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For the first time in her life, Marnie had really been wracking her brain about what to do regarding Valentine’s Day.
It wasn’t a holiday that the new Spikemuth Gym Leader had paid very much attention to in the past, short of exchanging cards with her classmates when she was but a very tiny student. That practice was phased out as she got older though, and now that she was fifteen? The holiday was solely reserved for people who were dating, in love, or both. This meant that for the holiday to have become important to her? She must have met one of those requirements.

Which she had, in fact. In the year prior? The Dark-type trainer had both taken the League Challenge and inherited the Spikemuth Gym from her brother. Yet, during this time? She had met another girl. A young woman who had begun as her rival, but as they got to know one another more they had developed an extremely close bond. After this girl, Gloria, rose to become the Galar region’s reigning Champion? The two of them began to date.

And Marnie knew that what she felt towards Gloria was love.

That was why she wanted to give her the perfect Valentine’s Day gift and go on the perfect Valentine’s Day date. “I think this will do…” Om the morning of this date in question, Marnie emerged from Spikemuth’s supermarket with several large bags that she had required her Grimmsnarl’s aid to help carry back to her small apartment home. The two were going to have dinner at Marnie’s first, and so she had purchased all of the ingredients they were going to need.
But also, ingredients for something she had to make before Gloria arrived. Marnie made that clear enough once she got home and put everything away. What was telling was what she had left out. Eggs, milk, butter, icing, and Cremie-brand cake batter mix. She was going to make a cake. “Okay. Let’s get going. There isn’t a lot of time before Gloria gets here.” It was already noon, and Gloria would be there at five. It was more than enough time to make a cake, but not if she got distracted or dawdled.
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Surprisingly? The process went rather smoothly. While she may not have looked like it, Marnie was actually rather experienced in baking – at least when it came to sweets. It was a skill she had picked up in order to make things for Piers, but never in a thousand years could she have imagined she’d be using that skill to make something for her girlfriend. She was even going the extra mile to shape it like a heart and decorate with pink icing and heart-shaped candies.

“Phew.” Some three hours later, Marnie finally wiped the sweat from her brow and removed the cute little apron she had been wearing so that she could marvel at her handiwork. Everything had gone ahead without a hitch, and she was left with a very adorable cake done up with all of the bells and whistles you might expect from an expert pâtissier. All that was left to do was clean up and, well, try it. She couldn’t serve it to Gloria if it didn’t taste good. “Maybe I should have tested it before I dressed it up?”

What if she tried it now and it tasted bad? She would have wasted all that time!

At least she didn’t need to cut into the finished cake to taste it. While she wouldn’t get the full experience with the icing, she had pieces of it from when she cut the circular cake into its current heart shape. Those trimmings had been put on a separate plate off to the side. Scraps she’d likely feed to her Pokémon later, but also so that she could try a bite in the present. “Ahh…!” A forkful was guided towards her own lips while the girl made a sound as if she was practicing. …Or imagining Gloria feeding her, more like. But that sound ended abruptly when she took a bit and swallowed.

“Ah. I worried for nothing.” It wouldn’t be the first time this happened, and it certainly wouldn’t be the last. Not only did the cake taste fine, but it tasted extra delicious. It was perhaps the most delicious cake she’d ever tasted in her life! But there was a reason for this that was unbeknownst to the Gym Leader. The batter she had purchased had actually been contaminated by a sick Alcremie’s cream. There was nothing wrong with humans consuming Alcremie cream normally, but if they were ill? It tended to bestow anyone who consumed it with random, unusual side effects in exchange for it tasting extra delicious.

The producers of the Cremie brand should have known better, especially since they had an ingredient line based around Alcremie products. Yet the batch that Marnie had purchased had slipped through the cracks. The girl was noticing one of the side effects now. Even though she’d swallowed all of the cake? The back of her mouth felt a little gooey. No? Creamy? It was almost like the creaminess of the cake was being perpetually reproduced over and over again. “Why can’t I get the taste out of my mouth?”
Because the side effects of consuming compromised Alcremie cream had something very bizarre in store for the Gym Leader.

A combination of sensations soon washed over Marnie that only fueled her growing concerns that something had gone very, very wrong. The first was that she began to feel cool, and that led to her body shuddering. She was also beginning to feel a little clammy, and she would even go as far as to say sticky. It was only natural that her mind would immediately jump to the possibility that she had acquired some kind of food-based illness. Food poisoning? Had she done something incredibly wrong with the cake she had baked?
But that theory had a number of holes in it, too. Assuming the girl had actually been afflicted with food poisoning or something of that nature, it wouldn’t act that quickly. The food had to sit in your stomach for some time and begin the digestive process first, and it had only been a minute or two since she had swallowed it. Which led her into the second problem. There was no foodborne illness that existed that would lead to the back of your mouth becoming so gooey. She still hadn’t been able to shake the taste of cream that had entirely consumed her mouth. 
“Didth I doth thomething wrongth!?” Her mouth was so gooey that it was honestly pretty difficult for her to even speak properly, not that there was anyone around to hear her even if she could communicate properly. It didn’t matter how hard it was to move the inside of her mouth, though. “Ah!?” The scream suddenly bubbled up from the back of her throat wasn’t a sound that could be stifled, because it had been one born from a sudden onset of alarm.
How could Marnie not be alarmed? The kitchen counter she was standing in front of had set at roughly chest level because she was only 5’ tall, which was a fair height for a girl of her age. Yet, all of a sudden, she was struck by a feeling of inertia, and she was eye level with the counter… and creeping below it. “I’m getthing thmaller!?” It was difficult to deny what she was experiencing and could see with her own two eyes. She reached hands up to grasp onto the countertop, but before long she was just dangling there with tinier feet lifted out of her boots. Her dress had only hung on because it had hitched on one of her shoulders.

By the time her body decline concluded? She couldn’t have been any taller than 4’.

Which was a height that could easily see her mistaken as a child, even though there were no additional indicators that this might have been the case. “I guess I have no choice-crem!” She put aside that slip of the tongue at the end, simultaneously not realizing her mouth didn’t feel as sticky anymore – because she had gotten used to it, not because the problem had solved. The choice she didn’t have was letting go of the counter she was still dangling off of. Partially because she felt like her dress would fall off entirely if she couldn’t grab onto it, partially because her fingers felt slippery with what she assumed to be sweat.

And partially because she’d felt very weak all of a sudden. “UWAH!?” The cry that she made this time was much higher and cuter. The change of pitch was the direct result of her body shrinking, but the cuteness of it came courtesy of a switch in her brain that had suddenly been moved. It was a proverbial switch, yet one that seemed to allow her face and voice to… show emotion? She had cried out when she let go but cried out again when her feet hit the floor, and she was brought down to one knee.

Marnie looked down at her leg with confusion. That hadn’t felt right. Her leg had bent like she didn’t have the strength to stand upright, and even in that moment the other leg felt extremely wobbly. Wobbly… and at the same time very wet. A lot had actually been happening underneath the girl’s dress, and the least consequential of it was how her chest and butt had shrunk somewhat. Not that she’d had much to lose in the first place.
The Gym Leader had felt clammy from the outset, but that sensation only became more intense. What she assumed to be sweat was practically pouring itself across her skin and soaking her dress. But that was the issue. It wasn’t sweat. And she didn’t realize just what it was until she accidentally caught some on her tongue as it tickled her lips. “Wait! That’s cream!” she declared energetically. 

She hadn’t been able to take a good look at her body thus far because of her dress, but the fabric finally slid down across her body to reveal the fruits of the contaminated baking mix’s labor. Or the cream of its labor, perhaps? Much of her small body had paled to a milky white, wiping from her body any traces of her sexual traits aside from the shapes of what must have been very small breasts upon her chest. “What is happening to me-cremie!?” She sounded oddly energetic despite how shocking it all was. 

It was no wonder her legs weren’t working properly, or that her arms had felt so weak. What was leaking from her body wasn’t sweat, but a cream that was being fashioned from her flesh, bone, blood, and skin. What didn’t drip gradually became fluffy and soft, with elegant ‘brassiere cup shapes’ hugging her bosom, and designs akin to panties now covering her pelvis. 

But her body had not yet fully succumbed to its whipped cream fate. She still looked human above her neck aside from the cream that was dropping from her pores. That was changing. Her lips thinned further as the sweet goop that had once clogged the back of her throat merged into the rest of her mouth. All she could taste was whipped cream, because everything in her mouth was made of whipped cream, and it didn’t feel off-putting. It felt right.

The girl’s nose collapsed for a moment but promptly reformed in a white button shape as the texture of her forehead turned to cream. The green in Marnie’s irises dulled to a soft pink, with her irises inverting to white within a cuter, rounded gaze. In the end? Not even Marnie’s hair was spared. Her roots turned to cream, then the centers of her strands, and then finally her tips. Tips that grew out all around her body, creating a head of long, flowing whipped cream that became strawberry pink closer to her long tips.

She stood there in awe, but… “I need clothes-cremie…” If her body really was made entirely of whipped cream, then putting on human clothes would just lead to them sinking into her body. She thankfully, yet unknowingly, solved her own problem. New cream-based powers had been bestowed upon her, and her cream began to grow and darken in places so that she was ultimately clad in a purple dress with a raised, fluffy skirt with a black legging on her right leg. She was adorned with many bows, a matching bonned, and a ton of lace. But it was all made of the same cream that her body could now produce in vast amounts.
“I’ve become some kind of Alcremie-cremie!?” Well, it certainly wasn’t difficult to see how the girl had come to that conclusion. The fact that her flesh and blood was basically just whipped cream begged plenty of questions, like how a body of that design could support clothing without it sinking into her ‘flesh’ or at the very least getting it wet. But it was because those clothes were made from her cream, instead hardened into a cloth-like form. It was a necessary for the anthropomorphic Alcremie girl to avoid going around naked.
[image: image2.emf]Marnie wasn’t younger, but she was definitely smaller. She had to stand on her tippy toes to even peek over the counter. “What am I to do about this-cremie!? Gloria is going to be here soon-cremie!” She was fortunate that her human speech had been retained, though the ended every sentence with the sound the Pokémon made anyways. “But, hmm… I bet I could spoil her-cremie! And my dress is so beautiful-cremie!” She could only imagine what kinds of compliments Gloria would pay them!
It hadn’t even occurred to the new Pokémon girl that she was behaving much differently compared to how she was before her transformation had become. She was having no issues with smiling, she sounded energetic and bubbly, and all of her movements were much more animated than normal. Evidently, it wasn’t only her body that was now sickeningly sweet. “I don’t doubt that Gloria will accept me like this-cremie! So, it should be okay-cremie!”
That problem was put aside for the time being. She had to clean up the mess she’d made while baking, but… It was a bit problematic now that she was so short, and she’d gotten rid of her stool years ago. “Hmm… How am I gonna reach the top-cremie!?” Oh! A chair! Her tiny body shuffled around and had to drag the chair slowly. Evidently, having a body made of cream meant you weren’t very strong. Maybe she’d have to get Gloria to help her with some things after all.

There was one issue here, though. Marnie had just accepted her fate for some reason. She hadn’t questioned how it happened to realize the cake might be to blame.

…Which meant she’d still be feeding it to her girlfriend later.

Maybe two Alcremie girls were better than one?
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