to bring you back to your world,” Gwydion
grimaced. “That does not mean | couldn’t attempt to replicate this vessel for you. | shall craft it in
the form of an orb, but you must hold onto it at all times. Keep it close to your body, else you
may lose yourself, reconstructed and twisted down to the molecule. If you had a looplet...”

“‘Don’t remind me.” grumbled Aspen.

“...I could make it into the form of an Emera.” He finished, “An orb will do, however.”

“I got plenty of space for an Emera.” Malorie pointed to the looplet around her jaws’
neck. “I only hold my Mawilite in there anyway, and it's got a few free slots.”

“Apologies for butting in, but, what's an Emera?” The mayor questioned. “They’re quite
colorful gems, but | don’t really know their purpose!”

“They’re gems you can find in dungeons that slot into looplets.” Sylv explained, “They’re
useless without a looplet, but you can crush them into dust to give you a temporary boost.”

The mayor nodded. ‘I see, forgive my intrusion!”

“So this could take the whole day, you guys said?” Malorie cut back in.

“It could take a matter of hours, days, weeks. My magic alone will not be enough.”
Gwydion shook his head solemnly. “If your otherworldly friend’s technology was what caused
you to drift here, perhaps his assistance will lead you back home.”

Aspen sighed, then rubbed his arm. “Grrreat. What am | supposed to do while waiting to
go home then? | get antsy not knowing my friends are okay.”

Ignacia cleared her throat, before she leaned up to Aspen’s side. “Well, | know of a few
wonderful places in the village to go, and I'm sure you’ll adore-”



“Sh.” Gwydion lifted a single digit from his claw up in the air to shush his apprentice.

The silence that followed seemed only to be broken up by the flicker of small candle
embers, eating away slowly at the wax its burning wick contained. Aspen strained to hear
something the other two didn’t, cupping his hand behind his ear and squinting his eyes shut.
That’'s when he heard the sounds of a panicked public, alongside loud, heavy stomping. Trouble
had followed him out. To confirm their suspicions, the Gallade, Braixen, and Delphox all rushed
over to the door leading to a nearby balcony. With the ebony wood swinging open, their
suspicions were confirmed. Down below, a void black beast highlighted in sharp, gold teeth and
claws stomped through the village path, letting loose a banshee’s wail. Blue light shimmered out
its giant, gaping maw, and the two sets of eyes on its body.

“Wh-what...what is that thing?” Ignacia gripped onto the stick stuffed in her tail. The
tower shook and shuddered with every quaking movement of the colossal beast, its very
presence seeming to distort the earth beneath it.

Aspen tightened his fists, before he thumped his chest with his left hand. “I tumbled here,
so | probably brought that thing with me. I'll deal with it!”

Before he could be reasoned with, he’d take a leap right off the balcony. Using the railing
to swing himself onto the walls of the building, he’d plant his feet right on and charge downward,
purely vertical. Gravity sped up his descent faster than taking the stairs would’ve given him.
Gwydion grimaced at the young man’s eagerness to rush in.

“He’s going to get himself hurt...” The master held his left claw out, a wand from his
office pulled itself right into his grasp. “Ignacia, to his aid.”

The master took the more casual approach down, all while his student was distracted by
the descending Gallade. “...Well, that was unnecessary. But also very impressive.”

Aspen yelled while he stomped down, each step speeding up his downward trek. With a
mighty leap, he reeled back his fist and aimed toward the rampaging beast. Aspen had its full
attention now, and he had every intention of bringing the thing down himself.

A ripple of blue striped by white so bright it burned like a solar flare had torn a hole
across the sky over the peaceful Coldcoal Mountain, filling everything in the area with the scent
of searing ozone. In the main center of Rhythm Town, a paper thin warrior struck against the Ivy
Cudgel of Kannabi. Dawning her fiery mask, it was Sakurajima holding this tiny little beast back.
Their tiny little blade arms packed quite a tremendous amount of force and strength, obviously
outspeeding the much wider Ogerpon. Even still, Sakurajima could easily keep up with the
surface area of her cudgel. She found an opening and whapped the miniature origami beast



back, splattering against a wall like a rotten Oran Berry. She arched her back up, then pointed
her cudgel forward.

“Had enough, coward?” she hissed out. “An interloper like you is doomed to fall against
my weapon!”

Warping back upward to face the tempered villainess, the odd, flat monster refolded
themselves, seemingly no worse for war, and swung their bladed appendage up over their tiny
body. Their voice was ethereal and odd, filled with a supernatural distortion akin to the
scratching of a record, static and all. “A foe-oe-oe-oe such as you shall never-ever-ever get in
the w-w-w-way of justice. En garde!”

Back into the fray, they clashed, sparks flying off from each impact made. Sakurajima
was just a distraction for Rory, who barreled away with two Seedots in between his fluffy arms.
Drifting down a corner, he’d kick up snow and dust while jiggling from the sudden stop. Right in
front of him stood the Note Rest, a grand inn that currently doubled as a refuge for scared
tourists and townsfolk. He carefully pulled the door open with a chomp and a fling of his neck,
then stumbled inside. Down the Seedots went, charging through a crowd of confused Pokémon
toward a Nuzleaf with open arms.

“That should be everyone.” Rory sighed to himself, then stepped back outside to shut
the door.

From this vantage point, he could observe the back-and-forth blows Sakurajima and this
assailant were dishing out. The close combat had shifted to leaping strikes and fierce blows. For
every sky spinning Aerial Ace this stranger crashed into the belly of the oger, she dealt a harder
blow with her burning cudgel. One Aerial Ace sent Sakurajima scraping her feet across the
stone pavement, but she didn’t lose focus on her opponent for a moment, catching herself with
the butt of her club. They spun in the air, barreling toward her for another strike. It was their folly,
however, not realizing that their opponent anticipated their reckless divebomb and a thick beam
of black stone was already intercepting their wild cut. Being hit with the force of a burning cudgel
was one thing, however, the impact of one’s swing coupled with their speed sent them flying into
an unoccupied fruit stand. Apples and melons were sliced in half with the sheer velocity and
sharpness of this beast, their head lodged into the wood backing. They squirmed in their
humiliating prison while Sakurajima slowly approached.

“Ngh, | don’t underst-st-st-stand...!” The assailant called out. “A hero-0-0-0 is
suppo-po-posed to be the victor against villainy, yet I've lost?”

“Hah, you thought you were up against a true villain?” Sakurajima taunted. “You rushed
headlong into the first thing you thought looked evil. Maybe next time...” With her free leaf, she
pulled off the mask on her face to reveal her cherub self. That over the top tone fell to her usual
quiet, raspy cadence. “...understand who you're up against, and see if they’re really your foe.”



The stranger pulled themselves out of the mess of sticky pulp and wood scrap, then
bowed to Kannabi's wisdom. “l was...a foo-00-00-00-I then. | see | still have much to learn.
Forgiv-iv-iv-ive me.”

Humbled by the combat experience, that stranger ascended back up into the sky and
into the rip above. Rory gave the victor a smile, exchanged happily by the winner herself. As
Kannabi started waddling over to properly convene with the Zangoose, that brief period of
mutual acknowledgement was cut short by a speedy, strong impact to the back of her head. Her
face hit the snowy ground hard, rolling over herself past Rory, soaring into the side of the Note
Rest and colliding with the brick wall. The entire inn groaned in protest, snow falling from its roof
as the supports creaked. Pokémon watching from the inside gasp and scatter away from the
windows, fearful of the force outside. Rory looked back to his friend, having fainted from her
injuries, and pulled her unconscious body up.

“K-Kannabi! Say something!” He demanded.

“What a pitiful creature she is.” Mocked the voice of a new attacker. It, too, had an
undercurrent of something completely foreign to the world, a sort of grinding and clicking like the
whir of an electric rotor.

Rory whipped his head around toward the cruel, unjust individual. There stood a tall,
spindly thin creature, with curving antennae, long limps, a tiny frilled torso, and a wide head with
large, glistening blue and purple eyes. A filmy, translucent flap lingered down behind them,
connected to the back of their head from a golden tiara. Their eyelids lowered, that tiny mouth
fixated into a frown, standing so still they seemed not to even breathe, like an apparition.

“All this talk of ‘villainy’ and ‘heroism’, ‘understanding who you’re up against’.” They
ridiculed more, their voice low and grumbly above the garbled sound of their strange existence.
“Just sounds to me like they’re a lost cause in a world full of lost causes.”

In a fit of rage, Rory’s large pupils shrunk to pinhole sizes as he leaped forward. He lifted
his arm to brandish his claws at the bug creature... except suddenly all that filled his vision was
a pair of long, chitinous legs, a sudden high leaping knee-strike sinking into his abdomen. He
crashed right through the window of the inn, the glass fragments shredding through the air in a
cone. Pokémon ducked down and covered themselves in time, leaving only minor scratches at
worst. The crowd whimpered and murmured, all of them wondering how powerful this creature
might be if they could so easily bring their mountain’s protector down. Still, the massive figure
loomed over Kannabi’s body, before she pressed their leg against her throat. Whispers and
fearful gazes came from the crows as the thing’s body radiated a blue glow once Rory’s body
went limp. Another fainting under her belt.

A small, devilish smirk spread across her face, the clicking picking up speed until it
became a drone like hundreds of Vespiquen flapping their wings in sync. “If | have to make this
world into a perfect image, so be it. Your pathetic blue pebble is mine now.”



“How about you fight someone who can fight back?”

The assailant paused in their gloating, and craned her long neck over her shoulder until
it was practically hanging backwards. Malorie stood as the sole challenger to their tyranny. They
couldn’t help but cackle at her braveness, the rest of their insectoid body turning to match their
head position. “You? A small, ugly little thing? Pathetic. This will be quick.”

“That’s one thing we can agree on.” Malorie smirked, then pressed her palm against her
Mawilite lodged in her looplet.

A crackling of energy pulled itself in Malorie’s direction, encasing her in a colourless orb
and surrounding her body in a rainbow mist, the mass growing into a purple shell, darker and
darker as energy visibly flowed into it. A crescendo of chiming church bells billowed out through
the town center, before Malorie broke through her crystalline cocoon. She’'d grown in height, her
appendages at the top of her head reached down to her ankles, her arms had grown longer, the
edges of her sleeve-like markings and pants tinged in a cool magenta. Her maw had split into
two, both more ferocious and ravenous than before, practically snapping at the chance to get
into trouble. Malorie clenched her fists, glaring up at the new foe.

Even with this raw power on display, the stranger just chortled, a laugh with no smile or
mirth. “It's going to take more than a pitiful parlor trick to bring me down.”

With the two ready to fight, the assailant lunged toward Malorie and pounced down in
front of her. She just barely dodged in time, psyching herself up with a furious, frenetic dance to
pull herself into a true, vigorous mindset. Her opponent swung her leg into Malorie’s side,
blocked by her arm just before hitting a vital point, each impact stronger than the last. That third
kick was intercepted by a harsh bite from one of Malorie’s larger jaws, its force too strong to
simply pry out of. Whipping her head to the side, the force flung the foe toward the same fruit
stand Sakurajima’s opponent had been whipped to. This oversized Bug-Type quickly fixed the
course of her fling, flipping in midair in time to daintily land on the side of the build, then pushed
herself off like a speeding arrow, back into action with a lunge toward the other alien. Bodies
pounding against each other with a shockwave that whipped the snow into frenzy, Malorie could
feel the strength she bolstered herself with sink.

“Ngh, Lunge, huh?” Malorie hopped back, then rolled her neck. “So you want to lower my
attack before | can deal nasty damage. Alright then, get ready f-”

Malorie was thrown off guard by another sudden leap into her abdomen, the same
High-Jump Kick that caught Rory off guard. Her body ragdolled through decorative wood
facades and rolled into the snow. While she struggled up, her opponent took a moment to gloat,
shoulders falling back so far they seemed limp, with their neck hanging directly down.



“Shut up, yokel. Explaining what you and your opponents are doing? What a pathetic
show off!”

Back on her feet, Malorie watched the beast leap toward her again. Before she could
make a full impact, the Mega Mawile thrust her head into the oncoming attack, the impact site
hardened like metal and resounding like a steel drum from the hit.

“Fine, | won’t have fun with you!” Malorie growled out, taking the time to reinvigorate her
fighting spirits with another foot shuffle.

“Combat isn’t meant to be pleasurable.” The opponent called out. “It's a means to an
end!”

While Malorie had busied herself with footwork, the massive beast readied up another
attack. They were caught off guard by a small thwack to their face, a trail of wet snow puddled
down them. They turned in the direction of the sudden new challenger, and found the Mayor
himself readying another snowball.

“Rotten, scum-sucking, mouth-breathing... dispatching you will be easy.” They glared,
then charged with another lunge, kicking up drifts as their body blurred into afterimages.

The mayor took a deep breath, then threw himself down to the ground. The alien foe
kept flying through the air, crashing into a snow construction of a Darumaka others had made
for fun. Their torso retained the shape of the Darumaka, until they shook it off- but they looked
pressed. Even a bug from another dimension had trouble when needing to regulate their
temperature. The moisture of the snow around them was the perfect conditions for the Mayor to
pull from. He fwipped his paw up into the air, a good chunk of the snow layer around them
glistened and melted into a clear stream of water behind the mayor. He leapt up onto the waves,
crashing them down on the temporarily stunned assailant. Leaving them soaked, the Mayor
skirted around and charged toward them with gusto. He hopped up and readied to climb up on
top of them, before he was struck in the belly, retching hard, and spiked down to the ground by a
sudden left kick jab. Crashing into the snow, the Mayor’s bow was crooked and his hat thrown to
the ground. His opponent stood furiously, shoulders hunched in rage as they pressed their leg
into his throat and growled.

“Why don’t you know your place, grub?” they hissed. The clicking was so loud it rang in
the Mayor’s ears. “You’re pathetic! You're nothing. An insignificant footnote in my world!”

Grinning and huffing while trying to hold in the contents of his stomach, Mayor Furret
looked up to his attacker. “Oh...l knew | couldn’t beat you.” he’'d chuckle. “She, on the other
hand?”

The assailant felt another set of jaws wrap around their body and pull them away from on
top of the Furret. They were hoisted upward into the air, folded and crunched inward to the point



their head and legs were the only parts of their body still exposed in the air. The crunching and
biting were only a means to exhaust her opponent, a plan clearly working since all they could do
was struggle and gasp, crumpled completely in half.

“‘Aw, where’d that ego go?” Malorie teased. “| think someone like you deserves to see
the beauty of the insides of my stomach.”

Down went the beast’s legs, her head twirled upward and stuck out their jaw. The
clicking and buzzing had ceased, lacking the ability to properly circulate her beastly aura, and
now their voice was much fainter. “Ghhgk...hhgh...st...stop...”

“What's that?” Malorie pressed her jaw down to the ground and smirked. “Don’t think |
heard you right.”

“St...stop it!” the creature pleaded. “Spit...spit me out right now! I'll...I'll...

“Apologize for causing chaos?” Malorie finished. “Good, because you should.
Specifically to him.” She’d adjust her jaw over to Mayor Furret, while her free jaw snapped at the
air. “Go on, say sorry you ruined his pretty little town.”

“'mb...I'mb...sorry...” whined the roach, “Please lemme goooo...”

The Mayor pulled himself back up, dusting himself of snow and slipping his hat back on.
“I'd have half the mind to let her digest you for scaring my townsfolk and unsuspecting visitors.”
He growled. “Maybe spending some time as a feral Pokémon in a Mystery Dungeon would help
you come to your senses!”

“Oh? Wanna elaborate on that?” Malorie grinned.

“Pokémon that get eaten in this world are reformed in Mystery Dungeons nearby.” The
Mayor explained, “Something about their mysterious powers pulling doomed Pokémon into
them, if | were to assume. It's honestly quite a problem for the dungeons, sometimes new
Pokémon come in after a mass voracious event and change the interior into something
completely different.”

“Well, look at that...” Malorie snickered. “Bug food and you’d barely even remember it.”

The beast wailed out and whined, their face coated by sweat. They felt their cheeks get
engulfed by the jaws, before their body hit something hard. The stone pavement, now soaked in
saliva, felt like a wakeup call for the monster as they steeped in a puddle. Malorie loomed over
them and glared down.

“If | ever catch you trying to destroy some world and make it your own again, you better
hope it’s in this world.”



The message was clear. Malorie’s opponent scrambled away from her and stumbled up
to their feet. Their last bit of energy had them scramble to their feet and lunge back up into the
ripple in the sky, leaving Malorie’s saliva dribbling and raining just for a moment. The battle had
been won, and the energy swirled around the Mawile’s body to leave her. Down she shrunk
again to her old size, her bindings back where they belonged. Her belly let out a loud, irritated
growl from all the work she had to do. Reluctantly, she swiveled her head in the Mayor’s
direction.

“Hey, it...wouldn’t be a big ask if | asked for lunch, would it? I'm starving...”

That Furret chuckled at Malorie’s comment. “So long as | can lick mine, Rory’s, and our
protector’s wounds...”

A sturdy oak tree was snapped in half from the impact caused by Aspen, made into a
projectile thrown by his opponent. The injured Gallade groaned, his left hand shaking over his
side. His fighting stamina had been drained to an all-time low. He stabbed his elbow blades into
the trees just to try and get leverage back up, but the moment he stepped up he slipped back
down. All this fighting re-aggravated his sprain from the previous day. He pathetically thudded
back to the ground, breaths panicked and low. Ignacia and Gwydion had returned after
evacuating passerby Pokémon to safety, slipping into battle in place of the Gallade. That beast
had loomed over the sorcerer, whose staff twirled and spun about expertly in his claws. Stardust
sprinkled about the battlefield, rockets of light shimmering out were simply batted away by the
beast’s huge claws, only leaving singed marks in various spots. Icicles crashed down, leaving
frost tipped along the scaly body of the monster. While the master of the tower took to throwing
out attacks, his student rushed over and assessed the hero’s injuries.

“If | knew you were going to get so roughed up, | would’ve fought alongside you...!” she
fretted. Off came her hat, while she dug around for something, anything, to bring him back into
spirits. All she could find was an Oran Berry. “Here, please!”

Grunting, Aspen reached over to the berry with his trembling hand before it fell to his
side. Ignacia grit her teeth and stuffed it into his gob anyhow, using her claws to force him to
chew. Aspen seemed less surprised by that gesture than most would have. Gwydion leaped
back toward the roosting hero, wand pointed in the direction of the giant, lumbering monster.

“My Psychic type attacks aren’t doing a thing to this creature.” He snarls, “And the spells
I've been using are barely doing a dent! What...is this thing?”

“Well we can'’t just give up!” Ignacia protests, standing back up. “That ice attack looks
like it’s slowing it down!”



“Perhaps | can immobilize this beast...” Gwydion stroked his chin, “Alright. Ignacia, stand
back.”

“N-no...No need.” Aspen clawed his way up the tree, then stomped his way back into the
battlefield.

The fool's hero was grabbed by the concerned Braixen by the hand. “St...Stop right
there! You're in over your head! You're fighting a battle that needs more Pokémon to-"

“You can’t win against this thing.” Aspen solemnly remarked, pointing at the colossal
brute. Just to illustrate his points, its wild swings shattered whatever frost had accumulated
along its scaly surface. “Everything you’re throwing out isn’'t doing a lick of good; it didn’t heal
from the chopping moves | got in against it. I...I gotta stand up.”

Limping into battle, Ignacia watched the hero reach for the band tied around his head,
his silhouette framed in black by the goliath foe. Slowly, the knot was pulled undone, and left
behind him. The cape was pulled off of Aspen’s shoulders and chucked aside as well. That giant
beast lumbered over him, roaring and screaming into the midday air, the sound of a constant din
of whirring blades mashed into a cacophonous mess. In Aspen’s right hand, that white marble
with a teal stripe, accented with red singed his palms. He felt angry. Angry he’d been thrown
around, angry he’s been unable to prove himself as a hero, angry at his constant humiliation,
angry that he'd let everyone down again. Even in another world, he couldn’t escape that. Purple
and red clouds plumed at Aspen’s feet. His pupils shrunk to pins, shaking violently around.
Gwydion and Ignacia watched, perplexed as to what could be occurring. In that Gallade’s head,
a flash of memories flickered in his mind. His mother’s soft eyes, his friends’ nurturing smiles,
the Guildmaster’s reassuring voice, the round, hazy shape of his father...then, nothing. His mind
went blank. A swirl of power rushed over him and encapsulated him in a dome, chiming and
crackling filling the noise in the air.

“Is...Is he-”
“Mega Evolving...?” Gwydion recoiled in shock, “But, he has no looplet...”

The dome shattered into fragments, dissolving into the air back into raw power. Standing
where Aspen once stood was a new form, unseen by either of the Pokémon behind him. The
horn on his head curled upward, slashing down and splitting apart over his helm hair. His ears
slipped upward, the horn on his body having grown larger. Down his forearms were sharp,
purple grooves that pulsed a dark energy. The blades that made up his elbows had grown
sharper, ridges made of mystifying purple vapors. The cape along his back that sprouted had a
faded violet backing, tattered at the edges. Aspen’s eyes lost their original red sheen, much like
the horn on his chest, now sharing the same shadow-y hue of the mist around him. Speaking of
shadows, the dark mass beneath him contorted and twitched on its own, bubbling like a living pit
of tar. Ignacia recoiled when she saw a visage of Aspen twist in her direction, bending its arms



and head in a crooked way. The shadow parted at the mouth, giving her a twisted smile with a
jagged tear in a facsimile of teeth.

“S...Something isn’t right.” Gwydion stepped back. “This isn’t a normal Mega
Evolution...”

“He’s...

Ignacia’s thoughts were cut off by a loud, metal-scraping yell escaping Aspen. The beast
roared back and charged, its patience having worn thin. Each stomp in the ground it made
crunched stone and dirt beneath it, the trees around shivering at its presence. Aspen’s shadow
flung its arms up from the ground to pull the Gallade down with it. Both had vanished without a
trace into the grass, now the beast’s trajectory aimed for Ignacia and Gwydion.

“Get out of the way!” The master commanded.

The two had plenty of time to leap out from the assailant’s charge, though neither could
expect Aspen to reappear in the air to strike the beast in the smaller set of eyes. While not an
effective move, the strike was enough to make the beast stumble back and wail aloud. Getting
up close was all Aspen needed. His misty shadow blades glimmered a righteous, sacred light,
before he made quick, successive slashes at the tinier face. His body spun and flipped about in
the air, pure spite and anger in control of his motor functions- sloppy, but strong. The monster
cried out, before they finally grew tired of Aspen’s rapid assaults. Clasping Aspen with their
upper set of claws to trap him, it spiked Aspen into the ground. Dirt, flowers, dust, all of it came
uprooted and sprayed about upon Aspen’s impact. The Gallade had no time to react before the
alien made one little hop, then brought its full weight down upon him. The opponent quickly
learned of the mistake it made when Aspen grabbed hold of their leg, used all of his strength to
lift the monster up, then spin them around. In those bio-lumiescent eyes, Ignacia could see this
creature’s fear. They were hurled away, bowling over the entirety of the abandoned shopping
district. The Kecleon-shaped stall, crushed into debris and shrapnel. General goods stores
flattened, glass from a clothes shop shot off in all directions, TMs crunched and unusable. The
path had carved a deep grooved fissure through the town square.

“He’s like a moody Casia!” Ignacia called out.

Gwydion prepared his wand and stormed over. “It’s clear he’s not in control of himself
anymore...”

Stumbling up, the beast whined and whimpered, clearly done with the battle. They do
their best to rush toward the giant portal they fell from, only to trip over themselves. Any attempt
to get back up was rendered nil, and when they rolled back over, they could see why. Aspen had
stomped down onto the beast’s shadow, trapping them with him. He pulled his body back, then
sprung forward, fist held further away. The propulsion of his jump, coupled with the spring of his
punch, sent the monster crying back up to where it came from. Sucked right back, properly



fainted. The fight should have been done, yet Aspen’s anger burned on. Ignacia chased after
her master, who swung a potshot stardust spell right at the Gallade’s side. He didn’t even so
much as flinch, just turned back slowly.

“That’s quite enough, Aspen.” Gwydion demanded. “Stand down.”

Aspen’s shadow climbed up to submerge the Gallade back into the depths, leaving
Ignacia and Gwydion out in the open. Panic did not set over the Delphox; he closed his eyes
and kept his ears open. Trying to hear where the attack might come from next, yet he could hear
nary a sound. No clues as to where his opponent was coming from next, until...

“Behind you!”

Ignacia’s call came too late, Gwydion felt his back crack from the force of Aspen’s
phantasmal punch. The dirty shot left the master on the ground, groaning from the attack. He
rolled over to face Aspen, who leapt on top of him to try and deal another slash, bladed arm so
charged with energy that it made the air thrum. Gwydion thrust his wand up over his face, the
impact of Aspen’s blade coming down cleaving it in two, but it had saved him from another
attack. He rolled over to the side and pulled himself to his feet, Aspen still giving chase.

Ignacia gripped into the twirled wand she stuffed into her tail and swung, a fiery lash
forming at the top. “Calm down already!”

The flames whipped around Aspen’s body and tugged him backward from the master.
Though they bound him tightly, it was clear that it wouldn’t contain him for long. Gwydion reeled
his head back, his neck illuminating with orange and yellow from within, before he spat out a
concentrated stream of fire. Ignacia jerked around, trying to stay in motion with Aspen’s
struggles. Once the Gallade broke free, he landed a night-black slash against Gwydion’s chest.
The impact alone was enough to knock him down, but it was clear Aspen wasn’t even aware the
fight had been won- it was unclear if all he was seeing was red or a throng of enemies on all
sides. He'd charge over to the unconscious body, bounding on all fours at this point, one degree
from feral as his ragged breathing and pounding mind urged him on, on, on, harder, harder,
harder. His unbridled rage was ready to put the finishing blow on the fight. Suddenly, he was
met with an unstoppable force, the sudden impact enough to send shockwaves about the
toppled stalls and ruined shops and fling debris even further out from the makeshift arena.

Floating in the air above the ground, a short bipedal Pokémon had ceased Aspen’s
assault for a moment. Her circular hand had been thrust into his, sparking electricity around it.
Her gray dress curled upward, a maroon cape fluttered from behind her. Her hive-swirling,
music-sheet hair left a rest-like hair clip right at the end. Her eyes were red and fierce, but
determined and focused.

“How about | put a stop to this tantrum?” She growled, then flung her fist off Aspen’s
palm to propel herself back.



Ignacia quickly stormed beside the new combatant, gripping onto her wand. “He’s not
acting normally!” she warned, “He’s gone berserk!”

“Let’s get him to stand still then.” The fighter smirked, then jumped back into the fight.

Aspen and his new foe traded blow after blow, the latter practically danced him around in
circles- where she flowed like water, Aspen fell over himself like a landslide in order to reach her
for another hit. Ignacia kept up with the pirouette of blows with a combination of her moves and
magic. Spewing out a heaping of flames while Aspen sliced through them. He’d trade with his
combatant a few punches here and there, but one static-laced jab sent his left leg into shock. It
was a trial to try and stand properly. The slowdown was all Ignacia needed to whip him into
place with another swish of her wand, tightening the grip around the Gallade. Down came
Aspen’s combatant, hands both firmly pressed into her chest. She opened her mouth, and let an
ancient melody come out.

A song, one of tranquility and peace, flowed into Aspen’s mind. The feral Gallade
twitched and howled, the sudden pain of his transformation finally striking him down. The
contrasting of sweet serenades and searing pain wasn’t the only struggle he was forced into, for
his mind started flooding back to him. His sister helping him back to his feet, his younger
siblings looking up to him in excitement, the mask of his new friend jostling as she tended to his
ankle. When he broke through the lash, his trembling hands gripped onto his head and dug into
his hair. He hunched over shivering, crying out in misery. The power soon flowed out of his body
in thick, cloudy plumes and shelled him in a sphere, and by the time it dissipated, an
unconscious Aspen lay in the grass. He remained still like a stone, only moving to breathe.
Ignacia ran over to her master, dug around in her hat, and pulled out a tiny Reviver Seed for
him to consume. While she worked to get it down his system, she looked back over to the
fighter.

“Thank you so much, Melody...”

The power of the song itself had shifted the fighter’s form. Her dress lie still against her
hips, her red note hair had swirled down and hung low, now a cool teal-green color. Her hair clip
slipped onto her right side of her face, her combative red eyes now a sky blue. She dusted off
her green cape and readjusted her lime beret, then sighed.

“Bring him to my house,” she instructed. “Let’s make sure he can still stand up after all
that...”

A barren, scorched ball. Dry of its vegetation, scarred and scraped of its hills and
mountains. The oppressive clouds above blotted out the sun, the land warped and morphed
from constant, persistent Mystery Dungeon energy having leaked to the surface. In the



terraformed crater that was unafflicted, the aura of despair radiated strongest in the form of this
world’s only pure illuminative light; a red and magenta beacon in the sky. Brief light sometimes
blipped about in these strong skies, like the yellow cracking of a lightning bolt, striking down
one’s opponent. Down fell a metal facade of a Delibird, painted with a glossy red and white
exterior, accented by gold on the feet and beak, illuminated with blue LEDs on the eyes and
navel. The wires on its back sprung its illuminated carrying sack back onto its body, its head
sprung off with a comical ‘twang’. It hummed to a stop, and its movement ceased. Electricity
jolted off of it every so often, but it was clear that it wasn’t getting up anytime soon.

“This is the world you slithered away to, Miasma? Nothing even close to enough to sate
my thirst. Wassssste of life.”

The victor over the festive facade was the imposing, tall, wasp-like dragon who’d come
into contact with Miasma mere hours ago. The peculiar dragon scanned over the barren
landscape, flying through the air as he analyzed the cracked and empty landscape. Every so
often, he’d catch a glimpse of what remained. Pokémon that had evolved further than their
original counterparts, metal shells of what they used to be. They simply went through the
motions, scanning for additional lifeforms, only to be met with none every time, returning to their
pointless toiling. There was one thing that made this traveler pause; a ruin, in particular a
building torn apart by misuse, still bearing hints of its old paintjob with various scratched and
faded purples and blues. He’'d recognize the silhouette of his previous evolutionary ilk
anywhere. His body slithered inside, ready to combat the only survivor, to break him down and
tear him apart and savor the way that each fiber would pull and stretch, strain, and then break...
Instead, he was met with nothing. Silence, stillness, all but the wind howling from the outside.
After a moment, a monitor flicked on and illuminated a blue light inside the blackened void.

“WELCOME, MIASMA.” a monotone, synthesized mumble droned over the speakers.
“‘LOADING SEQUENCE ERROR, LABORATORY POWER AT: ONE-POINT-SEVEN-SIX
PERCENT. RETRIEVAL ERROR, CANNOT LOAD ‘WELCOME-OPERATION-EXECUTABLFE’
PROPERLY.”

“Holding yourself away with our technology as ever? The chassssse does wear thin after
all this time.” The interstellar wanderer hovered his arms closer to the keyboard, making quick
taps and strikes.

The Naganadel was met with error after error, large and red and obnoxious; it seemed
the scientist had kept a video log of something, but the system’s main drives had been damaged
at some point. There were only a few videos remaining, two from before this inciting incident
that were of no interest to the planetary destroyer...but one seemed to contain two shells in their
thumbnail. These metal carapieces, could they have been Pokémon? The visitor pressed play,
ready to observe. The video started out with Miasma setting up a recording device, no doubt a
drone of some sort, as he observed two still bodies. They both had horns, sharp arm guards
with blades magnetically attached to their sides, petal-like dress patterns that made for plated
armor, strange jet-like canisters, and those same LED eyes as the other monsters outside.



Miasma was talking to someone off screen, someone who could barely be heard over the digital
corruption of the audio. Both engaged in a back and forth between each other.

“I don’t know if this is a great idea.” Miasma grimaced, “We’re already messing around
with Pokémon, why are we...?”

“‘Bec- thisis th- -nl- way t- ” The digital corruption warped at the stranger’s
voice particularly, making it harder to parse out what they were saying. Perhaps it wasn'’t just the
file itself that was corrupted, but Miasma’s system itself.

“You know these two though. Are you sure they’re gonna be fine? Scrambling their
heads, messing with their genetics, turning them into this?”

“They w- -stvolun- ,it’s a- -me ab- bu- i

“And you're positive that they’re going to change things? That when | send them back,
everything’s gonna be okay?”

There was an uncomfortable silence.
“...You said that once these two were brought back, we can prevent this, Jodie.”
“| said we c- , -ever said it- -s timeline.”

Miasma loomed his head over them, then solemnly looked down. “...I'll...I'll see what |
can do.”

He’d slowly float up to wrap a tattered, red scarf around the painted body, then tie a
worn, scratched up blue cape around the other without. The video cut off on its own. The
observer was left in the dark once more, the power shutting itself off. His curious digits slipped
inside the machine to yank out a peculiar disk drive, one of a magenta coloring. The dragon’s
eyes drifted slowly down the scratched over metal, over to something translucent on the ground.
A cracked pair of glasses, one that could fit over the head of a smaller creature. His claw
carefully snapped it up so he could examine it closer, how it refracted the little bits of light that
shimmered in from outside through them. He couldn’t help but feel... something, a twist of heat
inside the dark, frigid expanse that swallowed up wherever his heart was. Something like glee.
A smile slowly came to his face, bending his muzzle unnaturally. The spectacles were crunched
in his claws, the sudden tightening sent shards up in the air, bouncing fragments off his tough
hide.

“Perhaps this has become less of... a mission, and more of a game... how I've lo~onged
for thisssss...”



Bright blue luminescent spectacles reflected the light of the massive screen before
Miasma as he observed its catalog of information. He tapped away on his massive set of keys,
not pulling his vision away for a moment. Glyphs danced about the screen in a flurry of colors,
all unrecognizable to the other observer in the room. Sylvester had snuck by after the fighting
calmed down, staring down the back of the scientist’'s head. That tiny Poipole kept up his typing,
until he glanced up at a new glyph. Some sort of grid map, with three blinking dots. He sighed,
his shoulders slumping down.

“I got good news, great news, and terrible news,” he revealed. “What'cha wanna hear
first?”

Sylvester’s ear twitched, his plump butt firmly pressed into the metal wall behind him.
“...Great news first. I'd prefer to be positive right now.”

“Well, we found Aspen.” Miasma pointed to a dot on the screen. “He’s honestly not too
far away in terms of travelling through an Ultra Wormhole. Only a couple light years in terms of
travel, as long as we can unravel the dimensional fold. That’s basically a few steps in
comparison!”

“That’s...wonderful, actually!” Sylv’s flat expression quickly changed to a smile, his arms
bouncing down to his tush’s sides. “So that means we can get him home, right?”

“Well that’'s what the good news is.” Miasma continued. “The Emera should be ready
shortly! If all else fails, Malorie could pull him out and bring him back here before returning
home.”

“So the bad news...?”

The grumbling and pained winces of a bandaged, limping Zangoose pulled Sylv’s
attention toward the front door. In hobbled Rory, his left leg and arm bandaged and leaning on a
crutch stuffed under his armpit. The Meowstic rushed over to the chubby mongoose with
concerned eyes, leaning on his crutch to help pull some of the weight off it and onto him.

Sylvester sighed, “Oh, Rory...I'm sorry | wasn’t there to help.”

“You were bringing other Pokémon to the inn,” Rory used his good claw to ruffle Sylv’s
head, “don’t worry about it. Amie did a good job though, at least until we see a proper medical
bay or a Comfey. Guess we’re gonna be sacked for a while...” He shifted his eyes back over to
the scientist. “So yeah. The bad news?”

Heavy breaths left Miasma'’s nostrils, before he finally choked out his thoughts. “A...An
energy signal I've only paired to ‘his’ is approaching our coordinates. It’s highly likely Malorie



and Aspen are gonna encounter him. I...I don’t think they can win. Even at their best, our foe
is...something else.”

“They don’t have to win.” Rory pulled himself closer.
Interested in Rory’s plan, Sylv leaned a little closer. “They don’t, do they?”

Rory smirked. “I think seeing that one Pokémon go through the portal gave me an idea.
You might have to change how your escape portal works, though...”

Chomp! Malorie set aside another plate on the nearby bedside dresser, practically licked
clean of its contents. After the battle with that lanky roach-like foe, the Mawile had been
refueling in Mayor Furret's bedroom, courtesy of him. She finished the last of his delectable
treats he’d baked, a simple set of sweet berry pies. It was practically lunch time and the guest
felt wonderful! The Mayor took the other empty tin and slotted it in with the other four, noting in
his personal mental library the little bump on the Mawile’s abdomen.

“I never would’ve thought someone in your position could cook.” Malorie slapped her
hand onto her belly, sticking her tongue out to the side. “Where’d you get the time to learn?”

The Mayor smiled, setting the dirty dishes aside to clean momentarily. “Back when | still
lived with my mother and father. | was admittedly worried | lost my touch!”

“Where’re your parents now?” Malorie wondered. “You still talk to them?”

“Oh, they’re in town actually.” the Mayor grinned. “My mother’s taken up painting Lake
Quaver every week, and my father still goes down to the mines. | keep telling him he’s well off,
but he just shakes his head and tells me a man needs his job to stay sane. It’s silly seeing a
Pawmot his size come home pitch-black covered in soot and still wearing his Rocky Helmet, but
| guess that’s just how much he values his job.”

Malorie curled a finger into her cheek. “You gotta take after him, I've not seen you sit
down since | woke up.”

The Furret chuckled, then hopped up onto the bed his guest occupied. He'd diligently
coil his noodly body around Malorie’s body. His head slid right onto her lap, his hat pushing the
Mawile’s chin up. “I'm sat down now, aren’t |?”

Him being particularly goofy had Malorie snickering. “Guess you are.”

The Mayor arched his head up so he could get a better look at his guest’s face. “Well,
how about your parents, then? What do they do for a living?”



Malorie looked away for a moment, contemplating something in her mind. She just
shrugged at her thoughts after an extended silence and let what she was thinking out. “Eh.
They’re busy back home running things.”

“Oh, your parents are also political officials?”
“Emperor and Empress, specifically.”

“My goodness, | didn’t know | was keeping such important company!” His little paw
reached up for his hat, before Malorie pressed her hand into it.

“C’mon, don’t be formal. I'm only a princess by title, | don’t really do much official work.
Besides, I'm not a princess here in your world.”

“Well, even before knowing your title, it's been an honor to assist you so far, and to have
you take refuge in our little side of the mountain. Perhaps we’ll get to meet again someday, I've
been adoring your company!”

Malorie’s eyes shift down to the Mayor, gently scratching her chin. “...Kinda blows we get
to meet and then never get to see each other again, doesn'’t it?”

“I think the exact opposite.” the Mayor slowly uncurls, slithering off the bed and onto the
floor. “It’s a blessing our worlds collided even for just this one moment. The memories we have
of each other will carry on, leaving our impact with the Pokémon we’ve met.”

“That’s...kind of beautiful, actually.” Malorie lurched up and smiled. “You're a sweet
talker, y’know that Mayor?”

“Oh, it comes natural to me.” the Mayor’s tail wagged. I just say what comes to the
heart, less so the mind.”

Shifting her body to dangle her feet off the bed, Malorie smirks. “You know, it...feels like
I've gotten to know you on a deep level, but | don’t even know your name.”

“What's a name, truly?” the Mayor smiled. “Plenty of Pokémon don’t go by their names.
To me, the role you serve and the Pokémon you're connected to are more important. I'm okay
with being remembered as Mayor Furret.”

A snicker escaped Malorie again. “I could just call you snuggle noodle.”
“‘Aww, that’s cute! If you so wish, but only you can call me that. And, well... as a gift for

crossing these paths across the fabric of all we know...” The Furret leaned in close, his breath
tickling Malorie’s ear, almost inaudible amid the blowing wind against the wall panelling.



Grinning in satisfaction, he slinked back. “There, my name. Only for you to know. It'll be our little
secret, come time, come sickness, come woe... though that’s a bit dramatic for one silly word,
huh?”

The two shared a hearty laugh together, a belly laugh that made their bodies tingle all
over. Why be sad they were about to be separated when they could relish in the moment now?
Even though their time together had just been a brief glimpse, both of them felt closer together
than any other Pokémon they’d met before. Maybe that’s why it was so easy for Malorie to come
out with the truth of her royal familial line, or the Mayor about his feelings on connection. Being
close was a crescendo of tenderness, one that light years couldn’t break, just put on pause- a
spark of something beyond rational understanding. Their laugh together was interrupted by the
door to the Mayor’s room creaking open. Behind the door stood the glasses-wearing Rona,
Amie behind her. The Weavile’s ears twitched when she saw Malorie so close to her boss, her
head turned to the hallway as she clicked her tongue in annoyance.

“She’s here.” she gestured, then pushed the massive wall of Gardevoir into the room.
The door KLOOMED shut behind her.

Amie glanced back to the doorway, then over to the others. “...Heh, she’s, um, kinda
assertive, isn’t she?”

The Mayor reluctantly brushed himself off and fixed his posture, unable to drop that
giddy smile from his face. “Welcome in! How’s the condition of Team Shonen and our mountain
protector?”

“‘Aw, Kannabi? She’s doing more of the treatment than | am, what with that kampo of
hers and all.” Amie chuckled. “She’ll be walking by this evening, but I'm pretty sure everybody’s
done with battles for now.”

“That’s not why you came in though, huh?” Malorie hopped off of bed. “...The Emera is
finished, isn’t it?”

“Yup.” Amie nodded. “Miasma expects you right away.”

Malorie sighed, then nodded. Being with the Mayor felt so right, but she was due home
soon enough. There was one thing she hadn’t done yet that would leave her satisfied for the
time being...she turned over to the Furret she’d been cuddled up with, then pecked him right on
the cheek. The Mayor’s tail curled up like a cinnamon roll, his cheeks dotted with pink flush
visible even through his fur.

The Mawile gave him a gentle pat on the chest. “This isn’t goodbye.” she promised.

Nodding in tandem, the Mayor returned the smooch by pecking her forehead. “We’'ll see
each other again soon!”



“Now...go make sure this town’s safe.” Malorie grinned, then turned to walk out with
Amie.

The nurse was just stunned by the display of affection, following Malorie along at her
own waddling pace. “Since...since when were you two a thing?!”

“I dunno.” Malorie shrugged. “Would saying ‘the moment | laid eyes on him’ be too
corny?”

The idle sounds of dishes scrubbing filled the massive kitchen of Lillith’s home. She had
to admit, she was still giddy about proposing to Pluto. Lavender and Chrysanthemum had taken
up to assisting in doing the dishes, both moving in motion with one another.

“I have to apologize about earlier,” Lillith remarked, “I genuinely thought you were going
to try to fight my fiance!”

“We understand.” Chrys droned out, intonation perfect and even. “It is only natural to
want to protect those you cherish most.”

Lavender nodded, placing a clean plate to their left from the wash basin. “We will do
better not to interfere in the future, designation-great-grandmother.”

“Please, call me Lillith!” The flattered Gardevoir insisted. “Or at the very least, Gigi would
work fine as a nickname.”

“Gi...gi?” Lavender struggled to comprehend.

Chuckling lightly, Lillith went back to washing dishes. “Just Lillith then. You two can pack
away food! | was fully expecting you to deny it.”

“Bio-organic fuel is a requirement for us as well,” Chrys explained, “without it, we run the
risk of being drained of our power.”

A heavy belch sounded out from behind one of the doorways. In floated Pluto, his
stomach hung past his knees, gurgling from the food he’d consumed. He plopped his butt down
onto the counter, exhausted carrying his meal in his belly while floating.

“Gosh, neither of us know when to stop, huh...” Pluto stuck out his tongue and sighed.
“Nnf...hey you two.”



“Greetings.” Chrys turned to look at Pluto. “You appear to be incapacitated and exhibiting
signs of increased melatonin production due to your engorged gastrointestinal trouble.”

Pluto pat his belly to force out a belch, still reeling from the family dinner. “Nnf...yeah,
that's what we like to call being stuffed. I'll work off the weight with a few wishes here and there.”

“Wishes?” Lavender’s body swiveled to match the direction of their head. “What do you
mean?”

“The best way to maintain my weight is to grant a ton of wishes, uses up tons of energy.”
Pluto explained. “I've pretty much been wish charity since Lillith gave me the freedom to grant
anything | want.”

“It does sound pleasurable, to be unshackled from your prerogative fate.” Chrys
remarked. “There are apologies to be made for our behavior earlier.”

Pluto threw his head back. “Water under the bridge...” He patted his hand into Lillith’s
soft, squishy ham of an upper arm, sinking deep enough that his whole arm could probably fit
without ever hitting muscle beneath. “Hey dear? Aspen wants to talk away from prying ears.”

“Oh! Where might he be?”

“Right here, ma.” Aspen stepped in after Pluto, having been eavesdropping on the group
the whole time.

“Allow us to continue the task of cleaning your porcelain ware,” Lavender assured Lillith.
“You two are free to have your conversation without guiding us in our task.”

Lillith swiveled over and smiled, pressing her fingers together. That smile, however,
would not last. After the two found a private spot in the house to converse, the weight of what
Aspen wanted to bring up weighed heavily on his mother. The dim evening light pouring into
Aspen’s room, blocked by his mother’s bulky frame made for a gloomy scene.

“What do you mean it happened again...?” she grimaced, head hung low. “Aspen...”

“It was only a moment.” He tried to soften the blow, hands raised defensively, “Amie and
the others, they shook me out of it.”

Lillith cupped her hand to her face, then curled it away into a fist. “You know the risks of
holding onto that Mega Stone without a looplet, or even without proper training. You'll hurt

yourself badly one day.”

“But_n



“No, Aspen!” Lillith scolded, the harsh lighting making her slight Murkrow’s feet beneath
her eyes seem so much more pronounced. “Do you remember what happened the first time you
underwent a rogue Mega Evolution? You nearly...” she took a deep breath, then exhaled. “I'm
sorry for yelling, you know I'm not used to it. | just...dear, | love you. You can do so much you
set your mind to, but keeping this Galladite is going to end up hurting you.”

“I'm getting better at controlling myself,” Aspen swore, “I can be like those Pokémon
who’re permanently Mega Evolved!”

Lillith sighed. “The difference between them and you is experience, dear. Experience
with their emotions, their power. |...” she slowly placed her free hand on his shoulder. “I want
you to find a looplet that can channel Mega Evolution.”

“Mom...

“I know how hard they are to come by, and how expensive one can be to be produced.”
continued Aspen’s mother, “Trust me, | had to work for mine. But you’ll find one. You just have to
keep delving into dungeons.”

“'m actually planning on getting one made.” Aspen revealed. “Remember that guy |
wrote to you about? The weird purple one? | think he might be able to make one.”

“I hope you’re correct then.” Lillith relented, then slowly pulled herself up. “Are...are you
sure you don’t want mine?”

Aspen shook his head. “I don’t wanna imagine the possibility of you being without it if
you needed it.”

Lillith took a deep breath, letting her shoulders bleed out the stress that had set them
stiff. “Thank you for telling me. It...it was rather mature of you to admit what happened. Now
please, go back downstairs and enjoy yourself. I'll be preparing dessert with Chrys and
Lavender.”

Her heavy steps distanced themselves from Aspen’s ears, the light rocking and creaking
of floorboards following suit. He sat there in his old room, unsure of himself and his path. He
cupped the Mega Stone in his hand and lifted it up to his eye, watching the orange evening
sunlight shimmer through...

How long was he out for this time? Aspen groaned awake, the softness of something
plush beneath him had anchored the Gallade back down to reality. He must’'ve been lost in his
memories again while he was out cold, thinking about that sobering conversation some weeks
ago. That tended to happen sometimes. It was the strangest, tingling sensation all around his



body...not of pain, but of the absence of pain. He arched his bad ankle back, only to find the
soreness and ache was completely gone. His arms felt fine, his shoulders felt great, his back
didn’t ache when he bent upward. He blacked out sometime before his Mega Evolution; this was
the first time in the day he could perceive anything since the battle. His eyes drifted over to a
nearby, faux-leather ebony seat. There sat the unfamiliar Meloetta who beat him, in her beret
and all. She tilted her head with a grin, one leg pulled up to her chest in a careful hug.

“Looks like his spell got you all patched up.” she gleamed. “Good morning. Or, good
afternoon, at this point.”

Aspen rubbed the side of his head and grumbled. “How’d the fight go?”

“Well, when you Mega Evolved, you went berserk.” Melody explained. “You were lucky |
was already running around when | spotted you. I've been trying to find a friend of mine all day.”
It was then she recognized her rudeness in not introducing herself. “Oh, I'm Melody, by the way.
Welcome to my home.”

“Aspen.” The Gallade nodded back, offering a hearty handshake and a smile. “You said
you were looking for your friend?”

A door swinging open cut off Aspen’s focus, his attention deviated to the silhouette of
that fire fox from earlier. “No sign of Malorie anywhere...” she griped.

Adjusting to the light, Aspen could better tell where he was and what his surroundings
looked like. It was...bizarre, to say the least. Walls made of glass overlooked the town up from a
grassy hill, what wasn’t glass had been smoothly painted over in sterile white, the room he was
in itself had that same matching white color scheme, accented by black furniture slid about in
very precise areas. The home almost felt too structured. Sure, he’d been in homes similar
before, but all of them had a more wooden, earthy tone to their interiors. The furniture itself
seemed so boxy, too. Not a single organic curve or shape, it was like he was in Miasma’s
anachronistic little home all over again! Aspen’s eyes soon drifted over to the market he was in
earlier, seeing all the tents bowled down into rubble.

“...shoot.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I'm sorry. | thought | had it under control this
time...”

“It's unfortunately not the first time something has been demolished in this town.” Melody
floated to his side, sure to place a tender hand on his shoulder. “We have methods in place for
easy, speedy repairs.”

Ignacia stepped up to Aspen’s side, turning her head up to him. “Your Mega Evolution
was something else to behold!” she complimented, bouncing merrily on her paw pads, “Those
shadows are so maijestic, I've never seen them on a Mega before. Are you positive you don’t
know us? You might be the alternate version of our friend.”



“Wait, huh?” Aspen kneeled down to Iggy’s eye level. “What do you mean shadows?”

“The shadows on your blades, the purple tinge of your horn and your eyes...” Ignacia
pressed her paws on Aspen’s chubby cheeks. “So mysterious! | can only appreciate it after the
fact...”

“...Huh.” Aspen pulled himself up. “Didn’t think | looked any different.”

“Mega Evolution tends to awaken sleeping genes inside you,” Melody mentioned,
“perhaps there’s some ghostly genes in you, too?”

Aspen rolled his arm, cracking some of the air bubbles in his joints. “You sure there’s
nothing | can’t do about fixing your marketplace?”

“‘Please, you’ve already been through enough already.” Melody chuckled. “Let’'s worry
about getting you home, which is what | assume Iggy’s here for?”

The Braixen yelped, then shifted her body away from Melody. “Really?! You have to call
me that in front of him?!”

Aspen snickered a little. “Why’re you complaining? Iggy’s a nice nickname.”

Her whole demeanor shifted upon Aspen’s comment. She leaned her head into his belly,
her snoot pressed up close to his navel. “Well, | guess you can be the exception to calling me
that...” She pulled away briefly, throwing the back of her paw up to her forehead. “Oh, if only we
could have more time together, my gallant blade, my heroic knight in soft, white armor! Our time
together has been so fleeting, but one day, I'm sure I'll get to meet you again...”

Sighing, Melody swished over to Aspen’s front. “Forgive her. She’s crazy for anyone with
a pulse.”

“I have high standards, you know!” Ignacia stomped her foot down, throwing her paws to
her sides. “I'm not just some floozy who goes from town to town snatching up hearts! I'm a
sophisticated girl with sophisticated tastes.”

Crossing her arms, Melody smirked. “Oh really? | suppose we should talk to your
ex-boyfriend then. You know, the Muk? The Lycanroc, maybe... or the Jolteon? Or maybe that
Rotom you had a fling with? Perhaps we need to bring up how you almost asked out Salem, you
know, Casia’s brother? And a Lampent?”

Stunned for something to say, Ignacia pushed her palms together in a prayer for mercy.
“...I plead the fifth, whatever that is.”



Aspen couldn’t stop himself from snickering. “You're like my mom.”

“I...WHAT?!” Ignacia blushed red. “How is my longing heart any bit similar to your
mother?!”

“She’s polyamorous.” he explained, “Multiple partners at the same time, though she
kinda settled for one guy a bit ago. | don’t think that’s gonna stop either of them from having
their own flings though. It’s not too abnormal from where I'm from- not common, but you see it
occasionally.”

“I hate to be rude, but Ignacia is also...unlucky, with love.” Melody brushed her hair
aside. “She doesn’t tend to stay in a relationship long. It's not usually messy, things just don’t
end up working out all the way.”

Aspen put his hands on his hips, then nodded to Iggy, patting her commiseratively on the
back of her paw. “Well, I'm sure you'll find your Prince Charming someday!”

Iggy clenched her fists tighter, cheeks puffing up in defiant passion... then took a deep
breath. “Oh well, your loss.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” Aspen tilted his head to the left in confusion.
The banter was broken up by the door shutting behind a new guest. Nary a scratch
seemed to mark Gwydion or his fur. In his left claw, he held a shimmering blue orb with white

stripes. His staff lay lax in his right.

“Wonderful, you're awake and alert.” Gwydion gently bowed his head to Aspen. “I took
the liberty of healing you myself once | could stand.”

“Heh, whatever medicine you did has me feeling like a million Poké!” Aspen stretched his
arms out. “Tell me the secret, | know a friend who'd love to hear about your herbs.”

Gwydion lifted his staff up in front of him. “My healing was no medicine. It was a simple
rejuvenation spell.”

That response stunned Aspen. “No kiddin’...”
“I come bearing good news.” Gwydion gave the three a sincere smile. “Your friend, the
Poipole? He has opened a small portal within Trill Tower’s interior. With the conclusion of this

orb’s creation, you will be able to traverse through the link between Ultra Space unharmed.”

“Oh, wow!” Aspen pumped his fist. “You met Miasma then? Did he say anything about
your friend you guys are missing?”



“‘He made mentions of Malorie.”
Melody wiped her brow with a mumbled ‘shew’. “Thank Arceus she’s okay...”

“It seems she’s been taking in the luxuries of your world, hasn’t she?” Ignacia
commented. ‘| hope that she hasn’t been trouble.”

“Come with me.” Gwydion requested. “Your return has been highly anticipated.”

Nodding, Aspen followed behind the Delphox with his head held high. His detour had
been fun, but he couldn’t wait to get back to where he belonged. Ignacia and Melody trail along,
the Braixen a little disappointed to see Aspen go, but from where Melody’s eyes glance to her
friend’s, she could tell she appreciated watching him leave- what with the wobbly backside and
broad hips. Back inside the tower, Aspen was reunited with his band around his forehead, pulled
tight to make sure it stuck on, same with his blue cape. He felt complete again, though he was
sure to check to see if his Mega Stone was still in his possession. He found it safely tucked
away in his cape’s knot. The swirl of the Ultra Wormhole, once a startling anomaly, now felt
comforting to the Gallade. He could make out the faint silhouettes of his friends further in
another tear, before he turned over to the group.

“I think your friend’s sending off to mine,” he remarked. “So...I should say my apologies
and goodbyes.”

“The damage you did while under duress can be undone.” Gwydion promised, placing
his claw on Aspen’s shoulder. “Take care of yourself, Aspen.”

“I...1 better see you again!” Ignacia demanded, sticking a finger into Aspen’s belly, and
nearly melting on the spot from how her claw sunk into his softness. “You were quite lovely to
have!”

“Take care of yourself.” Melody couldn’t help but chuckle as she pulled Ignacia back.
“Tell your friends Team Relic sends their regards, okay? I'm sure your team will send theirs as
well.”

“Right.” Aspen nodded. “Thanks for havin’ me. And uh...here’s to seeing you again
someday! Maybe!”

Shifting back to the wormhole, Aspen took a deep breath. He could feel the vortex’s calm
swirls pulling him in like a vacuum, millimeter by millimeter, a considerate but stern reminder to
return to where he belonged. With one exhale, he leapt right in, holding the orb given to him
under his arm.



The vortex within the wormhole was devoid of particular key sensations. Scents were
dimmed out, leaving the absence of fragrance in its wake. Sound reverberated from the
thousands of worlds the twisting highways of between-space connected to, leaving an echoed,
garbled mess in its wake. Light hummed and sizzled from the stripes that surrounded this tube,
and the various golden rings that shimmered from further off in the distance. It was all an
unusual place, one Aspen never fully grasped before. Through the portal from the other side
hopped Malorie, an Emera glowing blue and white in her looplet. She strode confidently toward
the Gallade, both of them finally face to face with each other. Malorie brushes her hand over her
mouth, grinning up at Aspen.

“You're the man of the hour, huh?” she ragged. “Aspen, the leader of Team Shonen.”

“And you must be the muscle of Team Relic.” Aspen chuckled. “It's been a bit since I've
seen a team that had all slim members.”

“I tend to keep us slim enough.” the Mawile bragged. “Kind of have to after the Glamtreat
Incident.”

Melody pulled herself through the ring her world was still connected to for a brief
moment. “Hey! That was one incident, and I've been good ever since!”

Snickering, Malorie waved over to Melody. “Missed you too, Mel.”

“Alright guys, no more funny business!” Miasma called out from his portal. Sylvester
watched on from behind the Poipole, Rory and Kannabi propped beside Amie for anchorage.
“‘He’s coming!”

“Yeah, | am.” Aspen joked. “No need to make it grim.”

“He’s not worried about you.” Malorie rolled her left shoulder, shifting to a methodical,
observant stance. “Your friend over there’s got some unfinished business with a guy.”

Ignacia raised her brow, then glanced up to Gwydion. “Master, did you know that...?”

“I was told to conceal the information from you two, so as to not worry you.” He
conceded. “Though | have the utmost confidence that those two are fully capable.”

“Just a few light years away now! | can’t close off his route to either world, so it's now or
never,” Miasma warned. “Get ready!”

The crackling of a jet stream came to a sudden halt, all sound seeming to fade away as
a figure suddenly loomed over both Pokémon.Armored from claw to stinger in dark,
venomous-looking plates of thick, draconic armor, with primarily silver spikes adorning his living
weapon of a body. The upper torso was small, arms thin with sharp three-digit claws. Its neck



hunched forward, its horned and protruding head illuminated by a bright blue visor on its face-
one that was revealed to be his eyes as each end of the glowing visor narrowed in some sick
satisfaction. His lower torso looked more akin to an oversized baster or medical injector, the
syringe stingers more akin to needles. Its wings beat strong, carrying this massive creature
easily.

“Mephitis...” Miasma shivered where he floated.

The tusks that covered his mouth swished back to reveal his maw, chittering and
grinding like steel. “You ssssstand in the way of snuffing out the last remnants of my world. A
ssssstain on my mind to finally be wiped clean.” The beast spoke in an odd tone- Aspen had
previously thought it was the faulty connection between worlds, but Mephitis’ speech halted and
began in strange intervals, hitting the wrong syllables hard while devoid of any emotion. It was
like a machine approximating what words were supposed to be used without any care for clarity.
“I highly advise your ssssssurrender, and guarantee your sssssafety, as well as your worlds.
This will be my only act of mercy.”

Aspen stomps his foot into the empty barrier of a floor, pulling his left fist back. “Heh, you
don’t scare me.”

“You don’t mess with my friends, from another world or not.” Malorie mirrored Aspen,
pulling her right arm back.

The radiant light of Mephitis’s pupilless eyes flashed briefly, lifting his arms into harsh
angles with claws spread. His neck whipped upward, his upper torso jerking around while he
belted out a grand, empty laugh, once again sounding like a guess at what normal laugh could
be. “Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!” He stopped laughing just as abruptly. “No matter. The feelings of
fools are no consequence to the jaws of eternity. That world | left behind, it's only one of many.
One vein of the river filled with the lifeblood of the universe. You are not ssssignificant to any
god that cares, so why struggle? Offering yourselves as shields to conceal the last stray of a
snuffed star. It doesn’t make ssssense.”

i

“We’re in space, buddy.” Aspen wiped his hand over his mouth. “Time isn’t a factor here.’

“On the contrary. It is imperative.” Mephitis’ neck dropped like a weight, hanging loosely
so he could stare directly into Aspen’s eyes. Through Aspen, in fact, seeing something in the
beat of his heart and the twitch of his muscles. “Both intersect and intertwine. Both fight for
dominance, leading to a balanced existence. Time enacts entropy on matter, while space makes
the material necessary for history to take place. Worlds crumble, age enacts, and those similar
to another fall the same way. | am the betrayal of time, the rewriting of the future. My life, my
purpose, to ascend beyond...evolution.”

“There it is.” Malorie chided. “Someone’s just jealous he didn’t find his Mega Evolution in
the stars.”



Mephitis’s visor-eyes flashed silver once again, the stardust-infused air shifting around
him as he slithered through plasmic nothingness. “Evolution beyond your understanding, in your
limited ability. While your world gluts, | have seen others starve for genetic exploration. Their
stunted growth sssssickens me, wallowing in their wasted potential, and their imperfections can
be seen everywhere | visit. It makes me want to...” Mephitis’ talons scraped along the armor
over his chest, digging the razor edges into his hard carapace and urgently digging away at
himself. “Want to tear myself apart from the inside, piece by piece, let my viscera splay itself
upon the plane of infinity... It is only in my nature to push the boundaries of evolution. To grasp
onto power untold, to sssssurpass that of your gods until | hold the key to all answers. If you
can’t see it...” Mephitis arched his upper body back, pointing his needle in the duo’s direction,
brandished like a sword. “Then you and your reflections are not worthy of existence!”

A beam coursing with ancient power blasted from the syringe, though its impact was
softened by Malorie simply stepping in the way. Most of its power dissipated and left her
unharmed, though she could feel the radiative blast linger on her, tingling her chest until her
opponent let up. This was no ordinary Dragon Pulse, the little tickle of damage alone was
enough for her to realize it. That was just a warning shot. The fighter wasted no time, her
Mawilite glittered while she encased herself in raw Mega Energy, breaking out once she fully
evolved. Up she launched herself in the strange gravity of the wormhole to meet her foe face to
face, her forehead shimmering to make contact with Mephitis. Just as her head appeared to
make contact, he disappeared in a tear of light that bled across Malorie’s vision. She
course-corrected her landing with a roll, while Mephitis extended his claw out in Aspen’s
direction.

Thinking quickly, the Gallade slashed his blade at him to send out a psionic slash in his
direction. Mephitis simply rolled through the air around the path of the roaring wave and collided
his venom-drenched claw into the meaty, soft abdomen of the Gallade. Aspen tumbled
backward, firmly planting his feet into the floor beneath him. Malorie charged over, leaping back
up into the air from below. The simple change in air flow was enough for her foe to recognize
her plan. Mephitis whipped around, the horn on his head glimmering brilliantly, sucking all light
from its surroundings for a moment. The combatant was struck in her jaw, stunned just briefly
enough to not notice the other brilliant glow, Mephitis’ abdomen. He propelled the fighter down
to the ground with an iron tailwhip, spiking her into the unseen glass below. Aspen roared,
jumping up to fling his fists up close, where neither of them could escape. His foe, without
looking, grabbed Aspen by the neck, sending a pulse of pure power along the conduit of his arm
and out through his palm into the Gallade’s throat. He was flung down to the ground, crying out
in pain.

“Wait,” Ignacia squinted. “Iron Tail, Smart Strike, X-Scissor, Dragon Pulse, and Poison
Jab...?”

The peanut gallery saw a venomous glob get thrown their way. A quick thinking barrier
spell from Ignacia’s end shielded a brunt of the damage. Mephitis’ voice crackled, colliding with



Malorie to fling her up into the air. Malorie’s eager jaw wrapped around the dragon’s stinger, only
for Mephitis to use the grapple as a fulcrum to send her straight down, bouncing as her back
slammed hard against the flat surface.

“I have evolved past the need for a limitation to my moves!” he declared. “My desire is
absolute!”

Gwydion covered Ignacia, holding his staff up in the air. “Cease your comments,” he
demanded, eyes trained in as the two fighters circled around their lethal foe. “They’re doing their
job out there.”

Malorie anticipated Mephitis colliding with her, her claws grabbing hold of his neck.
“Nngh, GOT you!” She’d sink both of her jaws into his noodly neck, an attack that made him
growl mockingly.

“Is that the breadth of your power? Your power makes me feel nothing.” He taunted,
slicing at Malorie’s jaws with spectral sets of claws.

The fighter hollered aloud, falling down onto her back. Aspen kept at it with slices into
the air, those same psionic cuts finally made contact. A move like that bubbled on Mephitis’
hide, yet it barely staggered him at all. Aspen glared, still swinging out hits. “You’re cheating!”

“No. You misunderstand my purpose.” The combatant swiveled his body in Aspen’s
direction, needles charging for another attack. “I've evolved.”

Energy pulled inward, particles heating and expanding at grand rates. The Gallade
hopped to his feet, outrunning what was to come. His ears reverberated at the sound of pure,
raw power splitting into atomic components, and-;

BORRORORO-FRII-I-I-1HI-H-1-1-11H!

The impact behind him almost threw Aspen off, the heat of intense light so concentrated
that it melted the theoretical walls of the wormhole, scorching his back, the force blowing his
cape forward. He soon rolled out of the way, anticipating his foe needing reprieve. That was
where he was wrong. His chest and shoulders were collided with at top speeds by a charging
attack that knocked the air out of his lungs. The collision itself felt like a miniature explosion! It
was an impact so catastrophic, Aspen was flung a good twenty to thirty feet in the other
direction. Amie stood up in shock, ready to intervene. Miasma just swung his hand toward her.

“You go in there, you're gonna get even more hurt! Scratch that, not hurt- disassembled!”
he griped, “l only made one Emera, and | don’t see a looplet on you!”

“But, Aspen’s...!l”



“No buts!” Miasma growled. “He’s used to getting knocked around, he’ll be fine!”

The Gallade pulled himself up, already weak from the constant onslaught. Malorie
quickly jumped in to take over, socking Mephitis on his side with a proper hook to his abdomen,
the shockwave resonant and meaty. Taking the opportunity, Aspen slashed more of those
psionic cuts through while his ally had the Naganadel distracted. Mephitis’s constant attacks had
him briefly recharging, the perfect opportunity to deal a flurry of blows. Quicker than they
thought, he shook off his stun to grasp Malorie by the necks of her jaws, clubbing her into
Aspen’s side. The Gallade clasped onto the Mega Mawile, both thrust back from the impact.
Miasma and Gwydion, meanwhile, took the information in with determined looks in their eyes.

“You should be thankful | find your lives unworthy of ending. You have the capacity to
grow enough to become a proper meal eventually.” Mephitis crowed, dark energy starting to lick
at his hide like flames as his enemies grew closer and closer to unconsciousness, “Otherwise |
would have ssssaved us all the trouble and killed you already.”

Grunting, Aspen pulled Malorie down to his side. He grasped at his cape, feeling the
desperate heat of his Mega Stone. He needed this power to beat foes like this. He needed to
use it to keep fighting. One Mega wasn’t enough, they...needed...

A sudden flash of beige and brown streaked past the two, colliding with the massive
beast that looked down upon them. A punch to the side had distracted the fiend for just enough
time, before the new challenger kicked off of his hide. Scooting in front of them, Mayor Furret
pulled himself up. He’d push Oran Berries into the mouths of the other challengers, rejuvenating
their strength considerably. Everyone else in their respective portals were stunned, not at his
intervention, but at his bravery.

“What... are you? Not even a combatant, a rodent slinking in filth and frass.” growled
Mephitis, largely unharmed by the Mayor’s surprise attack. “Do you presume yourself to be my
equal?”

The Mayor took some time to adjust his tie and hat. “I've been listening in, admittedly.”
He cleared his throat. “I know your troubles with Miasma are none of my business, and
personally, | find him to be quite a pest at times too.”

“Hey!”

“But there’s one thing | would never let happen. Not if | can help it.” He’d stance up,
shadow boxing the air. “ would never let anyone hurt my townsfolk without aiding them first. My
persistence to assist is so true, I've broken the boundaries of my learnable talents just to
effectively climb rocks. You're nothing to me.”

Mephitis arched his back upward, his thorax glimmering bright and true. He looked
almost disappointed. “As you are nothing to me.”



Down came another Iron Tail strike in the Mayor’s direction, though its collision never
met the Mayor. Malorie quickly blocked it with her jaws, biting right into the stinger to keep him in
place. Her eyes were fierce, yet focused. She would clench victory from this battle, no matter
the cost.

“Leave...my snuggle noodle...ALONE!”

She’d fling Mephitis back with a spin, and before he could coil himself back through the
air, Aspen was jumping in to strike another Psycho Cut into the beast’s hide. The healed fighters
had their third ally, who’d hop up and deal blows strong enough to shatter rocks in their wake.
Even a massive monster such as Mephitis had to admit, such force pulled his guard down.
Three combatants in such tight, dangerous space where he lacked the ability to fly as he
wished, were pulling his focus in multiple directions. Offensive strikes from before had turned to
defensive guards. Ones attempted to be pulled down by Aspen, ones struck into with Malorie’s
jaws, ones colliding with the Mayor’s raw strength. Collision after collision, the three worked to
whittle away at the incomprehensible stamina that their opponent carried. That tough hide,
those iron-hard needles and horns, they all seemed invincible before. Before Mephitis broke a
sweat, that was. They were realizing that in Mephitis’ fervor to devour Miasma, he had brought
himself into the worst possible stage for his powers. No space to fly, no range to utilize his most
horrific beams, no time for venom to take hold, and little momentum to build up his brutal speed.

All three’s attacks were halted by an impenetrable force field, their last strikes foiled.
When the barrier broke, all three were pummeled back down with another Iron Tail sweep. The
Mayor slinked back onto his feet, Malorie sliding into position, while Aspen tumbled onto his
back and clawed back up. All three of them bore witness to the rapid gathering of energy, the
crackling of air, even now with their regained confidence, hairs stood on their necks.

“Mal, left! Mayor, right!” Aspen commanded.

“You?” Malorie called out.

Aspen just grinned. “Right here.”

The Mayor and Malorie left Aspen, while the Gallade simply skidded backward.

BORRORORO-FRII-I-I-HHI-NI-1-I-H!

Just like the previous blast, its heat and power followed Aspen during his rush to escape
it. Each step was calculated, his straight line arching to the left. Malorie kept her eyes open for

when Mephitis would strike next. Once that hyper-powered beam ceased, she called out;

“NOW!!J



Gwydion from his vantage point swung his staff into the air, Miasma from his threw down
a lever. An unstable rift was split apart in the battle zone, not that Mephitis noticed. No, he was
much too focused on the easy target that was Aspen. At least, so he thought. He was thrown off
by the Mayor leaping on and climbing on top, dazing the monstrosity for just a moment.

“Cowards! Cantankerous wretches steeped in ignorance!” Mephitis howled, grabbing
Malorie by the jugular only to have his back struck with the Mayor’s heavy tail. The dragonic
alien grabbed the tail in exchange for the release of the Mawile, prepared to strike at his heart
with claws dripping ominous black fluid, until Gwydion’s spell knocked his hand away and
Aspen’s blade cleaved a gash in Mephitis’ tusk.

The monster’s trajectory was thrown off, he swerved and swiped in the air uncontrollably.
Malorie scooched beside Aspen, the Mayor propelled himself off the beast and slipped to the
Gallade’s right. All three pulled back their fists. The Mayor was first to collide his fuzzy little paw
into Mephitis’ left, jerking his head into Malorie’s brutal Brick Break chop to his right. With the
timing right, Aspen charged his knuckles straight into the abdomen of that nefarious Naganadel,
launching him and tumbling him backward. With enough of Gwydion’s magic, and Miasma’s
scientific knowledge, the two opened up a golden ring in the trajectory of the tumbling monster.
He swished right through and caught himself in the air. His roar echoed in a thousand different,
screaming voices while he charged back, reaching his claws out to grasp onto the edges of the
spatial trap. Even as the ring tried to close itself, Mephitis’ power... and something hot and ugly
deep in his chest, was keeping it pried open.

“‘MI-AS-MAAAAAA!” Mephitis crashed against the sides with all his might, arms shaking
intensely. “Always escaping me, never letting me rest! | cannot escape your existence for even a
moment, not even in my dreams! Pounding in my skull, | can... | can hear it! | need to stop you!
MIASSSSSMA!”

The group fell silent against the haunted screaming of their foe, one moment so terrifying
that every movement risked death, and now slamming against his confines in agony. Miasma'’s
voice echoed through the space. “... Mephitis. The day you disappeared, | was heartbroken. It
felt like everything was drabber without you around, nothing felt worth it. Food tasted bland,
sleep felt cold. And then when you came back... | don’t know what happened to you, but
something changed. You were broken, Mephi. Some deep, special part of you had shattered
and... and | think you were scared. Scared you couldn’t feel that anymore.” Mephitis’ roaring
grew louder and more desperate, claws starting to stain black as the heat of the trap wore on
him.

“I know you hate me, Mephitis. And | can never, ever forgive you for what you did. But
I've gotta ask... where’'s my Mephi? Is it too late to wish we could just... go back?” That
something that had been twisting in the otherworldly monster churned, a synesthetic sensation
long since lost to his understanding. It made him want to retch, it made him want to die. For a
moment, Mephitis could feel again... and it brought with it an exhausted sadness.



“...A fool's question. | don't regret it... | can't regret it. You’re right, | lost something in my
search for power. | don't know how to feel like that anymore, | don't know how to feel at all...
your mercy is lost on a beast who can only take." And Mephitis let go.

The portal snapped shut, zipping out of existence before the dragon’s dark urges
resurfaced, thousands upon millions upon billions of warped light years away from the others.
For a moment, the Poipole breathed a sigh of relief... and loss. There was that little tinge of him,
however, that had an iota of sympathy for his formal friend...that's when he saw the claws of the
Naganadel tear into thin air, splitting apart just barely enough. Team Shonen jumped back, while
Miasma just stared on, feeling an odd urge to cry luminescent tears.

A stiliness settled over the arena, proverbial dust settled. While power left Malorie’s body
and reverted her back, the Mayor cupped his paws over his face. One could tell from the green
tinge in his face that he was nauseous. Malorie pulled him into a hug, sighing lightly.

“You knew this’d happen,” she shook her head, “you didn’t have to do it anyway.”

“Heheh...can you blame someone for wanting a proper goodbye?” he chuckled.
“Mmph...though maybe this might not be the best time. My stomach is in knots.”

Miasma swished into the gap, then grabbed the Mayor by his ear. “Your body’s getting
blasted by the radiation inside Ultra Space, it's no wonder you feel sick!”

“‘How about you get well, huh?” Malorie brushed her head along the Mayor’s neck, then
gently let him go. “Just like you said, we’ll meet again.”

The Mayor lifted his paw up in celebration, a burbling, ghastly noise barely audible from
within his mouth. Thankfully, he was outside before he more than likely spilt his guts in a literal
sense. Aspen rolled his shoulder and chuckled, walking along back to his portal before he
kicked at something. On further examination, it seemed like a strange disc device, one he
might've seen in Miasma’s lab at some point. It had a strange, purple hue to it... He’d pick it up
briefly, then turn back to Malorie.

Cupping his hands together, Aspen called out to his ally. “How about next time, we train
against each other! One on one!”

Malorie turned around, smirking at him. “Sounds like a plan! See ya next time!”
The Mawile hopped back into her portal, where Ignacia was still in awe over a little
comment she made. Their portal slowly sealed itself shut, but the others could hear it plain as

day; “Snuggle noodle?! Did you fall in love with someone over there?!”

“Got a problem with that?” Malorie teased Ignacia back, before their world was cut off
from the highway between.



Never had the laboratory been so welcoming to the spunky Gallade. Amie’s warm
blubber was the first thing he felt, the fighter practically engulfed into a hug from a cloud.

“Welcome back!” She chirped out, her chest serving as butter-soft cushions for Aspen’s
head.

Sylv was quick to glomp onto Aspen’s leg, while the injured Rory and Kannabi greet
Aspen with their smiles. Chuckling, Aspen gently pried off the fat-assed feline and daintily

pushed himself off the massive wall of Gardeblubber.

‘I wasn’t gone for THAT long, was 1?” He’d jest, rubbing the back of his hair, “When were
you guys gonna tell me about the plan?”

“We figured you’d catch on.” Sylv explained. “To be fair, you did!”

Aspen ruffled his head. “Yeah, at the last second!”

Slipping back in through the open door was Miasma, who’'d swoosh over the crowd to
snatch a small vial. The rims of his bright blue eyes looked darker than normal. “Oop, sorry!

Gotta treat that acute radiation poisoning.”

Gently clutching his tie, Aspen pulled the tiny Poipole down. “Hey, before you go
anywhere...” he'd slip that dubious disc from his cape. “Ta-da!”

In shock, Miasma threw his glasses upward. “That...that's my-"

“Your archrival or whoever dropped it.” Aspen clarified. “Figured you’'d get more use out
of it than me, take it.”

“Uh...just leave it on my desk.” Miasma requested. “| gotta make sure the mayor doesn’t
puke his whole lunch up...”

“Oh, right.” Aspen clacked the device onto free space around the terminal. “Now...how
about we just take a break, huh? Let’s get everybody back to celebrating!”

The stupendous uproar of Team Shonen echoed about the metal box they were in, all of
them glad to be reunited with their leader again. Each one charged right out into the fresh cold
of Rhythm Town, the door snapping shut once the tail end of the line exited last.



Rhythm Town’s panic had settled for the time being. The crowds of onlookers had
slipped back outside with assurance of their safety in mind. Attractions spun and illuminated in
the dim streets and bordered outskirts. The scraps from earlier battles were in the midst of being
fixed by handymen miners, more than happy with assuring the community was safe and
operating just fine. Younglings played about in the streets again, elders watched on in the safety
of seats under canopies, everything felt back to the way it was earlier that morning. Save of
course for some other, distinct changes. Flocks of Pokémon gathered to the stage where the
Mayor once judged costumes, having recovered just enough from his illness to present one last
time in the day.

“...and though the battles were tremendous, these heroes stood in the face of danger
and fought valiantly against their foes. The last time they were here, it was simply a mission.
This time, they saved the day from beasts beyond our recognition. One among you may even
say ‘Ultra’ Beasts! Please, welcome on stage; Team Shonen, and our mountain protector
Kannabi!”

Rapturous glee filled the air, uproars of clapping and compliments showered the
advancing heroes. Rory and Kannabi could walk unassisted by crutches after all the hard work
Amie put in nursing them back to good health. All of them were adorned with light weighted
wreaths of winter flowers, pedals, and light sprinkles of snow just for comedic flair. Aspen went
on stage first, followed by Sylv, Amie, Rory, and Kannabi last. Everyone’s cheers grew louder
while Rona stepped out from behind the wooden facade. She held in her claws a chest for the
group to open, and they were quick to do so. Everyone got a chance to pull out what they
wanted, Kannabi yoinked a handful of gummies, Rory a clawful of Poké, Amie a few bottles of
precious effort-enhancing vitamins, Sylvester a few battle boosting items, while Aspen dug his
hand in last and fiddled around.

He was stunned silent. Looking back at him was a glossy ring. Grooves were etched into
the sides for marble gems to be slotted into, with one larger gem already filled in. There were
three rings of color to it, an outer sheen of an illuminative, ghostly aquamarine, which bordered
a darker green that encapsulated the darkest teal. He couldn’t believe it, even when Rona
slipped it over his right wrist. It clicked right into place, bending and forming around him as if it
were elastic. His eyes welted up, all his snarkiness had evaporated.

“l...I don’t deserve this.” He mumbled. “I...l was...”
“You saved a world from Ultra Beasts,” the Mayor shook Aspen’s free hand with a grin on
his face, “if anything, | should shower you with more than just this. And...well, you let me meet

Malorie.”

Grimacing, Rona snapped the box shut. “We should be thanking you. I'm so happy for
you.” she grit her teeth.



It felt so natural around his wrist, like it had always meant to be there. He wasted no time
in slotting his Mega Stone into one of the free grooves, feeling it click into place naturally. The
other four turned to their leader, radiant with jubilation. Aspen threw his arms around the Mayor
and shook him around, rattling him in an appreciative hug. When the Mayor was released, he
jumped toward his team and pulled them into a more than welcome group hug. Their laughter
overpowered their ears, nothing outside of their circle breaking their celebration at all. Aspen
pulled Amie’s head close, lifting Sylv into his free arm.

“You guys...you’re what makes me strong!” He cried, sounding one step away from
sobbing, “You’re what keeps me grounded! Fighting to get back to you guys...I love you all so
much!”

With the laughter and tackle-hugs back, the feeling was more than reciprocated.

When celebrations dimmed, when Pokémon calmed, when the joyous retired to their
lodgings, Team Shonen and friends had one last go around at an establishment that couldn’t
refuse big bellies of an altruistic team like them. The String Beat, nestled safely in between
downtown, kept its lantern light on and kitchens operating. The overly enthused Kricketune
owner hopped from spot to spot, working with his crew to bring plates out. The bigger bodied
ladies didn’t show just how much they’d been gorging on their bodies, but mainly through the
plates upon plates they stacked up and licked clean. The men of the team, however, all had
bellies that hung past their laps, gurgling happily with their half eaten contents. Aspen groaned
in delight, plopping down some of his shared earnings from the job. Even with a bright red belly,
he’d still chew idly on the leftovers. His mother taught him to never let a meal go unfinished,
even if that meant nearly popping. It taught him the proper appreciation of a good meal,
something that showed on his waistline. Rory and Sylv chuckled at each other in defeat,
pushing the rest of their food Aspen’s way. The Gallade paused mid-bite of a glazed ham leg,
blinking at the leftover scraps of buttered gravy mashed potatoes and casserole.

“You two are trying to keep me fat.” He'd joke, then push the plates closer.
“We just know you can finish it.” Rory slyly admitted.

Sylv, on the other hand, proudly patted that groaning belly of Aspen’s while kneading his
own gurgling gut. “Well, he might not be, but I'm trying to keep you fat.”

The Gallade couldn’t help but chuckle, tearing what little was left of the meat and
reaching over for the mashed potatoes. “Okay, but | think I’'m seriously keeping all this weight.”



“You’ve got a worse metabolism than | do.” Amie joked as she licked meat juice off her
chubby fingers, gently resting her knuckles on Aspen’s shoulder. He denied it, of course, but no
one could understand him through the mashed potatoes in his mouth.

Kannabi grinned at her friends’ gluttonous rampage, then leaned over the counter.
“Gosh, you guys must have an exciting job if this is your normal day to day experience.”

“Today was a once in a lifetime opportunity.” Sylv chimed in. “We got to see aliens, we
were celebrated...”

“You rode a rollercoaster.” Rory chipped in.

“The longer | can go without riding another, the better.” the Meowstic giggled, his bloated
furry belly glunking in agreement.

‘I mean, you guys get to meet so many Pokémon.” Kannabi butted back in. “You know,
maybe I...”

GWHOOOORRRBBBPPP-mmnf...

The stall was broken up by Aspen’s belch, who had added two messy plates to his
stockpile. How he somehow out-ate Amie was a genuine mystery. His belly shook and gurgled
while he spun himself around, using the table behind him to arch his back.

“When we get back to the guild,” he started, “let’s put in an order for bigger bunk beds...”

“THERE you are!”

The sound of a meek, yet upset voice broke through the air. An Abra with a Postmaster’s
cap swished up to Aspen, arms crossed in annoyance.

“You four haven'’t reported in for nearly a week!” He reprimanded, “We would have sent
out a rescue order for you to Megala!”

“Eheh...sorry.” Aspen gently lifted up his right wrist to show off his new looplet.
“Sidetracked...”

The Abra groaned, then rubbed his face in annoyance. “Very well. When you're ready
then, the four of you are to report back. And I'll be taking you, by the way, so no ordering any
rooms. If things weren’t so chaotic right now...”

“Wait,” Sylv turned to face the Abra, “chaotic?”

“It's better if we explain it back at the guild. Now, will you-”



“Would it, um...” Kannabi raised her right poncho sleeve up. “Would it be okay if Team
Shonen brought another team member?”

The other four stopped, then turned to Kannabi in unison. “You?!”

“But, aren’t you happy now that you’ve seen Rhythm Town again?”

“I don’t think we should rip you from your home.”

“You should stay here!”

“‘Don’t let us tear you away from home!”

The concerned phrases jumbled together, making it hard to parse who was saying what.
Kannabi just smiled and tilted her head. “No, it's okay, really. | got to meet a lot of Pokémon
today, and | want to keep meeting Pokémon in the future. If it's okay, I'd like to become an

official member of Team Shonen.”

Aspen took a beat, then sighed. He couldn’t hide his smile. “Well gang...someone’s
sharing a bunk bed with Kannabi.”

The leader’s belly let loose a low rumble, indicating something else on his mind. As if
responding, Sylvester, Rory, Kannabi, and Amie’s tummies all growled in tandem.

“...after our feast, okay?”



