WHISPER OF LIGHT III. STARHEX

By chaldeachange

“...”

“You remember right? Red? That beam of light?”

“...”

“Geez! Would it kill you to talk a little once in a while!?” Cheek puffed with lips turned into a pout, a young Pokemon Trainer with long, brown hair berated her alternate under the dim light of a mysterious forest. Her name was Leaf, his was Red. They were both trainers of the Kanto region that had ended up, without warning, involved with a fighting tournament known as Smash. But it had been so much more. Before they’d known it, they were fighting alongside warriors from other worlds against an unknown threat. A sky filled with Master Hands… and then…

“Fine, but you know I don’t like talking about nothing.” Adjusting his red trainer’s hat against a head of messy brown hair, a point of concession came from the young man. Honestly, he had as much clue about what was happening as she was. His Pokeballs were missing, as were hers, and this certainly wasn’t any forest he’d ever seen in Kanto. There was only the dim light of the moon beyond the canopy of trees, the scent of soil was carried by the breeze without hint regarding the location of a nearby lake nor stream. 

Red took Leaf’s hand uninvited, and began pulling her along, his back to her no matter how much she squirmed. “Hey!? Red!? What gives!?” He was a quiet boy that usually kept to himself. She couldn’t remember a single time that he’d touched her, permission or not. Leaf tried to resist by digging her heels into the dirt, but for some reason she just couldn’t stop him even as she attempted to anchor herself by placing her free hand on his. Pink tickled her cheeks, flustered by the fact that he was showing such a forward side to his personality. She was confused and a little annoyed but she didn’t feel like she was in danger.

Even though she was in danger. 

“Hey Leaf? What do you think about the stars?” After she inevitably gave into his pace and allowed him to tug her along, he asked a strange question. He wasn’t really the type to invest in astronomy after all, and Leaf’s own understanding of the stars themselves was as simple as reading her horoscopes. They were something of a guilty pleasure to her. Even if they didn’t always come true, it was nice to get that pick-me-up once in a while, particularly in the middle of a long journey like the one she’d made across Kanto. 

Still walking behind, she drew a finger to her lips with her free, left hand. “They’re pretty! I mean, they’re supposed to be helpful with a bunch of things including when you get lost… Oh! Is that it?” Her gaze was cast upon a small clearing opening up in front of them. The night sky was on full display above them, endless stars the canvas with the moon painted in the foreground. There was a legend that there was a Pokemon that had come from space, but it wasn’t often believed by those in Kanto. Travelers often spoke of the legend’s renown in the Hoenn region, one of the regions both Red and Leaf both wanted to one day visit. 

“You wanted to use the stars to help us navigate? That’s pretty smart, Red!” In that world, too, the stars had helped them from time to time. Heck, Kirby even rode on one! It was a bittersweet memory considering they weren’t even sure if he was alive, or if any of them were. Maybe they’d all been warped to random places like this? Maybe they’d all see one another again sometime soon. 

In response to Leaf’s question… there was no response. Red only continued to lead Leaf to the middle of the clearing, where the stump of what was once a mighty oak tree loomed in the center. Upon the stump was a peculiar item. A white bow? Or it seemed to be as much. It had a full appearance, not like a piece of ribbon tied into a butterfly shape. Something about it was unsettling. Red went to reach for it and in a panic, the girl reached out to try and stop him; but she was too slow. He grabbed it, spun around, and clipped it to the collar of her shirt with one simple motion.

Or perhaps it was more accurate to say it was clipped to her. There was nothing to mount the bow with on the back of the white object, and the moment it pressed against her collar she felt a sharp pain mount in the center of her collarbone at the exact location it had been pressed. Any momentary concern she’d have for this pain, however, was quickly eclipsed by the look she saw on Red’s face as he pulled away.

A smile. A creepy smile. It wasn’t like Red at all.

“Red…?!” She’d been about to question what had just happened, what was wrong with him, anything about their current predicament. Getting answers was more important than a stupid bow poking her in the skin, she reasoned. Fate wanted her to question little in the end, and before she was able to say anything more an unusual sensation overcame her. She became more conscious of her body. Its shape, its size, she could feel every hair and ever twitch. This hyperawareness originated at the bow above her bosom. It was the source. There was no clear indicator of this, but rather it was more like she just knew. And she quickly realized that this new sense of self was linked to a great threat to her person. 

She closed her eyes and opened them once more. Where there had once been a tree stump and a boy, a forest wrapped around them, there was now nothing but a girl, an endless field, and a sea of stars above her. Brown eyes gazed upward, the trainer not sure what was drawing her attention to the sky. It was simply… comforting. The longer she stared, the more she felt attuned with the stars themselves, and the more her body felt at ease. 

Leaf was about to change, she felt. It was fine, she felt. As long as the stars guided her it would be fine.

All that touched the bow that had clipped itself to Leaf’s flesh suddenly began to dye itself black. The pale skin of her collarbone, and even the blue of her top took on the same color. Her senses heightened, she could feel her clothing fold into her own body and became a layer of soft skin that shared texture more with soft silk than human or animal skin. The sensation travelled down her person, consuming the rest of her top and claiming her skirt, which fluffed outward as it took the same charcoal shade. Her navel was lost as her shirt and flesh became one, but from it’s location something bloomed: a second bow. Identical to the one beneath her collarbone, it folded outward and grew in size. The same sensations that accompanied the first came with it, and she felt even closer to the stars.

The ribbons were her antennae, her power.

The skin on her arms and legs took on the same black, silky appearance. As it reached her wrists, her fingers began to merge into her center fingers as her palms narrowed so that her hands were merely pointed nubs. Meanwhile, feet swelled so that all of her toes became a single piece in the form of what appeared to be a boot-shape. But it was her flesh and blood. Because of course it was. It almost appeared as if she was wearing a fancy dress, but in reality she was naked. But Pokemon were usually naked. In fact… why did humans wear material upon their bodies?

Her head began to round as the black crept up its sides. While she usually had a face defined in the shape of a young girl, it didn’t take long for its shape to become perfectly spherical. Absorbing her ears, two small orbs pushed out of the sides of her hair on either side and ballooned until each was almost the size of her proper head with a black teardrop appendage dangling from each ‘bun’. Leaf’s usual brown hair had receded until it joined the darkness, no longer ‘hair’ itself but rather a collection of circular masses that shared equal weight.

Four more bows sprouted. One on the end of either teardrop orb, and one on either side of her head where they connected. 

It was around this time that she could feel her body begin to lose its mass. Shape already disfigured by the shifting of her hands and feet, her definition as a young woman was lost further as any curvature or maturity to her body was quickly lost. Limbs drew inward, muscles twitched, and bones cracked until she stood no taller than two and a half feet in height. Brown eyes blinked, and when they did their color shifted to a bright cyan. Her face had been left unchanged otherwise, but as her bangs matted to her face with the same black, the skin below it began to shift to a contrasting purple. 

“Gothorita?” she asked no one in particular as she pondered if her changes were complete. As her lips moved to voice this question, her lips plumped and puffed up into a perfect ‘o’ shape. On a human they might have been seductive, but on this tiny Pokemon they were just cute. “Goth? Gothorita!” Wiggling her butt onto the tree stump, the Gothorita merely stared dully up at the stars with her head resting on the tiny nubs she had for hands. Thoughts of being a Pokemon trainer, of being a human, of that light? They had all disappeared. 

Her trainer would be done soon and then they could set out again. She wasn’t sure if the human really understood her own desires, but it was in the stars that she would find a mate soon. To find a mate, and lay an egg… carnal things like that?

Those were the responsibilities of a Pokemon too.

