Chapter 2
Theodore, the Mighty T

The ship landed in what looked to be a forest. The planet was beautiful regardless. Birds flew through the air with a blue sky above them. As they got ready to depart, Jason looked at Lire with concern.

“Lire… Are you sure you don’t want to take a rest? Your energy may be back, but your will might not be there yet,” Jason said as Lire shrugged.

“I can’t just sit here and do nothing… What if you guys get overwhelmed while I’m in here…? I wouldn’t be able to live with myself… Plus, we don’t know what these chipmunk piles are. It sounds like they attack in a group. So, you guys need me,” he said as Jason sighed.

“Alright. Just be careful. And, if you feel like you’re going to use your Golden Will, let me know. I’ll calm you down. We don’t need you out of commission,” he said as Blake opened the door.

“You guys ready? We need to get this underway!” he said as Jason and Lire nodded.

As they walked from their ship, the scent in the air was slightly musky. There was barely any sound in the forest. Only the leaves made a slight rustling noise as the breeze blew calmly through the air. Lire began sniffing the air, finding it…oddly addicting. His tail wagged as he sniffed.

 “Hmm… What the hell is that smell? It’s light…but funky,” Blake said as Lire hummed.

“Mmm…” he hummed quietly, moving a little more away from the other two.

Jason and Blake noticed that his speed was increasing a little, trying to keep up with him.

“Huh? Lire, you ok?” Jason said as he noticed movement in the bushes.

“Hehe…” a voice said in the bushes.

Jason and Blake looked around in confusion, but Lire kept going as the movement through the bushes grew louder. 

“L-Lire… Hey, something’s up. Lire?” he said as Lire’s tail began wagging.

“M…Musky…” Lire said in a blissful tone as another giggle could be heard.

“Musky? Uh oh… His nose is hooked on a scent…” Blake said as Jason sped up to him.

However, a chipmunk that looked like Theodore jumped between Jason and Lire, cutting him off. Another one jumped in front of Lire, grinning mischievously, causing him to stop.

“H-Huh?” Lire said, snapping out of his musk trance.

“You think I smell good? Hehe…” the one in front of Lire said, turning around and spreading his ass. “You can take a closer sniff…if you want… I’ll be gentle…”

Lire was a little confused as more Theodores jumped out of the bushes, surrounding the boys. Jason and Blake got into fighting stances as Lire blushed. The Theodore in front of him farted playfully.

“Oops… Excuse me…” it said cutely.

Lire tried his best to get into a fighting pose, smelling the pure musk in the air. The Theodore that farted giggled, seeing what Lire really want to do. He turned around, smacking his butt as he looked at Lire with a sly expression.

“Hehe, I’ll make sure to sit on your face when I beat you.”

“Lire, be careful!” Jason said as they began fighting the chipmunks.

Blake and Jason began punching the Theodores away. They noticed that the chipmunks attacked with their booties a lot, slamming the ground to shake it. Blake punted some away powerfully, while Jason used electricity to zap some away. Lire slashed some, but his strength wasn’t into it. Three Theodores surrounded him, but his slashes did little to nothing. The one in front of him giggled, turning around and shaking his ass.

“Come on… Don’t you want to touch it…?” he asked as Lire blushed.

“N…No…” Lire said, lowering his guard a bit.

A Theodore slammed Lire with his ass from behind, sending him flying forward, landing on his stomach. His sword flew out of his hand, and as he looked up, he was face to face with a Theodore’s big, musky ass. The Theodore smiled, pushing his ass on his face and shaking it powerfully.

“Hehe… There we go…” he said.

Lire murred weakly as a Theodore sat on his back, pinning him.

“G-Guys…” he said weakly as the Theodore on his back held Lire’s head with both his hands, keeping his head right on his ass.

The third Theodore giggled, eyeing Lire’s sword. He moved to it, sitting down on it and farting powerfully.

“Do you want me to fart, doggie?” the Theodore in front of him said cutely.

“P-Please…n-no…” Lire moaned.

“So…yes…?” he said as he spread his furry cheeks.

Jason finally beat enough of the Theodores to see Lire’s predicament.

“Lire! Oh no!” he said as he shot a thunderbolt at another one.

Two more Theodores blocked his path, grinning.

“Hehe… No interfering…” they said cutely.

Lire groaned as he tried to free himself. He could see a gold spark radiate on his fur, but he shook his head, wanting to hold back a bit. His Golden Will, while power, would leave him weak and unable to fight back. He didn’t want to be a liability… But because of this choice, the Theodore farted powerfully on his face, making Lire moan.

“N…Naah…!” Lire said as the Theodore on his back clawed his clothes, ripping them off completely.

Blake growled, hearing Lire’s moans as he punched one in the face.

“Damn, there’s a bunch of them! We need to help Lire!” he said as he threw a fireball at another.

The Theodores’ strategy was to keep the other two busy while Lire was losing steam.

“Hehe… Did you like it?” the Theodore in front of Lire said cutely, spreading its ass.

“I…I like…it…” Lire said shamefully, feeling his cock harden.

The Theodore’s fart was full-on musk. Natural, nutty musk that made Lire’s head swim. The three Theodores around him nodded to each other, grinning mischievously. The one on his back moved off, flipping Lire onto his back. Lire couldn’t move or resist… The gas was settling in his mind, making him docile. The Theodore in front of him stood over his face, hovering his large, chipmunk rump over his face.

“N…No… G…guys…!” Lire moaned in desperation as the Theodore chuckled.

“Lire!” Jason called out as the Theodore plopped down on Lire’s face powerfully, letting out a rippling, long fart.

Lire’s legs twitched as cum was shot into the air powerfully. His moans were a mixture of defeat and pleasure as his arms relaxed. The Theodore originally on his back snickered, moving to his cock and sitting down on it, letting it go in his asshole. Lire came again, struggling to keep his sanity. He slowly moved his arms, but they fell back down weakly. The third Theodore sat on his stomach, farting on his body directly, making it vibrate a bit. The three Theodores snickered, bouncing up and down on him to drain his resistance.

“Grr…! Enough!” Blake said as he lifted his arms into the air. “Jason, barrier!”

Jason nodded.

“Right!” he said as he summoned a blue barrier around himself.

Blake yelled as he shot powerful streams of flames out of his hands, pushing the Theodores back. He made sure to not hit the trees, but he sent a spiral of flames around himself, pushing most of the Theodores back. They were knocked out, except for the three on Lire. As Jason dropped the barrier, he used water magic to put out some straggling flames.

“Well, that was the least destructive Flame Spiral you’ve ever done… But it seemed to do the trick…” he said.

“I couldn’t afford to have it hurt Lire…even if he is pinned under those freaks! Now, let’s help him!” Blake said as suddenly, a Theodore jumped out of a bush, heading straight for Blake.

“Gotcha! Hehe!” he said as, suddenly, he was hit by a powerful thunderbolt in his forehead, sending him flying back into a tree, completely unconscious.

Blake rose an eyebrow, looking at Jason. Jason blew the smoke off his finger, smiling as he nodded to him.

“Huh… Nice shot!” Blake said as the two boys approached the three chipmunks pinning Lire.

As they approached, the Theodores didn’t react. They focused all their attention on Lire’s pleasure. The one on his face farted powerfully again, making Lire moan in fatigue as he filled the Theodore’s ass again, letting some slip out. The Theodores snickered, paying no mind to Jason and Blake.

“Um… Can you get off him?” Jason said, waving his hand in front of one of the Theodore’s faces.

They didn’t follow the hand movements or even respond. Their eyes were focused on Lire’s body only. They smiled as they constantly released gas, making the air around Lire musky and potent. Blake waved his hand into the air, trying to clear out the smell.

“Ugh… I’ll never understand how Lire’s into this sort of shit…” he said as Jason knelt by Lire.

“It’s fascinating… The Theodores have made a bubble, basically. Lire has disconnected from the outside world, but so have they… They want to fully immerse him in their pleasure, no matter what. This is good to know. Maybe we can look into weaknesses,” Jason said as Blake rolled his eyes.

“Do these fatasses really warrant all that time? I think it’s pretty simple.”

Blake walked to the one on Lire’s cock, pulling him off, seeming to snap the Theodore out of a trance.

“Huh…? What…?” he said as Blake punched it powerfully in the face, launching it into a tree. 

Jason touched the one on his stomach, softly electrocuting it to knock it out, kicking it of him. But before Blake could get to the one on Lire’s face, it let out another fart. Lire shot cum into the air, not even making a sound. Blake sighed, grabbing the Theodore by the tail, swinging it around before throwing it into a tree, breaking it in half. 

“There. Now, this foolishness is done…” he said as he looked down at Lire.

The boys could see Lire’s almost soulless eyes. The musk was still prevalent in his senses, but his body twitched weakly.

“Hmm… Lire’s body was working on its own, even giving into pleasure again and again while under him. But his eyes are so…dead… Lire? Can you hear me?” Jason said as Lire didn’t respond.

“He’s not even responding…? Dude, this is serious,” Blake said as he sat Lire up against a tree.

“Judging by what’s happened, this isn’t solely because of Lire’s fetish. I think if we were pinned under them, we’d end up the same way. Though, his fetish definitely worked against him. I’ll see if this works…” 

Jason stood in front of Lire, sending calming, blue waves towards Lire, making Lire’s body radiate a blue aura for a second. They could see the life beginning to return to Lire’s eyes as they widened a bit more. Lire blinked in confusion.

“Hey, Lire? You there, bro?” Blake said as Lire looked up at him.

“B-Blake…? What’s going on…!? And…aah!” Lire said, looking at his naked body. “Why am I naked!?”

Jason stopped the waves, moving to him.

“Lire, do you remember anything that has happened in the past 10 minutes?” Jason asked.

Lire pondered for a second, scratching his head.

“Um…we got off the ship… And…and… Ugh…” Lire said, shaking his head. “N-Nothing else…”

Blake’s eyes widened.

“Does that mean their musk enthralled Lire before we even came into contact with them?” Blake asked as Jason nodded.

“Seems so. Their scent works better on those that have a fetish for it. But to think it worked to an extreme degree like that is unheard of… Are you ok to walk, Lire?” Jason asked as Lire shot up.

“Yeah! Of course… I feel great!” Lire said happily as the other two looked at each other in confusion.

“You seem pretty energized… But the musk is still in the air… I wonder why it’s not affecting you…” Jason said as Blake eyed Lire’s limp cock.

“Hmm, Lire. When you were being attacked by those anthros on our planet, do you remember cumming?” he asked.

“No… I don’t think I did.”

Blake crossed his arms.

“Then that’s it,” he said as Jason rose an eyebrow.

“What do you mean, Blake?” Jason asked.

“Heh! Lire didn’t drain those bad boys after that incident. He was still horny! Maybe the gas works better on people who have the fetish…and are horny!” Blake said, cheering.

Lire looked at him in confusion.

“You’re really excited about this…aren’t you? Well, I’d have to agree, even though I don’t remember much. But, it makes sense…” Lire said as Jason nodded.

“Agreed. If we are attacked by anymore, make sure to release a bit afterward so it doesn’t build up,” Jason said as he heard a loud bang in the distance.

The boys looked into the direction of the sound, seeing buildings in the distance. They also noticed the sky getting darker as the sun set.

“I think we need to make our way over there. If we get stuck out here at night, you’ll both have to rely on me to guide you…” Lire said as the others nodded.

They began making their way through the forest, making sure to follow their surroundings. They saw plenty of chipmunk piles in the forest, with Theodores gassing and sitting on unknown anthros. Jason used his magic to blind as well as disable Lire’s eyes and nose.

“W-What the…!?” Lire said as Jason put his hands on Lire’s shoulders from behind, guiding him.

“Don’t worry. This is for your own good. As you said, we need to hurry!” Jason said as Blake ran forward, pushing through some bushes.

“Wow… Impressive…” Blake said as Jason and Lire caught up with him.

Jason was in awe as he saw what was ahead.

“Well, I guess we made it out of the forest…” Jason said as Lire looked around, still blinded.

“Hey! What do you mean!? What do you see!?” Lire said angrily as Jason undid the magic on Lire.

Lire was also in awe as he saw the city. It looked like a festival city. There weren’t many buildings, but they were bright. Strobe lights shined out from a well-lit dome, shining on the clouds in the semi-dark sky. As they walked forward, the amount of Theodores they saw decreased to nothing. As they walked through the grass, approaching the city doorway, they could see the forcefield closing off the area behind it. They could see through it, but it looked like three different worlds.

“So, this is what Simon was talking about…” Lire said as they stepped into the city.

Anthros were all over the place, living life like normal. Well, sort of normal. Firstly, everyone was naked. Men, women, everyone. Lots of restaurants lined the bright lights of the city. Jason saw a brochure, picking it up and reading it.

“Welcome to the city of Theoville, home of the…Mighty T?” Jason said in confusion.

“The Mighty T? What a lame name… What is he? Some sort of wrestler?” Blake said as Lire walked up to a wall, seeing a poster on it.

“Um… You’re not far off, Blake.”

The other two walked to Lire, seeing the poster. It had a picture of Theodore on it, but he was wearing a tight, green wrestling uniform. He even had a green mask that covered his ears and eyes, leaving the bottom half of his face unguarded. The bottom of the poster read, “The Mighty T! The strongest, and muskiest chipmunk in the universe! Try your luck in the ring!”

“Try your luck… Hmm… Does that mean wrestling?” Jason said as Blake laughed.

“Wrestling? Please! Someone that tubby can barely move his body!” Blake said confidently.

“Well, there’s gotta be a reason he keeps winning…” Lire said as Jason looked around.

Blake did as well, sighing.

“I know why. Look around. All these anthros are shrimpy. Weak. Pathetic when it comes to strength. Do you see any big muscle around?”

Lire looked around as well, nodding his head in agreement. There were plenty of people there…but…they didn’t look like fighter material.

“Yeah, I’d have to agree…” Jason said as Lire thought of something.

“Hey… Maybe there is a reward for defeating him! Like, a way to disable the forcefield!” Lire said as Blake and Jason nodded.

“Well, let’s go check it out. The stadium is over there,” Jason said, pointing to the building with a dome that they saw from earlier. 

The boys walked toward the stadium, but lots of eyes were on them. It didn’t help that Jason and Blake were the only ones wearing clothes, and Lire was associating with them.

“Are they from here…?” a female voice whispered.

“They might not be broken yet… But the Mighty T will fix that…” a male voice whispered in response.

They walked into the automatic doors of the stadium, seeing the bright white lobby. There were two, large double doors on each side of the circular room, with a ticket vendor worker at the counter. It was a female, swan-morph, wearing a green uniform, similar to a movie theater employee. The boys approached her, making her raise an eyebrow.

“Welcome to T Stadium… Um…how may I help you?” she asked.

“I’m here to challenge Fatty to a match,” Blake said bluntly as Lire facepalmed and Jason stepped forward, covering Blake’s mouth.

“What he meant to say is that he would like to challenge…the Mighty T to a wrestling match and he’d like to know how to do that…” Jason said as Blake rolled his eyes, moving Jason’s hand off his mouth.

“Hmm, well we usually don’t call them challengers. We like to use the word, volunteers. And the list is long. We’re looking at about a two-month wait to fight him. He’s a very busy chipmunk…” she said.

“Two months!?” Lire said. “That’s a little excessive… May we speak to him?”

The swan pointed, with her white wing, to a set of doors. 

“You can see if you can get a word with him in there… Though, I doubt it. He’s in a match right now…”

The boys nodded, thanking her for the information as they made their way to the doors, opening it. As they walked in, a large, dark auditorium was visible. The seats were lined with anthros of all shapes and sizes. It went deep too. But the smell…was potent. Musk filled the air, making all of their heads swim. Lights were only down by the ring.

“Lire… Are you gonna be ok in here…? This is pretty strong…” he said as Lire nodded.

“I’ll be fine…” he said, holding his breath in his nose.

“I think he’s down there… Let’s do this,” Blake said, hurrying down the stairs.

Lire and Blake followed, running down multiple flights of stairs, reaching the bottom section. The smell had only gotten stronger. As they looked, they saw an anthro monkey getting piledrived, ass-first by The Mighty T. He was slammed onto the ground roughly as Mighty T did a backflip, slamming down on the monkey’s face and farting loudly. The audience cheered out of their seats as cum shot from the monkey’s cock, high into the air. He tapped the mat three times, surrendering. Mighty T stood up, waving the air behind his ass tauntingly as he cheered. Audience members clapped and cheered for him, chanting his name repeatedly. A microphone was brought down from the ceiling, and he grabbed it, beginning to address the audience.

“And that’s another opponent down by my ass! He looks like he enjoyed it… How about you all!” he said as he pointed the microphone towards the audience.

“We love you, Mighty T!” a voice rang.

“Sit on my face, please!” a voice begged.

“Fart! Fart! Fart!” a group of voices began chanting.

The auditorium erupted into chanting about farting. The Mighty T chuckled as the three boys sighed.

“These people… They’re completely into it…” Lire said in a depressed tone.

“This is bad… How will we ever get the chance to speak to him…?” Jason said as Blake looked up, secretly flying up from them.

The chants grew louder and desperate as the Mighty T grinned, putting the microphone behind his uniform-covered ass, letting a loud one rip in it. It lasted for three seconds and was massive. The boys heard moans and cursing from the audience as the sound of hands and fingers pleasuring bodies could be heard. Cum shot out from some of the higher places, barely missing Lire and Jason.

“Aah!” Lire said.

“Hey, watch where you shoot!” Jason said as the Mighty T finally noticed them, approaching the side of the ring.

“Well, do we have some diehard fans? I don’t think I’ve seen you around before… And you should know, Mr. Mouse, that clothes are banned on the premises…” he said as he snapped his fingers.

Two Theodores came out from under the ring, surprising the two boys. They grabbed Jason’s clothes, ripping them off and eating them. They then ran back under the ring, all in a matter of five seconds. The audience laughed at them as Jason blushed, covering himself in embarrassment.

“W-What…!?” Jason said as Mighty T chuckled.

“The audience is pretty hyped up, and I’m in a really good mood. Not many anthros have the courage to approach the ring… What do you guys want? One stiff? Or would you rather me rip one right in your face?” he asked as Lire’s cock twitched, hardening as he blushed.

“U-Um…! W-We’re here to…!” Lire said in a flustered tone.

“L-Lire, calm down…” Jason said as Mighty T chuckled, snapping his fingers again.

Two Theodores popped out again, grabbing Lire’s arms and pulling him right next to the ropes. Lire tried to struggle, but their grip was firm.

“H-Hey…! Let…me go…!” he said.

The Mighty T moved the mic back in front of his face, beginning to speak.

“Looks like we’ve got a new face in the stadium… From what I hear, his name is Lire! And he’s gonna get a big fart right in his shy, needy face! Everyone cheer for the newbie!” he said.

“Lire! Lire! Lire!” the crowd chanted as Jason was shocked at their submissiveness. 

{They follow whatever this guy says… This is nuts…!} he thought.

The cameras were pointed to Lire’s flustered face as Mighty T pressed his ass against the ropes, directly on Lire’s muzzle. Lire moaned loudly from the pure scent of the uniform. It was super sweaty, super musky and super warm. It made his cock hard immediately, and his struggling ceased.

“Begin the countdown! I’ve got a big one for my special fan!” Mighty T said as he placed the microphone on the ground, clenching his fists and tilting forward a bit, gritting his teeth.

“C-Countdown…!?” Lire said as Jason hesitated to assist.

“I can’t make a scene… We’d be overwhelmed here… Shit…!”

“Five! Four! Three! Two! One!” the audience chanted slowly as the Mighty T sighed blissfully, farting massively on Lire’s face

The Theodores held him tight as his face was blasted with powerful gas. He came powerfully, panting happily as he felt other Theodores under the ring accepting his seed. Even Jason came a bit from the smell, getting the attention of the Mighty T. He snapped his fingers again, and two more Theodores came from under the ring, grabbing Jason, moving him right next to Lire. They both were behind the Mighty T’s ass, shamefully sniffing it.

“I…I can’t control…myself…! Aah… Haah…!” Jason said as Lire moaned.

“N…Neither can…I…!” Lire said.

Mighty T picked up the microphone, continuing to rub his sweaty uniformed ass on their faces.

“Look at those smiles! I think they’re into it… One more?” Might T asked as he again pointed the microphone to the audience.

“One more! One more! One more!” the audience chanted while cum flew down again, even getting on the backs of Jason and Lire.

“Aah… Please…no…” Jason said.

“W-where's…Blake…!?” Lire said as the Mighty T rubbed his ass hard on both of them.

He put his mic down, looking at the Theodores. 

“Make sure their noses are right on my crack… This is spectacular for ratings. And as for you two… Thanks for doing this… I’ll make sure you are completely satisfied with this one. Open their mouths…” Mighty T said.

One Theodore held Jason’s mouth open, but as the other went for Lire’s, he simply opened his mouth himself. The Mighty T chuckled, picking up the mic again.

“Look at these faces… Pure love for their hero! I think it’s time for the… BIG. T. BOMB!” he announced.

“Big T Bomb! Big T Bomb!” the audience yelled, going crazy in their seats.

Mighty T snapped his finger, and one more Theodore came out from under the ring, grabbing the microphone and kneeling in between the two boys, putting the mic right under the boy’s faces, and the Mighty T’s ass. Mighty T rubbed his stomach, making it radiate green for a second. He grinned as he gained a green aura.

“J…Jason… We’re…gonna…cum…” Lire said weakly as Jason moaned.

“I…guess so… Just relax… No point in fighting… They already have us… Blake…where are you…?” Jason said as the boys began licking his uniform, loving the musky taste of his sweat.

The Mighty T chuckled as he smacked his ass, using his other hand to begin his own countdown. He held up three fingers.

“Three!” the audience yelled.

It went down to two.

“Two!”

One finger remained. Lire and Jason moaned again as pre leaked from their cocks.

“One!”

The Mighty T grunted as he lowered the back of his uniform, blasting the two boys with powerful, green gas from his bare, chipmunk ass. The room was filled with a greenish haze as his gas persisted. The loud noise radiated even outside, making others jack off too. It lasted for five seconds straight, making everyone in the audience cum on the spot. As he stopped, he pulled up his uniform and turned to the two boys. Lire and Jason’s faces were in complete awe as their nostrils and mouths were pelted with gas. They could barely formulate sentences. Their cocks leaked cum like a fountain as the Theodores under them consumed their combined seed. The Theodores holding them smiled lewdly, giggling as they saw the boys’ legs shaking.

“A-Aah…!” Jason said.

“N…aah…” Lire said.

The Mighty T chuckled, nodding to the other Theodores. They let them go, and Lire and Jason fell to their knees weakly, completely drained and docile. Two Theodores who were licking up their seed crawled to them, hugging and making out with them, making sure they put their hands on their large, chipmunk rumps. The one holding the microphone handed it back to the Mighty T.

“I can see that our audience loved it, but how about our lucky fans? How was a direct, Big T. Bomb?” he asked, putting the mic in Jason’s face.

“So…strong…” he moaned as he was kissed powerfully by the Theodore.

“And you?” he said, pointing the mic towards Lire.

“So…musky…” Lire said weakly as Mighty T saw the look of need in his eye. 

One of the cameras zoomed in on Lire’s face as the Mighty T began talking.

“See? This is what I live for… Seeing the pure pleasure on a fan’s face makes me the happiest chipmunk ever… But this face is one of pure love,” he said as he reached into his uniform, grabbing a set of badges attached to a green strap.

He held them behind him, farting hard on them before tossing them to the boys.

“Welcome to the front row section. You’ll both love the seats… They’re on my side of the ring… Where I let out gas while I stretch or take breaks…” he said.

The Theodore on Lire grabbed one of the badges, moving it in front of Lire, letting them both sniff it powerfully. They sniffed it like a couple sniffing a candle at a moonlight dinner. Lire smiled in pure bliss as he even licked the badge, making the Theodore giggle. The gas began to clear out a bit as well. The Mighty T giggled at Lire and the other Theodore, motioning them over to the edge. The Theodore with Lire quickly pulled him over to the edge, rubbing his head as the Mighty T grinned down at them.

“All these faces in the stands are so lust-driven and horny, but you have a face that is pure bliss. You really want nothing more than to be engulfed in my scent, huh?” he said, putting the microphone next to Lire to let him speak.

“Y…Yes… I…love your smell…more than any other person in here… It is the smell…of a true…king…” Lire moaned as Jason groaned.

“L…Lire…no…” he said as the Theodore on him began kissing him, silencing his attempts to reach Lire.

“Your compliment has hit me right here, Lire. And the way your tail wags is oddly relieving. Let me ask…do you want a Big T. Bomb…right in your mouth, to really push you over the edge and break you? Seeing you so happy makes me happy too.”

“F…Finish me…off… Break…me…” Lire moaned in a defeated tone as the Theodore next to him chuckled, using his paws to open Lire’s mouth.

“Heh… Good. But this one will be special, for my special fan. Lay him up here…” he said as the Theodore nodded.

Jason reached out for him, but the Theodore on him held his arm down, farting to relax him.

{Damn… My body is so…weak… But at this rate…Lire will be broken…} Jason thought as Lire was laid down onto the ring, right behind the ropes the Mighty T was on.

The Mighty T climbed onto the top rope, pulling off the bottom half of his uniform and tossing it next to Lire. He began speaking in the mic as the other Theodore moved off the ring.

“Lire has decided to not only accept me into his life but into his heart as well. While you all in the audience adore me, Lire here craves me! He hungers to be a broken fan! And break him I shall! Should I break him? Let’s hear it, people!”

“Break him! Break him! Break him!” the audience chanted as the Mighty T snickered, looking back at him.

“Looks like you’re gonna be broken, Lire… I’ll use my best technique on you…and unlike most of my opponents, you’re gonna get it raw and straight from my bare ass! It’s time for another…BIG T. BOMB!”

The Mighty T swiveled his ass repeatedly as Lire relaxed, opening his mouth submissively. The Mighty T chuckled as he rubbed his stomach, making it glow green again.

“It’s time to break him! Here goes!” the Mighty T said, jumping high into the air gracefully.

“Mighty T! Mighty T! Mighty T!” the audience chanted. 

{Lire…} Jason thought as he moaned.

The Mighty T flipped several times into the air, snickering as the glow moved from his stomach to his ass. He then stopped flipping, coming down fast and hard, ass-first. He slammed down, causing the entire stadium to shake. His ass cradled Lire’s head softly as his asshole was right over his mouth. Lire put his hands on the Mighty T’s thighs. He chuckled as he rested his hands on Lire’s, grunting as he released a massive, loud, mind-crippling fart right in Lire’s gullet. Cum shot up into the air as Lire orgasmed, feeling every sense in his body submit. His body was filled with the extra-musky gas from his ass. Even a moan used too much energy for him. The Mighty T chuckled as he wiggled his ass, seeing the cum shooting from Lire’s cock.

“Heh, looks like he’s completely gone. He’s a permanent fan now…” he said as he rubbed Lire’s hands, grinding his ass down on Lire’s face.

He lifted his ass up, slamming down on Lire’s face powerfully, causing more cum to shoot out of his cock. Lire finally let out a moan, licking deep in the Mighty T’s asshole. The Mighty T chuckled as he got off Lire, looking down at his drained, broken face. His pupils were lifeless as he panted happily. He grabbed Lire by his arm, slightly dragging him to the edge of the ring. The Theodore that originally put him there grabbed him, moving him back next to Jason.

“I’m always happy to break someone in. Nothing about his old life matters anymore, I bet. I’ve always needed a personal ass-worshipper. Maybe your friend wants to be broken in too! Haha!” he said, grinning at Jason.

Jason weakly shook his head as the Theodore stopped kissing him, giggling playfully.

“N-No… Please…” he said weakly as the Mighty T chuckled.

“Aw, don’t be shy… It’ll be quick and painless… Lire seemed to like it…” he said, chuckling mischievously. 

“Hey! Fatty!” a blunt voice rang in the speakers.

The audience looked around, as well as the Mighty T.

“Fatty…? Who dares!?” he said as Blake, garbed in a red wrestler’s uniform and wearing a nose plug, flew down from the roof, holding a mic.

Jason and Lire see Blake dressed up, but the Theodores regain their attention. Lire hugs his Theodore as they fall to his back, slurping each other’s tongues. The Theodore even farted on his cock as they kissed, making him cum again.

“The Mighty T!? What a joke! Blake, of the Light Order, will crush you!” he said as the Mighty T frowned.

“Blake…!? Simon told me that you called me a fatass! Now I get to see your face!” he said as Blake chuckled.

“That’s right, fool! Myself, Lire and Jason are here to defeat you! And I will be challenging you to a wrestling match, right guys?” Blake said, looking over to them.

He looked shocked as he saw Jason and Lire, surrounded in puddles of cum and making out with Theodores. Mighty T grinned as he looked at him.

“Ah, so these are your friends…? That’s why the mouse was wearing clothes… Heh…” he said as he snapped his fingers.

The Theodore on Jason got off him, leaving him sitting on his ass in a drained, horny heap. The one on Lire smiled, licking Lire’s face from bottom to top before moving off him, crawling back under the ring. Lire relaxed on his back, looking up at the dark ceiling.

“Heh, they didn’t seem like they wanted to fight back… Are you sure they’re with you…? Especially the doggie… He let me break him…” he asked sarcastically.

“Of course they are! Your…smelly gas just drained them, that’s all! They are ready to…um…assist and cheer me on as I beat your ass!” he said as the Mighty T laughed.

The audience laughed as well, annoying Blake. He summoned a fireball in his hand, silencing the crowd, and even Mighty T.

“Did I say something funny?” he asked coldly.

“Heh. No. But, you can’t just waltz in and challenge me. There’s a line… But…I want to embarrass you in front of these people… Alright. Tomorrow, we will hold a bracket. You will face off against 5 opponents, and then you’ll have your shot to beat me. But…heh…there’s a catch.”

“And that is?”

“If you lose any of your matches…including against me, you’re gonna get piled on… These Theodores under me hate being called fat…and I share their resentment of the word. And your friends will have a chance to fight…or…judging by their happy faces, they’ll submit to the pile as well.”

“And if I win…you disable the forcefield!” Blake demanded, pointing to him.

“Deal. Tomorrow at 10 a.m. Be prepared to fall to this ass, Blake,” he said as audience members began leaving, seeing that the event was ending.

Blake threw the microphone down, running to Jason and Lire. 

“Guys…!? What the hell happened!?” he asked.

“Y-You…ditched us…for a uniform…” Jason said weakly, barely able to stand as his legs wobbled.

“Well, I didn’t think he had this in mind! I thought he wouldn’t see you… Can you use magic?” he asked as Jason nodded.

“I…I can try…” Jason said as he began emitting the blue waves on himself.

As Blake and Jason focused on that, Lire weakly sat up, seeing the musky badge still next to him. The Mighty T looked as Lire sniffed the badge hungrily, wanting to get every ounce of musk off it.

“You love me, don’t you Lire? You love me and my perfect, thick booty…” the Mighty T asked as Blake reacted.

“Lire, don’t answer that question!”

Lire giggled, nodding his head.

“I love farts…and chipmunk ass…! Hehe…! Your booty smells so good…! Goodie! Hehe…” he said drunkenly.

Jason cleared his mind with the magic, finally returning to normal, but still feeling a bit fatigued. Mighty T snickered as he turned around, smacking his ass.

“You can keep the badge…or…you can follow this ass… I’ll make sure you love every second with me… You belong under this ass,” Mighty T said, swiveling his ass in the air.

Lire’s eyes widened as his mouth watered. He was about to run towards him, but Blake pounced on him, holding him tight.

“Jason! Calm him down!” Blake said as Jason slowly walked over.

Lire growled ferally, reaching out for the Mighty T. But Blake tightened his grip, not letting him run away. Jason began using the waves again, trying to calm Lire down. The Mighty T chuckled, farting in the air before waving.

“Well, I guess your friends want you to stay… Oh well… See you all tomorrow. Your final days of fresh air… Hehe…” he said, jumping out of the ring, heading back towards a set of black doors.

Lire growled, gritting his teeth as a dark spark radiated off him.

“U-Um…! Jason…! I think Lire’s gonna go berserk…!” Blake said as Jason noticed it too.

“No… No, no no…!” Jason said, pushing himself to increase the calming power.

Lire roared as dark energy radiated off him powerfully, shocking Blake.

“Aah…!” he grunted, loosening his grip.

Lire broke free, floating in the air and growling. Horns grew from his head as his fur darkened and red striped formed all over his body. The Mighty T hadn’t left yet but was in awe as Lire transformed into his lust demon form.

“I…I want gas! I wanna sniff all the chipmunks' booties! I wanna be his broken pet! I…I…!” he said as the energy discharge stopped.

His body returned to his normal, non-demon form as he lost consciousness, falling to the floor weakly. It seemed that his outburst pushed his energy usage too far. Blake and Jason ran to him, seeing that he was still breathing.

“He’s just sleeping… Thank goodness…” Blake said as Jason sighed.

“But now what? Where are we going to go? He needs a bed, as do we all…” he said as a badge was thrown over, hitting Blake in the face.

“Ow! What the…?” Blake said as he picked up the badge, seeing that it read, “Hotel Pass.” 

“For a hotel? I guess Mighty T is playing fair…for now,” Jason said as Blake picked Lire up, carrying him in his arms.

“Well, I guess we have to trust him, I guess… He seems keen on making me pay… Heh,” Blake said as the boys began walking up the stairs.

Lire rested in Blake’s arms, smiling a bit as they walked out of the doubles doors, reaching the lobby. The swan worker was still there, and Jason approached her.

“Excuse me. Where is the hotel?” he asked as she pointed out the front door.

“Right across the street.”

Jason thanked her as the boys walked out of the lobby, heading outside to see the large hotel in front of them. The scowls they garnered were many. The public had a distaste for them. Blake shrugged it off, but Jason took it all to heart. One female anthro cat approached them.

“Mighty T wasted his gas on you!” she said, pointing to Jason.

“M-Me…!? Why only me!?” he asked.

“He’s sleeping in pure, musky bliss right now! He’s a good, broken follower of the Mighty T! He loved every second! You were just brought to cumming because no one resists the Mighty T’s gas!” she said angrily as Blake shoved her out of the way.

“Outta our way. We need to rest up so we can snap you all out of it,” Blake said as Jason sighed.

They walked into the lobby, seeing the luxurious hotel inside. Gold statues of the Mighty T littered the quiet lobby. Most were statues of him slapping his ass, or just and ass-centric view of him in general. They walked to the counter, approaching the large gorilla employee.

“Hello. How may…oh? You three,” he said as Blake rolled his eyes, putting the hotel pass down in front of him.

“Shut up, and give us the room keys,” Blake said.

As the gorilla looked over the pass, Jason frowned.

“Blake, please… We don’t need any more enemies…” he said as Blake sighed.

“They already hate us, Jason! It’s fine!”

The gorilla sniffed the pass, confusing the two boys as he turned to them in pure amazement.

“W-Was this pass…touched and farted on by the legendary Mighty T!?” he asked.

“How the hell should we know!? He just gave it to us!” Blake said as the gorilla smiled.

“Ooh… He touched it… He probably had it on the inside of his uniform… It smells just like the musky scent he’d have… Perfect…” he said blissfully as he pulled out three room keys, handing them to Blake. “Enjoy the presidential suite… 12th floor.” 

He began sniffing the badge hard as Blake rolled his eyes, walking to the elevator with the keys in hand. 

“Presidential suite? Wow. He really wanted us to get some luxury…” Jason said as Blake tapped the up button.

“Hmph. Hopefully, it has some grub. Don’t presidential suites usually come with food?” Blake said as the elevator door opened.

“Sometimes…” 

As they stepped in, Jason pressed the 12th-floor button. The doors closed, letting them hear the chipmunk elevator music inside. To drown it out, they began talking about Lire.

“What are we gonna do about him, dude. If he goes out of control, he’ll fall into enemy hands. This is only the first of these fuckers…” Blake said as Jason nodded.

“It’s only because of the method of attack… If it were literally any other kink, he’d stand a chance… But he has an interest in the chipmunks themselves…plus the kink. Do you remember what his demon form said…?”

“Yeah. He wants to sniff ALL the chipmunk booties… I think Lire needs to take a break. Maybe his willpower still isn’t fully up yet. I’m sure these chipmunks keep knocking it down. But, how will we break it to him? He’s not one to just sit there and accept that he’s holding us back a bit.”

“Right… Hmm, I’ll talk to him when he wakes up,” Jason said as the elevator reached the 12th floor.

As the doors opened, an elk butler could be seen waiting by a large set of double doors. They walked forward as the butler bowed. 

“Blake, Jason and Lire, I presume? Welcome to the presidential suite of the T Hotel.”

“Um… Hello.” Jason said as the butler held out his hand.

“Room keys, sirs?” he asked.

Blake handed him the keys as the butler turned around, unlocking each lock. He opened the doors, and Blake and Jason were in awe at the room. It was a large living room with an enclave. A large flat screen was inside, as well as a spread of food on the table. Dumplings, meat, spinach, and pastries were only a few things present.

“Woah! Awesome!” Blake said.

“The Mighty T spared no expense on making sure his guests were treated with maximum luxury. The bedrooms are on the left, and the bathroom is on the right. Let me know if you need anything else, or if I can be of service…” he said as he walked out of the room, gripping both doorknobs as he began closing the door. “Enjoy yourselves…”

Blake handed Lire to Jason as he quickly moved to the table, licking his lips.

“You handle Lire. I’m starving…!” Blake said as Jason felt his stomach rumble.

“Strangely… So am I. I usually never get this hungry…but…I also feel like I need to shower. Ugh…” Jason said as he walked towards one of the bedrooms, opening the door.

He noticed the slightly musky smell in the room. Jason looked to the side of the door, seeing a perfume spritzer. But instead of perfume written on the bottle, it said: “Enjoy the scent of gas from the legendary Mighty T.” Jason rolled his eyes as he walked to the queen-sized bed, putting Lire down on it softly. The light wasn’t on in there, but moonlight lit the room enough.

{We still don’t have any clothes… I guess we’re stuck like this…} Jason thought as he moved to the perfume spritzer, turning it off.

He walked to the window, seeing the full moon shining through the room. He cracked it open a bit to air out the room. As he did that, Lire made a soft sound, beginning to come to. 

“Hmm…? Ugh…Jason…?” Lire said as Jason sighed, turning to him.

“Hello, Lire. You feelin’ okay?” he said, sitting next to him on the bed.

Lire sat up, pouting angrily as he turned his head away.

“I… It happened again, didn’t it…?” Lire said as Jason nodded. “I feel the dark essence inside me… It’s warm…” 

“Yeah. You did go a little berserk. But it was only for a second. Then you passed out.”

Lire sighed as his tail wagged weakly.

“I’m sorry… I’ll try to do better tomorrow. I just need to…work on my control.”

“Lire… Um…” Jason said hesitantly as Lire glared at him.

“Don’t you dare say it, Jason.”

Jason was surprised by his serious tone but looked at him seriously as well.

“Lire, if you can’t control yourself, you’ll be dead weight when we fight! You just need to…slow down and work on your will. Ever since you used your Golden Will, your willpower has been shaky.”

“I’m just trying to get a firm grip on it! You don’t need to baby me…!” Lire said angrily.

“Oh? Then why did your demon form say that you wanted to sniff all the chipmunk booties! ALL of them, Lire! That’s serious!”

Lire blushed and looked down shamefully.

“I’m trying my best…” he said sadly as Jason put a hand on his shoulder.

“I know you are, Lire. I know. I remember you hesitating. You didn’t just throw yourself into him. You tried struggling. Hell, both of us were taken down by that gas. But your strength on the team is your incredible willpower. If Blake gets weaker, he needs to take a break and get stronger. If my spells lose their flare, I need to hit the books. We all need a break sometimes. Let me and Blake handle things while you work on recharging your will. Please, Lire… We care about you.”

Lire sighed, averting his gaze from him. Jason understood Lire was upset, getting off the bed and walking towards the door. As he opened it, he stopped in the doorway, addressing him.

“There’s food in here if you’re hungry.”

“I’m not hungry,” Lire said coldly as Jason sighed. “But…I’ll try…to fix this. I will.”

Jason looked back at him, smiling.

“I know you will. Get some rest, Lire,” he said, closing the door behind him.

As Jason walked back into the living room, he saw Blake devouring a hearty T-bone steak while using his fingers to eat some smoked sausage. Jason sighed as he sat across from him at the table, reaching for a bowl of broccoli as well as a plate of salmon.

“Well? How did it go? Did he ever wake up?”

“Yeah, he’s up. He wasn’t thrilled about it, but I think he’s gonna work on recharging his will while we handle things.”

“Was that a real promise, or just something to get you to leave?” Blake said, eating another piece of steak.

“As I was leaving, he said he was gonna fix this. I want to believe he was being sincere.”

“Well, that’s good. He’s not eating?” he said as Jason shook his head, using a fork to eat a bit of salmon.

“He wasn’t hungry, surprisingly. He’ll probably come out of there to get some food while we sleep. So leave some for him…please!” Jason said as Blake chuckled.

“Fine, fine. Though, I wouldn’t eat this amount of food anyway. If this is what that fatass eats every day, no wonder he’s big!” Blake said.

“Speaking of that… You sound very confident that you can beat him.”

“Of course I am! All of those scrawny fighters he has in there is the reason for his victories. He’s never fought someone strong! I’ll fly circles around him, and smack him in that gassy gut of his!”

“It’s not gonna be that easy. He’s gonna cheat. I just know it. Plus…there was something strange about that Big T. Bomb he did. It was like…all my strength left my body when it hit me. It felt like I was hit by a gas version of a tranquilizer.”

“Well, if we’re talking about any gas attacks, all I have to do is breath from my mouth instead. You two were taking in his gas head-on too. If I keep my distance, it should be fine. As for cheating…well, that’s where you come in. We have tricks up our sleeve too!” Blake said as Jason smirked, eating some spinach.

“I suppose. We both got those badges for the front row. That makes it easy to apply spells to you to protect you.”

“Ha! Exactly! He’s screwed from us! He’s got no chance!” Blake said.

“Well, alright. I’m glad that you at least have a plan… But…one more thing. Why the hell did you need to get a costume!? And why are you still wearing it!?” Jason said, eyeing Blake’s red mask specifically.

“Hey, if you’re gonna make a declaration, you have to play the part! I used some curtains and singed some gold ribbons onto it. Impressive, huh?”

“I mean, it looks great, but you could have been there to stop us from cumming so damn much…”

“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure he pays for that…in full,” Blake said, winking as Jason rolled his eyes.

They continued eating for a while, talking about plans to deal with the Mighty T. Meanwhile, Lire was still sitting up in his bed, thinking about what happened.

{I remember it so…vividly… He broke me. He slammed down on me and made me cum… I…I just have such a love for his ass… But…Jason is right. I’m useless here…unless I can get my willpower under control. I have been feeling super weak ever since I used my Golden Will, well, at least mentally. I have to meditate… I need to get the thoughts out of my head…or at least, get more control over it,} Lire thought as he got out of bed, moving towards the door.

He saw the perfume spritzer as he approached it, seeing the title. He pondered, thinking about a way to train himself. But he needed towels. As he opened the door, Jason and Blake eyed him, and Lire blushed awkwardly.

“I… I’m sorry, guys.”

“What are you apologizing for? You just love gas and his ass. Nothing wrong with that,” Blake said as Lire shook his head.

“Now, there’s something very wrong with that… At least, when it comes to fighting with you guys. But, I’m gonna work on it. I’m gonna push my will to its limits.”

“To its limit? Lire, are you sure…?” Jason said as Lire nodded. “Maybe you should eat first. Blake’s gonna get through all the meat sooner or later.”

“I’ll grab some, but I’m gonna eat in my room. I need to clear my mind to recharge my will,” Lire said, walking towards one of the bathrooms, opening the door.

Lire’s eyes widened at the size of the bathroom, also seeing the large hot tub in the center of the room. A stack of white towels was next to the large sink, and he grabbed one, closing the door and walking back to the other two.

“What exactly do you have planned?” Blake said as Lire grabbed a plate.

“I need to control my thoughts about him… Or clear him out of my mind completely. Luckily, I have the tools to do just that. An enclosed room, a way to get used to his gas, and a method to contain it. I have to push myself deeper into his scent but keep a firm grasp on my will to do so.”

As Lire grabbed a T-Bone steak and some shrimp, Jason looked at him with concern, chewing on some salmon.

“Are you sure that’s the best idea? I figured you just needed some rest.”

“Sleeping wouldn’t increase my will. It would only leave me in the same position I’m in now. I need to improve…” Lire said as he put some broccoli and sausage next to it. “And I’m gonna lock my door and the windows. If it doesn’t work, at least I’ll be locked in my room.”

Blake nodded, drinking some bottled ginger ale as he smirked.

“Great! Everyone’s doing everything they can to help the cause! I believe in you, Lire. You’re stronger than your desires!” Blake said as Jason nodded.

“I agree. I have full faith that you’ll overcome your desires and regain your willpower,” Jason said as Lire nodded.

“Ok. Thanks, guys…and good night.”

Lire walked towards his room, heading inside and closing the door. He put the plate of food on the dresser next to his bed, moving back to the door. He used the towel to cover the bottom of the door, covering the crease that would normally let some air out. He eyed the perfume spritzer, turning it back on hesitantly. He locked the door as he then walked to the window, closing and locking it as well. 

“Alright… That’s it. Now, it’s time to meditate,” Lire said as he sat on the bed, eyeing the plate. “I’ll just eat a little bit…”

He grabbed some sausage, eating it hungrily. He loved the savory, meaty taste as he swallowed. He ate some broccoli too, feeling a bit more confident about his decision.

{I can do this… I will…push past my limits,} Lire thought as he crossed his legs, closing his eyes.

As he licked his lips, he began to focus, radiating a gold aura on his body. He calmed his mind and inner spirit, focusing on control and breathing. He felt himself sliding away from reality, delving deep into a mental plane of existence. He sighed softly as he meditated, letting relaxation overtake him.

{Just…focus…relax…} Lire thought to himself as he zoned out.

As Lire meditated, Jason was listening at the door, hearing Lire zen out. He smiled as Blake stretched, heading to his room.

“Come on, Jason. We need to sleep. It’s 10 o’clock…” Blake said as Jason nodded.

“I know, I know… Good luck, Lire…” Jason said as he walked toward his own room.

The boys turned in for the night, turning off the light in the living room.

Meanwhile, in the Mighty T’s home…

The Mighty T relaxed on his large chipmunk-bed, still wearing his uniform. He was in a video call with Simon on a computer, showing him some camera footage. He was wearing a white lab-coat, though, only his upper body could be seen on the call.

“See that?” he said as Simon nodded in the call.

“Yep. Hmm…to think they were holding this kind of power. But Lire seems to already be under your thumb.”

“Yeah. Though…he still wasn’t bound to me even by taking two of my Big T. Bombs… He’s not even back now. I don’t think he’s mine…yet.”

“Don’t worry. After you beat his friend, he’ll fall in line. Or maybe he’ll even help you! Make sure you use the power absorbers after you beat them. Their energy will be useful!” Simon said, snickering.

“No problem! I’ll make sure to drain every one of them good! Especially that disrespectful dragon!”

“Target Blake and Jason first. Blake, because he fighting you, but Jason because he has healing magic. They will likely use tricks to try to beat you, Theodore. Don’t underestimate the power of their cunning.”

“Sure thing, Simon! And don’t worry! No cheap magic tricks can break the Mighty T! Haha!” he said as Simon looked around, blushing.

“Um… By the way… Well…Jeanette’s been a little shy on our calls lately… She hasn’t been giving me a lot to…work with if you know what I mean…” Simon said awkwardly as the Mighty T smirked and chuckled at him.

“Get your hand on your cock then… Hehe…” he said as he stood up on the bed, turning around and making sure his ass was visible in the cam. 

Simon’s eyes widened as he began jacking off. The Mighty T began swiveling his ass in the camera, lowering his uniform, spreading his bare ass.

“Woah… Theo…” Simon said blissfully.

“The Mighty T, Simon… I bet you want to stuff your face in this…don’t you?” he said sexually.

“Y-Yeah…”

“You should tell Alvin that you want to come to visit… I’d fart on you so much… Be honest about your feelings… You don’t have to be against sniffing my ass because Alvin hates it…” he said as Simon sighed.

“I just…wanna be…more like him…” Simon said as the Mighty T chuckled.

“More like Alvin? Or more like Lire?” he said as Simon paused in surprise. “Do you really wanna be as stubborn and resistant as Alvin? Or do you want to be as open and free as Lire…?” 

Simon sighed, jacking off faster.

“Just fart for me…” Simon said as the Mighty T smirked, spreading his ass a bit more as he farted loudly. Simon moaned and shot out some cum. “Aah…! Theo…!”

The Mighty T sighed as he rolled his eyes, turning back around and sitting down.

“Feeling better, Simon?” 

“Y-Yeah… Thanks, Theo… I mean…Mighty T…” he said as the Mighty T smiled.

“No problem. Just think about what I said, Simon… There is a TV in Lire’s room in the hotel. You can speak to him if he’s up and running…”

Simon hesitated but sighed as he reached for the end transmission button.

“I’ll think about it. Thanks…” Simon said as he ended the call.

“Hehe… Such a shy chipmunk…” the Mighty T said as he turned off the computer, relaxing in his bed while being half-naked.

In Simon’s room, he sighed as he turned to the side in his bed, pulling a blanket over him.

{More like him…huh…? Maybe I will speak to him…} Simon thought as he turned off his light.

