[center][u][b]Lilycove Licks[/b][/u][/center]
Tucked away behind some protruding rocks, hidden from the majority of the bay where humans and Pokémon alike would come to train and play together, Salazzle hissed happily as Gengar’s arms spread her legs wide apart, leaving her powerful thighs trembling while his large, thick tongue protruded from his maw and powered, plowed, and teased the glistening, scaled slit between her legs. Being part poison type himself Gengar might not have been so susceptible to her pheromones as other Pokémon, but that clearly didn’t matter to the ghost-type as he probed into Salazzle’s pussy, folding his long sinewy tongue in half to cram it deeply within her frictionless depths, only to withdraw and flick upward, drawing a strangled gasp from the lizard as he caught her clit full force with the swift impact of that motion.

Close by that particular pair, Lickitung and Slurpuff were utterly and completely unable to claim such immunity to the influence of Salazzle’s overwhelming pheromonic scent. Their eyes were glazed as they wrapped their arms around one another and giggled drunkenly as they bathed one another’s faces with their tongues, leaving the other Pokémon glistening with saliva but only beaming and moaning all the more desperately as their tongues swirled and danced together, spending just as much time in the other Pokémon’s muzzle as out, aimlessly licking with no goal, other than to relishing in the warmth, the need, the [i]taste[/i]… of such passionate kisses and licks. Resting on their knees upon the soft sand, both Pokémon’s cocks stood rock hard and throbbing against each other, messily spurting pre as they continued to lavish one another’s faces with adoration, but before either one of them could find themselves desperate enough to reach down and touch themselves or indeed to shift the focus of their [b]tongues[/b] to their companion’s rigid arousal, their bodies tensed, and they wailed happily into one another’s mouths as without any warning they each felt an entirely new tongue wriggling its way into their respective backsides.

Bent over double, her tongue over a foot deep in her own spasming, already soaking wet and still gushing pussy, Greninja peered over at the source of those latest cries with one eye as her lithe, flexible body twitched and squirmed, crotch bucking against her own face as her incredibly long tongue deftly assailed her deepest sweet spots. She huffed happily at the sight of the two Haunter that had just materialized behind Lickitung and Slurpuff, but after just a brief while watching them get to work rimming and probing deep with their own large tongues against the Frenching, frotting Pokémon’s rears, her attention shifted to the other side of where she was lying, focusing on what she could see out of her other eye while keeping her face pressed close to her dripping, rapidly convulsing crotch.

A panting, overwhelmed looking Obstagoon was standing upright, toes curling in the sand and hips rocking back and forth in visible desperation, while between his legs the faux-plant-like, [i]huge[/i] and steely jaws of Mawile swept her large tongue back and forth, bathing his backside, his balls and the underside of his cock in lick after long, luxurious lick. Every few seconds, every few licks, another needy moan would ring out from the duo colored rock star, and another streak of pre- cum would launch forth from the Obstagoon’s tip and paint the actual body of Mawile lying on the sand before him while her huge mouth and tongue did all the work, but though the steel jawed Pokémon was clearly squirming in her own lust, Obstagoon seemed too wrapped up in what he was feeling, rendered too helplessly immobile by the intensity of the sensation, other than grabbing onto the muzzle for dear life and humping as hard as he could, and no doubt the intoxication of Salazzle’s pheromones, to move in any helpful way.

With a gurgling groan, Greninja pulled her tongue out of herself, webbed toes curling, pussy spasming and beginning to convulse in orgasmic ecstasy once more thanks to the sheer amount of time it took just to pull the entire length of her obscenely long tongue out from where she’d been working herself with it for the last half hour or so. She unfolded her limber frame, and though her legs were weak from pleasure as she kept on shuddering in the ongoing throes of her most recent self-stimulation, she rose to her feet and began to stumble towards that particular pair—the
Obstagoon and Mawile.

Within moments, she was upon them, and both the other Pokémon cried out in unified surprise and ecstasy as Greninja wasted no time in resolving both their problems at once. For the lustful but overwhelmed Obstagoon, she performed a dextrous flip to stand herself up on her hands, and wrapped her legs around his face, using her ankles to pull his head forward and practically mash his extended, panting tongue into her already dripping pussy. Once Obstagoon got the message though and began to lick her in earnest, Greninja not only opened her mouth to sigh out in bliss, but to further extend her own long tongue once again. To send it wriggling down Mawile’s body as she balanced on her arms astride the still prone and clearly needy Pokémon, and to do what Obstagoon had been unable to do for the Pokémon whose tongue had clearly been bringing him so much pleasure already. She delved her tongue into Mawile’s hot, wet pussy, and pulled Mawile’s face towards her own. Though the Steel type was gyrating against the Greninja’s tongue tip, the miniature body in her half-lidded whimpers, caught the frog Pokémon’s sultry wink above her open maw, and the plentiful [i]feet[/i] of tongue remaining exposed. She got the message immediately: while the end of the tongue was busy, there was absolutely more to go around. Thus, as she tasted the first spray of Mawile’s liquid lust, Greninja cooed and shuddered as the Mawile’s mouth—her [i]body’s[/i] mouth— lunged forward, and licked any part of her tongue she could reach, while continuing to drive her tongue deeper, and deeper, and deeper into the already quaking, blissfully squealing Pokémon beneath her. By no means was it an official kiss, but the lust with which the two females licked, licked, and [b][i]licked[/i][/b] each other, was finally enough to sate the Obstagoon. Humping up on his tiptoes, he [i]yowled,[/i] temporarily pulling free from Greninja’s sopping pussy as his throbbing length started to pulse and shoot long ribbons of white hot seed. Mawile, the least distracted, set her large muzzle to slide the giant tongue against the bottom of his fluffy grey balls, spiking his pleasure even higher and prolonging his orgasm while his tongue unceremoniously flopped out across the water frog’s lower lips. Adjusting his position, the Dark type dove right back in, surprising both females as they too resumed their oral oratory skill.
Meanwhile, as the various large and long tongued Pokémon used their appendages to push one another’s pleasure to greater and greater heights, a smaller, pink blob peeked around the rocky outcrops concealing them from the rest of the bay.

Ditto didn’t have a big tongue, so they knew they probably wouldn’t be welcome in their current form, given the common thread that all these Pokémon seemed to have agreed on sharing in whatever pleasures they wished to indulge. They [i]did[/i] know of Pokémon with big tongues though. In fact, Ditto knew their forms not just well enough to transform into, but well enough to understand that they could still experience pleasure through those bodies regardless of their size, or sexual anatomy of those more gendered forms. The only question was... which [i]form?[/i] Which tongue would be able to bring all the others the most pleasure, so that not only would they enjoy his company now... but so that they’d invite them back for future secret parties like this? A big flat tongue like Lickitung or perhaps even a Lickilicky? A long, thin one like Greninja? Or...

Beaming to themself, Ditto realized there [i]was[/i] one Pokémon they had witnessed during their time in the Alolan region. A Pokémon which had a very, [b][i]very[/i][/b] big tongue, of a sort. And better yet, a Pokémon that wasn’t yet represented at the party before them, thus a Pokémon that the others probably hadn’t experienced the tonguing touch of…

[u]…yet.[/u]
The Ditto’s trademark grin widened into an extended pink smile. Yes… that one would be perfect!!
Moments later, a shadow fell over that secluded corner of Lilycove’s sandy shoreline. At first, the entangled, writhing, moaning, busily tongue-fucking Pokémon were too caught up in one another to notice what might have just been a cloud briefly passing across the sun, but when they heard a rumble of longing laughter from close by, many pairs of eyes glanced over towards it.

They gasped. They rumbled. They blinked. They [i]gawked.[/i]
They all took in the towering sight of the [i][u]eighteen-foot [b]Guzzlord,[/b][/u][/i] muzzle open with a tongue-like, many-limbed protrusion rising from between his bared teeth. [i][b]His,[/b][/i] for no one could miss the towering, spined, five-and-a-half foot [u][b]obelisk[/b][/u] of a cock protruding from a genital slit underneath that seemingly endless cavern of a mouth. Under other circumstances, they might have been terrified. Under other circumstances they might all have fled in that instant, or sprung upright and at the very least prepared themselves to be attacked by this very, very far from home Ultra Beast. Upon seeing Guzzlord’s huge tongue wriggling towards them though, and seeing the burly, colossal Pokémon’s trunk-like cock jerking like a Thundershocked Diglett and weeping a fountain of syrupy pre-come… any fears they might have felt at first evaporated instantaneously.

Pokémon far and wide heard the screams, sighs, moans, growls, mewls, yowls, barks, and all other sounds of pure and unfiltered, unadulterated lust exploding throughout the beaches of Lilycove. But even above all of those erotic noises, the most pronounced sounds they could hear were loud, wet [i][b]slurps.[/b][/i]
Of course, any Pokémon friendly and eager to join in their fun was welcome to do so, but a Pokémon with a tongue like that during this particularly oral-focused orgy? They didn’t just welcome the Guzzlord. They made him the guest of honor at today’s beach party, and ensured that whatever his huge, powerful tongue was able to share with them, each and every one of them returned that passion, pleasure and all those lovely, lustful lickings twice over!
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