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“I just don’t know why they’ve been acting so strangely lately… Is it the weather?”
Aboard the airship known as the Brave Olivine, a young trainer named Liko paced back and forth within her quarters – surprisingly without the presence of a Pokémon watching over her. It was rare to not find her with her Sprigatito or Hatenna at her side, but that was actually part of the problem that she had been deliberating. She was a member of the Rising Volt Tackers, a group of adventurers that soared the skies. They were attempting to uncover the mysteries of the pendant Liko wore around her neck… as well as the Pokémon that seemed to be inside.

But their adventure had hit something of a snag. The weather had gotten poor while the airship had been flying over the Paldea region and it had been forced to land for several days. And this was just after one of her friends, Dot, had caught her second Pokémon. She wasn’t sure if it was because everyone was on edge because of the wind and storms, but most of the Pokémon had been gathering together in the ship’s kitchen.

It was probably normal behavior, but Liko was concerned about two in particular. Both her Hatenna and Dot’s recently caught Tinkatink were fairly needy. Not in a negative way, they were just immature and easily overwhelmed. She felt like she had enough of a grasp on Hatenna, but that Tinkatink was still something of a mystery to her. “If only there was a way to better understand Tinkatink… Maybe I could help Dot understand Hatenna too.”

A flash of lightning predated a crashing of thunder outside. Evidently it knocked out the grounded ship’s electricity, and it startled Liko to boot. “Wah!?” The clouds outside were so dark that it was practically pitch black inside. Or it was for a moment, but Liko’s attention was drawn over to the nightside table in her cabin. She’d placed her pendant there while she thought, but now it was glowing.
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“Wait… I’m not in danger, am I?” Her pendant had only really glowed in the past when one of two scenarios was fulfilled: when she was in harm’s way it would glow and erect a barrier to protect her, and when meeting one of Lucius’ Pokémon. So, it was only natural for her to assume that one of these two things might have been happening. 

The girl looked around expectantly, but she could tell if there was any danger. Rather… “Huh?” She felt a little tingly. “Did that lightning strike hit the ship?” Would that even make her skin tingle? She was barely a teen at her age, so she didn’t know if that was or wasn’t possible. But it wasn’t, and her pendant was glowing for a new reason. It was responding to Liko’s desires. The Pokémon in her pendant had heard her desire to understand Tinkatink, and there was nothing better suited than a Pokémon from the same evolutionary line, right?

“Urp!? O-Oh! Excuse me…” Liko wasn’t one to do things like burp very suddenly like she just had. She was usually good at keeping quiet about it, yet she’d been incapable of doing so with a sudden, onset bloating feeling in her stomach. “I don’t feel so good all of a sudden… But at least the tingling is gone?” She was ready to accept that one small victory.

Though, as she soon realized, it was no time to celebrate. She was used to getting a little bloated here and there, especially after eating a big meal. But not only had she not eaten recently… it felt like it was getting worse? “E-Eh?” Looking down, she was immediately hit with a realization as to why it felt worse. She wasn’t wearing her bag across her torso, so she could see the cloth of her shirt pushing forward as her stomach bulged!
“EH!? EH!? EH!? EEEEEEH!?” Which was an extremely shocking thing to witness, needless to say! She reached a hand down to touch her shirt, as if she might reveal that there was a balloon underneath her shirt or something like that, but it wasn’t the case at all! Her fingers pressed up against fat that was soft, but likewise somehow felt much heavier than she was expecting. It didn’t take long at all for this protruding gut to finally untuck her shirt and fall over the front of her belt with a jiggle.

But this also flashed some of her skin in the process, and she found further cause for alarm. “P-Pinkaton!?” Well, it was very pink. A very vibrant, hot pink that freaked Liko out so much that she ended up shedding her sweater and then lifting her top right over her head. “Wh…?” Not only had her belly distended about ten inches into a round and jiggly shape, but the skin was pink, and her bellybutton was seemingly gone? She had the perfect view of the fat increasing in her chest too, but the pink that painted over it stole her nipples away and blended into the shape of her tummy as a whole.
“Why is Tinka’s ton… Tinka’s what!? What is Tinka saying!?” It sounded kind of like gibberish? No, she was just saying the same thing over and over, but it felt like different words? But wasn’t that how Pokémon spoke!? She had a bad feeling, and that feeling worsened as she found herself feeling growing heavier and slower though. “Hey! What’s that shiny thing!? I-I mean, is now the Tinkatime!?” Her head had whipped around so suddenly as lightning flashed outside, reflecting light off of an iron in the corner of her room. 

I bet I could really SMASH THAT!

The only thing she ended up actually smashing was her own face. “Tinka!?” She’d been trying to snap herself out of it by clapping her cheeks with her hands, but there had been a lot more weight to the impact than she had expected. Dropping her hands before her after it, the reason was equal parts shocking and understandable. “T-Tinka’s fingers!?” It wasn’t just her fingers, was it? Her hands as an entirety were swelling, growing heavier as their skin changed to a pink that was much lighter than the pink that had now painted over her torso near entirely now. That hot pink, at least when it came to her arms, was only present in her stubbier thumbs.
This thickening process continued up her forearms and past her elbows, eventually reaching a point where those elbows couldn’t really be seen with how flabby and soft her arms were as a while. “Did the pendant do ton!? But tinka tinka tink!?” It was getting harder and harder to communicate in the human language, like her tongue just wouldn’t produce the sounds she needed to. Her cries became less and less coherent to the human ear now that the dark room began to grow vaster around her too.

Liko was shrinking at a rapid pace. Rather than in any consistent manner, however, it was more like a heavy weight was being forced down on her from above, having a strange effect on her already strange proportions. Her shorts slipped from her hips and pulled her undergarments down along with them, revealing that the hot pink from her torso had covered the skin of her pelvis and legs. The shorter she became, the thicker and stubbier her legs became until they were little more than short nubs that were only about five inches tall each. Her pink knees were left knobby, and her feet pulled in and flattened until the bottoms of her feet had not protrusions whatsoever. 
“No! Tink doesn’t ton a Poketon!?” It was a struggle for the girl to even talk for a moment. She felt weight pooling in her cheeks, unaware that the shape of a now hot pink face had suddenly become perfectly round. She stood at a mere two feet tall now, yet her body was almost laboriously heavy, like her skin was filled with steel. Her lips became oddly jagged, thinning and distorting in their shapes until her mouth had two teeth shapes etched into them, but with her mouth pulled into a perpetual smile that she couldn’t wipe away.

To be fair, she did feel oddly energetic despite her heft. Her eyes kept darting over to shiny objects in her room, and it was getting harder to avoid running over to them and grabbing them. The eyes that did the darting protruded a little from closing sockets though, and before long her gaze was thin and beady, her original eye colors replaced with a shimmering silver. “Tinka! Tinkaton! Tinka tinka tinkaton!?”

Try as she might, she couldn’t find the human words to describe the sensation of shards of a steel skirt of sorts forming out of the gaps right below her jolly little belly. She hardly had the attention span to even react to the weight of her own hair growing. It grew out to the sides until it contacted the floor of her room, black lightening to the same light pink that had colored her chubby arms, and brighter pink highlights, with W-shaped bangs and big tufts sticking out the back of her head’s top. Despite it all, though? Liko’s hairclip remained fastened where it was supposed to be.
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“Tink!? Tink!? Tinka!?” While Liko was just barely two feet tall now as a Tinkaton, her being a Steel-type could be felt in the shaking of the floor as she hopped up and down from one pink foot to the other. She weighted 250lbs despite her height after all, and her bulging stomach jiggled and bounced as she danced with a mix of anxiety and surprise. “Tinkatoooooon!?” Am I really a Pokemon? What am I supposed to do!?
Try as she might, she couldn’t speak in a human tongue. She felt lucky to still have her human wits, but that also felt a little duller. Everything steel in the corner of her eye in the room drew the attention of her beady little eyes, even the green hairclip that was still stuck in her now pink hair. She wanted to smash it all but managed to retain enough sense to abstain from doing so. 

This was Tinkatink’s final evolution, wasn’t it? Or she was. “Tinkaton… Tink? Tink…” She flexed her thick, stubby fingers for a moment before hopping up to grab the pendant that was no longer glowing of her nightstand. It took her a moment, but she managed to put it around her neck. If she didn’t have it on her, then there was no way she’d be able to explain what had happened to her to a human.
Hopefully I can get Dot to understand.

And find a hammer! W-Wait, that’s not important!
[image: image3.emf]The Dot in question had been sitting in her own room when the power had gone out. As a streamer? She definitely wasn’t amused with this sudden turn of events, with her room only lit by an emergency light. Her bangs hiding her eyes as always, she had been leaning back in her computer desk in the dark when she noticed a sudden disturbance. “Whoa, hey!? What are you!?” The small doggie door that she had set up in her doorway for Pokémon to pass through had a new guest. A pink little gremlin that reminded her of her Tinkatink, struggling to get through the little door with her tummy getting in the way.
It took her a moment to realize this pink Pokémon was wearing Liko’s hair clip and pendant. “Where did you get those? You didn’t sneak on and are taking things, are you?” Her Tinkatink did like to turn steel objects into her hammer. This Pokémon didn’t strike her as a thief, though. In fact, there was something strangely familiar about it, even though Dot couldn’t put her finger on it.

“Tinka! Tink! Tinkaton!”

Once inside, the Tinkaton began to dance around in a panic. A panic that only appeared to grow as the pendant around her thick neck began to glow. “Huh? How did you activate it? I thought Liko could only…?” But that was when she felt it. Her body began to tingle and feel strangely warm. “This is…? Wait, are you Liko!?” She wasn’t sure how she knew that. No, did she? The Pokémon was still speaking in its own language, but she felt certain she had heard ‘I’m Liko!’ somewhere in there.
But there was no way that could be true, right? People couldn’t just turn into Pokémon! That was like something out of a fairy tale! Which was a little ironic, seeing as Tinkaton was a Fairy type. In the meantime, the tingling sensation that had plagued her body seemed to have subsided. Yet contrary to what Liko had felt when that had happened to her, Dot began to feel strangely light. “Hm? Wait, is something wrong with my… body?”

Her eyes had traveled over to the Tinkaton for a second. It seemed to still be smiling, but there was concern behind that smile as it stared up at the trainer’s face. Dot wore such baggy clothes that her ended up having to roll her sleeves up to see if something was maybe wrong with her skin. It was. “Wh-What’s going on!?” She had been expecting to see her usual pinkish skin tone upon examination, but instead? It was a sickly, pastel blue. All of her skin had turned that color!

Well, almost all of it. With her bangs so long, it was usually pretty hard to make out the girl’s eyes and the area surrounding them. That was why it was difficult to make out that dot’s eyebrows, oddly, had been shaved away. Yet markings above her eyes were born anew, now in a trio of pastel pink, upside down teardrops over each eye. “I feel kind of weirdrene…”

The Tinkaton perked up a little as Dot spoke that time. She hadn’t been able to understand human speech properly, but that sound at the end of the trainer’s sentence in that moment had clearly been a Pokémon’s cry instead. From down so low, she could kind of see the human’s eyes beneath her bangs, too. Didn’t they look… different? Pupils that were supposed to be black were shining white instead, while irises and sclera alike darkened to pitch black. Her lashes seemingly disappeared, while the eyes as a whole pulled out into wider oval shapes.
From the trainer’s perspective, she hadn’t even realized her eyes had changed. “What’s going on? Did Liko’s pendant hatterene something? W-Wait, does hat really mean you’re Liko!?” It would explain the hairclip and why she had the pendant, but did that mean the same thing was happening to her? Was she becoming a Pokémon? It was fairly obvious to the Tinkaton that this was the case since she could see Dot’s face.

And that face was decreasingly human by design. Her eyes had already reflected as much, but now her nose was flattening into her face until you could only really make out a tiny pair of nostrils right above a pair of lips that thinned away into nothing. Her mouth was actually smaller as a whole, though the shape of her head flattened and stretched until it was just as horizontally oval in design as her eyes. “Hatt… Hatterene? I-I mean…?” It took her a moment to figure out how to speak without her plump, human lips. But the human language was slowly escaping her in the first place.
“Tink-Dot? Can ton undertinka me!?” Dot really felt like she was going crazy. She was beginning to understand what the pudgy, pink fairy on the ground was saying. This realization struck her just as her sweater slipped off her shoulders, and her pants and panties slipped off her hips, leaving her to look down with confusion before she could even answer the question that she was pretty sure she’d been asked by the Pokémon in the first place.

She looked down at herself, raising a hand… or what should have been a hand. But there was nothing there. Just a pale blue nub at the end of an arm that was practically string thin. There was no definition to speak of, and she could hardly even tell if there were any bones inside of it. It wasn’t long before her shirt slipped off too, demonstrating that she no longer even had any shoulders. Those string-shaped arms curved up directly into her neck. “Hatt in the rene!?”

Dot realized with horror that it wasn’t just her arms. She was watching her own hips thin, while her tiny breasts thinned away into a chest that was just as narrow as her arms were. Beneath her chest, her body slowly stretched out into a vaguely triangular shape on the way to her hips, but she found her balance to become compromised as all of the definition was lost from her legs and her feet shortened into tiny nubs of their own.
“HELP MEEEE!?” Once the sensation of falling claimed her, courtesy of her now extremely thin and definition-free body suddenly crunching downwards, she cried out for help. The thing is… her cries were spoken entirely in the language of Pokémon, meaning the Tinkaton was able to understand her. While the pink Pokémon was short and heavy, she was nimble enough to charge forward.

And she caught Dot bridal-style just before her now two foot tall body could hit the floor. “Dot! Are you okay!?” The one who had been caught was understandably stunned. She could understand the Tinkaton, and she definitely sounded like Liko. Her hunch had been on the nose. But she could only wryly smile up at her, feeling oddly calm about things while the shades of her hair were dyed before her very eyes.

“You are Liko! I’m okay, but… I don’t think this is over yet…” At least based on how the dark purple and pink of her multicolored hair lightened to a pastel blue and began to… grow. Liko tried to give her some room and set her down, but before Dot’s tiny legs could even touch the floor? This blue hair touched the ground first and hoisted the tiny Pokémon up. It grew longer and thicker at an astoundingly fast rate, gradually layering itself in color and lifting the tiny monster higher and higher. The blue at the top grew out and flattened into the brim of a hat, forming a witch’s cap with a long, blue tendril that reached down to the floor with a three pronged ‘hand’. 

This hair wrapped around her like a protective cradle, exposing only the lower half of her face due to her bangs remaining untouched in style, and the upper half of her body. Just past her hips? The hair shifted in gradient from blue to pastel pink, and then well past her feet it instead lightened to white. It was odd, though. It hoisted her eye level up far past a human’s usual viewing field, while the design of this hair shaped what could be best described as a dress. One that hid just how tiny she actually was.
“This hair… I feel like I can control it? I can walk… Or shuffle around, I guess.”
It was a realization that got a big thumbs up from the pink gremlin, who now looked even smaller than ever to the taller fairy from up high.

The now 6’11” Dot looked down at the Tinkaton with eyes of understanding now. Or at least as much as she could with her bangs still covering her eyes. While the Hatterene appeared tall, her true body was little more than a small fairy within a gigantic body of hair. “Liko… How did this happen?” While the two could understand one another, [image: image4.png]


they would still have been speaking in a Pokémon language to any humans that understood them. “It’s strange. I feel so calm…”

Despite being an awkward shut-in, there was something serene and wise about the Hatterene’s disposition now. Though she did feel vaguely agitated at the strong, negative emotions she could feel from the kitchen downstairs. On the other hand, Liko the Tinkaton… “I don’t! I wanna smack something with a hammer so bad! But I don’t even have a hammer, and I know that’s not the main issue here!” She bounced around like the gremlin she was, her bulging belly jiggling about as she did so. It was oddly hypnotic; Dot kept staring at it unintentionally.

She also felt strange in a way she couldn’t quite place. Dot had always had a bit of a crush on Liko, but those feelings felt far too intense now. She guided her hair tendril onto the top of the Tinkaton’s head and gave it a rub, which seemed to calm her down. Both of the Pokémon were blushing. Was this feeling of theirs mutual? “Shh, it’s okay. We can figure it out later. How about we just lay together and calm down first, okay?”

“Y-Yeah! Maybe we should! I do feel kinda wired! I still wanna smash something though! But what did you mean by lay together, Hatterene? I-I mean Dot! Why’d I say Hatterene? Uh, either way… That look on your face is kinda…”

“It’s okay, Tinkaton! I can tell you want it too. I can feel your emotions, after all!”

Unfortunately, two female Pokémon could not make an egg, adult or not.
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