
The events of Juliet’s attempted kidnapping were filed as classified in Team Rocket’s logs, so naturally rumours were flying around even before Juliet had returned.  The large bruise on her right cheekbone sparked even more rumour among the Rockets.


“Childish,” Juliet had muttered about the gossip circulating the base.


Work on Tribo had gone well during Juliet’s absence, she was glad to hear.  No prototype other than the very original had been bioengineered, although this could be construed as a good thing.  Nevertheless, the scientists were working diligently.


Juliet sat at her desk idly, tapping a pen on the surface to the beat of some song that had worked its way into her head.  The door to the office was locked and the pass code had been changed so that almost nobody could bother her.  The problem wasn’t the lack of work; instead the problem was that the pile of work that had accumulated was a daunting prospect to overcome.  She wished to enjoy at least a few more moments of doing nothing before working.


“First things first, I guess,” Juliet thought to herself, getting up.  An idea that she had been tossing around had just merited itself an attempt at doing.  She stretched and left the office for the genetics lab.


Juliet was walking down the hall rather quickly, and didn’t see anything at all before a door swung open in her face.  The way events unfolded to her was with a sudden white flash of pain in her face.


“Oh, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…” trailed a woman’s voice as she attempted to help Juliet regain balance.


Juliet shook off this woman’s help as she stood up straight on her own.  She recognised the other woman immediately; she was Ryan’s ex-partner Melanie.


“I’ll make you a deal,” Juliet said.  “If you forget that this ever happened and get about doing whatever it was you were on your way to doing, I will too.”


Melanie nodded quickly and shuffled off.  Juliet felt her face and saw blood on her fingers.  She was apparently bleeding from her nose.  Swearing as she went on her way, she attempted to wipe it off on her sleeve, hoping that the blood would be invisible on the black material of her uniform.


Sebastian blinked twice upon seeing Juliet’s face as she entered the lab, but otherwise gave no indication of seeing anything odd.


“Look,” Juliet said, frustration obvious in her voice, “I was going to put on an imposing show and whatnot, but I know I look like I got hit by a flying Snorlax.  …  Hey, the rest of you, keep working!”


Sebastian walked up to Juliet.  “And?”


“Orthan finished itself remarkably faster after being transferred from the Genetics Division to the Tech Division,” Juliet stated.  It wasn’t a question, nor did it bother to seek confirmation.


“That is, ah, true.”


“Why?”  Juliet asked lightly.


“Well,” Sebastian started, “I guess it is because beforehand we were attempting two projects at once.  Once—”


“Shut up,” Juliet said.  “You know as well as I do that by comparison, no appreciable progress has been made on Tribo.”


Sebastian opened his mouth to speak, but was cut off again by Juliet.


“If I have to transfer Tribo to the Tech Division in order to see its completion, I will.  However, if I have to, it will pretty much mean the end of the Genetics Division due to irrefutable proof of its sheer, utter incompetence.  You’ll be out of a job and, more importantly than that, you’ll find the security from the law that we’re offering you as a member of Team Rocket will vanish, so you’ll be in quite a lot of trouble indeed.”


Sebastian’s face paled with each fact stated.  “I… I see what you mean, ma’am.”


“So explain to me why Tribo is showing no progress.”


“I… I cannot, ma’am.”


Juliet smirked.  “You have three weeks from today to either complete Tribo or be in the process of growing it.  If not, you’ll find out the hard way that I never bluff.”


Sebastian, whose face was at that point quite pale, nodded.  “I’ll… I’ll get back to work immediately, ma’am.”


Sebastian returned to his workstation, and Juliet remained in the room.


“Oh,” Juliet said offhandedly when Sebastian shot her an inquisitive look, “I thought I’d see for myself what efficiency my people are capable of.”


Juliet coughed softly and Sebastian busied himself with working.


“He what?” Giovanni demanded.


He listened to the response and frowned.


“Then get him out.”


Giovanni’s face turned even sourer as he listened to the even more lengthy explanation.


“Well, assign another Elite to it then.  Who’s the closest?”


Giovanni already knew the answer but wanted to hear it anyhow.


“No, Domino isn’t well-suited to this task.  I already know Vashou and Buson are within a day’s travel.  If he was really caught in plainclothes, then the Jennies in Keisatsu won’t know what they have is really an Elite until after the fact.”


Giovanni cut off the phone again, “Despite the fact that his arrest was for a petty misdemeanour, we can’t risk the Jennies knowing what they have!  Ryan might be a fresh promotion but he still knows too much for his own good.”


Giovanni hung up before any further response.


“Finally here,” Tschel said as the group departed the train.  Marril had been annoying him despite the fact that he’d gotten Alex to talk to her.


“Gonna fight the gym leaders and win your badges and stuff?”  Marril asked from behind Alex and Tschel.


“No,” Tschel said in exasperation as if he were speaking to a child, “First, I attempt to regain whatever sanity I had before that horrendous train ride.”


Marril faked a pout.  “You’re no fun.”


“I’m staying out of this,” Alex said as he let Marril get ahead of him.  “You two have fun.”


Tschel looked at Marril and quickly pretended to hide behind Alex.  “Don’t do this to me.”


Alex smiled.  “All right, all right.  Marril, come on, we’re drawing stares.”


“Aw it’s not like any of these people’ll ever see us again anyway,” Marril said, but went on quietly.


“Wow, it’s been five minutes and Marril hasn’t said anything,” Tschel commented after a while.  “What happened to her?”


Marril stuck her tongue out at Tschel but didn’t say anything.


“Come on, let’s just find somewhere to eat,” Alex said, pulling Tschel’s arm and leading him to what he assumed was the part of town that contained the most food establishments.


“Eckol, Eckol, Eckol,” Marril whispered to Tschel, but she put on an innocent-looking face when Tschel turned and glared at her.


Marril stuck her hands into her pockets and muttered, ”You people are so dull.”


They managed to find an out-of-the-way open-air café purely by chance and were actually taking their time and relaxing.  Marril had tried to order the fish raw (“It’s how I’m used to it”) but had little success, so she’d settled for it cooked.  Alex simply ordered a salad while Tschel had tempted fate by ordering the soup du jour without seeing what it was.  Naturally, it turned out to be a disgusting “cream of…” soup.


“Nice town,” Marril said, trying to get a conversation going.  “No, Tschel, I’m actually being serious for once.  Nobody’s stared at us all day other than at the train station.”


It was true that they were an odd-looking group, as Orthan Pokémon didn’t number in four digits in total, Alex was a rather confusing sight as far as gender was concerned, and Tschel looked like he was some kind of freak or perhaps an albino with his deathly pale skin and almost-white hair.


“Yeah, you’d…” Tschel started to say, but stopped himself.  He idly glanced at the sky and stirred at his soup with his spoon.  “Ah, forget it.”


“Forget what?”


“Good Goddish,” Alex said, “You two fight like you’re married.”


Tschel gave Alex a hurt look.


“Okay, that I didn’t need floating around in my head,” Marril sulked.


“Well, looks like Tschel’s not touching his soup,” Alex noted, “so let’s just pay and get out of here.”


“Not my fault it’s cream of cream of pokéball,” Tschel muttered, looking at the white goop.


“So, we pay at the front, or what?”  Alex asked.  “Haven’t seen anyone come around.”


“Guess so,” Tschel said.


“Hold it, boys,” Marril interjected.  “It said ‘Please pay your server’ at the front when we came in.”


“I take back all the times I said this city’s name,” Marril scowled about an hour and a half later.  The three of them had wandered around seeing of the town offered any interesting sights to no avail.  “This town is the pits.  It’s so boring!  There’s nothing to do!”


“Sure there is,” a voice said from behind them.  “You’re just not looking hard enough.”


The voice belonged to a young-looking man, fair of complexion with a vaguely roguish air about him.


“You’re…?” Tschel asked.


“Name’s Aron,” he said.  “Like the Pokémon.”


“I won’t make a rock head joke, I won’t make a rock head joke…” Marril chanted quietly to herself.


Aron looked at Marril, a bit put off.  “Eh… thanks.  And you are…?”


“Marril,” she said.  “Formerly the Pokémon.”


“Orthan?”


“Well I’m not some freaky cosplayer.”


Aron turned towards Alex.  “And what, if I may ask, is your name, miss?”


Alex wasn’t able to hide the incredulity in his face.  After a few seconds of looking very strangely at Aron, he just laughed.


“What?”  Aron looked closely at Alex.  “You’re…?  Oh, sorry,” Aron’s face had a slight reddish tinge of embarrassment.


Alex’s expression said that if he opened his mouth to say anything he wouldn’t be able to restrain his laughter.  Tschel’s sweatdrop was roughly the size of a basketball.


“Sorry, he’s taken,” Tschel said, looking at Alex.


Aron glanced from Tschel to Alex and back to Tschel again, disbelieving.


Alex, having calmed down a bit and feeling very centershot, coughed loudly.


“Right,” Aron said.  “Anyways… right.  So.  What I was saying before.  I know it’s not procedure, but… you aren’t Pokémon trainers by any chance?”


“Second last Indigo League,” Alex said, raising his right hand slightly.


“Fourth,” Tschel added.


“Sorry, it’s just that, well, everyone says, ‘I couldn’t beat Asuka and Tsubasa over at Darkwood or Daisuke and Satoru over at Rueni so I won’t bother here at Eckol’… it’s really annoying.”


“Beat them both, or all, or whatever word,” Alex said quickly.  “Dai and Satoru were bloody hard.”


“Toughest gym leaders in the history of the League,” Aron explained.  “Anyhow, I was just wondering if you two would fight us at the gym…”


“You’re a gym leader?”  Tschel asked.


“Wow, gym leader challenging us to a battle,” Alex said.  He tugged at Tschel’s arm.  “That’s it, we’re taking him up.”


“Yeah, it’s over this way,” Aron said, waving his hand westwards.  “Just a warning, we’re tough.”


“They beat Rueni,” Marril said, giving Aron a harsh look.  “They’ll beat you into next week!”


“We will?”  Alex asked, blinking.

